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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 0 


Synopsis 


[Author Resume]: Qiao Jingfu 


{Genre of Fiction] : Martial arts chivalry -> Traditional martial arts chivalry 


The Winds of Sword and Fury: The Unbanning of Martial Arts: The Heroes of the Wolf School Emerge 


"| know a lot of real martial artists who practice martial arts because they like it - they like the 
satisfaction of perfecting their skills, and they like the sense of existence that comes from pushing their 
own potential to the limit." Qiao Jingfu 


Qiao Jingfu's new full-length series, Poem of the Martial Fanatic, is a radical departure from classic 
martial arts, with a unique perspective that creates a strong "Wu Poetry" flavor that is powerful and 
ruthless, tough but not alone! 


The martial arts are deconstructed. The martial arts warrior is deconstructed and reloaded. 


"We have been ordered by the Sect Leader to compete with him to show that our Wudang School 
martial arts are unrivaled." 


The Qingcheng Sword Sect, which is known as "The Unmatched in Sichuan" and is respected by mortals 
as if it were aristocracy, has encountered the greatest crisis in its centuries of existence: a powerful 
Wudang expedition army has come to the mountains to seek combat under the banner of "invincibility 
and domination of martial arts! 


The seventeen-year-old Qingcheng swordsman, Yan Heng, is pursued and nearly killed by Wudang 
masters, but is saved by Jing Li, a strange man with a very exotic martial arts skill. The two men, who 
also bear blood feuds, form an alliance and embark on the long and dangerous road to "conquer the 
Wudang School" side by side. 


12 


The journey of blood and steel begins here! 


Other works]: The Killing of Zen 


Remarks 


The Poetry of the Martial Arts Fanatic" is probably one of the most intriguing martial arts novels after Jin 
Yong! 


If you really love reading martial arts novels, then this one must be read once! 


| don't have many sources and | don't want it to affect my reading experience, so I'm going to fix the 
posting slowly, after all, | still want to rush the ranking value! 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 1 
Volume One: Wind Follows the Tiger - Cloud Follows the Dragon 


Prologue Hurricane Man 


Poem of Martial Arts Fanatic Qiao Jingfu 2017-10-27 06:43:23 


June. 


The season of hurricanes. 


The season of men. 


OOOO 


On the southernmost coastline, a vast beach juts out, facing an endless ocean that seems to be the end 
of the world. 


Hurricanes begin in early summer. 


The sky, which should have been midday, was heaped with thick, swirling clouds that turned a grayish- 
lead color. Riding on the even more furious wind, the rains swept up and down in a chaotic manner, 
blurring the vision in all directions. 


Under the dark sky, the sea was swollen with thousands of hectares of waves. The waves swept back 
and forth with a formidable momentum, striking each other, sometimes sinking into the abyss, 
sometimes rushing up into the air. Tangible energies collide and dissipate, swirling up and down. 


The sound of the waves is like a war cry when it is high, and like a sigh when it is low. 
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In this apocalyptic and chaotic scene, there was only one naked man standing alone on the beach, facing 
the storm and watching the waves without fear. 


The man is not tall, but he is thick. Layers of muscle protruded from his chest and shoulders, as smooth 
as the rock that had been washed by the tide for a long time. Rainwater drips against his tanned skin, 
running down each of his exotic tattoos. 


A giant oar, taller than the man, is stuck deep in the wet sand beside him. The man grips the oar with his 
right hand to support his body, and continues to stand motionlessly facing the ocean. 


--lt seemed like a simple standing position. However, under this level of hurricane winds, to be able to 
stand up so naturally with only an oar for support is actually a demonstration of superhuman strength. 


Through his dripping hair, the man's pupils looked directly at the gushing waves. 


There is desire in his eyes. 


--It is a desire to realize the power of rigidity and the change of softness from the motion of the waves. 


There is only one person in the world who possesses and deserves such a pure and persistent desire. 


A martial arts fanatic. 


Being dominated by this desire, the man was oblivious to the cold wind and rain pounding on his body, 
and continued to stand and stare at the ocean. 


Hurricanes do not stop. 


OOOO 
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The next day dawned. 


The wind weakened. The rain subsided. The sea calms. 


A reddish glow appeared between the clouds at the horizon. 


The man closed his eyes. But he looks as if he has awakened from a long dream. 


He took a deep breath. He pulled up the oar beside him. He turned his back to the sea. 


He took the first step. 


Without looking back, he embarked on his journey. 


A journey of blood and steel. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 1 Chapter 1: The Wulitian Pavilion Fight 


A pair of old, wrinkled eyes looked up at the color of the sky. 


The sky was gray. Heavy rain poured down with the cold November air. It was impossible to see where 
the sun had moved to. 


But Elder Zhuang knew that it was long past the appointed hour of noon. 


Mr. Chong continued to look up at the sky and mumbled something under his breath. 


"God save us, they must come ...... . 


He was sitting in a large, sturdy straw hut pavilion. The pavilion is located on the side of the official road, 
on both sides of the road are thickly wooded slopes, but in front of this pavilion, there is a large piece of 
overgrown flat land. 


Waiting with Elder Zhuang were nearly two hundred men who had gathered densely in the open space. 
They were either holding umbrellas or wearing straw raincoats, standing silently in the cold rain. Apart 
from the sound of the rain, the open space was terribly quiet. 


Two hundred people. Two hundred pairs of hands, all holding knives and sticks or sharpened farm tools; 
two hundred mouths, breathing rapidly in the cold, emitting a stream of white mist; two hundred pairs 
of eyes, a dangerous and fearful look. 


The two hundred men were divided into two halves: on one side the heads of the men were wrapped in 
white kudzu scarves, while on the other side blue-dyed cloth was wrapped around the right upper arm. 
Between the two sides, a gap was created by something intangible. 


--Something called "hostility". 
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The hundred men wearing the scarves were summoned by Elder Zhuang. As for the commander on the 
other side, he was also sitting in the pavilion, opposite of Elder Zhuang. 


Elder Zhuang looked at his opponent, Ma Ba, who was about ten years younger than him, with hatred. 


Ma Ba's expression was much more relaxed than Zhuang's. He took the hand that was handed to him. 
He took the bamboo tube handed to him by his attendant, took a sip of cold wine, and then looked at 
Elder Zhuang with a slight smile. 


Elder Zhuang pretended to be calm and took a drag on his cigarette, but in his heart he was secretly 
cursing Ma Ba anxiously. 


Also sitting in the pavilion were Inspector Zhou from the government office and five of his men. The 
inspector didn't bring more men with him, and the five men were only armed with sticks, but not 
swords. It was useless to bring more men. A fight of this scale could not be suppressed by a small 
inspector like him. He and his men sat quietly at the side of the pavilion, hoping that, at the last minute, 
one of them would give in and admit defeat first. 


This place is on the outskirts of Guan County, Sichuan Province, and the pavilion has a history of over a 
hundred years. The name of the pavilion is "Five Mile Watching Pavilion", which as the name suggests, is 
located on the Five Mile Road outside of Guan County. 


In the dozens of miles around the county, many villages, towns and clans used to meet in the open 
space in front of the pavilion to settle their disputes - be it with their mouths or with knives and clubs. 
Legend has it that the reason no trees can grow in this open space is because the soil has been stained 
with the blood of too many innocent people for decades. 


Looking out from the pavilion, the outskirts of the county are covered with rolling hills and deep jungles. 
Since ancient times, the county has been a place where green forests and bandits have been rampant. In 
the capital city of Chengdu, there is an old saying: "If you screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up, screw 
up, screw up, Screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up, screw up! This 
means that if you have a problem or failure in the provincial capital, you can go to the county and 
become a bandit in the mountains and forests! This shows the toughness of the people in the county. 
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Like this Elder Zhuang, today he is a landlord in Shuitou Township of Guanxian County, and a big boss of 
several businesses, but when he was young, he was still a bandit. After many years of trading and 
accumulating a good amount of wealth, he wanted to settle down, and the government has been 
unable to eliminate him for many years, and under the mutual agreement, Elder Zhuang was recruited, 
and the original bandit who killed without blinking an eye turned into a rich man of dough, and it has 
been more than 20 years now. 


As for Ma Ba is not a good family, originally in the county town is specialized in loan-sharking bosses, 
smuggling and trading, and the nearby green forest "good guys" to communicate with each other, and 
"background" and Elder Zhuang is also the same as the black. 


As for the fight that mobilized 200 people, many people here don't know why the fight started in the 
first place. Originally, it was just a small matter: a woodcutter picked some firewood to sell in the county 
town, argued with several pedestrians, and was beaten up and broke a leg; the woodcutter found his 
buddies in the village to avenge the attack in the county, and the other side also called out their friends 
and relatives, and both sides of the layer after layer of upward looking for backers to help fight. Several 
small armored fights came down, three people were killed, and more than twenty were seriously 
injured. Both sides are demanding compensation from each other, so they are attracting more ruffians 
who want to get a piece of the pie....... originally only a few reckless men formed a beam, evolving into a 
confrontation between the two leading figures in the county, and today it is about to come to an end 
here. 


Inspector Zhou looked at the two hundred people outside the pavilion, and sighed in his heart. 


--If they really fight, | don't know how many of them won't be able to return ...... home. 


Ma Ba, tired of waiting, finally broke the silence and grinned his yellowed teeth. 


"| see that noon has long passed. Elder Zhuang, you still want the brothers outside to get wet? Do you 
want to fight?" 


Elder Zhuang looked at Ma Ba with hatred, but he didn't dare to act out. 


It was all because of the thin man sitting beside Ma Ba, who was wearing a long knife on his waist. 
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He was wearing only a sheepskin undershirt, revealing two long arms with muscles as solid as steel. The 
left side of his head is bald, and there is a miserable scar on his face. The knife on the waist is so long 
that the end of the sheath is stranded on the ground, although it has not been pulled out, but it is 
already hidden to let people look at the heart of the cold, a look knows that it is a lot of people killed the 
frame of life. 


In terms of the number of people, Elder Zhuang summoned the same as Ma Ba. Elder Zhuang knew that 
it would be useless to bring a hundred more men to Ma Ba, but because Ma Ba had this one more 
person at his side, Elder Zhuang knew that it would be useless to bring another hundred extra men. 


Although Elder Zhuang has not traveled the world for many years, the news on the road is still well- 
informed, and has long since heard that Ma Ba used silver to invite what a good hand to help boxing. 


This person surnamed Chen, no one knows his name in the Jianghu, only call him as " Ghost Knife Chen 
"in early years in Chengdu area committed a few killings over the goods of the death penalty, but more 
than once single-handedly killed out of the government roundup. It is said that once Ghost Knife Chen 
was in a brothel, the officials and guards got wind of the siege, he bare a knife to break through the 
siege, the fast knife killed and wounded thirty people in a row, but he did not even lose a hair. After that 
strange trip, he was nicknamed "Ghost Knife 30". 


After being chased too closely in Chengdu, Ghost Knife Chen fled to the mountains of Guan County two 
years ago. He did not need to do anything, just rely on the "Ghost Knife" reputation, to attract a group 
of bandits automatically coming to honor. Since then, all the bodyguards escort goods passing by, only 
to hear the "Ghost Knife Chen" three words, immediately obediently offer money on the road, he did 
not make a single move in the Guan County. 


--Ma Ba, the son of a tortoise, has made friends with such a remarkable character. ...... 


"What's the matter? Elder Zhuang, who are you waiting for?" Ma Ba smiled and urged again. This time 
he spent a lot of money to invite Ghost Knife Chen, although a somewhat heartbreaking, but imagining 
how Elder Zhuang will submit in front of his face, it is worth it. 


Behind him, Ghost Knife Chen also understood, reached out his right hand, fingers on the hilt of the long 
knife gently flicked. 
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Elder Zhuang saw this action and felt a cold chill on his back. 


Ma Ba gained the upper hand, "If you don't want to fight, it's fine, | Ma Ba also don't force people to be 
difficult ...... Mr. Zhou, how do you think this matter can be solved? 


Inspector Zhou has long wanted to find a chance to mediate, and now that he has seen the situation 
clearly, he can't wait to open his mouth: "Peace is precious, that's the best thing to do. | look at it this 
way: for previously dead, each family is compensated 30 taels of silver pension; wounded, depending on 
the extent of injuries are also given some medicine compensation; and then in the county's 'Peace 
House’ set up 50 tables of banquet, we drink a cup of wine, and ending in peace, how do you two see it? 


Although Inspector Zhou did not say, but when speaking towards the Elder Zhuang, he naturally signaled 
that the silver and wine banquets are paid by the capitulating Elder Zhuang. 


Elder Zhuang gritted his teeth and said nothing. It's not a big deal to lose such a small amount of money, 
but if he admits it this time, he will always be stepped on by Ma Ba in the eyes of Guan County people. 
Although it is no longer the old days when people wanted to have blood on their hands, Elder Zhuang 
still relies on his reputation to protect many of his properties and businesses. Elder Zhuang is an old 
man, and knows that once the face is lost, the one who used to bully others will gradually become the 
one who is bullied. 


People standing outside the pavilion also heard the conversation inside. The men with the Ge scarves, 
seeing that the leader was silent, were chilled to the core. The fight seemed to be going nowhere. 


"Elder Zhuang, you have not said who you are waiting for ...... , Ma Ba continued to press. "Do you still 
want to keep it a secret? Or...... "He smiled and pointed to Ghost Knife Chen behind him. "Seeing that 
I've invited Master Chen, you're already embarrassed to say it." 


Elder Zhuang knew he couldn't delay any longer. 


--If they really don't come down, I'll be in trouble. ...... 
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Elder Zhuang finally opened his mouth: " To speak out, | am afraid that you will not be able to sit still." 


"Well?" Ma Ba pretended to listen carefully and said with a sneer, " Elder, I'm sitting still, just say it." 


Elder Zhuang closed his eyes and took a deep breath, then reached out and pointed to the distant 
mountains outside the pavilion. 


"It's from the mountains." 


When the four words were uttered, the more than two hundred people in the audience looked serious 
at the same time. 


Even Ghost Knife Chen tightened his gaze. 


They all know who "the mountain" refers to. 


Everyone outside the pavilion turned back at the same time and looked at the verdant mountain half 
hidden in the rain and mist far behind. 


Mount Qingcheng. 


Ma Ba stopped laughing. 


"Grandpa, don't brag," he said. He said carefully, word by word. "If they find out that someone is using 
their name to fool around, you and | won't be able to cope with it." 


"Do you think |, Old Zhuang, am a man who doesn't know what's right? Five days ago, | went up to the 
mountain to invite them in person with an offer." 
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Ma Ba's mouth trembled, but he couldn't speak a word. 


Elder Zhuang was calm on the outside, but in fact he was hiding some details: that day he went to the 
mountain, he could not meet the Head Master of the sect, and the other side did not promise to come 
down today. The person he met with only took the invitation, listened to Elder Zhuang's request, and 
sent him down the mountain without replying. 


--But at least they didn't openly reject me. ...... I'm not lying. ...... 


Elder Zhuang stopped talking here. He pretended to be calm as he looked at Ma Ba, whose temper was 
greatly reduced. Elder Zhuang was thinking: even if they don't come down the mountain, if Ma Ba hears 
these words and begs for peace, he will be able to save face. 


--But it's still up to Ghost Knife Chen. 


Ghost Knife Chen, after hearing the words "in the mountains", his original disdainful look has 
disappeared. Instead, it was replaced by a beast-like look of vigilance. 


--I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. This evil star has aroused my words ...... 


Elder Zhuang looked at Ghost Knife Chen's ferocious look, and in his heart he was afraid: if he found out 
that they really do not come down, then it will not cost money to solve the problem. ...... 


The two hundred people outside the pavilion are talking to each other. Some of them looked back at the 
distant mountains from time to time, with a look of reverence on their faces. 


For them, those people in the mountains are mythical beings. 


Ma Ba was anxious. He turned back toward Ghost Knife Chen and whispered: "Master Chen, what do 
you think? | only want to negotiate for a face this time, Master Chen, you are only seeking money, it is 


not acrime...... Z 
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Ghost Knife Chen bit his lower lip, his left hand unconsciously gripped the sheath of the knife at his 
waist. He still did not have any gesture. 


Ma Ba also did not make a sound. Elder Zhuang was already afraid, naturally, he also did not say 
anything. Inspector Zhou is not sure whether Elder Zhuang's words are true or false, but once he heard 
"in the mountains", he knew that there was no room for him to mediate in this matter....... 


The situation in the pavilion stood still in silence. We didn't know when to wait, and the situation 
became very strange. 


The rain kept dripping on the roof of the pavilion. 


It was a long time. 


Suddenly, someone in the crowd outside the pavilion shouted, "Ah! 


Everyone looked in the direction of the voice. It was one of the men wearing a Ge scarf. He pointed with 
a finger. Everyone followed the direction of the finger and looked. 


" They really came ...... \" 


Elder Zhuang and Ma Ba, at the same time, as if their asses were on fire, jumped up and walked to the 
pavilion to get a better look. 


In the distance on the official road, two tiny black shadows were approaching this way in the heavy rain. 


Elder Zhuang excitedly wiped the precipitation from his eyes and face. Ma Ba, on the other hand, stood 
with a pale face. 
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More than two hundred pairs of eyes watched the two figures come closer and closer. 


Finally, they arrived in front of the field. The two figures were wearing straw raincoats and walking on 
foot, their heads were covered with large bamboo hats, so their faces could not be seen. 


The two hundred people in the field seemed to be separated in the center by an invisible force, opening 
up a wide pathway. 


Wherever they passed, the men with sharp blades unconsciously withdrew their weapons behind their 
backs. 


When they entered the "Five Miles Pavilion", the two men took off their bamboo hats and straw 
raincoats, revealing a dark green robes, which were a bit like the robes of the Taoist priests, but with a 
cloth straps wrapped around their wrists and arms to tighten their sleeves. On the chest of the left lapel 
of the green robes, there was a black silk thread embroidered with the character "#4" in seal script. A 
long objects hung diagonally from each waist, wrapped in a thick cloth, obviously to protect them from 


the rain. 


Elder Zhuang was so moved that he almost cried. 


-Really ...... really came ...... to the rescue. 


He instructed his attendants to take the two men's bamboo hats and straw raincoats, and brought in 
two bamboo chairs. 


The two green-robed men did not sit down. They pulled out a rope around their waists, and the bags 
wrapped around them were unwrapped, revealing two long swords of the same style, which appeared 
to be quite ancient in appearance. The copper casting of the sword and scabbard are polished to a 
shine. 


When Ghost Knife Chen saw these two swords, his eyes were wide open, his scalp was numb for a while, 
and the scar on his head was a bit painful. 
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The two clean green robes, although the color is faint, in the eyes of the crowd seemed to emit a 
mysterious radiance. 


The man in the green robe on the left was older, in his 27th or 28th year, with a neatly grown beard and 
mustache around his lips. His sharp eyes scanned the surrounding area, naturally giving off an aura that 
made people not dare to look directly at him. 


"Zhang Peng of the Qingcheng Sect," he said. The man did not bow and salute when he said this, and his 
tone was not like introducing himself, but rather like ordering everyone to memorize this name. "'By 
order of my master, | have accompanied my younger brother down the mountain to mediate this 
matter." 


Elder Zhuang took a look at Ma Ba, then stepped forward and bowed. "If | had known that the two 
swordsmen were coming, | should have prepared a carriage and horses at the foot of the mountain--" 


Zhang Peng interrupted him: "The precepts of this school, except for those who have completed their 
art and come down from the mountain, disciples are not allowed to ride carriages and horses when 
going in and out, which makes them lazy and weak." 


Elder Zhuang smiled, "| am impressed! | am impressed! Alas, this incident is just a small dispute in the 
street, and it is really a great honor to receive two swordsmen from your school. 


Zhang Peng interrupted again, "| told you, | only came to accompany him". Zhang Peng gestured to his 
junior beside him. Zhang Peng pointed to his brother, who was beside him. " By the order of my master, 
this matter is to be decided by my brother Yan." He stepped back. 


Surprised, the crowd took a closer look at the much younger Qingcheng disciple beside Zhang Peng. 


This Yan seemed to be only sixteen or seventeen years old, not even growing a beard, slender and of 
average stature, with a face with fine features and a bit of childishness. His two thick eyebrows were 
raised upwards in a handsome manner, but his expression was shy, in addition to his tanned skin, if he 
hadn't been carrying a sword at his waist, he would have looked like a peasant boy. 
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The young man almost wanted to salute the crowd, but remembering Brother Zhang's instructions along 
the way, he lowered his hand again. 


--These mortals are not our equals. 


That's what Brother Zhang said. 


The young man clenched his fists, his eyes lowered without looking at anyone. His lips, as red as a 
child's, trembled a little. 


ee Qingcheng Sect, Yan Xiaoliu." The voice was so low that only the people in the pavilion could hear 


Elder Zhuang frowned. Such an embarrassing young man, as well as this rustic name, with the identity of 
the swordsman does not match, he is not different from a peasant boy. 


But looking at that Zhang Peng's aura, as well as the green robe and the long sword, these two are 
definitely not fake ....... 


"Young Master Yan ...... " Elder Zhuang still respectfully bowed his hand to the boy who was at least 


forty years younger than himself: "The whole story is like this ...... : 


"NO we need to talk about it." Yan Xiaoliu replied hastily. He turned back to Zhang Peng for instructions. 
But Zhang Peng didn't raise an eyebrow. Yan Xiaoliu had no choice but to continue, "What my master 
means is, since this Mr. Zhuang has come to ask us, everything will be done according to Mr. Zhuang's 
wish. 


That's it? 


Ma Ba looked stunned. 
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Elder Zhuang suppressed his excitement and smiled at Inspector Zhou, "Your Excellency has heard it, 
right? Since the Head Master of the Qingcheng School ordered, then Zhuang boldly consider an idea ...... 
according to what you just said: compensation for the dead of 30 two pieces of silver, each injured also 
dow compensation". 


He then proudly looked at Ma Ba: "And then in the "Peace House" to set fifty tables and banquet, how?" 


Inspector Zhou nodded vigorously, "Ma Ba, | think that's it. 


Ma Ba was already discouraged and ready to agree. 


But Ghost Knife Chen pushed Ma Ba aside and took a step forward. 


"If disagree, what will happen?" Ghost Knife Chen looked directly into Yan Xiaoliu's eyes. 


The air in the pavilion suddenly seemed to condense. 


Yan Xiaoliu met Ghost Knife Chen's gaze. He looked back at his brother. Zhang Peng still didn't show any 
sign. 


He had been instructed by Zhang Peng on how to deal with this kind of situation, and Yan Xiaoliu had 
remembered it by heart. However, the boy still had to take a deep breath before he could speak. 


"Mr. Zhuang's idea is my master's idea," Yan Xiaoliu finished with a deep sigh. 


Yan Xiaoliu finished in one breath and straightened his chest. The hilt of the sword at his waist also 
lifted. 


The meaning was obvious. 
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Ghost Knife Chen then looked at Zhang Peng. 


"You just said that this matter is only in the hands of your brother? You are here only to accompany? 


Zhang Peng certainly understood the meaning of Ghost Knife Chen's words. He smiled at the corner of 
his mouth and nodded his head. 


--That is to say, only one Qingcheng Sword will be drawn here today. 


Ghost Knife Chen looked at the young man in front of him once again. Of course, he had heard 
everything about the Qingcheng Sect - anyone who roamed the Jianghu in Sichuan could not have failed 
to hear about it. 


"Ba Shu Wu Shuang. That's the plaque Ghost Knife Chen has been hanging since before he was born. 


But he didn't believe it. These famous sects in the martial arts world, although their reputation is well 
known, do not necessarily all rely on the cultivation of the previous generations. 


--Everyone carries a blade every day. We are all two-handed and two-legged. This sword of mine has 
been practiced in life and death for more than twenty years. | just don't believe there's much difference. 


--Not to mention that | have this unweaned child in front of me. 


Ghost Knife Chen rubbed his palms together. 


" This so-called famous school, a lot of people have been hearing, is really as strong, it is rare to have the 
opportunity to see. 


A lot of people in the crowd have the same idea. Though we've heard a lot of rumors about the Great 
Sword Sect, we haven't seen with our own eyes how much of it is true. 
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--However, among those who have the courage to use their bodies to test, there is only one person here 
today. 


Ghost Knife Chen's challenge is already very obvious. But Yan Xiaoliu didn't seem ready to face the 
enemy, instead, he was scratching his hair as if he didn't know how to react. 


Behind him, seeing his brother like this, Zhang Peng did not show any concern, but looked a bit 
impatient. 


Elder Zhuang, Ma Ba, and the others have already retreated to the side of the pavilion. 


Ghost Knife Chen saw that Yan Xiaoliu did not seem to be ready to fight. Having come from the Lulin, he 
refused to give the other party any more chances. 


"I've learned." 


His voice was so quiet and soft that it could only be heard, and it didn't carry the slightest hint of 
murderous intent. 


But the right hand has already gripped the hilt of the sword. 


At the same time, Ghost Knife Chen's mind is already setting up the three possible changes after this 
style of quick chopping... 


But the long knife, only sheathed in half and then stopped. 


--And Ghost Knife Chen, who was proud of his quick sword, for the first time and the last time, 
personally experienced what is really "quick". 


The two hundred pairs of normal eyes inside and outside the pavilion could not even see the process. 
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They only saw the result: 


Ghost Knife Chen's long knife was only halfway out of its sheath when the blade was pierced by a steel 
sword covered with water patterns, and the tip of the sword then stabbed into Ghost Knife Chen's 
chest, where he was wearing a cotton jacket. The long knife was thus nailed to Ghost Knife Chen's own 
body, and could not be unsheathed anymore. 


The person holding the long sword (I should have said "stabbing sword", but the eyes of the public can 
not see the stabbing action), naturally, is that village boy Yan Xiaoliu. 


Few people noticed: behind Yan Xiaoliu, Zhang Peng's left palm was resting on his right shoulder. 


Ghost Knife Chen's face was really white like a ghost. His eyes were as dull as if he had seen a ghost. 


Only these three people knew what had just happened: 


Ghost Knife Chen's right hand rested on the hilt. 


Yan Xiaoliu's eyes changed from sheep to wolf in an instant. 


Ghost Knife Chen's long sword is sheathed by two inches. 


Yan Xiaoliu's, long sword on his waist has been completely unsheathed. 


The long knife, one foot out of its sheath. 


The long sword, stabbing momentum is already there. 
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Qingcheng School sword art, the most basic of the basic, the third stance of the introductory sword art 
"Wind and Fire Sword", called "Star chasing the moon". 


It is only the simplest one-handed stabbing action. However, from the left foot on the ground, up to the 
legs and hips, to the waist, to the chest and shoulders, to the elbows and arms, to the wrists and fingers 
holding the sword - every muscle that should be activated has been activated. From the bottom to the 
top, from the toes to the fingers, every joint activity increases and transmits the accumulated power 
upwards, and finally it is fully injected into the tip of the sword - this is the secret of "qi jin kung fu" (@) 
of the martial arts school. 


Note 1: For more information on the principle of "qi jin", please refer to "Da Dao Zhen Jian Tang Lecture 
Notes - Part 1". 


Yan Xiaoliu's brain didn't even need to think about making such highly coordinated movement. 


--For six years, he had practiced at least 500 times a day in rain and wind, and in total, he had already 
performed the movement more than a million times, so there was no need to think about it. 


As far as Yan Xiaoliu's eyes could see, the tip of his nose, the tip of his front foot, and the tip of his 
sword, the three tips were aligned. An invisible straight line, pointing directly at Ghost Knife Chen's 
throat. 


This was the primary target of the "Star Chasing the Moon" stance. Yan Xiaoliu has countless times 
stabbed at the imaginary opponent in the air, countless times practicing with his fellow disciples, all 
aiming in this way, and the same has become a habit without having to think. 


Attacking the enemy to prevent them from attacking. This is an unbreakable rule of combat. 


--If, indeed, the opponent can be called an "enemy". 


Therefore, Zhang Peng's hand slapped on Yan Xiaoliu's shoulder. 
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Because of this slap, Yan Xiaoliu's unthinking "Star Chasing the Moon" sword stance was angled 
downward. 


The Qingcheng sword that should have passed through the rear neck of Ghost Knife Chen penetrated 
into Ghost Knife Chen's long sword that had just been drawn up to chest height, pierced through the 
blade, and nailed into the sheepskin coat on Ghost Knife Chen's chest. 


Then everything stood still, and that was the result that everyone else saw. 


Ghost Knife Chen's entire body stiffened. Yan Xiaoliu, however, was frozen in place, a little cold sweat 
dripping from his forehead. 


This was the first time in his life, the seventeen year old had, with real hostility, launched his sword at a 
living human being. 


--And he had already killed the opponent. 


Zhang Peng's palm gently patted his brother's shoulder twice. 


Only then did Yan Xiaoliu realize that he had lost his temper in front of everyone, and violently withdrew 
his sword. 


The Qingcheng Sword was withdrawn from the hole in the blade, emitting a toothache-inducing 
scraping sound. When the tip of the sword was withdrawn, a few threads of cotton wool were also 
extracted. 


Ghost Knife Chen's blood stained cotton wool, flying in mid-air. 


The people in the pavilion looked at the several wisps of cotton wool and were stunned. 


Ghost Knife Chen dared to inhale only after the sword was pulled out. 
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The tip of the sword pierced through the padded coat and penetrated two points into his chest, but did 
not hit his lungs. 


--If it had not been blocked by the long knife, and if Zhang Peng's pat had not dissipated the strength of 
the sword, Ghost Knife Chen would have been a ghost. 


Yan Xiaoliu carefully examined the blade that pierced through the steel knife. After ensuring that there 
was no damage to the sword, he took a sigh of relief and returned the sword to its sheath. 


His heart was still pounding, and his eyes looked at the Brother with puzzlement. 


Zhang Peng knew his brother's question. 


"A person of this level is not qualified to die under the Qingcheng Sect's sword," he said. 


Ghost Knife Chen's long sword fell to the ground. 


Almost at the same time, the two hundred people outside the pavilion, the hands of the weapons also 
fell one after another on the muddy ground. 


Some of them even kneeled down. 


--These mortals are not equal to us. 


Xiao Liu saw this scene, finally understand what Brother meant by this. 


Ghost Knife Chen, whose chest was red with blood, crawled to the ground, not daring to lift his head 


and face to look at the two Qingcheng Sect swordsmen. 
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He never held a sword again in his life. No one knew his whereabouts. There were rumors that he left 
his home, or that he was chopped up by his enemies. His gang of bandits in the mountains of Guan 
County also fled to other counties. 


All because of the sword of a seventeen-year-old boy. 


--This is the Qingcheng Sect. 


Even Elder Zhuang, who had invited the two swordsmen to come down from the mountain, was too 
shocked to speak - when a power is too strong and too frightening, not everyone has the guts to take 
advantage of it. 


Zhang Peng and Yan Xiaoliu did not speak to them again. There was no need to say anything. 


They wrapped their long swords in cloth bags, put on their straw raincoats and bamboo hats, and left 
the "Five Mile Watching Pavilion", heading back towards the mountain road they came from. 


Inside and outside the pavilion, two hundred people watched these two men's backs as they gradually 
disappeared in the rain. 


Two hundred pairs of eyes were as reverent as if they were looking up to gods. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 1 


The power of various offensive and defensive movements in martial arts is called "internal force", also 
known as "qi force" or "internal power". Because of these unique terms, "internal force" is often 
rumored and deified by the public, and is imagined to be a special kind of energy other than physical 
force, which can be accumulated in the practitioner's body, and even more exaggeratedly described as 
being able to be released outside the body to injure people remotely, or transferred to the body of 
another person. ...... All of these claims are in fact false and inaccurate. 


In fact, all the physical operation of the martial artist, relying on the kinetic energy generated by the 
muscles and sinews, and the activities of the ordinary people seeking to work and rest are not 
fundamentally different. 


The difference lies in the quality. A martial artist's ability to utilize speed and power beyond that of a 
normal person is the result of an extremely high degree of coordination between the body's muscles 
and flesh. For example, the simplest punch, the force from the ground, from the feet and legs stomping 
on the ground, up to the waist rotation, shoulder and arm extension, wrist twisting, and finally the fist 
fingers grip through the force, the power from one joint to the next joint, if the coordination is perfect, 
there is no loss of power, and the strength of each joint is multiplied up to the fullest, and finally 
concentrated in the fist, naturally, strange speed and ferocity, the power generated by sucha high 
degree of coordination, that is, "internal force". This highly coordinated power is called "internal force". 
On the contrary, if a person doesn't know how to swing a fist, even if he steps on the leg and turns his 
waist in the same way, but the coordination is poor, the strength of the muscles resists and counteracts 
each other, and in the end, less than one-twelfth of the power can reach the fist, which is just a weak 
effort. 


Therefore, "internal force" is still a kind of muscle power. The relentless training of muscles is a 
mandatory discipline for martial artists. The idea of an immortal or a physically weak man who is able to 
generate a thousand pounds of force is just a figment of the imagination. 


Modern sports physiology also emphasizes muscle coordination to produce the highest performance, 
which is essentially the same as the "internal force" of Wudao. However, in ancient times, in addition to 
training the body to operate, there were also various secret methods to enhance the brain and nerve 
transmission, and raise the coordination to a higher level, resulting in efficiency of movement, which is 
difficult to be surpassed by the sportsmen of the present day. Take for example the move "Star Chasing 
the Moon" struck by Yan Xiaoliu in the previous chapter, its reaction time and instantaneous starting 
speed are already comparable to the starting explosion of the top Olympic sprinters in this world. But 
Yan Xiaoliu does not need any preparation, do not need to cultivate mental concentration, in a sudden 


situation without warning, hands and feet are already doing (if a strike is not enough, he can still repeat 
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the explosion) which is far above the ability of the athletes. Yan Xiaoliu was only an middle-level disciple 
of the Qingcheng School. 


The "internal force" is only the foundation of martial arts. As for other higher secret techniques, they 
will be discussed later. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 2 Chapter 2: The Qingcheng Sword Sect 


Walking on the slope back to Mount Qingcheng, Yan Xiaoliu silently followed behind Brother Zhang 
Peng. 


The cold rain had already tapered off. The two continued to walk. 


Yan Xiaoliu's shoulders and back were constantly emitting white mist. Zhang Peng saw this and smiled. 
He understood. 


Five years ago, when he followed Brother to test his sword against the bandits, his blood boiled, and he 
couldn't control himself for a long time. The first time he went down to the mountain to fight with 
outsiders, and then realized that he had abilities that far surpassed those of most of the rest of the 
world - it was a kind of excitement that could not be suppressed. 


When they reached a large tree, Zhang Peng stopped. At the foot of the tree, he took off his bamboo 
hat, unclasped the bamboo tube containing water from his waist and handed it to Yan Xiaoliu. 


Yan Xiaoliu had not yet calmed down, and was really thirsty at this moment. He took Brother's bamboo 
tube and drank several sips. 


Zhang Peng observed his brother's expression. On that innocent face, there was excitement and 
nervousness, but there was also doubt. 


"Xiaoliu, you have something you want to ask, don't you?" Zhang Peng took back the bamboo tube and 
took a sip of water. 


Yan Xiaoliu hung his head and looked at the roots on the ground in silence. 


"You can ask whatever you want," Zhang Peng said. Zhang Peng said again. "| won't tell Master." 
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Yan Xiaoliu was thinking for a while, and only then did he gather his courage: " Brother ...... There is 
something that | do not understand ...... The old man surnamed Zhuang is not a good person. We....... 


"You want to ask: why do we have to help him?" 


Yan Xiaoliu nodded. 


"Do you see the huge number of people in front of the Five Mile Pavilion? They were about to start a 
fight. How many people would be killed or injured in this fight? How many feuds will be formed? How 
many more fights will follow? Now, because of us, the fight is over, and a lot of people won't get killed 
or injured. Isn't that a good thing? In fact, Master doesn't care which side we should help, only the one 
who came to the mountain to beg us is the one surnamed Zhuang." 


Zhang Peng patted his brother's shoulder and added, "Your sword has already saved many people there, 
as well as their families. This is what it means to be a martial artist. Just look at the result. There is no 
need to think about anything else." 


Yan Xiaoliu nodded, and then followed Zhang Peng on his way. 


However, on the way, he still kept thinking about Brother's words. Then he remembered that Ghost 
Knife Chen. 


--I'm not sure if we're different from Ghost Knife Chen," he said. ...... 


However, such complicated things are not something that a seventeen year old boy who has lived in the 
mountains for many years practicing swords and has never been involved in Jianghu can understand. 


So until he reached the mountain gate, Yan Xiaoliu still had no answer. 


OOOO 
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Qingcheng Mountain is the birthplace of Taoism, legend has it that in ancient times Emperor Huan Yuan 
already practiced the Tao here; in the Eastern Han Dynasty, Taoist Zhang Ling (i.e., the first generation of 
Zhang Tianshi) settled in Qingcheng Mountain and created the Way of the Five Pieces of Rice, the 
foundation of Taoist elixir method. Since then, there have been people who came to the mountain to 
practice Taoism and preach, and built more and more temples and sanctuaries, which have been 
continuously visited for thousands of years. 


The Qingcheng Sword and Fist School was initially a Taoist art for strengthening the body and resisting 
bandits and thieves; however, it later became more and more specialized, and developed into a purely 
practical fighting style with harshness and vigour, which was not in line with Taoism and health 
maintenance, so gradually Taoist priests ceased to practise it, and it was continued to be passed down 
by laymen. More than a hundred years ago, the Sword Sect formally separated from the Taoist Sect, and 
ceased to practice in the former mountain "Shangqing Palace", and set up a "Xuanmen Hall" in the back 
of Qingcheng Mountain as a base, with more than a dozen houses built behind the Hall for the disciples, 
their families, and service workers to live in. 


Zhang Peng and Yan Xiaoliu walked along the mountain road to the west, and when they arrived at the 
back mountain gate, they saluted the little Taoist priest who was guarding the entrance, and then 
continued to climb up the mountain road. 


Beyond the mountain gate is a small mountain town called Ajijiang. The townspeople often have 
contacts with the Qingcheng swordsmen, and the Qingcheng Sect purchases most of its food and 
clothing in this town, and often employed the townspeople as temporary laborers. But today, Zhang 
Peng did not want to attract the attention of the townspeople, and did not go through the flavor of the 
town to the mountains, but took Yan Xiaoliu to the east of a forest path, climbing up the mountain in 
the north. 


"Note 1: The town was renamed Tai'an in the Qing Dynasty and still exists today. 


The two of them walked like monkeys and flew up the slippery mountain road, not long after climbing 
over a hill, "Xuanmen Hall", covered with green glazed tiles, the imposing temple building, suddenly 
appeared before their eyes. 


When they arrived at the main entrance of the Hall, the two took off their swords and held the sheaths 
with both hands in accordance with the rituals of a teacher's school before entering the door. 
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Along the way, they passed through the courtyard and the front yard, where several brothers were 
refurbishing their training equipment. When they saw that the two disciples had returned, they were so 
excited that they came forward to ask them questions. However, the two knew the etiquette and did 
not say a word. Without stopping, they continued to hold their swords and walked towards the main 
hall. 


The "Hall of Returning to the Source". The most sacred place of the Qingcheng Sword sect. 


This hall is just like the Xuanmen Hall, the building is simple and unadorned, without a single spot of 
dust. Most of the tables, chairs and utensils have been used for decades or even more than a century, 
but they have been well maintained, and the entire "Hall of Returning to the Source" naturally has a 
solemn atmosphere. 


When Zhang Peng and his companion arrived at the main entrance, someone had already reported to 
the Head Master. At this moment, he was already sitting on the chair under the huge "Bashu 
Unmatched" plaque, his eyes gently closed. 


He Zisheng, the current Head Master of the Qingcheng Sect. Hair bun and long beard are half silver 
white, the face with closed eyes seems to be in meditation. If not for that tall and strong body, and the 
posture of a tiger sitting on a rock, he really looked like an old Taoist priest practicing in a temple. 


Sitting next to He Zisheng is his younger brother, Song Zhen. Song Zhen has dark hair and black beard, 
and his face is glowing. He looks like he is thirty-five or thirty-six years old, but in fact, he is forty-nine 
this year, and four years younger than He Zisheng. Although he is not as majestic and solemn as He 
Zisheng, he has a sharp and smart look on his face, and he looks more like the leader of a school than 
the Headmaster. Song Zhen is the current head of the Qingcheng Sect and is responsible for the 
management of the operation of the school. 


Zhang Peng and Yan Xiaoliu held their swords above the head, half-kneeled and bowed to their master 
and uncle, and then walked to the left side of the hall. 


Zhang Peng opened a large wardrobe by the wall. Inside were three rows of wooden shelves, displaying 
more than thirty long swords of similar styles, with various shapes of sword guards reflecting the light. 
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The two men unwrapped their swords and carefully placed them on the two empty shelves inside the 
showcase. Zhang Peng gently closed the door of the wardrobe. 


Both Zhang Peng and Yan Xiaoliu were not qualified to wear the precious swords of the Qingcheng Sect, 
but only because they had been ordered by their master to come down to the mountain this time, they 
were able to borrow them for a while. 


They returned to the center of the hall and stood in front of their master with their heads hung down, 
ready to report the whole story of their journey down the mountain. 


He Zisheng opened his eyes. 


Although his tiger eyes were impressive, his pupils were a light gray color. 


He Zisheng looked at Yan Xiaoliu without uttering a word, only raising his right palm and waving it at 
him, signaling him to leave first. 


--That right hand was missing its middle finger. 


Yan Xiaoliu had already prepared in his mind to describe to his master his defeat this time, but now he 
could not help but feel disappointed. However, he only bit his lip, bowed his fist and saluted his Master, 
Senior Uncle and Brother, and exited the "Hall of Returning to the Source" without any hesitation. 


After Yan Xiaoliu left, He Zisheng spoke to his disciple Zhang Peng. 


"How's he?" 


""He's still a bit soft in nature."" Zhang Peng replied immediately. "But his skills and moves are more 
than qualified. Even more so, he didn't have the slightest hesitation when he first met the enemy. He is 
definitely more qualified than me." 
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"You must not say such contemptuous words in front of your juniors." Song Zhen, who was beside him, 
criticized. 


Mr. Zhang Peng knew that he had made a mistake and immediately bowed his hand to his uncle, "I 
understand. | have not said these words to him." 


"Who was his opponent?" He Zisheng asked. The reputation of the Sect has always been his main 
concern. 


"A bandit named Ghost Sword Chen who is known for his skill with the knife in the Sichuan province." 


"You just said that he had no hesitation ...... " He Zisheng asked, "So, this 'Ghost Sword Chen’ is dead?" 


"No. ..... It was the disciple who intervened, letting the master's brother's sword sink, and only 
wounded him--" 


Then Zhang Peng got three red finger marks on the right side of his face. 


He Zisheng left his seat, waved his palm backhand, and returned to his seat, the speed of his hand was 
so fast that Zhang Peng's eyes couldn't capture it in its entirety, it was only like seeing a shadow passing 
by. 


--Even if he could catch it, he wouldn't dare to hide. 


"Why did you intervene in his sword test?" An angry frown appeared on He Zisheng's brow. 


" Brother Yan is still young, | thought--" 


"The Qingcheng School's swords are not for carving." He Zisheng's gray eyes glared at Zhang Peng. "If he 
can't kill, he shouldn't hold the sword." 
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Zhang Peng's back was already in a cold sweat, and now he fell to his knees. 


"| know | was wrong." 


"This is not a problem." Song Zhen picked him up on one side and smoothed out the situation. "Keep 
that man alive, so that he can spread the name of our school for the rest of his life." 


He Zisheng's face relaxed at the words of his junior. He nodded and paced to the right side of the Hall of 
Return to the Source. 


A large part of the wall was painted white, with four rows of nineteen wooden plaques, each with a 
name written on it, hanging from nails, arranged in the shape of a small pointed mount. 


There was only one wooden nameplate at the top, and naturally, the three words "He Zisheng" were 
written on it. 


The second row of three name plates contained the names of the three masters and uncles, including 
Song Zhen. 


At the bottom, there were fifteen name plates, divided into two rows. The fifteen names included Zhang 
Peng. 


He Zisheng looked at the empty space at the end of the bottom row. He smiled. 


When He Zisheng smiled, he looked even more intimidating than when he was angry. 


OOOO 
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With three red fingerprints on his face, Zhang Peng stepped out of the "Hall of Returning to the Source". 
Yan Xiaoliu was still waiting outside, seeing Elder Brother's face, he couldn't help but feel scared. 


Brother Zhang, is it because of me? 


Zhang Peng shook his head, smiled and put his arm on his brother's shoulder, and together they left. 


Yan Xiaoliu felt the warmth of Elder Brother's arm through his half-wet robe from the rain. 


OOOO 


Yan Xiaoliu returned to the disciples’ dormitory, hurriedly took off his Qingcheng School uniform in front 
of his own bed, changed back into the rough clothes he usually practiced with, picked up the blunt iron 
sword and wooden sword for practice, and hurried to the teaching ground next to the east side of 
"Xuanmen Hall". 


By the time he arrived, the lunch class was already over. On the open-air training ground, more than 
thirty fellow disciples, after practicing the last session of "random pair of swords"@), had already put 
down their wooden swords and rested separately. Some of them gathered together in groups of three 
or five to drink water and laugh, some of them were talking about reviewing the moves they had just 
used in the sparring session, and a few of them were injured by the wooden swords because their fellow 
disciples had not been able to retract their hands, and they were being treated by the masters and 
brothers who were applying remedies to their wounds. 


"Note @): "Sword Pairing" is the practice of two or even more people sparring, and there are two main 
forms: "Style Pairing" is the practice of sets of moves according to a pre-determined sequence of moves, 
initially with wooden swords, and then with solid iron swords or even real swords. Although the moves 
are pre-determined, there is still a certain degree of danger when fighting at full speed and full power; 
the other is "random sword pairing ", that is, free sparring. Usually, only half-speed and half-strength 
attacks are used, and wooden swords are used to minimize the chances of injury. 


Yan Xiaoliu was a bit uncomfortable. This was the first time he had missed a class since joining Mount 
Qingcheng at the age of eleven. 
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He looked at his fellow disciples who were still gathered at the teaching ground in the light rain, 
unwilling to leave. This was the most wonderful moment of the day. Every morning and afternoon, the 
practice was two hours long, and the intensity and hard work was so intense that it made one sick to 
one's stomach just thinking about it, and every time one ran to the training ground to attend a class, it 
was as if his legs were dragging him down; however, after the class was over, they would not want to 
leave, and they would always make a fuss for quite a while before going back to take a shower and eat. 
That was the reason why the closeness between the peers was especially strong after they had endured 
the hard daily practice together. 


But today, Yan Xiaoliu did not join the group for the training. Embarrassed, he carried his sword bag on 
his back, scratching his hair as he walked quietly by. 


Seeing him joining in, his fellow disciples all quieted down immediately. They looked at Yan Xiaoliu with 
different eyes than before. 


"What's the matter with you guys ...... , Yan Xiaoliu muttered. In fact, he knew in his heart the reason 
for the difference in their gazes. 


It was because he had been down the mountain today. 


The thirty-seven "training disciples "3 at the training ground, including Yan Xiaoliu, had been in the 
Qingcheng School for twelve or thirteen years at the longest, and five or six years at the shortest. Each 
of them had only one ideal in his heart: 


--To hang a wooden plaque with their names on the white wall of the "Hall of Returning Origin". 


Note 3: For more information on the ranks of the disciples of the Qingcheng School, see "Lectures on 
the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall - No. 2". 


Going down to the mountain to try the sword is the necessary condition to fulfill this ideal. 


Of the thirty-seven, Yan Xiaoliu was the first to do so. 
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Yan Xiaoliu stood among his fellow disciples who did not speak, not knowing what to do. 


The first to break the silence was Mai Dajie, the tallest and strongest among them, with a round face 
and a wide mouth. 


"Xiaoliu, it seems that you are not too tired after coming back from the mountain, and you even rushed 
to the lunch class! You didn't even have a chance to warm up at the bottom of the mountain! Come, 
come, I'll have a sword fight with you!" Mai Dajie said and raised his wooden sword. 


Mai Dajie was four years older than Yan Xiaoliu, in fact, more than a year younger than Xiaoliu, but he 
often treated Xiaoliu as his younger brother. They were both "Lian Sheng" (&&4E) who were born in the 
countryside. 


Yan Xiaoliu was about to pull out his wooden sword from his sword pouch when a voice stopped him. 


"Xiaoliu, have you forgotten your teacher's order?" 


The one who spoke was Song Dehai, the fifth elder brother who was teaching today's lunch class. He is a 
"disciple of the Taoist tradition" who has already hung a wooden plate in the "Hall of Returning to the 
Origin", and he is also the son of his uncle, Song Zhen, so his status is much higher than the thirty-seven 
"training disciples" here. 


"Anyone who goes down the mountain with a sword is not allowed to practise sword-pairing again on 
the day he returns." The first thing | want to say is that | don't want to be a part of it. "That's because I'm 
afraid that those who have left the mountain have not yet gotten over their murderous intent, so I'm 
afraid that they might accidentally injure their fellow disciples with their swords." 


Yan Xiaoliu put away his sword bag in fear. "| forgot. I'm sorry." 


He had great respect for this 30-year-old senior brother. Song Dehai was born and raised in Mount 
Qingcheng, trained by the clan at a young age, and became a "Taoist disciple" when he was just twenty 
years old. He had received the secret techniques from the Grandmaster for ten years in the Guiyuantang 
Hall, and his gongfu was already pretty refined. In addition to his tall stature and extraordinary 
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appearance, the sect has long recognized that he will certainly be the future leader of the Qingcheng 
School. 


Song Dehai was looking at Yan Xiaoliu with a stern. Everyone could sense that Song was not very fond of 
Xiaoliu. 


It was no wonder, Yan Xiaoliu had come down to the mountain to test his sword, and he seemed to have 
a good chance of becoming a Taoist disciple at the age of seventeen, which was younger than Song 
Dehai, and Song Dehai naturally felt displeased. 


Most of the fellow disciples were from ordinary families, and they were a bit jealous of Song, who was 
born in the martial arts family. Seeing the way he treated Xiaoliu, they felt that Xiaoliu had fought for 
them as "honest students", and that the previous divide had been broken, and they all came forward to 
greet Xiaoliu. 


"So how's everything happened on this trip down the mountain? "Who was your opponent? Was he 
strong?" "How does it feel to hold a real sword for the first time?" They all came up to him and asked 
him questions. 


Yan Xiaoliu looked embarrassed and scratched his hair again. "...... It's a guy named 'Ghost Sword 
Chen'." 


"I've heard of him! I've heard of him! It's a pretty big name." "Did you kill him?" "How many moves did 
you use? How many moves?" 


Yan Xiaoliu didn't have time to answer. Seeing such a lively scene, Song Dehai felt even more displeased 
and said again, "You guys stop fooling around! Go and take a bath." 


All the disciples replied "Yes! But none of them moved away, still surrounding Xiaoliu and asking 
questions. Song Dehai was bored and walked out of the training ground. 
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Mai Dajie said loudly, "In the next few days, we'll be calling Xiaoliu the '16th Senior Brother'! Laughter of 
congratulations erupted from the crowd. It seems that there is no strict ranking among these "training 
disciples", they just call each other "Brother", "Brother", or just by their first names before and after 
entering the school. However, once you become a "Taoist disciple", you will have a formal ranking in the 
Qingcheng School, and the lower level "training disciples" will have to call him "senior brother", and no 
longer care about the age of entry. 


Yan Xiaoliu's face flushed red as he listened. Most of his fellow disciples here had joined the school 
before him, and even those who were a little later than him, because they were much older than him, all 
of them only called him "Xiaoliu". He was not accustomed to hearing the phrase "senior brother". 


There was a period of joking among them. Among them, there was only one person who did not say a 
word, and after hearing Mai Dajie's words, he even packed up his practicing swords and left with a cold 
face. 


It was Hou Yingzhi. He was only one year older than Yan Xiaoliu, they entered the school at the same 
time, and slept next to each other in the dormitory, so they had always had the best relationship. 
However, since hearing that Yan Xiaoliu would be sent down to the mountain the day before yesterday, 
he has been silent for the past two days. 


Yan Xiaoliu noticed. Looking at Hou Yingzhi's back, he did not smile anymore. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 2 


Every strong martial arts sect must have a system of disciple promotion, whereby the elite are gradually 
selected from a large number of disciples and intensively cultivated, in order to maintain the inherited 
quality of the sect's martial arts. 


Take the Qingcheng School as an example, there are three levels of discipleship: 


Those who are newcomers to the school are called "Mountain Disciples". They are the largest in number 
(there are currently 142 in the Qingcheng School), and their backgrounds and paths to the school are 
more varied. Some of them are descendants or relatives of Qingcheng School members, and are called 
"heirs" if they are related by blood; some are the sons of military generals, officials, or powerful families, 
and are called "ritualists" if they come to the Mountain Gate on the basis of their family lineage and 
bring money to pay homage to the master; and the majority of them are the sons of ordinary farmers 
from nearby towns and villages, and the master personally selects those who are strong and healthy and 
is called "Lian Sheng". Occasionally, when the number of students is too low ina certain year, the head 
master or the patriarch will go down to the mountain to look for qualified youngsters from the 
countryside to be brought into Mount Qingcheng, which is also a kind of "Lian Sheng". 


Once in the mountain gate, the past family background no longer matters, all in the mountain receive 
basic training for two years. This initial two years of training program alone, those who can't withstand it 
and quit or escape from the mountain are often more than half; even if they can survive these two 
years, most of the "mountain disciples" who flunked out were sent back to their home countries. Those 
who leave the mountain at this level are not counted as official disciples of the Qingcheng School, and 
they are not allowed to use the name of the School outside the mountain, and of course, they are not 
allowed to set up pavilions to teach disciples. However, even if they have only been studying for two 
years, most of them are good enough to take the martial arts examination, or to work as dart masters or 
guards, which is a very good way out. 


Only the few "disciples" who are recognized as having "innate true power" and who have the desire to 
study martial arts will be promoted to the rank of "training disciple" and enter the Dongshou Training 
Ground to study the real Qingcheng Sword Technique. 


This level of "training disciple" has no time limit (some of them can only stay in this stage even if they 
grow old in Mount Qingcheng), it depends on their qualifications and efforts, and if they get the 
master's observation or examination approval after a few years of training, they will be sent down to the 
mountain to "test the sword" (the target of the "test the sword" is usually the bandits or evil demons), 
and after they pass the test, they will be promoted to the highest level of "Taoist disciple", and will be 
able to hang their name boards inside the "Hall of the Returning to the Source", and will be moved to 
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the Hall from now on. From then on, they would be personally taught by the master of the school, and 
would be qualified to learn all the advanced techniques of the Qingcheng School (hence the common 
name of "disciple entering the hall"). This is the dream of every swordsman on Mount Qingcheng. 


Other famous schools have similar systems for accepting and selecting disciples. In order to pass on the 
top martial arts from generation to generation, the elite must be selected from a large number of 
aspirants and nurtured; in order to practice real kung fu, a martial artist has to work hard on each other 
day and night with a large number of fellow disciples of different qualifications, physiques and habits. A 
secret, highly skilled sect with only a few masters and disciples - this kind of thing does not exist in 
reality, and even if it did, the actual level of kung fu would not be "high ". 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 3 Chapter 3: A Disciple of the Taoist 
Tradition 


The next morning, Yan Xiaoliu woke up and was preparing for his morning class when his senior brother, 
Zhang Peng, came to summon him. 


Seeing that Zhang Peng was wearing the same Qingcheng swordsman's robes as yesterday, and also had 
a long sword, Yan Xiaoliu knew what was going on. 


Zhang Peng led him to the clear spring at the back of the mountain to bathe, letting the cold spring 
water cleanse his body and clear his mind. Yan Xiaoliu changed into the swordsman's robe prepared by 
his senior brother and returned to the Xuanmen Hall. First, he went to the spirit shrine in the back hall 
to burn incense and pay respect to the generations of ancestors of Qingcheng School, and then entered 
the "Hall of Returning to the Origin". 


"Under the four big and bold words "Bashu Wushuang", the current Headmaster He Zisheng, the three 
Elder Teachers Song Zhen, Chen Hongli and Lu Yiyi, and the fourteen "Taoist disciples" besides Zhang 
Peng had already been waiting quietly in the hall in their respective seats, all of them were wearing 
formal swordsmen's robes and the precious sword of Qingcheng Sect on their belts, and the whole "Hall 
of Returning to the Source" was filled with a solemn atmosphere that made people's breathing heavy. 


He Zisheng was dressed as a Taoist according to the tradition of his school, wearing a pure white cotton 
robe embroidered with gold threads, with a crane's jade hairpin in his bun, a long sword hanging 
diagonally from his back, a dust whisk in his hand, and with a pair of gray pupils, he looked as if he didn't 
belong to the realm of the mortals. 


But it was this "immortal" who, at the age of twenty-three, killed thirty-one bandits of the "Western 
Sichuan Ghosts" with a lone sword, breaking several bones in his middle finger (the middle finger of his 
right hand was lost in the battle), and piling up corpses of dead people with blood flowing ten feet away. 


He was recognized by the Qingcheng School as the number one swordsmanship genius in the past 
hundred years. In the eyes of the officials and the public, and in the sight of the black and white, he was 
like a mixture of evil spirit and deity. The master whom the more than 200 disciples in the mountain sect 
aspire to emulate, but who is beyond their reach. 
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Yan Xiaoliu opened the hem of his robe and knelt in the center of the Hall of Returning Origin. 


The fourteen senior brothers sitting on either side of him stood up at the same time. Zhang Peng also 
joined them. 


Song Zhen, the head of the Teacher's Training Center, picked up a wooden tray and handed it to He 
Zisheng. 


He Zisheng handed the dust whisk to his brother Lu Yixing who was sitting on the other side of the tray, 
then took a small wooden plate and a brush from the tray, dipped the brush into the inkwell in the tray, 
and stood up and walked to Yan Xiaoliu. 


When Yan Xiaoliu saw the blank wooden plate, his heart was unusually stirred. 


"How long have you been a member of the Qingcheng Clan?" He Zisheng asked. "After the Spring 
Festival, it will be seven years." Yan Xiaoliu replied nervously. 


"Well ...... that's good. | still remember that three years ago, when you participated in the Winter 
Training program for the first time, you won two matches and lost one; and this year, in the Summer 
Training program, you won all three matches, didn't you?" 


"Note 1: The Qingcheng Sect organizes the "Great Training Program" twice a year, in which selected 
disciples compete with each other with swords, in order to observe the progress of their kung fu. They 
are held in winter and summer." 


"Ves," 


Although He Zisheng was Yan Xiaoliu's master, except for the first day of his apprenticeship when he 
was eleven years old, when He Zisheng himself "initiated the sword" and symbolically taught him the 
introductory stance, for more than six years, he had only been taught by his brothers on his behalf. Yan 
Xiaoliu could not have imagined that his master had been paying such attention to his own progress 
over the years, and he was greatly gratified. 
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"You come from a farming family, so your name is too common, it is not suitable for you to use it again 
in the future when you represent this school to act outside or walk in the jianghu. Now | will give you a 


new name, just one character "fi". 


As He Zi Sheng spoke, he lifted his brush and wrote the word "Yan Heng" on the wooden board, with a 
strong and majestic stroke. 


He threw the brush back. Yu Sihao, the next disciple, caught it accurately. 


He Zisheng walked to the right wall of the "Hall of Returning Origin" and hung the wooden sign on the 
nail at the end of the bottom row. 


Yan Xiaoliu-from now on it was Yan Heng-was so nervous that his breathing stopped. He dared not look 
up. 


He Zisheng returned to him. 


"Disciple Yan Heng: This day, the Honorable Master accepts you as the sixteenth disciple of the 
Qingcheng Sword Sect, and from now on, you will be permitted to learn the secrets of our school's 
martial arts. You shall study diligently day and night, and shine as a member of the Qingcheng Sword 
Sect." 


Yan Heng's body was burning as it had been yesterday after defeating Ghost Knife Chen. His eyes were 
brimming with tears, but he bowed his head even lower for fear of being scolded by his master. 


"| will never forget it until the day | die," he said. He was not well educated and did not know how to say 
things like "I follow the Master's orders", but his tone was even more sincere. 


His right hand, with four fingers, gently stroked Yan Heng's hair. 


It was like a father stroking his child. 
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Yan Heng looked up in surprise. 


It was the first time he saw his master He Zisheng's face, which was as majestic as a tiger, smiling so 
brightly and warmly. 


OOOO 


Leaving the Hall of Returning to the Origin, Yan Heng did not go to his morning class at the teaching 
ground as usual, but climbed up to the open space on the west side of the hill according to his master's 
instructions. 


Twenty-eight young men with wooden swords had been waiting in the open space. They were the new 
batch of "Mountain Gate Disciples" of Qingcheng School, labeled as "Class Three", who had been 
recruited by Qingcheng School last month. 


"For the next six months, you will be the one to teach them how to use their swords." He Zisheng said. 


The more than twenty students, who had been scattered, warming themselves with their wooden 
swords, immediately gathered together when they saw Senior Brother arrive, shouting in unison, "Good 
morning, Senior Brother Yan! 


Yan Heng, who had never taught anyone before, was even more nervous than he was when he practiced 
martial arts in class. He kept his face tense, trying his best not to let his students know his emotions. 


"Good morning. Let's start." Yan Wang counted the number of people and made sure that they were all 
here. He drew his wooden sword from his pouch. "You are all learning the Wind and Fire Sword, right? 
How much have you learned?" 


One of the disciples replied, "Three stances." 
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Yan Heng nodded. He looked at the group of apprentices. Half of them seemed to be older than him. 
There were also a few youngsters who had not yet begun to develop, about the same age as he was 
when he first entered the school. 


Yan Heng's hand was sweating as he gripped his sword. 


--Don't dishonor this "Senior Brother". ...... 


He tried to recall the first time he learned the sword, and how Zhao Kangping, his third senior brother, 
had taught him. 


A few of his brothers saw him looking a bit overwhelmed and were quietly whispering to each other. 


Yan Heng remembered. He removed his upper robe, which hung below his belt, exposing the upper half 
of his body. His body was a bit skinny, but his wheat-colored muscles were as solid as steel. His 
shoulders and arms were huge and out of proportion. The right arm is exceptionally thicker than the 
left. A typical swordsman's figure. 


"I'm going to do it once. You have to watch carefully how the muscles and bones of my body move." As 
Yan Heng spoke, he lifted the wooden sword upside down with his left hand and concentrated. 


The first stance of the "Wind and Fire Sword", the "Starting Stance", was not really a stance, but a 
salute; after the sword was handed over to the right hand, the second stance, the "Half Covering 
Stance", was the first stance, where the sword was drawn in a half-circle from the bottom to the top, 
which was the most basic flicking and defending, and then retreated and drew the bow in the same 
manner. 


Then Yan Heng thought back to yesterday. At the bottom of the hill, at the "Five Mile Pavilion". 


He should have practiced at a slower speed so that his brothers and sisters could see clearly. But he 
couldn't help it, he just carried on with the internal force. 
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The third stance, "Star Chasing the Moon," erupted in an instant. There was a strong sound of breaking 
wind. 


The wooden sword was still vibrating when it came to a standstill. 


All the disciples were stunned. No one talked anymore. 


Even Yan Heng himself was surprised. This "Star Chasing the Moon" was even more penetrating in terms 
of speed and force than the first time he had faced an enemy with a real sword yesterday. It was only a 
day later, and he had never experienced such a marked improvement in the same stance in such a short 
period of time. 


--Yan Heng did not know that this was the effect that real combat had on a martial artist. It was not the 
muscles that suddenly became stronger, nor was it any part of the posture that improved. 


--It was the heart that changed. 


Yan Heng withdrew his wooden sword. He looked at his fellow disciples. Their expressions became 
serious because of this sword. Yan Heng was beginning to feel more confident in his teaching. 


He practiced the "Half Cover" and "Star Chasing the Moon" styles several times again, at slow speed, 
half speed, and high speed. 


"Do you see everything? Start practicing when you have a clear view." Yan Heng said as he put on his 
robe. "Practice well. For the next month, you will only practice these two stances. Don't think about 
anything else, just block, thrust, block, thrust. Those who can't do it well in a month will practice for 
another month. If you don't master these two positions, you don't have to think of practicing the future 
moves of "Wind Fire Sword". Do you understand?" 


"Yes! Sifu!" The shouts of the crowd were much louder this time than at first. 
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They stood in separate rows and began practicing the basic stances for entry. Yan Heng inspected them, 
correcting each one's movements and power. A few of them were particularly fast learners, and ina 
short while, they were already practicing the racking and thrusting of their swords. 


However, Yan Heng knew that it was still too early to judge whether they had the qualifications to learn 
the sword or not. The "innate true power "2 necessary for a true swordsman is innate, and will not show 
up unless it is trained over a long period of time. This is why the course for "disciples of the mountain 
gate" is so long as two years. Perhaps not even one of these twenty-eight people could become a 
disciple. If there were one or two of them, it would be a lucky day for the Qingcheng School. 


Note 2: For an explanation of "innate true power," see "Lectures on the Great Dao Zhenjian Sword Hall - 
No. 3," for details. 


Yan Heng monitored another round and saw that all of them had practiced somewhat decently before 
he let them continue on their own, while he himself went to the bottom of the tree next to the clearing 
and unconsciously wielded his wooden sword, mentally trying to figure out why the "Star Chasing the 
Moon" had made such a big improvement. 


"Xiaoliu, you are so impressive. Being a senior is really different." A bright voice came from behind the 
tree. 


A petite girl stepped out from behind the tree trunks, wearing an embroidered dress and a fur coat, just 
like a young girl from a wealthy family. Her face was a bit thin, as if she was sick, but her eyes were even 
bigger and brighter, making her more loveable. Because of the cold weather on the mountain, both 
cheeks were red, adding some color to the already pale face. 


Yan Heng was so happy to see the girl that he hurriedly put away his wooden sword and smiled foolishly 
at her. Suddenly he remembers something, and with a soft cry of "Oops", he slaps himself on the top of 
the head. 


--Oops, | forgot to meet her yesterday ...... 


"You are a sword nerd, you are so obsessed with teaching your disciples that you don't even notice that 
I'm here." The girl said angrily. 
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"Xiao Li, it's so cold today, why did you come out so early in the morning?" Yan Heng looked at her red 
face and was a bit worried. "If | get sick, Master will scold me again." 


This young girl is the youngest daughter of Uncle Song Zhen, the Senior Brother Song De Hai's younger 
sister, Song Li, who is sixteen years old, only a year younger than Yan Heng. 


She said, "I'm here to congratulate you, Brother Yan." Song Li turned her face away from Yan and said, 
"You don't recognize anyone after you become a senior, and yesterday when you came back up from 
the mountain, you didn't even come to tell me that you were safe. If it wasn't for Xiao Ying coming to 
tell me, | would have thought that you had been stabbed by someone else's sword at the foot of the 
mountain." 


"Xiaoying was Hou Yingzhi. The three of them were of similar age and grew up together, and they were 
the most affectionate playmates on the mountain. 


Yan Heng clumsily defended: "I came back yesterday when it was already late ...... and missed the lunch 
class, it would not be good to run out to look for you any longer. Moreover, the teachers and brothers 
have been asking me about this and that all evening, and | can't get away ....... 


"If you have me in your heart, would you not sneak over at night to see me? 


Yan Heng hung his head with a red face when he heard Song Li's words. Yesterday, he was really 
thinking about the sword test at the "Five Mile Pavilion", and his upcoming debut at the "Hall of the 
Returning to the Origin", so he didn't think about her at all. 


Seeing Yan Heng's embarrassed face, Song Li was annoyed and laughed at the same time. 


"Why don't you tell a lie to calm me down? You're such a sword nerd. You're just like the Master. People 
who don't know, would think that you are his biological son." 


On Mount Qingcheng, only Song Li had the guts to say this about He Zisheng. Hearing this, Yan Heng was 
at a loss as to how to respond. 
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Song Li thought that she had almost finished kidding, so she said, "Okay, next time when you go to the 
market, | will tell you what you have to do to compensate it to me. Now first you tell me, yesterday 
when you went down the mountain, what interesting events did you encounter?" 


Seeing Song Li's smile, Yan Heng was relieved. But he looked behind him, a group of students were still 
practicing their swords. 


"Not now. I'll come back to you after this lesson." 


"No. You should say it now! Why don't you just let them practice on their own? No matter how hard 
you teach them, they won't become great masters in a day or two." 


Yan Heng looked puzzled. After all, this was the first lesson he had taught since he became a " Taoist 
disciple ", if he was slacking off, he was afraid that Master would be angry if he knew about it. 


"Xiao Li, don't make a fuss ...... Anyway, | don't have any interesting stories to tell about my trip down 


the mountain ...... It's all about Jianghu struggles, which you've never been interested in ...... : 


Qingcheng martial arts has never been passed on to women, although Song Li is the daughter of the 
master teacher is also not an exception. She was born in the martial arts family, but never felt that 
practicing martial arts is something interesting, and the surrounding men who pursue martial arts are 
also very boring. Only Yan Xiaoliu and Hou Yingzhi, two boys of similar age, had always been close to 
her, and after school they often took her to play in the mountains and the river towns at the foot of the 
mountains, and were her only playmates. 


"However, you should be prepared to talk to me about it," he said. "I'm bored to death ...... ," Song Li 
begged him to say. 


The mother died early, and her father and brother are both serious business people. The people around 
the "Xuanmen Hall" of the Qingcheng School all talk about martial arts, which she dislikes the most, and 
there is almost no one to talk to on weekdays, except for a group of servants and helpers, so her life is 
very lonely. Sometimes she even felt that she was like an invisible person in Qingcheng School, which no 
one could see. 
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The only people who can see her are her friends, Xiaoliu and Xiaoying. 


"He is no longer called 'Xiaoliu'." A man came out from the depths of the forest and said, "From now on, 
his name is Yan Heng." 


The man who spoke was Hou Yingzhi, who was carrying a sword bag. His face was just as cold as it had 
been yesterday at the teaching ground. Yan Heng remembered that Hou Yingzhi had not spoken to him 
for several days. This was something that hadn't happened in the many years since the two of them 
joined the school. 


Hou Yingzhi's appearance was just as handsome as Yan Heng's, but compared to the quiet and shy Yan 
Heng's, Hou Yingzhi had more of a young man's defiant vigor, and his look and posture had a kind of 
independence. 


" Xiao Ying, why are you here?" said Song Li with a smile. "You're in trouble! It's morning class now, if 
you don't practice your sword and come out, I'll tell my brother and see how he'll punish you." 


"What is the penalty?" Hou Yingzhi smiled. "'l'm supposed to collect water for a couple of days, right? 
I'm not afraid." 


Seeing his friend smile, Yan Heng was relieved and his heart was warmed. 


"I've come to congratulate you." Hou Yingzhi walked up to Yan Heng and put a hand on his shoulder. 


"'Xiao Liu, is it true?" Song Li also ran closer. "Did Master Master change your name?" 


INOS? 20% "Yan Heng nodded. 


"Yan Heng ...... doesn't sound good." Song Li flattened her mouth. "I still like to call you Xiaoliu." 
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"Xiao Li, | have something to tell him." Hou Yingzhi said. "You go over there first. We'll come back to you 
later." 


"What? Can't | hear it?" 


"Just go when | tell you to go." Hou Yingzhi looked impatient. 


Song Li's face was furious, but she didn't protest any more and walked to the other side of the hill. She 
was Uncle Song Zhen's daughter, and everyone on Qingcheng Mountain treated her with respect. But 
Hou Yingzhi never want to play her game, treat her as a friend of the same generation, and when there 
is a dispute, also does not concede half a step. This, in turn, made Song Li feel a kind of intimate 
companionship. 


--Of course, sometimes when she was angry with Hou Yingzhi, she would use obedient Xiaoliu to let off 
her anger. ...... 


Yan Heng was afraid to see Song Li angry and watched her walk away. 


Song Li has been weak and sickly since she was a child, so Yan Heng has always treated her like a 
younger sister, but he has seen that Song Li is more obedient to Hou Yingzhi, who is stubborn in nature. 
When he thought of this, Yan Heng felt a bit puzzled. 


--Maybe it's like she said, I'm a boring sword nerd. ...... 


When Song Li had gone far away, Hou Yingzhi and Yan Heng sat side by side on the rock, looking away 
from the group of disciples who were still practicing their introductory sword moves. 


After a long time, Yan Heng summoned up the courage to ask Hou Yingzhi. 


"Yingzhi ...... you heart ...... is not happy?". 
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Hou Yingzhi didn't answer him, but instead asked, "You haven't been home even once in all these years. 
Don't you miss them?" 


Yan Heng was silent. 


He was born into a poor family in Yinshui Village, a dozen miles south of the mountain. When He 
Zisheng came to the village for enrollment, his parents let Yan Xiaoliu bring him to Mount Qingcheng, 
not to give him a chance to make a name for himself, but just because the family was too hard up to 
support so many children, so they sent him to others. At that time, they also received five taels of silver 
from He Zisheng. 


--It was simply selling his son. 


"If they don't want me, why should | miss them?" Yan Heng spoke indifferently. The sadness of the 
young man had long since been washed away by the years. "Ever since | was chosen as a ‘disciple in 
training’, | have recognized that Mount Qingcheng is my home. You are my family." 


"Have you ever thought ...... "said Hou Yingzhi, "what would have happened to you if we had not been 
promoted to the rank of ‘disciple-in-training' and had been sent down from the mountain?" 


Yan Heng thought for a while. "I was only thirteen years old at the time. ...... | couldn't do anything. ...... 
Probably, I'd better go back to my hometown. Two years of training, at last, have got a strength, to do 
some rough job. He reminded, if he did not have the talent to learn martial arts, his fate would have 
been completely different. 


"You're fine, you have a home to go back to. I'm not like that." Hou Yingzhi looked at the sky as he 
spoke. 


Yan Heng of course knew of Hou Yingzhi's background: unlike Yan Heng, who was from a peasant family, 
his father, Hou Yutian, was a Qingcheng disciple of the last generation, but after more than ten years at 
the level of "trainee disciple" he could not be promoted to a real Qingcheng swordsman, so he left in 
frustration and went down to the mountain to marry and have children, and then he found a job as a 
dart master. 
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Hou Yutian had been working outside for many years, and his wife, unable to bear the loneliness, had 
hooked up with a man, abandoned her husband and ran away, and has not been seen since. Hou Yutian 
was severely affected by this incident, and spent all his time drinking to drown his sorrows, and his 
health broke down, and he eventually lost his job as a dart master, and died soon afterward, leaving 
behind the twelve year old Hou Yingzhi. Knowing that he was related to the Qingcheng Sect, an old 
friend of Hou Yutian sent a man to the mountain to ask for the orphan's help and sent him to the 
Qingcheng School. 


"| had no way out from the beginning," said Hou Yingzhi, with a heavy heart. Hou Yingzhi said with a 
heavy heart, his face devoid of the cheerful vigor of the past. "I can only keep getting stronger. 
Otherwise, I'll have nothing." 


"My father was a loser. | thank him for giving me the chance to go to Mount Qingcheng. But | don't want 
to be like him." Hou Yingzhi stood up, drew his iron sword from his sword pouch and waved it around 
for a round, then pointed the tip of the sword to the sky. "Maybe it is wishful thinking on my part, but | 
believe that God gave me such a father to force me to become a strong man. To become a superior 
swordsman." 


Yan Heng grew up with him, of course this was not the first time he heard this great message from him. 
But this time, he had a different feeling. 


Hou Yingzhi put away his sword and said, "Frankly speaking, | am really unhappy to see that you have 
entered the Guiyuan Hall one step ahead of me." 


Yan Heng did not know how to reply to his friend's honesty. " Xiao Ying ...... 


Hou Yingzhi stopped Yan Heng. He threw away his sword bag, pinched a sword finger with his left hand, 
and started to use the Qingcheng Sect's intermediate sword technique, "Water Cloud Sword" with the 
iron sword in his right hand. 


The sword light in Hou Yingzhi's hand flowed and kept spinning. This " Water Cloud Sword" moves in an 
arc, and the sword power is held back for a long time. It is a move to accumulate energy and defend. 
The most difficult part is that when defending, you are always waiting for opportunities to 
counterattack, and you must be prepared for a sudden explosion at any moment. But at the same time, 
you must try your best to keep it as gentle as water, so as not to let the opponent feel the murderous 
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aura before the change of moves, and relax the outside and tense inside. In particular, young people 
have more strong and impulsive temperaments, so it is more difficult to practice this sword skill well. 


However, Hou Yingzhi had already mastered the "Water Cloud Sword". Of course, Yan Heng also knows 
this style of swordplay (the "Water Cloud Sword" is a martial art that is required for the early stage of 
training disciples, and is meant to astringe the mind of young disciples), but he does not think he can do 
it as well as Hou Yingzhi, whose skill is so smooth and fluid. 


After all, he practiced sword every day, Yan Heng saw that Hou Yingzhi was better than himself in this 
way of swordplay, he felt his heart heat up for a while, and the competitive spirit cultivated by six years 
of training as a swordsman was immediately ignited. He picked up his wooden sword and wanted to 
fight with Hou Yingzhi. 


Unexpectedly, Hou Yingzhi's whole body changed from soft to strong in this instant, and the light of the 
sword in his palm exploded! 


--It was the "Star Chasing the Moon". 


In the eyes of ordinary people, Hou Yingzhi's arm was like a crossbow string with a machine spring, 
ejecting the iron sword. The rounded tip of the sword, which was not sharpened, violently pierced into a 
large tree five inches deep, and where the sword's energy surged, sawdust scattered. 


Yan Heng watched Hou Yingzhi's "Star Chasing the Moon" from the side, and couldn't help but compare 
it with his own style. Yan Heng was confident that with the same move, he could stab faster and more 
vigorously than Hou Yingzhi, and his iron sword would definitely penetrate more than an inch deeper, 
and the wood shavings would also be less because of the penetration of the sword. However, from 
another perspective, Hou Yingzhi's move from the "Water Cloud Sword" reveals fewer precursors than 
Yan Heng's same move, making it more difficult for his opponent to defend himself. One of them favors 
speed and ferocity, while the other focuses on technique - although they are both from the same 
Qingcheng school, there is a small difference in their styles of swordsmanship. 


In a serious fight, their swordsmanship would be evenly matched, and the difference between them 
would only depend on their physical and mental state at that moment. As for their future progress and 
achievements, it also depends on who can develop their own strengths to a higher level. 
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Hou Yingzhi pulled out his iron sword from the tree and exhaled a breath of air, as if exhaling the 
unhappiness of many days. 


"| said | was unhappy. But I don't hate you." Hou Yingzhi said. "I will take this defeat as another setback 
from God to force me to become stronger. | won't lose to you for long. In a year at the most, my name 
will be hanging in the Hall of Returning to the Origin." 


He held Yan Heng's hand and added, "In the future, you and |, as a pair of good friends, may become the 
pillars of the Qingcheng Sect side by side--wouldn't you say that's a wonderful thing?" 


Yan Heng admired his friend's ambition and patted Hou Yingzhi's hand with emotion. 


"| don't think as much as you do...... ," Yan Heng said, looking at Song Li, who was standing at the edge 
of the hill. The petite figure exuded the youthful aura of a young girl. 


He also took a look at the disciples who were following his instructions and practicing their swords in the 
clearing. 


Then he thought of the scene earlier when master He Zisheng stroked his hair like a father. 


--Everything is so beautiful ...... 


"All | want...... "Yan Heng said, "is to be able to stay at Mount Qingcheng in the future, and that will be 
enough." 


Hou Yingzhi looked at him and shook his head with a slight sigh. 


At that moment, Song Li called out to the two of them from the other side of the hill, "Come and take a 
look! 
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The brothers who were practicing their swords were all curious to hear this. But they did not dare to 
stop practicing without Yan's instructions. 


Yan Heng and Hou Yingzhi walked over and followed Song Li's line of sight down the hill. 


They saw that from the mountain gate, a group of footmen were pushing five wooden carts up the 
mountain road towards the Xuanmen House. In front of them were several men leading the way. The 
carts were all loaded with goods. 


"Who are they?" Song Li asked. "What are the carts carrying?" 


"Just ask Yan Heng." Hou Yingzhi said with a smile. 


"Me?" Yan Heng was stunned. "I don't know." 


"Wasn't it the old man Zhuang who invited you, the Qingcheng Swordsman, to come down from the 
mountain?" Hou Yingzhi said. "It's a thank-you gift." 


Yan Heng suddenly realized. 


"Ho-ho, this Yan brother of ours is really something!" Song Li joked. "With just one sword, he has made 
such a huge profit for our Qingcheng School!" 


Yan Heng did not laugh. He remembered the question he had asked his senior brother Zhang Peng 
yesterday. 


"Xiao Ying, do you think ...... this is a good idea?" Yan Heng asked, looking at the wooden cars. "We're 
going to stand up for people like this, and we're going to use force to deter them....... and then we're 
going to get a thank-you gift. We and the gangs that are sitting down and sharing the wealth, what is the 
difference? 
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Hou Yingzhi was stunned for a moment, then laughed: "What's wrong with that? We are more powerful 
than those people from down the mountain. Isn't it natural for us to be feared and worshipped by 
them?" 


"Think about it: we swordsmen have to eat too." Hou Yingzhi said. "If you have to plow the fields and 
work every day, how can you find so much time to concentrate on your training? Where else can you 
develop such profound martial arts?" 


Yan Heng has been in the Qingcheng sect for many years, and he knows to some extent some of the 
sources of income of the sect: first of all, the Taoist palace on the mountain in front of Qingcheng. A 
portion of the sesame oil money offered by believers will be allocated as tribute to the "Xuanmen 
House"; There is also a small amount of land at the foot of the mountain, which produces crops that are 
eaten by everyone in the sect. In addition, there are apprenticeship gifts brought by the "ritual 
students" who have entered the school, and congratulatory gifts sent by old disciples who are already 
officials or have family backgrounds during festivals. 


Yan Heng thought again: Although Qingcheng disciples practice hard, they have laborers to do all kinds 
of daily life outside of class, such as cooking and laundry. They eat four meals a day, and there is no 
shortage of fish, meat, vegetables and fruits to fully supplement the consumption of hard training and 
maintain their health. Develop a strong body; wear new clothes every year for the four seasons... 
Although this kind of life is not as luxurious as the aristocrats and wealthy households, it is far better 
than ordinary people. Yan Heng himself ate fish for the first time after climbing Qingcheng Mountain, 
and had clean clothes to change every day for the first time. 


These can only be dreamed of in rural areas. 


"Don't think too much about it." Hou Yingzhi said again. "Do you know why Master gave you the 
character 4 for your name? It's because you're too soft, too concerned about others. We are martial 
artists of a famous school, we should have the arrogance to face mortals with a cold face. If we don't 
have this kind of pride, it's hard to pursue the peak of martial arts." 


--Mortals ...... Even Ying said so ...... 
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Yan Heng listened to Hou Yingzhi's explanation, and then he realized the deep meaning of the name 
given to him by his master. He nodded his head and decided not to think about the question he had just 
asked. 


"| told you ...... ," Song Li protested, "I still like to call him Xiao Liu." 


Only then did Yan Heng smile. 


"Okay. From now on, if no one else is around, you two can continue to call me Xiaoliu. | like it when you 
call me that." 


The three teenage friends looked at each other and smiled, as if they were sharing a great secret that no 
one else knew. 


So they didn't see: at the bottom of the hill, between those wooden carts, there was another person 
who didn't belong to this group, holding a letter in his hand, running towards the Xuanmen House. 


He was the little Taoist priest who was in charge of guarding the mountain gate today. The letter in his 
hand was sent by the innkeeper of a certain inn in Guanxian County in a hired carriage. 


On the cover of the letter, there was a cinnabar seal of the Taiji Yin Yang symbol. 


The fate of Yan Heng and the three of them, as well as the entire Qingcheng School, would be changed 
by this letter. 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Zhenjian Sword Hall - 3 


In martial arts, there is the so-called "innate true power", which is the basic qualification for becoming a 
true martial artist. It is not a mysterious power, but is what is known as the "motor nerve" in modern 
times, which scientifically refers to the speed of neuron conduction in the human body. 


The human body's neurons are already fully generated and developed in the embryo and at birth, and 
although they can still be trained to a certain extent before adulthood, it is still an inborn prerequisite to 
achieve the high speeds required by the martial arts. A person who has attained this standard is said to 
have "innate true power" in martial arts. Although there are no official statistics, the Qingcheng School's 
intake of disciples shows that it is difficult to find one or two out of a hundred people who can reach the 
standard and be promoted from "disciple of the mountain gate" to "disciple of training”. 


The speed of one's nerve conduction, especially the sensory and motor neurons, has an all- 
encompassing effect on martial arts: the speed of observation and response to the enemy, the muscular 
coordination of attack and defense, the ability to judge and choose the correct response to complex 
situations, dynamic vision and timing estimation ...... , etc., all of which are key to the speed of one's 
nerves. Martial arts forms and gongfu exercises can maximize the quality of the body, but they cannot 
make up for innate deficiencies. 


In ancient times, there were no measuring instruments to determine whether a disciple possessed 
"innate true power", but of course, it was only a subjective judgment, and the person who made the 
judgment had to be a qualified person in terms of "innate true power". The "innate true power" cannot 
be seen in normal daily life activities, and its presence or absence can only be seen after a period of 
training in the martial arts. This is the reason why most martial arts sects have to set up basic courses 
like "disciples of the mountain gate" for selection purposes. 


As well as being inborn, there is of course the possibility of inheritance. Therefore, the descendants of 
martial arts masters tend to have a higher chance of producing good fighters. 


While martial arts sects rely on day-to-day training and research to build up their extraordinary strength 
and status, they are also a group of people chosen by the heavens to be the "nobility of the sword". 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 4 Chapter 4 The Wudang Clan 


After Song Zhen read out the last sentence of the letter, he paused for a while before reading out the 
signature at the end: 


" Deputy Head of the Wudang school, Ye Chenyuan, kindly presents." 


After reading the letter, the entire "Hall of Returning to the Origin" fell silent. 


He Zisheng was unable to read the letter because of an eye disease, so he had to rely on Song Zhen to 
read it for him. He listened to every word without any expression on his face and did not say a word 
afterward. 


Song Zhen, Chen Hongli and Lu Yiyi looked at each other. 


"How much do you know about the recent events of the Wudang School?" The first to speak was Chen 
Hongli. He was the strongest of the four brothers, and had practiced his Qingcheng School fists and 
palms better than his swords, so his voice was particularly loud when he spoke. 


Although Qingcheng and Wudang are listed among the nine major schools of martial arts today, and 
both originated from Taoism, but one in Sichuan, the other in Huguang, the two schools have little to do 
with each other. 


Compared to the Qingcheng School, which has a long history, the Wudang School has a shorter history, 
having been founded by Zhang Sanfeng at the end of the previous dynasty, less than 200 years ago. 
However, since the Yongle period, Emperor Chengzu Zhu Di worshiped the Zhenwu God and ordered to 
overhaul the Wudang temple. The reputation of the Wudang Sect has increased, especially in the 
Central Plains, and is far more famous than the Qingcheng Sect in Sichuan. 


More than 20 years ago, the former head of Wudang, Tie Qing Zi, led his elite disciples, the 38 Swords, 
to wipe out the "Object Transfer Sect", a devilish sect that was ravaging the three provinces with its evil 
power and confusing people. This fierce battle between good and evil made the Wudang School famous, 
and the government even built a monument on the mountain as a sign of appreciation. Since then, the 
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Wudang School's position among the orthodox sects has been compared to that of the Shaolin Temple, 
the "World's Foremost Martial Arts School". 


"However, shortly after the elimination of the Object Transfer Sect, Tie Qing Zi had a drastic change of 
temperament and restored his real name, Gong Sun Qing, and ordered all the Wudang disciples to stop 
practicing Taoist arts and to concentrate on boxing and swordplay, making the Wudang School a secular 
martial arts sect. Song Zhen narrated the story. He was in charge of the affairs of the sect and he had the 
largest number of contacts with outsiders, so he was very familiar with the history of the martial arts. 


"That's nothing," says Chen Hongli. Chen Hongli said. "Isn't it just like us?" 


Song Zhen shook his head, "Our Qingcheng Sect was just a group of martial arts practitioners who 
voluntarily returned to secularism and separated from the Taoism, and established the Xuanmen Shelter 
in the back of the mountain here; however, Gongsun Qing forced all the disciples of his school to return 
to secularism, and continued to occupy the Yuzhen Palace as the headquarter of the Wudang School. It 
should be noted that the palace was built by Emperor Chengzu himself, but now it is occupied by a 
group of martial artists, and | heard that the imperial court is not happy about it. But the reputation of 
the Wudang School was so strong that the local officials did not dare to offend them for fear of 
provoking a revolt, so the matter was left unsettled. 


Although the criminal law of the period was harsh, local officials tried to tolerate the Wudang and 
Qingcheng sects, which possessed incredible power and strength. On the one hand, decent martial 
artists do contribute to local safety and security; on the other hand, if these martial arts sects are really 
provoked, even if the army is used to suppress them, there is no guarantee that they will be suppressed, 
and no matter whether they are successful or not, there will be a lot of deaths and injuries, and in the 
end, it will only jeopardize the officials’ performance and career, so it would be better to let these 
martial artists hide out in the mountains practicing their swords, and let everyone get along with each 
other. 


"Rumor has it that Gongsun Qing has since opened up the mountain and recruited so many new 
disciples that in a few years the number of people in the Wudang Sect has doubled or tripled; and that 
the way they train their disciples is so harsh that it is said to have resulted in a lot of injuries and even 
deaths. Some people say that Gongsun Qing's pursuit of force has led him to become crazy, probably 
because he killed too many people during the battle of eliminating the Object Removal Sect. 


Song Zhen continued, "Five years ago, Gong Sun Qing died. Under the leadership of the current Sect 
Master, the Wudang School has become more active in the past few years, often sending disciples out 
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for exchanges and competitions, which has caused a lot of trouble. | heard that in the past five years, 
ten or eight small sects have been picked off by Wudang's disciples, and several have submitted to 
Wudang." 


"How did this happen?" Lu Yixing interjected. "Wudang is a famous sect. Are those small sects all evil? 
Perhaps they are all sects of the remnants of the Object Movement Sect or gangs of bandits under the 


guise of martial arts sects. Wudang is only doing a favor to the people by eliminating the evils. ...... 


"| don't know about that." Song Zhen replied. "But with their activities, Wudang's reputation has grown 
in recent years, and some Say it has even surpassed that of Shaolin." He flashed the Wudang letter in his 
hand. "I'm afraid they sent someone to Sichuan this time to show off their power in the area." 


"It's a bit deceiving that they didn't send a letter until they arrived in Guanxian County." Chen Hongli 
clenched his fists. "And to send a letter today, saying that tomorrow we will go to Mount Qingcheng to 
pay our respects. What kind of martial arts etiquette is this? 


"Don't worry too much." Lu Yixing was the most modest among the leadership of the Qingcheng Sect. 
He was the son of the previous Sect Master, Lu Cunzhong, and had never objected to his father's refusal 
to pass on the position to him. "We are all members of the same martial arts community, and we are all 
in the same boat. Probably, they came here because they are planning some activities in Sichuan, and 
they came to Qingcheng just to say hello." 


"It's hard to say." Chen Hongli shook his head. "Maybe they have become more powerful, and want to 
open a martial arts gathering, as a leader of the alliance and so on, and sent messengers to ask us to 
support them in Qingcheng. By the way, this Deputy Head of the School, did he say how many people he 
has brought? 


Song Zhen shook his head. His guess was similar to that of his two senior brothers. However, he could 
not rule out the possibility that the other party would send a few disciples to exchange and test the 
strength of Qingcheng's swordsmanship while paying a visit to the mountain. After all, we are both 
fellow martial artists and competitors in the martial arts. 


He Zisheng, who had not said anything, stood up. 


He stretched his finger upwards and pointed at the "Bashu Unmatched" plaque on top of his head. 
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"Regardless of their intentions, we will greet them with the courtesy of the Qingcheng Sword School." 


He Zisheng looked at Song Zhen. 


"Ring the bell." 


OOOO 


When Yan heard the sound of the bell, he had just finished teaching the morning class and dismissed the 
exhausted disciples. 


It was the first time Yan had heard the sound of the bell in the six years since he had joined the sect. 


The big brass bell was originally a ritual instrument of the Jianfu Palace of Qingcheng Mountain, but it 
was moved to the side of the ancestral hall of the Xuanmen Shelter a hundred years ago, and it was 
seldom rung. But Yan Heng knew the significance of the bell's sound. 


--The Qingcheng Sect has an important and unexpected matter and is urgently summoning its disciples. 


Especially since Yan Heng was already a Taoist disciple, once he heard the bell, he had to rush to the 
Guiyuan Hall to meet the Headmaster. 


He hurriedly picked up his sword bag and ran down the mountainside without taking the mountain path. 


When Yan Heng entered the Xuanmen Shelter and arrived at the door of the Guiyuan Hall, there was 
already a large group of "training disciples" gathered in front of the door. When they saw Yan Heng 
arrive, they separated themselves to make way for him. 
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Mai Dajie was among them. He asked Yan Heng, "Do you know what has happened? He had a nervous 
look on his face. The other brothers had the same expression. 


"No." Yan Heng handed his practice sword bag to Mai Dajie for safekeeping and walked into the corridor 
of the Hall of Returning to the Origin. 


When he entered the Hall of Returning to the Origin, Yan Heng saw that his master and his three uncles 
had already taken their seats, and most of the other " Taoist disciples" had also arrived. He hurriedly 
bowed to the elders. But He Zisheng did not say anything. 


Yan Heng saw that the sword storage room on the left side of the hall had already been opened, and all 
the brothers who had arrived had put on their swords. Zhang Peng was among them, and he took a long 
sword from the shelf and handed it to Yan Wang. 


"Come on." Zhang Peng said, helping Yan Heng hang the scabbard onto his belt. 


While Yan Wang was tying the lanyard of the scabbard, he asked Zhang Peng in a quiet voice, "What is 
the matter--" 


"Don't ask. Wait for Master to tell you." Zhang Peng signaled him not to speak again. 


The rest of the brothers also rushed to get their swords from the sword cabinet. 


There was a heavy atmosphere in the entire "Hall of Returning to the Source". 


He Zisheng and the other four were still sitting in silence. Song Zhen scanned the expressions of the 
disciples. The letter said that the Wudang clansmen would not arrive until tomorrow, and the ringing of 
the bell today was a preparatory exercise. He was satisfied to see that none of the sixteen showed any 
sign of panic. 


When the sixteen " Taoist disciples " had put on their swords and stood in neat rows, Song Zheng 
coughed and prepared to speak. All eyes were on his face. 
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"Tomorrow ...... ," he began, holding a letter from Wudang. 


But before Song Zhen could say the third word, there was a tap on the door outside the main hall. 


Since Yan Heng was at the end of the table in this hall, he naturally had to answer to the door. 


Outside the door was Hou Yingzhi. 


"What? Xiao Ying, you should know the rules, you can't come in at ...... this time." 


But Hou Yingzhi ignored him and instead looked to the back of the hall. 


"| have something important to report! Hou Yingzhi said in a loud voice. 


"What is it? Soeak up!" Song Zhen was interrupted and became very impatient. 


"It is the junior Taoist priest who guards the doorway. He is outside the door and has something urgent 
to report, so | have come here to deliver a message." 


Hou Yingzhi looked around at all the brothers in the hall, and all of them were wearing real swords. It 
seemed that something serious was going on. 


"He said that a group of people claiming to belong to the Wudang School had just entered the mountain 
gate and were on their way to the Xuanmen Hall. So he came ahead to inform us." 


Song Zhen's heart cooled down. 


--Didn't he say tomorrow? What's going on...... 
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He felt a little uneasy in his heart and looked at He Zisheng. 


He Zisheng was sitting upright in his chair with his gray eyes closed. 


It seemed that he had already entered into meditation. 


OOOO 


The many Qingcheng disciples gathered outside the Xuanmen Shelter watched nervously as the group of 
Wudang School's martial artists walked towards them. They did not know what was happening. 


There were as many as thirty of them, all dressed in black robes, and almost all of them were wearing 
blades that glittered in the sunlight. Half of them had long swords at their waists, while the rest had 
swords and spears, rattan shields, iron whips, daggers, and all kinds of strange weapons, making them 
ready for combat at any time. 


The leader is a middle-aged man in his mid-forties, with a symbol of Taiji (two geometric symbols) 
woven with silver threads on the left lapel of his black robe, and a pair of long swords crossed behind his 
back. He was unusually tall and thin, with long black-and-white hair, his face was beardless and pale, 
with a pair of narrow eyes that revealed a cold, sharp gaze. Under each eyelid, a line of thin, curved 
runes resembling an incantation was tattooed in blue ink, extending almost straight to the corner of his 
mouth, appearing from afar like two lines of black tears. 


Song Zhen brought several of her "Taoist disciples", including his son Song Dehai, out of the Xuanmen 
Shelter to greet them. 


™'We are sorry for the delay in welcoming you all from the Wudang School.'" Song Zhen bowed his hands 


and looked at the middle-aged man with long hair. " And you are ....... 


"Ye Chenyuan.'" He only lightly arched his hand, without a smile on his face. "I'm here to see the head 


of your sect, Mr. He." 
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Song Zhen has heard of Ye Chenyuan's name: back then, Tie Qingzi led the "Wudang Thirty-Eight 
Swords" in a bloody struggle against the Object Removal Sect, and after a series of fierce battles, only 
five of the thirty-eight disciples survived, and Ye Chenyuan, who was not yet twenty years old at that 
time, was one of them. To be able to survive that vicious battle, and after years of training, Ye 
Chenyuan's art must not be trivial, to be able to ascend to the current Wudang Deputy Head position. 


--It is known that the Wudang School has been experiencing an upsurge of talents in recent years and 
has a huge organization. After the current Master Yao assumed the position, there are as many as three 
Vice Masters under him, of which Ye Chenyuan is only one; below that, the elite disciples of the sect 
were also selected to set up the " Bing Ya Dao ", " Town Turtle Road ", " First Snake Road " and other 
level branches, each with respective duties, implicitly having the scale of a gang. 


Song Zhen also looked at the two people on the left and right beside Ye Chen Yuan: the one on the left 
looks only a few years younger than Ye Chen Yuan, his face is covered with scars, his nose and right ear 
have earlier been cut off in large pieces, resulting in scars that have lasted for a long time. His left hand 
is wearing an iron armor glove that looks like an animal claw, and he wears a long sword with a 
sharkskin sheath on his waist, but the protective wrap on the hilt is already very old. 


The one on his right was only twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old, and much shorter and stronger 
than the other two. He wore a wide black robe, but underneath the robe his body shape was very 
strange. His right shoulder had a large bulge, and he wondered if he was born with a deformity. A pair of 
bushel-sized palms with exposed joints and no weapons on his body, it was obvious that he was a good 
boxer. 


Song Zhen was surprised. The Wudang School has always been known for its internal martial arts of 
softness and strength, and is also good at health maintenance. However, these three leaders, and even 
the thirty black-robed disciples behind them, all exude a fierce and beastly spirit, and do not seem to be 
the practitioners of the martial arts of "hiding a needle in the cotton," as the saying goes. In particular, 
this Vice Head Master Ye had tattoos on his face - face branding has been a punishment for criminals 
since ancient times, but he had no qualms about it, and it seemed that he was out of line with the status 
of a leader of a prestigious sect. 


--They were all dressed in black robes, so they were undoubtedly the most elite Bing Ya Dao disciples of 
the Wudang School. 
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"| believe you are Mr. Song, the head of the Qingcheng School." The man with the many scars on his 
face said. "| am Jiang Yunlan, a disciple of Wudang. We see that today's sky is clear and bright, it is a 

good day, so we took the liberty of deciding to come up to the mountain earlier to pay our respects, 

please pardon us." 


Compared to the cold Ye Chenyuan, this Jiang Yunlan seems to be more talkative. Song Zhen 
immediately arched his hands and smiled, "Don't worry. The head of my school is already in the inner 
hall to welcome. But ...... "he smiled and looked at Jiang Yunlan's waist. 


"Ah ...... this we naturally understand." Jiang Yunlan smiled and took off the ancient sword on his waist 
and the iron armor gloves, handing them over to the disciple at the back. Ye Chenyuan was silent for a 
while, and also reached out to remove the binding knot in front of his chest. Two disciples at the back 
already came forward and took the two swords on his back. 


"Please." Song Zhen waved to the door. The three men from the Wudang sect stepped in. The rest of 
the black-clad disciples of the Wudang School waited calmly at the same place, with strict discipline. 


When they arrived at the door of the "Hall of Returning to the Origin", they saw that all the "Taoist 
disciples" of the Qingcheng Sect were wearing swords, and the atmosphere was very gloomy, but the 
three Wudang men were not moved at all, and they still walked in with a calm demeanor. They looked 
up at the plaque of "Bashu Unparalleled", and then looked at He Zisheng who was sitting under the 
plaque in a white robe. 


Ye Chenyuan took two steps forward. This time, he bowed his head and saluted, much more respectfully 
than he did to Song Zhen. 


"| have heard for a long time that there is a tiger living on Mount Qingcheng. Today, | see that it is true." 
Ye Chenyuan said. 


He Zi Sheng did not reply, he simply examined Ye Chenyuan with a pair of gray eyes, and only after a 
long time did he extend his palm, signaling the other party to take a seat. 


Of course, it was not the first time for Yan Heng to see guests from other martial arts sects. However, in 
the past, the visitors were only some small sects from the neighboring places, who came to Qingcheng 


to give gifts and make relations, but today, it was the famous swordsmen from Wudang sect, so he was 
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really nervous. However, when Yan Heng heard that even the Deputy Head of the Wudang Sect was so 
respectful to his master, he could not help but feel a burst of pride. 


He peeked at his senior brother Zhang Peng. Zhang Peng's mouth was smiling, and he seemed to be 
thinking the same thing. 


When the three Wudang men were seated, some servants brought them tea and fruits. Song Zhen and 
Jiang Yunlan each introduced their respective clan members, and it was only then that they realized that 
the third short man with an odd figure was named Xi Zhaoping. 


After exchanging a few pleasantries, Song Zhen knew it was time to get down to business. 


"Wudang and Qingcheng are both from the Taoist sects, and are listed among the 'Nine Great Sects', but 
over the years they have had very little contact with each other, so today's gathering is a rare occasion, 
and we should make good use of it in the future." said Song Zhen. Song Zhen said. "I don't know 
whether Deputy Head Ye has other important affairs to attend besides visiting our sect and sharing the 
fellow martial artists' friendship?" 


Ye Chenyuan did not answer, nor did he show any expression, he just kept looking at He Zisheng. 


Jiang Yunlan, who was beside him, interjected. He pointed at the plaque above and said, "These four 
words are written with great vigor! "Bashu Unrivaled", it's really good, really good." As he said this, he 
gave a thumbs up. 


The disciples in the hall also looked at the plaque with a proud look on their faces. 


"But the phrase 'There is no equal in Bashu ...... " Jiang Yunlan continued. "The Emei Sect has heard it, | 
wonder if they have any objections." 


Song Zhen, Lu Yiyi, Chen Hongli and all the disciples were shocked. The Emei School is also one of the 
"Nine Great Schools", located in Sichuan, and is no less famous than the Qingcheng School. Ling 
Danyang, the former head of the Qingcheng School, had written the words "There are no equals in 
Sichuan", which actually meant that Qingcheng was the only one in the province in terms of 
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swordsmanship - Emei School was famous for its spears and clubs, but its swordsmanship was inferior to 
Qingcheng's, as everyone in the province knew. 


When the Emei School learned of this plaque, it naturally had a misunderstanding, and the two schools 
were at odds with each other. Although the Qingcheng Clan was a bit unjustified in writing these four 
words, since the plaque was already up, there was no reason for it to be taken down again. Over the 
years, the two schools have had several exchanges of martial arts, each winning and losing, but also 
because of this long-term competition, the two schools of martial arts have improved, and the 
reputation of the two schools is even stronger than in the past. Later on, He Zisheng's master, Lu 
Cunzhong, the former head of Qingcheng, gave a golden spear to Emei, and the feud between the two 
schools was resolved. 


Song Zhen didn't know why Jiang Yunlan suddenly asked about this, so he couldn't answer for a while. 


"In fact, fighting and winning in the martial arts is a daily affair." Jiang Yunlan added. "'Bashu Wushuang' 
is really well written. However, may | ask Head Master He, has your school ever thought of changing this 
plaque to ‘Unmatched in the World'?" 


Chen Hongli, who was sitting beside He Zisheng, laughed, " [The Unmatched in the World] ? Who has 
such a big mouth, | would like to see it! 


Song Zhen hurriedly interrupted: "What our Senior Chen means is that the world is huge, there are 
many martial arts sects, and there are many capable people, so who has--" 


Jiang Yunlan interrupted him: "Actually, it's not difficult for you to hang a plaque saying [World's 
Unmatched] ." 


"It's not difficult?" Song Zhen was puzzled. 


All the Qingcheng disciples looked at Jiang Yunlan. Yan Heng had a vague feeling that Jiang Yunlan's tone 
was inappropriate. 


Jiang Yunlan, however, laughed freely. 
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"If only the Qingcheng School could change its signboard and call itself the Qingcheng Taoist Monastery 
of the Wudang School, then it would be truly ‘unrivaled’ in the world." 


Song Zhen, Lu Yiyi and Chen Hongli were all dumbfounded. 


Of course, Yan Heng and the other sixteen "disciples of the Taoist tradition" all understood Jiang 
Yunlan's words. 


--Wudang is "unrivaled". If Qingcheng submits to Wudang and becomes a branch of it, it will be able to 
get some glory. 


To a martial artist, there is no greater insult. 


Sixteen people, one by one, the blood rushed up, all staring angrily at the three Wudang people. A few 
of them had already reached out and pressed their hands on the hilts of their swords at their waists. 


Faced with this kind of insult, martial artists usually have only one solution. 


However, He Zisheng did not look angry. He only asked very slowly and calmly: 


"What if | refuse?" 


When he asked, he was not looking at Jiang Yunlan, but Ye Chenyuan. 


Ye Chenyuan pulled out something from his lapel. 


It was a very old wooden bar that had turned dark brown with age. On it, there was a picture of Tai Chi 


and the character "Wu" in seal script. 
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"The Headmaster of this school, Yao, has ordered us to compete with the Qingcheng school." Ye 
Chenyuan raised his wooden scepter. "To prove that my Wudang School's martial arts are matchless in 
the world." 


"Unrivaled in the World". These are the four simple words. 


Simple as hell. 


Who in the world has not dreamt of these words? But how many have the guts to say it out loud? 


Ye Chenyuan said it as if it was a matter of course, as if he was just stating a fact that was recognized by 
everyone. 


Song Zhen froze on the spot, not knowing how to respond. He still could not believe his ears. 


Such crazy words came from a Deputy Head of a prestigious school. 


"Is there some kind of misunderstanding? This ...... this ...... everyone is a fellow martial arts practitioner, 
we should have--" 


A raised palm interrupted Song Zhen's words. 


A palm with only four fingers. 


He Zisheng laughed. His face crumpled with laughter. 


The smile was even scarier than when he was angry. 
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The swordsman's blood was already boiling. 


OOOO 


On the teaching ground on the east side of the Xuanmen Shelter, the sun was shining in the sky, just at 
noon, and there were only a few white clouds in the blue sky, very different from yesterday's cloudy and 
rainy day. 


Yan Heng recalled that yesterday when he had come down from the mountain to try out his sword, it 
was also about this time. Although it was only a day apart, it seemed like a long time had passed. 


--Too much had happened to him and in front of him in the past two days. 


All the "disciples" of Qingcheng had arrived. The entire Qingcheng School, more than two hundred 
people, surrounded the teaching ground. 


Thirty or so black-robed Wudang disciples stood at the western corner of the ground, and the 
Qingcheng Clan members all cast hostile glances at them. But the Wudang people seemed to have 
gotten used to this kind of scene and were completely unperturbed. 


Song Li also arrived. Originally, in this kind of martial arts scene, family members should not be present, 
but Song Li's status is special, and the crowd has long been focused on the Wudang people, and no one 
came to drive her away. 


She saw Hou Yingzhi standing in the group, so she squeezed over to his side. 


"Xiao Ying ...... what happened?" Song Li was curious. 


Hou Yingzhi did not look at her, staring at the opposite side of the Wudang people. 


"The Wudang sect is coming to challenge us. They are going to challenge us." 
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"What? Wudang? ...... Aren't they also members of the orthodox sect? Why? 


"Don't ask me. | don't know why." 


Song Li saw Hou Yingzhi firmly staring at the Wudang people, his expression is very tense and heavy, so 
she did not dare to ask again. 


Hou Yingzhi was not really nervous. He only wanted to observe the behavior of these Wudang people to 
see if he could judge their strengths and weaknesses from them, or what kind of martial arts they 
belonged to. This was the instinct of those who were addicted to martial arts. 


Yan Heng, standing behind his master, was no different. This challenge was definitely a threat to the 
Qingcheng School, but Yan Heng couldn't help but feel a little bit excited: it was a rare opportunity to 
see how his predecessors had utilized Qingcheng's martial arts to fight against foreign enemies, and to 
have the chance to observe the skills of such a famous school as Wudang. 


--After all, martial arts are born out of human struggle. 


Song Zhen stepped forward, walked to the center of the training ground, and said in a loud voice to the 
Wudang camp, "Let's have three matches." 


"What three matches? Motherfucking crap." Jiang Yunlan said coldly, his smile long gone. "Let's fight 
until one of us is completely defeated." He looked around at all the disciples of Qingcheng in the training 
ground and added, "If you want to come together and fight in a group, we will still go along with you, 
and we don't mind if there are too many of you." 


"This is a martial arts competition." Song Zhen frowned. "Do you think it's a fight between thugs?" 


"What's the difference between martial arts and fighting? It's all about who wins." 
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Song Zhen did not argue with him anymore. "You are the guests. In the first match, you will be the first 
to choose your candidate." He said it nicely, but in fact, he had already calculated in his heart that it was 
actually more advantageous for the party that chose last, so he could first see what kind of goods the 
other party sent out before deciding who to send out to be more confident in dealing with them. 


Jiang Yunlan took a look at the short man, Xi Zhaoping. 


Xi Zhaoping agreed and entered the arena with a steady and calm step. 


--They don't need to discuss anything at all. It seems that they have planned everything long before they 
went to Mount Qingcheng. By going to Mount Qingcheng early, they also gave the Qingcheng School no 
time to prepare. 


When Song Zhen saw Xi Zhaoping enter the arena, he still didn't have a weapon, so he asked, "Are you 
going to compete with boxing in the first round?" 


Xi Zhao Ping shook his head. "That's all right. If you people want to use weapons, | can fight with my 
bare hands." 


The Qingcheng disciples on the sidelines were in an uproar. 


--This guy from Wudang Mountain is so arrogant, he really underestimates Qingcheng's swordsmanship! 


Song Zhen looked back at the sixteen Taoist disciples behind him and considered in his heart. 


The other side only sent out a disciple under 30 years old, their side must not send a generation too far 
apart, and of course, should be good at boxing - the Qingcheng School, if they really send someone to 
use the sword, with an unarmed opponent, will not be a great damage to the reputation of the school? 


Song Zhen's eyes finally fell on his son. Song Dehai also looked at his father and nodded. 
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However, such an important decision should only be made by the Head Master. 


He Zisheng sat on a bamboo chair. Behind him was his eldest disciple, Yu Sihao, who was respectfully 
holding a large, long wooden box, the color of the wood was very old, and the pattern of a dragon and 
tiger competing with each other was carved on the top of the box. 


"Dehai." He Zisheng called. He shares the same feelings as his disciple, Song Zhen. "Go out and spar with 


him. 


Song Dehai answered in a loud voice, "Yes!" Taking the long sword off his belt, he handed it to the 
master beside him and walked to the center of the training ground. 


Among this group of senior Taoist disciples, Song Dehai, the fifth disciple, had always been recognized as 
the one with the highest talent, and his martial arts training had long surpassed that of his senior 
brother, Yu Sihao. Song Zhen's plan is to send this strongest disciple to fight in the first match, in order 
to win the match and to discourage the Wudang School, so that the other side will probably retreat from 
the battle. 


Although the Qingcheng School is not famous for its boxing and wrestling, there are several sword 
techniques in the school that can be transformed into unarmed moves. In particular, a set of short 
sword "Upper Secret Sword ", emphasis on close-quarters short strikes fighting, the free left hand 
should also be supplemented with grappling palm strikes, the moves can be completely palm instead of 
sword into boxing, and Song Dehai's "Upper Secret Sword" is extremely sophisticated; Uncle Chen 
Hongli himself is good at boxing and palms, and saw that Song Dehai has the talent of boxing and 
fighting, and had already taught him his own experience of several decades. Song Dehai is already the 
number one hand-to-hand fighter on Qingcheng Mountain, and he is the most suitable to fight in the 
first match. 


With every step Song Dehai took, he was already adjusting his breathing, and the muscles of his limbs 
were also relaxing and tensioning at the same time. By the time he reached the center of the field, his 
whole body had warmed up, his breathing and blood flowed freely, and he entered the combat state. 


Song Li at the side of the field saw her brother fighting and couldn't help but bite her lips with a worried 
look. 
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Yan Heng and Hou Yingzhi had been taught by this Fifth Senior Brother for several years, of course they 
knew how many times his kung fu was higher than theirs, and were confident that he would fight on 
behalf of Qingcheng. 


XI Zhaoping of the Wudang Sect, looking extremely relaxed, slowly unbuckled his belt and took off his 
black robe, revealing the upper half of his body. 


The people of Qingcheng could not help but be shocked at the sight of this body. See XI Zhaoping square 
chest and round back, the body is very thick, peculiar is all the bone joints protruding from the square 
angle, as if the skin inlaid with some foreign objects, especially the right shoulder, bulging a large piece, 
covered with solid muscle texture. The two arms, from the shoulder to the fingers, had a weird surface 
color, and only by looking closely would you know that all of them were filled with thick calluses, like 
squid. 


The Wudang school of martial arts is known for its soft boxing, in particular, Grandmaster Sanfeng, 
watching snake and crane fight, created the internal martial arts of "Tai Chi Boxing", which is known 
throughout the world for its softness to overcome the rigidity and self-sacrifice to the others. However, 
Song Zhen sees that this person's alien body is completely overly hard external martial arts features, and 
cultivating such an odd body is completely against the Wudang martial arts advocating the importance 
of health and well-being. 


Song Zhen could not help but be a bit skeptical: Is it possible that this gang of Wudang disciples is an 
impostor? However, looking at their clothes, armor and weapons, coupled with Ye Chenyuan and the 
scepter in his hand, it seems that they can not be faked. ...... 


Song Dehai and Xi Zhaoping stood opposite each other. Since it is no longer a friendly sparring match, 
both of them don't do the boxing ritual, once their eyes meet, they have already set up their own 
stances. 


Song Dehai's stance was the authentic "upper secret sword" stance, with the vanguard's right palm 
looking forward and the fingertips pointing directly at the other party's eyebrows; the left palm protects 
the center line of the heart and chest vitals. Because the blade is not sharp, to kill the opponent needs a 
heavier force, so the horse stance is slightly lower than when using the sword, but without losing the 
flexibility. 


"Good! Song Zhen was praising in his heart for his son. 
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However, the stance of XI Zhaoping is very strange, also the right side of the body in front, but the huge 
right shoulder high up, armpit clamping, elbow joints tightly folded, shoulder and arm of those exposed 
joints and corners of the bone, but also like a carpenter's mortise and tenon joints spliced together, the 
concavity and convexity seamless buckle, the whole curved up the arm, as if it becomes the front of the 
body of a shield of meat, which is no gap. The left arm, which was as long as an ape's arm, hung loosely 
at the back. 


Xi Zhaoping's horse stance was even lower than Song Dehai's, his body was completely sideways to Song 
Dehai, his head and face were hanging down behind the bulging right shoulder, and at first glance, half 
of his upper body was under the cover of the arm shield. Such a boxing stance was unheard of, and 
could only be achieved by such a strange body. 


Song Dehai had never imagined that anyone in the world could use their arms as a shield in this way. 
With his sword and palms empty, he found his opponent's defense so tight that he had no place to 
strike. 


"What's the matter?" Xi Zhaoping had time to speak. "| am waiting for you! Well, if you don't show up, 
I'll do it first." 


As he said this, he stamped on the foot with both legs, and rushed sideways, using the "arm shield" to 
open the way, seemingly to ram into Song Dehai. 


Song De Hai saw that his opponent's right arm was practiced in such a strange way, this "arm shield" 
must be very sturdy, and he would definitely suffer if he attacked from the front. The best way to deal 
with a side-stepping enemy is to attack at the blind spot on his back. Song Dehai stepped into a triangle 
and walked diagonally to the left, and with his left hand, he struck Xi Zhaoping's ear with a murderous 
palm strike from the inside out - but this was only a false strike, in fact, it was a cover for the thrusting 
palm strike from the lower part of the path that was aimed at the opponent's waist and ribs. 


But he forgot that Xi Zhao Ping's "arm shield" was not really a shield, but also a movable arm. 


XI Zhao Ping's "arm shield" was loosened, and his hard right shoulder was raised high to receive Song De 
Hai's left killing palm which did not have any coherent energy, followed by a sinking elbow, which 
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knocked away the attacking right thrusting palm, with perfect timing, as if he was able to read Song De 
Hai's mind. 


Xi Zhao Ping was at a close distance, grinning at Song De Hai. 


He then made a half-rotation, and his left arm, which was hanging limply, suddenly came to life and 
swung across Song Dehai's head and face like a whip! 


Song Dehai took back his right arm and raised it in time to receive this whip punch in a fraction of a 
second. Knowing that it was not favorable, his body flew back in a panic, and at the same time, he 
kicked a foot to Xi Zhao Ping's right shin. The fact that he was able to block his opponent's pursuit with 
this kick while retreating shows his superior talent in boxing. 


However, Xi Zhaoping did not pursue, but instead sank his horse and absorbed the kick. He then 
repeated his gapless stance by using his right arm to form a shield. 


After the kick, Song De Hai secretly grumbled, the toe was like cupping on an iron bar, and he was in 
hidden pain. The right arm, which had received a hard punch, had blood oozing out of the sleeve - Xi 
Zhao Ping's whip punch had ruptured the skin underneath his clothes. 


Song Zhen saw his son's fight with the other side and was secretly shocked. This Xi Zhaoping is not very 
young, but he has practiced such two extremes in his left and right sides of his body, one is very strong 
and the other is very soft, it is really an unprecedented match. Just now the whip fist relaxation and 
release of force method, in fact, is the Wudang soft boxing style undoubtedly, this person is indeed a 
disciple of Wudang. 


--But I've never heard of the Wudang school having such a spicy side to their martial arts! 


XI Zhaoping's face was again half-hidden behind his right shoulder. He looked at Song Dehai and said in a 
loud voice, "You can't beat me like this. Don't waste time. Either you take a weapon, or you send out 
another person." 


Song Dehai's anger rose from his heart and he immediately concentrated his mind. 
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His still body suddenly sprang up and his right palm stabbed forward in the shape of a sword! 


Song Dehai's move appeared to be no different from an ordinary attack filled with energy, but in fact it 
utilized the method of "borrowing phases" (1), fantasizing in his mind that there was a fierce fire burning 
behind him, stimulating his body to make a reflexive action without thinking, and instantly speeding up 
his moves by a twofold amount. 


Note 1: For details on "borrowing the phase," see "Lectures on the Great Taoist Boxing Sword Class - No. 
4". 


This kind of "borrowing phase" is a higher level of brain power than basic bodily force generation. Song 
Dehai was one of the few "Taoist disciples" of the Qingcheng School who could master this secret 
technique. 


The "Burning Body" style is perfect. Song Dehai began to hold a sword at the age of five, and the 
strength of his five fingers was extraordinary. When he practiced this move in his spare time, his palm 
and fingers were strong enough to break through a thick green bamboo. 


He aimed his fingers at Xi Zhaoping's left eye, which was exposed beyond his right shoulder. 


Song Dehai could already imagine the scene when his finger penetrated his opponent's eye. The 
moment of victory. 


But no matter how fast Song De Hai's stabbing palm is, it cannot be faster than a small movement of Xi 
Zhao Ping. 


Close his eyes. 


Xi Zhaoping's left eye was tightly closed, and the skin and muscles around it were wrinkled into a ball, so 
he took the stab! 
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--Xi Zhaoping also knew the art of "borrowing phase", and at this moment, he thought that he had 
turned into an incredibly hard rock, and his muscles had contracted very tightly. 


Song Dehai felt that his palm stabbed at his opponent's eyelids, but was unable to advance an inch. His 
entire right arm stopped straight in front of him. 


Taking advantage of this pause, Xi Zhaoping's right arm stretched out, trapped Song Dehai's right wrist in 
his armpit, and then used the inner bend of his elbow to coerce his forearm. 


Song De Hai felt that XI Zhao Ping's big grappling hand was as firm as an iron clamp. He was terrified. 


Xi Zhaoping rotated his body, grabbed Song De Hai's arm, and used his elbow as a pivot point to slam it 
to the side! 


If Song De Hai resisted with his strength, he would only break his elbow joint. He gritted his teeth, and 
could only roll over in the air to dislodge the force of the fall and save his right arm, but his back hit the 
ground hard, sending up a cloud of dust, and he was already in an extremely disadvantageous position. 


Xi Zhao Ping laughed wildly, and his left fist swung out again, like a whip to Song De Hai's pinched elbow. 


The elbow was completely straightened, how could it withstand such a fierce whip? At the point of 
impact, the elbow joint made a cracking sound. 


Song Dehai on the ground was sweating coldly and biting his lower lip. 


Normally, in a martial arts match, the winner would have been decided by this point. 


However, XI Zhaoping did not let go of Song Dehai, the right hand of the grappling forcefully entangled, 
and then lifted the knee to hit the arm that had been seriously injured. 


The shoulder joint was broken. The ulnar radius of the forearm was broken at the same time. 
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Song De Hai couldn't hold back his moans any longer. Xi Zhaoping was satisfied and let go of his arm, 
which was already purple and paralyzed. 


Xi Zhaoping opened his left eye. After all, the eyes are a major weakness of the human body, although 
he received the stabbing palm with amazing strength, but his eyeballs are still covered with red veins. Xi 
Zhaoping howled and laughed, his eye was red, and with his monstrous figure, he looked like a demon. 


Song Li screamed. 


Song Zhen ran forward to help his son up. However, he was pale, and his right arm was so battered that 
the white broken bones were showing through his skin. 


With such a serious injury, the shoulder and elbow joints were severely damaged, and moreover, the 
right arm was equivalent to a swordsman's life - Song Dehai, the future leader of Qingcheng Sect, had 
his martial arts skills abolished. 


"How ruthless! Song Zhen looked grief-stricken. He had placed all his hopes for the rest of his life on this 
son. "Is this a match?" He stared angrily at Xi Zhaoping. 


"We've already said so." Xi Zhaoping rubbed his left eye. "Whether it's a match ora fight, it makes no 
difference to us." 


Song Li cried "Brother!" and wanted to run out, but Hou Yingzhi pulled her back in time. 


An aura of sadness and anger arose from all the Qingcheng disciples around the training ground. 


Yan Heng clenched his fists tightly and stared angrily at Xi Zhaoping, his eyes on the brink of tears. 


Xi Zhaoping, however, looked around at the crowd and opened his arms, one rigid, the other soft, and 


said, "What's up? Who's next? Who's going to try my Wudang's " Two Instruments Boxing" 2" 
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The people of Qingcheng were shocked. XI Zhaoping's ruthlessness was completely beyond the rules of 
a martial arts competition, and he was still not ashamed of himself afterward. 


This is no longer a competition. It is a duel. 


Xi Zhaoping pointed at Song Zhen, "What about you? How about you? Come to avenge your son". 


Song Li's face was full of tears, but now she saw that her father had become the next target of the 
challenge, so she stopped crying and only looked at the center of the field in fear. 


"NO... " Hou Yingzhi shook his head and said softly, "Uncle Song ...... is not the opponent ...... : 


"What did you say?" Mai Dajie, who was beside him, grabbed him by the lapel. 


"I'm not saying that to be discouraged." Hou Yingzhi was calm. "I'm judging." 


"Can't the old man do it?" Xi Zhaoping turned to the "Taoist disciples" of Qingcheng. "How about the 
young ones? Who's coming?" 


Song Zhen looked angrily at Xi Zhaoping. It was only at this close range that he noticed a thumb-sized 
tattoo on the left side of Xi's neck. It is a strange triangle symbol. 


"Isn't this ...... " Song Zhen said, pointing at him, "the symbol of the Object Transfer Cult? Why do you 
have it on you?" 


Xi Zhaoping smiled unconcernedly and said, "So what? My old man was indeed a member of the Object 
Transfer Cult, but twenty years ago he brought me to the Wudang path of righteousness." 
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Song Zhen was full of doubts. The Wudang sect's people are so fierce that they are even close to the evil 
way. 


--Is it related to the Object Transfer Cult? ...... 


"What kind of irrelevant nonsense is this? Do you want to fight or not? Do you want to fight for your 
precious son?" Xi Zhao Ping continued to yell. 


At that moment, Yan Heng, who was outside the arena, was seething with blood. Having witnessed the 
tragic defeat of his senior brother Song, and then hearing these words from Xi Zhaoping, he was 
completely overcome by anger. In his eyes, everyone around him seemed to have disappeared, except 
for Xi Zhaoping, who was still standing in the center of the field, provoking him. 


--The dignity of the Qingcheng Sect is not to be tarnished. 


Yan Heng unconsciously took a step forward. Second step. The third step. 


Zhang Peng was standing behind Yan Heng and pulled him back. Yan Heng, however, was still as if he 
had not yet come to his senses, and did not look back at his elder brother, still staring at Xizhao Ping in 
front of him. 


In his eyes, there was only his enemy. 


Seeing that amongst the elite disciples of Qingcheng, there was only one youngster who wanted to 
come out to fight, Xi Zhaoping wanted to ridicule him again. 


But then a voice rang out. 


It was not a loud voice. But everyone could hear it. 


"Have you said enough?" 
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The tall figure in the white Sect Master's robe stood up from the bamboo chair. 


Seeing He Zisheng standing up, Xi Zhao Ping immediately put away his flirtatious smile and gazed at this 
famous swordsman. 


"What an honor." Xi Zhaoping rubbed his fists and clapped his hands. 


Qingcheng people are all in shock. It is unexpected that in the second match, the Headmaster will have 
to take action himself. 


Yu Sihao, behind He Zisheng, stepped forward and handed the long wooden box he had been holding in 
his hand to his master. 


Xi Zhaoping waited with excitement. 


But a remark came from behind him. 


" Stay away. No one is his opponent here today. Except me." 


The black-robed Ye Chenyuan had already received a pair of long swords from his disciple. The fine 
luminous eyes looked directly at He Zi Sheng on the other side. 


He Zisheng did not look surprised, but smiled at the corner of his mouth. 


Xi Zhaoping withdrew from the field without protest. He knew that the Deputy Master's words were 
true. 


"The match just now was simply irrelevant," he said. Ye Chenyuan lifted both swords together in his left 
hand and took a step forward. "The only thing that matters is this match." 
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He Zisheng did not reply. He stretched out his right hand with only four fingers and touched the lid of 
the long wooden box. 


--Good partner. We are coming. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 4 


The practice of traditional martial arts is divided into three levels, namely "Qi", "Yi" and "Shen". 


The "qi" is the previously mentioned "qi qin kung fu", which emphasizes the coordination of the body's 
muscles and the sharpness of the nerves, and is purely physical kung fu. In ancient times, there was no 
anatomical medicine, and body movements often had to be coordinated with breathing, so the ancients 
subjectively believed that the force was generated by the movement of "qi" in the body, but in fact 
there was no direct relationship. 


No matter how perfectly coordinated the body movement, its speed and strength, still depends on the 
basic strength of the muscles, so the basic physical exercise is still necessary, especially at this early 
stage, sweating day and night practice is essential. A true martial artist's physique cannot be shaped by 
such elegant practices as sitting in meditation and cultivating qi. 


The next stage is "Yi", which is the work on the brain and the mind. Through sitting in meditation, 
standing on piles, or other forms of practice, martial artists develop their brain, which further enhances 
their neural acuity and unity, allowing them to exert extraordinary speed and power. 


At the same time, because of the highly concentrated and active brain activity of the martial artist, a 
variety of secret methods of ideation are produced. One of the most commonly used is the "Borrowed 
Phase". "Borrowing the phase" is the method of "borrowing the idea", which simply means to create a 
very realistic imagination in order to push the body to make strong movements beyond the normal 
level. 


For example, Song De Hai's "Burning Body" of the Qingcheng School, as mentioned above, fantasizes 
that there is a fierce fire burning behind his body, which naturally creates a reflex that is not thought out 
by the brain, and is much faster than the usual conscious movements. 


There are many other types of "borrowed images". Some of them are imagining changes in one's 
physique, such as imagining that one's arms and legs have turned into bamboo springs or that one's 
whole body has turned into a rock (the hard kung fu of XI Zhaoping of the Wudang School, which uses 
the method of "rock condensation"); there are also masters who, when making a move, imagine various 
scenarios such as a thunderclap, a landslide, or a ferocious beast, in order to stimulate the power of 
their stances. 
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To become a first-class master, a martial artist must make good use of the "idea" of kung fu. The 
cultivation and training of the "mind" is often carried out through methods such as meditation and 
contemplation, which is similar to religious practice, so nine out of ten of the world's most advanced 
martial arts originated from religious sects. 


Although the body of a martial artist ages more slowly than the average person due to long-term 
training, physical strength inevitably declines from middle age onwards. At the same time, as one grows 
older, one's mind and emotions become more stable, and one's "mindfulness" can easily improve, thus 
making up for the lack of physical strength, and one's overall strength is often higher than when one 
was young. Most martial artists reach their peak state of physical and mental equilibrium around the 
age of 40 to 50 (He Zisheng and Ye Chenyuan are both at this age). 


The third stage, "Shen" or "Divine Mastery", cannot be taught, can be realized but not sought, and is the 
highest level of martial arts that can be passed on by word of mouth and ear. There is no objective 
standard or description for the so-called "entering the realm of divine subtlety", it is only an ideal level 
to be pursued subjectively. 


There have been rumors or accounts of "subtle" masters performing various miraculous acts, or being 
able to predict the intentions of their enemies, or being able to release their own thoughts to sway their 
opponents, and so on, all of which have never been proven. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 5 Chapter 5 Kan, Li, Water, and Fire - 
Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 


The training ground was the most important place for the "training disciples" of the Qingcheng School to 
practice, so naturally the ground was well maintained. Every day, there were servants with rakes to level 
the sand and soil on the ground, and regularly cleaned up the weeds and debris. At the north end, there 
is a tent packed with sandbags, stone locks, wooden stakes, straw figures and all kinds of practicing 
equipments, all of which are well-maintained and in perfect condition. 


In the center of this flat piece of land, there was a small puddle of blood, which was left behind by Song 
Dehai's broken bones and pierced skin. 


This land has been stained with the sweat and blood of many Qingcheng Sect martial artists over the 
past hundred years. But this is the first time that blood has been shed as a result of a confrontation with 
a foreign opponent. 


Song Dehai has been carried to the edge of the field by his father, surrounded by several masters and 
disciples, and bandaged him to stop the bleeding. Song Li wanted to come forward to console her 
brother, but she was excluded from the circle. She poked her head around the outside to check on her 
brother's injuries. 


"Don't go over there." Hou Yingzhi pulled her back. "You'll only disturb your brother." 


Song Li nodded without words. Although the one who was injured was a blood relative born from the 
same father and mother, this was a world that did not belong to her. To Song Dehai, those who are 
around to heal his injuries are closer to him than his sister - Song Li, who grew up in Mount Qingcheng, 
understood this before she was ten years old. 


That's why she hates martial arts. It has kept her isolated and alone for more than a decade. Now she 
hated it even more when she saw what had become of her brother. 


Yan Heng did not go over to help. He was still seething with blood. Xi Zhaoping had already returned to 
the Wudang camp, but Yan Heng was still staring at him fiercely from a distance. 
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Xi Zhaoping realized that the kid who wanted to get ahead was still staring at him. With a smirk, he 
hooked his finger at Yan Wang and said, "Come on, kid.” 


Yan Heng clenched his fists tightly. He knew how much higher Master Song's kung fu was than his own, 
and even more so, he knew how strong this enemy was who had defeated Master Song. But he could 
not control himself. 


He knew, however, that this teaching ground was no longer a battleground for him to step into. 


Because Master has already stood up. 


Ye Chenyuan carried both swords and looked at He Zisheng, who was holding the wooden box in his 
hand. The two of them just stood like this, as if they have already started to fight with their energies. 


"Mr. He, let me say it again." Jiang Yunlan, who was standing beside Ye Chenyuan, spoke again. "Today's 
battle is actually unnecessary. If we stop here, | will ask Xi Zhaoping to come here and apologize to that 
brother Song." 


Qingcheng people, especially the disciples who did not enter the "Hall of Returning to the Origin" just 
now, were stunned when they heard this. 


"Only ...... " Jiang Yunlan continued, "Mr. He one word of agreement will be enough." 


Song Zhen replied angrily, "Agree to that thing you just said? "The Wudang Sect's martial arts are 
invincible"? Are you guys crazy? "Invincible"? Are you trying to dominate the martial arts world? 
Madmen! In the past thousand years, has anyone or any school ever been able to dominate the martial 
arts world?" 


"Not quite." Jiang Yunlan said blandly. "Our Master Yao is indeed a madman. He is trying to accomplish 
something that no one in the martial arts world has ever done in thousands of years." 
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Song Zhen laughed coldly, "You guys are really crazy. How many people are there in the Wudang 
School? The world is so big, there are so many martial arts sects, are you going to send someone to take 
over each one of them?" 


"Who said anything about taking over?" Jiang Yunlan said, "We just want a declaration of agreement. 
From now on, you can live and practice martial arts in this mountain as usual. Just change the signboard 
- 'Wudang School's Qingcheng Academy’, it's not a bad name." 


Hou Yingzhi and the other disciples heard this, and then they realized the purpose of the Wudang School 
today, and why there was this competition. They had never dreamed that the Qingcheng Sect would 
meet such a serious challenge. 


"It's just a sign" - it sounds so casual. But to the proud martial artists, these words had already offended 
the bottom line of the creed in their hearts. 


The Qingcheng disciples were all filled with righteous indignation, and the breaths of more than 200 of 
them were quickened at the same time. 


However, the more than thirty people from the Wudang Clan were all calm and unperturbed. To them, 
"invincible" and "dominating the martial arts world" were completely natural. 


" Have you finished?" He Zisheng narrowed his eyes and looked at Jiang Yunlan. 


Although Jiang Yunlan had always been a man of many words, he could only keep his mouth shut in 
front of He Zisheng. 


Because the feeling of oppression was really too strong. 


He Zisheng ignored him and turned to Ye Chenyuan. 


"Good, no one is interrupting anymore. Can we start now?" The tone was very calm. 
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Jiang Yunlan sighed in his heart: worthy of being the Headmaster of Qingcheng. 


He purposely said these insulting words again on the field, in fact, he wanted to anger He Zisheng and 
gain some advantages for Ye Chenyuan. You have to know that this level of expert duel, body and brain 
must be optimized, a little emotional dissonance can become a fatal weakness. However, He Zisheng is 
not angry or irritated at all, obviously he has already entered the perfect state of mind to fight. Jiang 
Yunlan's words were in vain. 


Ye Chen Yuan nodded towards He Zi Sheng. He gripped the hilts of two long swords in each hand and 
gently separated them to the left and right. Two disciples came up behind him and respectfully removed 
the sheaths for him. 


The two swords are of the same style, the frame guards are cast in the form of bats, the body is thick, 
the upper surface is inlaid with seven stars of brass, the left-hand blade shines with green light, and the 
right sword glows with a light red light. 


If you compare the two swords carefully, you can see that there are subtle differences in various parts of 
the two swords, such as the distribution of thickness, the size of the hand guards, and the weight of the 
pommel, etc. It turns out that this pair of "Kan Li Water Fire Swords" is tailor-made according to Ye 
Chen-Yuan himself, the details and weight distribution of the swords are modified to suit the muscle 
differences between his left and right sides of the body, in order to allow him to maximize his dual 
sword techniques to the highest level. 


"Good swords." He Zisheng appreciated. Ye Chenyuan nodded. 


--But in fact, He Zi Sheng couldn't even see that pair of "Kan Li Swords" carefully from such a distance. 
He could only tell from the natural aura emitted by the sword. 


He Zisheng's right hand pulled open the lid of the long wooden box. 


Inside the silk-lined wooden box, a pair of long and short swords were placed flatly, which were the 
most valuable sacred relics of Qingcheng School that had been preserved for more than three hundred 
years. 
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He Zisheng took the two swords out of the box. Ding Zhaoshan, the second disciple, came forward, 
removed the sheaths of the two swords for his master, and respectfully put them back into the wooden 
box. Yu Sihao closed the wooden box and retreated with Ding Zhaoshan. 


He Zisheng was seen hanging his two swords diagonally to the side, standing naturally without any 
stance, but he was already very impressive. 


The right handed long sword is four feet long, the guard is a lotus shaped disk, cast full of coiled dragon 
pattern, the blade is narrow and long, the whole body is glowing with a golden light, the body near the 
mouth engraved with the "Dragon Thorn" two seal scripts, which is the name of the sword; the left 
handed short sword is two feet long, the edge of the blade is broad and thick like a knife, along the 
spine of the sword there is the blood groove, the guard and the mouth are shaped into a tiger head 
relief. The whole sword has a ferocious appearance and is called "Tiger Pike". 


All the martial artists on the scene also know: when he pulled out these two swords, he was naturally 
ready to use the highest secret technique of Qingcheng School of martial arts - " Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords ". 


This set of " Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" is rumored to be created by the Heavenly 
Master Zhang Ling himself, with the miraculous power to cut down demons and control ghosts, and has 
been passed down for more than 1,000 years - of course, these are only myths and legends. However, 
this sword method did take shape a long time ago and has been in the Qingcheng Sword School for 
more than 300 years. It is a must for every generation of masters, and even foreigners who have never 
been to Sichuan in their lives have heard of it. 


He Zisheng and Ye Chenyuan, one in white and the other in black, walk slowly towards the center of the 
teaching ground until they are seven paces apart before they stop and confront each other. 


Ye Chenyuan took a backward bow step, with his left hand "Kan Water Sword" pointing diagonally to the 
front, and his right hand " Divine Fire Sword" raised flat to his ear, with the tips of the two swords 
pointing at He Zi Sheng's heart and chest. 
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He Zi Sheng also reacted immediately, his right hand held the longer sword "Dragon Thorn" raised to the 
side of the left shoulder, the left short sword "Tiger Pike" lowered in front of the abdomen, both swords 
are prepared for slashing backhanded posture. 


All the disciples of Qingcheng watched the Master's gesture with rapt attention. This was an 
extraordinary battle, and the dignity of the Qingcheng School was on the line - if even the Sect Head 
Master, who had been honored as a "genius", was defeated, who else could the Qingcheng School 
send? But at the same time, they couldn't help but feel excited, because their school's greatest skill was 
about to be revealed to them, and it was going to be against an opponent of comparable weight - a duel 
of such a level, which they would probably only have the chance to witness once in their lives. 


"This is great." He Zi Sheng looked at Ye Chen Yuan's stance and said. "You are also using dual swords. 
This is really great." 


Looking at He Zi Sheng's expression, he was already completely immersed in the excitement of the 
competition, and was not concerned about the honor and disgrace of Qingcheng School. 


--Only a martial arts fanatic like this can achieve such a level of martial arts. 


The people of Wudang were equally excited. They had followed Deputy Headmaster Ye before and had 
already challenged several sects. However, by looking at Ye Chen-Yuan's serious expression, they could 
tell that this was the first time he had met a real enemy with real potential. 


Ye Chenyuan's front and back swords suddenly shook, his front foot slightly raised and stepped back to 
its original position, and his two swords then turned into a cross in front of his chest. 


He Zisheng did not move half a step, his upper body posture did not change, only the left and right 
elbows slightly changed their orientation. 


Ye Chenyuan changed his stance twice more. He Zisheng also adjusted his posture accordingly, but did 
not really start. 
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Most of the Qingcheng School disciples present were confused. Only Song Zhen and other three masters 
and uncles, more than a dozen "disciples of the Dao", and Hou Yingzhi and a few other more 
outstanding "disciples of training", watched with sweat on their foreheads. 


They could all see that between the several changes of stances, Ye Chen-yuan had actually made more 
than twenty false moves that were like the first sign of sword strikes, luring He Zi-Sheng to make a 
wrong response and reveal a fatal gap. However, He Zi Sheng saw through all of them and made 
adjustments accordingly, forcing Ye Chen Yuan to change his stance. 


Although the two have not yet issued a sword, in fact, they have been using their brains to exchange 
blows. 


" Great ...... awesome ...... "Yan Heng muttered to himself. Seeing such a skillful confrontation, he had 
long since come to his senses, and his forehead was covered in cold sweat. 


He imagined that if he was standing opposite to Ye Chenyuan, any fake action of Ye Chenyuan just now 
would have already made him bleed for five feet. 


Yan Heng's expression became as excited as He Zisheng's. He had never dreamed that there was such a 
marvelous field of martial arts ahead of him. He thought that after seeing this battle, if he spent some 
time pondering over it, his martial arts would definitely take a big leap forward. 


--But that was after the Qingcheng School had been saved. 


He Zisheng smiled. 


"Is that all you have? Then | am coming." 


Ye Chenyuan made a move. He changed his swords again and crossed them in front of him. 


He Zi Sheng's "Dragon Thorn" was activated. 
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The sword moved with his will and slashed out. And it was accompanied by a strange aura. 


Not only did that aura enhance He Zi Sheng's sword move, even Ye Chenyuan on the other side could 
feel it, as if it was transformed into a real object and came to his face. 


Not only Ye Chenyuan, even the Qingcheng and Wudang disciples who surrounded the training ground 
could feel it. 


Not only them, even Song Li, who had never learned martial arts, felt it. 


--He Zi Sheng's " Borrowing Appearance " had already reached the state of being able to influence 
others in a miraculous way. 


With Song Li's untrained eyes, of course, she could not catch this swift sword move. But she seemed to 
see something appearing behind He Zisheng. 


--It seemed to be some kind of ferocious creature. 


Ye Chenyuan's two swords were upwards to block the "Dragon's Spine" that was coming down. Under 
the blow, Ye Chenyuan felt that the strength of the other party's chop was beyond his expectation, so he 
did not dare to draw his swords to counterattack immediately, and still held his swords above his head. 


He Zi Sheng's left hand short sword "Tiger Pike" had already followed, with the same fierce momentum, 
it was lifted downwards towards Ye Chenyuan's abdomen. 


Ye Chenyuan gritted his teeth and pulled his left hand "Kan Water Sword" away from "Dragon Thorn" 
and blocked the short sword in time. 
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However, the "Dragon Thorn" on the top changed its position and pressed Ye Chenyuan's " Divine Fire 
Sword" and stabbed his face with the tip of the sword. Ye Chenyuan turned his body sideways and 
pushed the "Sword of Fire" outward to eliminate this stab. 


Ye Chenyuan knew that "Tiger's Path" will attack again, it is not a good idea to keep resisting like this. He 
resolutely used his "Wudang Walking Sword" and took a big and fast step, circling around to the left side 
of He Zisheng, not only dodging, but also seizing a favorable position for counter-attack. 


However, He Zi Sheng seems to have predicted Ye Chenyuan's reaction, his left hand "Tiger Pike" was 
still arcing and chasing after him, Ye Chenyuan had to take a defensive stance and was unable to 
counterattack. 


Ye Chenyuan's "Walking Sword" footsteps constantly arc to avoid, trying to get a chance to 
counterattack; however, He Zisheng absolutely does not allow him to take a breather, the left and right 
swords threatened with two different momentums alternately pursuing, the four swords dancing, the 
two of them roaming around the field, in a short while has already exchanged forty to fifty swords. 


All the people who had learned martial arts in the scene watched their hearts thumping and breathing 
heavily. 


Yan Heng had also learned the most basic set of dual swordsmanship of the Qingcheng Sect, which was 
called the "Subduing Sword". Although the main purpose of this set of double swords was to cultivate 
the coordination between the left and right hands of the disciple and to exercise the balance of the 
muscles on both sides of the body, he could still be considered to have gotten a glimpse of the double 
swordsmanship. 


The power of the double sword naturally lies in the fact that it is more dense than the single sword. Left 
and right sword moves, can alternate without interruption, this is the initial stage; to practice to be able 
to concentrate on two, the left and right sword at the same time to exchange attack and defense, that is 
the middle level; to the dual swords can complement each other, and even multiply the power, then the 
combat power has been equivalent to four, five or even more swords are used together, this is the 
realm of the dual sword method of the upper level. 


In this battle, He Zi Sheng and Ye Chenyuan's dual swordsmanship has reached such a superior level, and 
their left and right swords are so skillfully coordinated that it even gives the wrong impression that there 
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are six or seven people on the field, each holding a sword, and they are divided into two teams in the 
martial arts competition. 


At this time, He Zi Sheng suddenly made a fast progress, closed the distance with Ye Chenyuan, and at 
the same time, he changed his stance, mainly used the short sword "Tiger Pai", and used the advantage 
of close proximity to chop and stab the three swords in a row. 


Every time he sent out a sword, he was so intimidating that the onlookers could even faintly hear a 
sound that ripped through the air. 


--It is a tiger's roar. 


The "Borrowed Phase" of He Zisheng's left hand sword is to visualize a tiger descending from the 
mountain! 


Ye Chenyuan's double swords were almost close to his own body before he was able to block this 
"Tiger's Pounce" series of three strikes. Taking advantage of the situation, he took a step back and finally 
had a chance to counterattack with his sword for the first time, stabbing out the "Sword of Flying Fire"! 


He Zi Sheng, however, did not dodge, but also attacked with his right hand "Dragon's Spine". 


The blade of "Dragon Thorn" is longer than the "Sword of Fire", Ye Chenyuan instantly judged that he 
would be hit first, and immediately changed the path of his sword, and the "Sword of Fire" clashed with 
the "Dragon Thorn"! 


However, the "Cloud Spitting" style of "Dragon Thorn" is not an ordinary stabbing sword, when the tip of 
the sword strikes out, the elastic and narrow body of the sword is also violently bulging, once Ye 
Chenyuan's "Sword of Flying Fire" touches it, it is out of control and bounced away to the side! 


Song Zhen watched on the sidelines and seemed to have forgotten about his son's serious injury. 
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Over the past few years, Song Zhen has been learning this "Female and Male Dragon and Tiger Swords" 
with his senior brother, because He Zi Sheng's eye disease has become serious, Song Zhen has to take 
over the role of the master at any time. Unfortunately, since He Zi Sheng had lost the middle finger of 
his right hand at an early age, his "Dragon Sword", no matter how he grips the sword or how he delivers 
the energy, has a different way of making up for the loss of one finger. However, when it comes to 
teaching his brother, who is able-bodied with all his five fingers, it has become more difficult. Therefore, 
Song Zhen's right hand "Dragon Sword" was never good enough. Song Zhen even considered chopping 
off one finger in order to learn this set of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" well, but thought 
that if he could not learn this set of "Dragon and Tiger Sword" well, and lost his right hand one finger, he 
would probably lose his sword skills, so he had to give up. 


Now, seeing He Zi Sheng facing a strong enemy and giving full play to the "Dragon Tiger Sword", Song 
Zhen had a new realization of this sword technique. Just like Yan Heng, he thought that if he could learn 
more, he would be able to grasp the essence of this sword technique, and he would be able to take over 
the position of the master in the future, so he could not help but feel very excited. 


Ye Chenyuan had just controlled the "Fire Sword" that was bounced off, when He Zi Sheng's "Tiger Pike" 
short sword attacked again in a series. He can only retreat two more steps to parry. 


--Qingcheng School's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" are indeed worth the name! 


Ye Chen Yuan was sure that the He Zi Sheng in front of him was the strongest opponent he had never 
encountered in his life. 


Double swords are extremely difficult to use well, and in the case of the "Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Swords", the difference between the length of the left and right swords makes them even more 
difficult to utilize; however, once they are perfectly coordinated, they have such a powerful effect! The 
long sword "Dragon Spike" strikes and stabs fiercely, the short sword "Tiger Pike" is fast and dense, and 
the angle changes are extraordinarily flexible, both of them change from left to right, Ye Chenyuan also 
correspondingly has to use different ways of parrying, so until now, he has always been in a passive 
position, exchanging dozens of swords before occasionally being able to counterattack with one or two 
swords. 


The two masters are chasing and avoiding each other, every time they make a fierce move, they are 
shouting and screaming. After only a few moments of fighting, both of them were sweating like rain 
under the sunlight. People generally think that the masters will be as elegant as immortals, but in fact, 
there is no such a thing. All life-and-death fights are violent, no matter whether they are between street 
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hooligans or kung fu masters, as long as both sides are close to each other in strength, it is a hard job. 
Unless there is a huge difference in strengths and weaknesses, there is no possibility of making a move 
with ease. 


In fact, the sword strokes of the two men reached the high-speed realm of "milliseconds "1, and those " 
Shanmen disciples " of Qingcheng School and most of the " training disciples " could not catch them at 
all, and could only see a blur of sword light; and the " Taoist disciples " of Qingcheng and the people of 
Wudang had to be fully concentrated in order to be able to see the changes in the attacks and defenses 
of the two sides. 


Note 1: For more information on speed and time measurement in martial arts, please refer to the 
"Lecture on the Great Taoist Path of the Sword - No. 5". 


Ye Chenyuan knew that he had to change his tactics, or else he would only be beaten. He shouted, his 
feet no longer wandered, the original light body of "Wudang Walking Sword" suddenly became as heavy 
as a thousand pounds, his two swords were crossed in front of his chest to guard, but he never 
retreated a half a step, that momentum was like a mountain. 


His swordsmanship has changed to "Wudang Sword of Strength", the green and red sword light on his 
hand intertwined to form a shield, blocking at the same time with a heavy momentum, wanting to press 
the "Dragon Tiger Sword" towards the side of He Zisheng's body. 


However, it seemed to be more in line with He Zisheng's wish. He opened the way with his left hand's 
"Tiger's Sword", while his right hand's "Dragon's Thorn" stabbed into the tiny gap that opened up! 


Ye Chenyuan's "Kan Water Sword" returned in time and deflected the "Dragon Spike", but the size of 
the force was still not enough, the stabbing blow of "Dragon Spike" grazed Ye Chenyuan's right shoulder 
and cut through his robe and skin. Because of the high speed of the blade, Ye Chenyuan had a feeling of 
being burned by fire. 


It was the first time for the Wudang disciples to see the Vice Sect Leader injured in a challenge, they 
could not help but feel worried, and the arrogance they had since they came up to the mountain had 
diminished quite a lot. 


Qingcheng disciples, on the other hand, applauded in their hearts. 
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--Victory! 


Ye Chenyuan's "Wudang Sword of Strength", not giving way to hard contact, although resisted the 
domineering attack of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords", but still in the disadvantage of 
difficult to advance to counterattack. 


Ye Chenyuan is worthy of being a top Wudang swordsman, see this " Strength Sword " does not work, 
and once again change the move, the hands of the blue and red two sword light is no longer blocking, 
and instead of using the tip of the sword to shoot to the two wrists of He Zi Sheng. Every time He Zi 
Sheng attacked, Ye Chenyuan used the tip of his sword to stab the wrist vein of the attacking arm, 
forcing He Zi Sheng to withdraw his attack without success. 


This method of stopping attacks by attack is "Wudang Shaped Sword"'s "Pursuit of Forms and 
Intercepting the Pulse" technique, which is far more sophisticated than the passive-aggressive blocking 
just now, but it is also far more dangerous: this kind of interception attack is direct and threatening, but 
if the orientation of any one of the attacks is a little bit off or the timing is a little bit slower, Ye 
Chenyuan will surely be struck by the sword and die. 


In order to utilize this kind of interception method, courage, insight and sense of timing are all 
indispensable. Ye Chenyuan's timing and angle are so accurate that an onlooker would think that he can 
predict He Zisheng's sword movements. 


He Zisheng had two or three times almost being stabbed in the wrist by this interception attack, and 
when he made another move, he couldn't help but being cautious, and the attacks gradually became 
more and more sparse. It seemed that the two had begun to achieve an even balance. 


"Very good! He Zisheng applauded in his heart. His face appeared to be completely absorbed in ecstasy, 
enjoying every moment of this sword fight. 


He suddenly withdrew his sword and took a step back. 


The onlookers thought that He Zisheng was taking a break from the fight. 
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Only Ye Chenyuan knew that this retreat was the harbinger of a stronger attack. 


Sure enough, He Zisheng's step back was actually a step on the ground to store up his strength. He 
shouted loudly, his body rose upwards and at the same time, his right hand long sword drew the bow at 
the back. 


Ye Chenyuan looked up and watched He Zisheng's movements in the air, his "Kan Li Swords" on guard. 


He Zisheng jumped in mid-air, his right sword "Dragon Thorn" stabbed down from a high point with a 
strange ferocious momentum! 


The surrounding people once again "saw" that the "borrowed phase" sword momentum carried by this 
sword seemed to have transformed into something tangible. 


It was a beast that no one had ever seen before. 


Of course no one has seen it. 


It's a dragon. 


This air strike is called "Vault Break", He Zisheng imagined a dragon flying down from the sky, and with 
his momentum, he stabbed out the "Dragon Thorn" from the height, aiming directly at Ye Chenyuan's 
head! 


Although it is only a very short moment, Ye Chenyuan has already judged that in the face of this fierce 
dragon like strike, "Pursuit of Shape and Intercepting the Pulse" can no longer work; "Walking Sword" 
footwork is also difficult to avoid; "Sword of Strength" is even more inevitable to collapse in the face of 
hard resistance. 


--It was time to use his strongest moves. 
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The "Kan Li Water and Fire Sword" in his hand was raised high. However, the sword did not seem to 
have any force injected into it, and it was as light as nothing. 


The "Dragon Spike" stabbed. 


The three swords met. 


In this instant, Ye Chenyuan's "Kan Li Sword" made a marvelous circular arc, guiding the power of the 
"Dragon Spike" to the side, changing it to stab at the ground beside him. 


This is the "Diverting to the Void", the highest martial art of Wudang "Tai Chi", which is evolved on the 
sword, and the move is called "Little Chaotic Ring". 


He Zisheng felt that the power of the stabbing sword was sucked away, so he knew that it was due to 
the internal force's adhesion, attraction and unloading skills. 


This "Tai Chi" method of "Leading into the void", once fully activated, will be able to stick and lead the 
opponent's weapon and even his body, just like a puppeteer pulling the strings of a puppet, causing it to 
be deflected and fall into the void, and then lose its standing balance. The whole body collapses and falls 
into a state of zero defense. At that moment, there are fatal gaps all around the body, allowing the 
practitioner to take advantage of them as he pleases. 


--This is the horror of internal martial arts! 


He Zisheng, in this flash of lightning, was not in a panic, the four fingers of his right hand holding the 
"Dragon's Spine" flipped flexibly on the hilt of the sword, flicking and picking it up, and the entire blade 
of the "Dragon's Spine", as if transformed into a living thing, violently tossed and drilled for several 
times. 


With that drilling force, the "Kan Li Water and Fire Swords" that were sticking to the ridge of the 
"Dragon's Spine" were both strongly bounced away from the sides, immediately breaking Ye Chenyuan's 
"Tai Chi Sword" move! 
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This secret technique is called "Shaking of Scales", and it is specifically designed to counteract the 
adhesion of the internal swords. 


--The "Female and Male Dragon and Tiger Sword" is impeccable. 


The centrifugal force generated by this "Shaking of Scales" was even more powerful than the "Spitting in 
the Clouds" from before. The "Kan Li Sword" was shaken away in the distance and Ye Chenyuan's center 
gap was wide open. 


He Zisheng's "Tiger's Blade" was already waiting to be activated. 


He Zisheng smiled and looked straight at Ye Chenyuan. 


He knew that Ye Chenyuan had already used his last masterstroke. 


There is no other way. The victory is already in his hands. 


Ye Chenyuan looked at He Zisheng's gray eyes at the same time. 


--He seemed to have realized something in his heart. 


The "Tiger's Blade" was already slashed out. 


Ye Chenyuan did not meet or block, but threw his right hand "Sword of Fire" towards He Zisheng's head 
and face. 


He Zi Sheng retracted his stance and deflected, the red light flew past his left side. He was not in a hurry. 
Ye Chenyuan lost a sword, there is no need to fight next. 
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Ye Chenyuan preferred to give up his sword, in order to gain this momentary gap when He Zisheng 
retreated slightly. 


He was determined to take a gamble. 


At the same time Ye Chenyuan flew out the "Sword of Divine Fire", his left hand's "Kan Water Sword" 
was rolled downward into the hem of his black robe, and with a cut and a spin, a large piece of black 
cloth wrapped up the blade of the "Kan Water Sword" with its glowing blue light. 


He Zi Sheng dodged the flying sword and was about to attack again with the "Male and Female Dragon 
and Tiger Swords". 


Ye Chenyuan's long sword wrapped in black cloth stabbed at He Zisheng's right thigh from a low place. 
This stab was neither sharp nor strong, it was silent. 


He Zisheng was still moving his sword forward, he did not react to this stabbing sword, instead, it was 
like sending his leg to the tip of the other party's sword. 


The tip of "Kan Water Sword" pierced through the black cloth and penetrated into the tendon above He 
Zisheng's right knee. 


As Ye Chenyuan expected: He Zisheng's eyes could no longer see! Just now, he relied on the light of the 
sword and the sound to judge Ye Chenyuan's moves. 


--The black cloth covered the light of the sword blade and the sound of the sword moves. 


Therefore, He Zi Sheng was hit by the sword without realizing it. 


No matter how powerful the martial arts in the world are, they still cannot violate the physics of "force 
rising from the ground". The loss of the leg and foot stance was like the breaking of a tree's root. 
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As soon as He Zisheng's tendons were severed from his legs and knees, his upper body's sword position 
collapsed. 


--Then he was like a scarecrow unable to move. 


The "Kan Water Sword", wrapped in black cloth, stabbed three more times in rapid succession! 


All hits: right waist, right chest, right shoulder. 


The right half of He Zisheng's white robe was dyed red with blood. 


"Master!" Qingcheng and his disciples cried out in grief. 


A dozen or so of Qingcheng's disciples drew their swords at the same time and rushed out of the 
teaching ground to rescue him. 


The first to come to their aid were the eldest disciple, Yu Sihao, and the second disciple, Ding Zhaoshan. 
The two of them covered the fallen master with their swords. 


Ye Chenyuan had not encountered such a difficult fight for many years. At this moment, winning in a 
dangerous fight, he was still in a murderous mood and swung his sword, waving away the black cloth 
wrapped around the blade, and attacked the two men! 


Ding Zhaoshan only raised his sword to block two moves, Ye Chenyuan walked diagonally with a snake 
step, the "Kan Water Sword" had pierced through Ding Zhaoshan's carotid artery from the right side, 
after pulling out the sword, blood spurted out, and Ding Zhaoshan covered his neck and collapsed. 


Yu Si Hao endured the grief and slashed his sword vertically at Ye Chenyuan's straightened left arm. 
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Ye Chenyuan's "Wudang Walking Sword" stance was so fast that he dodged the chop and at the same 
time, his sword was handed over to his right hand and he turned back to chop horizontally, Yu Sihao's 
head flew out with a tail of blood and his body was still standing when it fell down to the ground. 


The rest of the disciples were shocked by this ghostly fast sword, they carried the Qingcheng precious 
swords, but none of them dared to step forward again. 


There was only Yan Heng, who went up and knelt down, picking up his severely injured master, his face 
full of tears. 


"Master ...... "He cried and looked at the blood-soaked He Zisheng, completely ignoring that the "Kan 
Water Sword", which had just killed two of his brothers, was less than five paces in front of him. 


Song Li and Hou Yingzhi were so shocked that they forgot to breathe. They looked at the center of the 
field from a distance. If Ye Chenyuan's mind changed, they would have to say goodbye to their best 
friend who grew up with them forever. 


Ye Chenyuan did not use his sword. After killing the two of them in a lightning bolt, his killing intent had 
been released, and his original ghost-like face had regained its calmness. 


He looked down at He Zisheng who was lying in Yan Heng's arms. 


He Zisheng's right chest had been deeply wounded by the sword, and every time he took a weak breath, 
blood spurted out from his mouth and nose. However, he still held on to the Dragon Tiger Sword. 


"It is a pity." Ye Chenyuan looked directly at He Zisheng's gray eyes that had lost focus. "If your eyes 
weren't sick, | wouldn't have been able to defeat you." 


He then looked at the two bodies of Qingcheng's chief disciples on the ground and shook his head. 


"What is even more unfortunate is that the centuries-old Qingcheng Sect is now depleted of talent, and 
there is only one He Zisheng." 
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Yan Heng tilted his head, staring angrily at this terrible enemy. 


Song Zhen, Lu Yiyi and Chen Hongli, the three masters and uncles, arrived and stood behind Yan Heng 
and He Zisheng. They all think that they are not Ye Chenyuan's rivals, but if they combine the strength of 
the three of them, they may be able to stop him....... 


On the other side of Wudang Sect, Jiang Yun Lan and Xie Zhaoping have also led their disciples to run 
into the field to support Ye Chenyuan. One of the Wudang disciples picked up the "Sword of Fire" on the 
ground and handed it to Ye Chenyuan. 


"YOU ...... you ...... " Song Zhen's voice trembled. "Why ...... did you do this? ...... What are you...... going 
to do now?" 
" Deputy Head ...... " Jiang Yunlan ignored Song Zhen and looked at Ye Chenyuan for instructions: "How 


to deal with it?" 


Ye Chenyuan glanced at Song Zhen's trio and all the Qingcheng disciples and sighed. "'Whatever we did 
before, let's do it now."" 


Jiang Yunlan's nose, which was missing a piece of flesh, lifted up and he smiled gently, "Okay." 


He glanced at the lower-ranking disciples of Qingcheng who were still on the sidelines. "These people, 
let them go." 


Hou Yingzhi heard this, but did not mean to breathe a sigh of relief at all. He could hear the ominousness 
in those words. 


Jiang Yunlan then looked at Song Zhen's dozen or so people in front of him. "As for those who have a 
name in the Qingcheng School, kill them all." 
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Jiang Yunlan's tone was light and normal, but it sounded like a sharp knife in the ears of these dozens of 
people. 


Zhang Peng and the other "disciples of the Taoist tradition" were so nervous and angry that they were 
trembling all over. 


"YOU ...... you...... what are you saying ...... " Song Zhen said, raising his sword to protect his chest. 


Ye Chenyuan shook the "Kan Water Sword" in his left hand. Song Zhen and the others could not help but 
take a step back. 


This vibration was only to wave away the blood on the blade of his sword. The blood dripped down onto 
the sandy soil and absorbed into a circle of dark red. 


Ye Chenyuan indifferently looked down at He Zisheng, and then met Yan Heng's angry gaze. 


"After today, there will be no more Qingcheng School in the world." 
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The Great Taoist Martial Arts Alliance Sword Hall Lecture - 5 


There is a proverb in martial arts: "No move is unbreakable, but speed is unbreakable." 


High speed is the simplest and most direct way to defeat an opponent, and it can defeat all moves in 
battle; and according to the laws of physical motion, force and acceleration are directly proportional. 
The word "speed" is the first element that all martial artists pursue. 


The world of martial arts is a high-speed world; therefore, a set of concepts for the measurement of fine 
time has gradually emerged in traditional martial arts, of which the units are as follows: 


Ancient people used the pulse beat of the human body to measure short periods of time. When an adult 
man rests, his pulse beats five times, which is called a "minute"; one out of ten for each "minute" is 
called a "second" - a'"second" is the small awn of the grass (the ancients usually used the term "small" 
as a metaphor for a very short period of time); half of a "second" is a '" nano-second", which is the small 
hair of anewborn baby; half of a "nano-second" is a "hu"; the "hu" is the smallest thread of a spider; 
one out of ten "sudden" is chosen as the smallest unit of time in martial arts, which is called "Yao Xuan". 
"Yao Xuan" refers to the faint starlight, a looming light. Flash. In martial arts, there is the term "Yao Xuan 
Sword", which symbolizes the fastest magical state. 


In modern terms: 


The pulse rate of a normal healthy adult man at rest is usually 70-80 beats per minute. "Min" is equal to 
five pulse beats, which is approximately equivalent to 4 seconds; "Second" is one-tenth of "Min". That is 
equal to the modern 0.4 seconds; "milli" is half a "second", which is equivalent to 0.2 seconds; "sudden" 


is half a "milli", which is equal to 0.1 seconds; the shortest "dawn" is one-tenth of "sudden" ", which is 


equivalent to 0.01 seconds. 


(The pulse rate varies greatly from person to person, so the above is a very rough calculation.) 


Of course, in ancient times, there were no precise time calculating devices, and the actual application of 
these units in martial arts relied on the subjective perception and judgment of the martial artist, but the 
distance from the real time is not too far. 
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Note that the units of " nano-" and " hu" were calculated in a special way, by taking half of the unit. The 
shortest "yao xuan" is only an ideal concept, and most of the top masters’ speed still lies in mastering 
the "milli" and" hu". The meaning of "taking half of it" is to be "half a beat faster than your opponent", 
to be able to "get in between your opponent's beats", to attack the tiny gaps between his moves, or 
even the moment when a move is about to be made. This is the essence of "breaking the enemy with 
speed". 


From the above, it can be seen that the time difference between the victory of a martial artist and that 
of a modern top-level sports competition is often in the range of one-tenth or even one-hundredth of a 
second. The difference is that, in the case of an athlete, the difference between victory and defeat is 
often only a gold medal, whereas in the case of an ancient martial artist, it is the difference between life 
and death. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 6 Chapter 6 The Bizarre Swordsman 


--After today, there will be no more Qingcheng School in the world. 


After hearing Ye Chenyuan's words, Song Zhen, Lu Yiyi and Chen Hongli had no hesitation, the three of 
them shared the same mind, and together they rushed forward to attack Ye Chenyuan! 


When Ye Chenyuan saw the stance of the three, he smiled slightly and put the "Kan Water Sword" 
behind his back, and only used his right hand " Divine Fire Sword" to draw several "Tai Chi" chaotic rings 
in front of his body, Song Zhen and the other three swords were led by it, and even collided with each 
other on their own, becoming a chaotic group. 


Song Zhen three people know that this is a matter of life and death, no matter how terrible this Wudang 
Deputy Head in front of them, they still have to fight with their heads. The three swords were separated 
and attacked again. 


--Today, if we don't hurt Ye Chenyuan first, Qingcheng School will not have a chance to survive! 


Ye Chenyuan, however, ignored it and dodged it by taking two big steps backward. He had a bored look 
on his face, as if after the duel with He Zisheng just now, he had no interest in the three people in front 
of him. 


At the same time, Jiang Yunlan quickly drew his long sword and attacked Song Zhen's left side, forcing 
Song Zhen to return to his sword to save himself, only blocking the sword in front of his body. 


But Jiang Yunlan's left claw, which was wearing iron armor, struck the back of his sword, and the blade 
pressed towards Song Zhen with more force. 


Song Zhen's left hand is in a hurry to hold the sword handle, with the strength of both hands, only in 
front of the face of two inches, Jiang Yunlan's sword blade topped, almost to the eyes of the sword 
blade clash of the sparks shot, dangerous extraordinary. 
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--| can't imagine that this frivolous guy's fast sword is so powerful! 


Jiang Yunlan didn't chase after him again, he just took a step back and stood in front of Song Zhen with 
the old long sword. 


"I've been watching all day and my hands are itching. How about you play with me, Mr. Song?" Jiang 
Yunlan said with a sneer. 


Song Zhen originally did not want to pay any attention to him, and wanted to meet up with his two 
brothers again. But when he looked back, he realized that two black-clothed disciples from Wudang had 
already grabbed them, one holding a wild goose-plume sword and the other a pair of strange weapons, 
Mandarin ducks swords, and each of them was involved with Lu Yixing and Chen Hongli. 


Song Zhen has not yet decided what to do, Jiang Yunlan's long sword has already attacked. Although the 
fast sword is not as domineering as Ye Chenyuan's, it is silent and shadowless, and the precursor of the 
strike is extremely small, Song Zhen had to concentrate on dodging and guarding. 


Song Zhen is at least the number two person in Qingcheng School, although he is not good at learning " 
Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword", but all other Qingcheng's advanced sword skills are 
practiced in depth. However, under Jiang Yunlan's fast sword, he was actually forced to catch his breath. 


On the other two sides, two disciples of Wudang's " Bing Ya Dao", whose names were not even known, 
were able to suppress two famous senior members of the Qingcheng Sect in a single fight. In particular, 
the one who used Mandarin ducks, a pair of steel rings covered with sharp knives in his hands, made 
strange and weird moves, and when Chen Hongli was not careful, the back of his right hand was 
scratched with a blood scar, and he almost lost his sword. 


The Wudang School has trained such a great number of talents. 


--Why? In just twenty years, the Wudang School's martial arts have surpassed ours to such an extent? 


"The Wudang School's martial arts are unrivaled." When Song Zhen thought of Ye Chenyuan's words, he 
felt a chill in his heart. 
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Behind Zhang Peng, those Qingcheng "Taoist disciples", seeing the three masters attacked, also 
swarmed to help with their swords. 


On the other hand, Wudang's more than thirty black-robed disciples, seeing the other side swarming on 
them, also rushed forward to start the battle. 


Both sides in the teaching field, staged a chaotic group fight. 


Yan Heng, who was sitting on the ground and hugging his master, was about to pick up his sword and 
join in the battle, when a palm grabbed him forcefully by the lapel of his coat. 


He hung his head. It was He Zisheng, his left hand still holding the Tiger's Path in his palm, hooking his 
fingertips around Yan Wang's shirt. His force triggered the sword wound in his chest, and a mouthful of 
blood spurted out onto Yan Heng's face. 


Yan Heng wiped away the blood mixed with tears around his eyelids and looked at his master. 


"Sihao ...... ," He Zisheng murmured. His gray eyes were already blurred. 


He still did not know that Yu SiHao had already been killed, and he mistakenly regarded the youngest 
disciple, who was hugging him, as the senior disciple. 


"Master ...... , Yan Heng replied, his heart very heartrending. He thought back to this morning, when 
Master smiled and touched his hair. 


The touch of his hand was like that of his father. 


He Zisheng raised the Dragon and Tiger Sword in his hand and pushed it towards Yan Heng. 
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"Take the swords ...... ,' He Zisheng said, his nostrils gushing blood. 


Yan Heng caught the Dragon and Tiger Swords with his right hand, while his left hand was still holding 
his master's head and neck. 


"Take ...... away ...... 20... away ...... never ...... " He Zisheng moaned. His face was like that of a dying 


tiger. "Don...... t give it to ...... outsiders ...... to take them away ....... 


A few screams drew Yan Heng to look up. 


He saw that there were more than twenty people in the training ground. Half of the "training disciples" 
who had been standing at the edge of the field, regardless of the fact that they were only holding blunt 
iron swords, had rushed out to join in this battle to defend Qingcheng. Unexpectedly, as soon as they 
joined in, they were like sheep meeting wolves, and two of them were hacked down on the spot by the 
Wudang sect's blades. 


In the chaotic battle, including Zhang Peng, several of the "Taoist disciples" had already suffered from 
injuries, but they still gritted their teeth and fought for their lives. 


In his heart, Yan wanted to jump into the battlefield and fight side by side with his buddies. 


For the survival and dignity of Qingcheng. 


"GO... " He Zisheng reached out and touched Yan Wang's face at this time. "For the sake of the ...... 
Qingcheng Sect ...... " 


Yan Heng squeezed the Dragon Tiger Sword so tightly in his hand that his knuckles turned white. 


"Go!" He Zisheng used his last breath to shout, his white face, in this instant, seemed to regain its usual 
majesty. 
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--Any disciple of Qingcheng would not dare to defy his majesty. 


Yan Heng bit his lower lip. He bit it so hard that it bled. 


He gently placed his master's head and neck on the ground, kneeled down and bowed three times to He 
Zisheng, and then, clutching the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords," ran in the direction of the 
hillside behind him. 


Yan Heng did not escape the eyes of Ye Chenyuan. Ye Chenyuan immediately raised his Sword of Raging 
Fire and pointed it at Yan Heng, who was running away from the teaching ground with his two swords in 
his arms. 


At the same time, XI Zhaoping also saw Yan Heng escaping. He was in the middle of the fight, and with a 
whip punch, he shattered the shoulder of a Qingcheng disciple, and then he saw Yan Heng's running 
back outside the crowd. 


Xi Zhaoping turned back to Deputy Headmaster Ye and shouted, "I've had my eye on this kid for a long 
time! Let me go after him alone! 


Ye Chenyuan nodded and lowered his sword. 


Xi Zhaoping was overjoyed, and immediately pulled up his feet, and with his rocky right arm, he opened 
a pathway out of the battlefield, and then darted in the direction of Yan Heng's escape. 


Song Zhen had already been stabbed in four places by Jiang Yunlan's fast sword, although not fatal, but 
his strength gradually drained away with the blood. He glanced to the side. The body of his elder 
brother, Chen Hongli, had already fallen to the ground. 


Song Zhen can't think of anything else. Because Jiang Yunlan's long sword is here again. 
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The original twelve Qingcheng "Taoist disciples" who were still able to fight were reduced to eight in the 
blink of an eye. Zhang Peng's left eye became a bloody hole. He covered his injured eye with one hand, 
while still wielding his longsword with the other. 


Although he knew that he could not hold out much longer. 


Most of the junior "Mountain Sect Disciples" standing at the edge of the field were scared by the bloody 
scene and fled. 


As for those "training disciples" of Qingcheng who did not dare to join the battle, a few of them had 
already gone blank after seeing their master defeated. The rest were deterred by fear. They were so 
ashamed that they dared not look at the killing on the field again. 


Only Hou Yingzhi was still sober enough to look at the blood and steel flying in the field. 


Song Li was so shocked by the horrific deaths of Yu Sihao and Ding Zhaoshan that she lost 
consciousness. 


Hou Yingzhi held Song Li's frail body in his arms and remained calm and speechless. He watched as his 
fellow members of the Qingcheng Sect were slaughtered one by one by the black-robed martial artist's 
moves. 


OOOO 


Yan Heng's face was covered with his master's blood, and his hair bun had been scattered, and he was 
carrying the "male and female dragon and tiger swords" upside down in both hands, running up the 
mountain in an embarrassment. 


He reached a rocky cliff surrounded by trees on three sides, except for the east-facing side, which was 
wide enough to overlook the Qingcheng Sect's "Xuanmen Temple" below, and the teaching ground next 
to the temple. 
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Yan stopped to take a look. He saw that the bloody battle in the center of the training ground was still 
going on. However, there were fewer and fewer people in green robes standing, and they were being 
surrounded by people in black robes. 


--It's almost over. 


Yan Heng forced himself to hold back his sobs, and once again looked at the pair of Qingcheng Sacred 
Swords in his hands. 


--Master gave me a final order, and | cannot fail. 


He took another step, heading for the deep, secluded part of the forest. Over the years, he and his 
friends had often run over the mountains to practice their qi, and he was very familiar with the paths in 
the mountains. He believed that if he walked through a few mountain paths, it would be very difficult 
for those Wudang Clan members to find him. 


At this moment, there was a sound of bending branches and leaves at the back. A short and stout figure 
rushed out from the forest path, stepping with a very strong pace and crashing into Yan Heng like a wild 
boar! 


Yan Heng dodged to the side in time and rolled on the ground twice to avoid the impact. 


When he looked up, he saw that it was Xi Zhaoping, the man who had neutralized the martial arts skills 
of his senior brother, Song Dehai. 


Xi Zhaoping was still naked with a strange upper body, his arms were full of scales and calluses, and his 
eyes were still red, like a monster from the mountains. 


"Kid, didn't you want to fight with me just now?" Xi Zhao Ping said. "I'll grant you your wish right now!" 
With that, he set up his "Two Ceremonial Fists" stance, and was about to throw a whip punch. 
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Yan Heng immediately raised his sword in preparation. He was not good at using two swords, and he 
didn't know how to use two swords of this length, so he pointed his Dragon Spike at Xi Zhaoping, and 
placed his Tiger Pike in his waistband. 


Xi Zhaoping's attack was just a tease for Yan Heng. Seeing this kid picking up his sword nervously, he 
couldn't help but laugh again. 


"Hahaha...... brat, that's so funny! He said with a fierce look in his eyes, "I'll play with you slowly. | 
promise that it will last longer than your lame-ass brother!" 


"YOU ...... QUYS ...... Yan Heng angrily frowned a pair of thick eyebrows. "That's too bullying!" 


"Bullying?" Xi Zhaoping exclaimed. "You mean 'bully' you? Aren't you martial arts practitioners? How 
can you say you've been bullied? I've fought with your lousy brother, and my Deputy Grandmaster with 
your Grandmaster, haven't we all fought alone? Now I'm looking for you to fight alone, too. | even let 
you use your weapon. May | ask where is the bullying? Didn't we give you Qingcheng School a chance to 
admit defeat? If you won't admit defeat, then we have to fight! Fight until one of you can't get up! Isn't 
that what martial artists are supposed to do?" 


Yan Heng was so embarrassed by XI Zhaoping that he was unable to refute his words. He was right: Isn't 
the reason why martial artists shed blood and sweat every day in practicing martial arts to become 
strong? Isn't it to obey the law of victory of the strong and defeat of the weak? Yan Heng remembered 
that he stabbed Ghost Knife Chen at the bottom of the mountain yesterday, was it not the same thing? 


"We, Wudang Sect, have killed your masters and elders, you can hate us, you can take revenge! XI 
Zhaoping said disdainfully, "But don't say such nonsense as 'bullying'! This kind of useless talk is a 
disgrace to your awesome master! 


Yan Heng stretched his sword and pointed to the teaching ground below the rocky cliff, "You have won, 
is it still necessary to kill them all? 


"Today, we have made this blood feud, and your living disciples will come to us one day to take 
revenge." XI Zhaoping said proudly, "The Wudang School has declared to the world that it is invincible, 


and there are still a lot of things to be done in the future to accomplish this hegemony. We don't have 
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time to pay attention to you guys, so we can only say that we are sorry. You will not die in vain. The 
destruction of the Qingcheng Sect is a page in the invincible legend of our Wudang School." 


"You're crazy!" 


Yan Heng's angry voice echoed through the mountains. He raised his Dragon's Spine and pointed it 
toward the sky. 


"|, Yan Heng, swore on that day that as long as | had breath in my body, | would seek revenge on your 
Wudang School!" 


"You've done well." 


It was not Xi Zhao Ping who said this. 


The voice came from above them. 


Xi Zhaoping looked up. There was a figure sitting on top of a thick branch of a large tree with dense 
foliage. Behind the figure was the sun in the sky, and with the strong sunlight at his back, Xi Zhaoping 
could not see his face. 


In this moment of distraction, Yan Heng gathered his entire body's strength, and with a strong sense of 
sadness and anger, he thrust his Dragon Thorn at Xi Zhaoping, "Star Chasing the Moon"! 


The force and speed of the sword was far greater than any other sword strike Yan Heng had ever made 
in his life, and it occurred only by chance, in a state of extreme emotion. 


Although Xi Zhaoping was distracted by the mysterious man above him and Yan Heng took advantage of 
the situation to attack him, Yan Heng was far behind him in martial arts, so he should have been able to 
handle the attack with ease. However, the speed of the "Star Chasing the Moon" stabbing sword was far 
greater than Xi Zhaoping's estimation, and he was unable to dodge and intercept the attack, so he was 
only able to use his right arm to form a shield to resist the attack. 
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Yan Heng's strike was not well aimed, but the point of the sword was precisely between the bends of Xi 
Zhao Ping's elbows. Xi Zhaoping's move was made in haste, and before the arm shield was fully clamped 
down, the narrow blade of the Dragon's Thorn plunged into the gap between Xi Zhaoping's arms, and 
the tip of the sword pierced half an inch into his chin! 


--Yan Heng was able to injure this enemy, whose martial arts were much higher than his own, with a 
single move, thanks to a combination of surprise and chance. It would have been impossible for him to 
do it again. 


Xi Zhaoping was one of the most elite disciples of the Wudang School's "Soldier's Crow Road", and had 
even been selected to join the Sichuan expeditionary force, so his skill was not ordinary. At this 
extremely dangerous moment, he did not panic. He tightened the bend of his right arm with all his 
strength, and clamped the blade of the Dragon's Spine, so that the tip of the sword could not go any 
further. 


"If the Dragon's Thorn had penetrated a little further into Xi Zhaoping's chin, injuring his windpipe or 
arteries, he would have been killed on the spot. 


--Almost died in the hands of this kid! 


Xi Zhaoping's left fist whipped out in fury, striking the right side of Yan Heng's torso, cracking two ribs! 


Yan Heng's "Dragon's Spine" was dislodged, and his body flew to the side into the grass and trees, and 


he collapsed. 


Yan Heng groaned and covered his right rib cage. Luckily, Xi Znhaoping's right hand was still trying to 
tighten the "Dragon's Spine" with all its might, and his left fist was thrown out of closed breath, with 
only 40% of its usual force, otherwise, his ribs would have been broken and pierced into his internal 
organs, which would have killed Yan Heng already. 


Seeing that the fallen Yan Heng could no longer stand up, Xi Zhaoping dared to take another breath. His 
right arm was still holding onto the Dragon's Spine, not daring to move about vigorously, he only moved 
his head and neck back very slowly, pulling his chin away from the tip of the sword, inch by inch. Only 
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when it was completely detached did he let go of his right arm, letting the Dragon's Spine fall to the 
ground. 


Xi Zhaoping covered his bleeding chin and took a few hard breaths to make sure he hadn't injured his 
windpipe, then he angrily looked upward at the uninvited guest in the tree. 


"Who are you?" 


Although Yan Heng was injured, he still looked upwards despite the pain. He also wanted to know why 
there were other people hiding in Mount Qingcheng at the same time that the Wudang Clan came to 
challenge him. 


--ls there any other conspiracy in ...... Poh 


The tree branch was more than ten feet off the ground, but the man jumped straight down and landed 
violently on the ground, kicking up a shower of dust and grass leaves. 


It was a man who seemed to be in his twenty-fourth or fifth year, not much taller than Xi Zhaoping, but 
equally strong, especially in his upper body, which was very developed, and his whole body looked like 
an inverted triangle. His shoulders and back were unusually broad, especially the two shoulder muscles, 
which were exposed outside his sleeveless animal skin undershirt, as strong as polished rock. Both 
shoulders and arms are tattooed, the right shoulder is tattooed with a large sun pattern, like a circle 
surrounded by flames of the wheel, in the middle of the spiral symbols; the left side has a red a brightly 
colored flower in full bloom, the flower is full of thorny branches, surrounding the entire upper arm. 


The man's long, dry, hard hair fell over his shoulders and back, braided into many braids with gray and 
silver or copper-colored metal beads. His face is very tough, with a ring of beard around his mouth. No 
matter hair, beard, eyebrows are like being dyed dark brown, a body of skin tanned, chest also hangs a 
large string of strange shape necklace, at first glance like a foreign barbarian. 


He carried a Japanese sword with a long handle on his back, the wooden sheath and the rope on the 
handle were black, the shape was fierce, seemed to be a battlefield; on the belt, there was a blade 
hanging on the left and right sides, the left waist was a wild goose plume belt knife of the Middle 
Kingdom, and on the right side was an exotic blade with a handle shaped like a long-necked bird's head, 
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which was only two feet long; a sheath was attached to his right thigh and on the top of the sheath was 
a knife that seemed to be a tool used for hunting. 


In his hand, the man also held a long object: a thick wooden oar taller than his body, which seemed to 
have been weathered for a long time and was dark in color. On the oar are four horizontal lines carved 
with a knife, running parallel from top to bottom. 


Although there are a lot of barbarians in Sichuan, Yan Heng has never seen one dressed like this. 
Although this man's features were deeply defined, he did not appear to be a foreigner on second glance. 
It was especially strange that he was carrying an oar with him in the middle of the mountains. 


Yan Heng gritted his teeth and endured the pain, then looked at Xi Zhaoqing again. When he looked at 
this strange man, he looked surprised, as if he did not know him. 


XI Zhaoping quickly tore off a piece of belt and tied it twice around his neck and chin to temporarily stop 
the bleeding, then he pointed at the man and asked, "Who are you? Why are you hiding here? 


"This is not Wudang Mountain." The man's official language has a special accent, and he is still not sure 
if he is a Chinese or not. "You don't live here either. If you can come here, why can't |?" 


XI Zhaoping's heart fluttered. 


--This man knows that | am a member of the Wudang School. But this man is definitely not a martial 
artist of the Qingcheng School. 


"Are you here to help? Are you a friend of the Qingcheng School?" 


The man shook his head. He pointed down to the training ground. "It was here that | first saw the 
martial arts of the Qingcheng School. | could see it very clearly." 


Puzzled, Xi Zhaoping took another look at the mysterious man in front of him. He saw the four marks on 
the oar. 
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XI Zhaoping suddenly realized. 


"It's you!" He exclaimed. "You're that guy! Did you follow us here?" 


"I'm glad I'm in time," the man said. "Otherwise, | would have missed that great duel." 


"It's a good thing | bumped into you today, you hiding rat." Xi Zhaoping posed again. "What's the 
matter? You don't even dare to say your name? I, Xi Zhaoping of Wudang, don't kill nameless people!" 


The man stood proudly with his oar. 


"The South Sea Tiger Honored School, Jing Li." 


Xi Zhaoping was a bit surprised to hear that. He had indeed heard of this sect. 


Five years ago, the Wudang Sect launched its plan to dominate the martial arts world, first of all, it chose 
to go to the southeast to conquer Zhejiang and Fujian. Fujian, in particular, was a suitable place for the 
Wudang School to test its mettle, as there was a strong martial arts culture among the people there, but 
there were no major schools with real historical roots. 


Xi Zhaoping was still young and was receiving special training on the Wudang mountains, and was not 
qualified to follow them; however, he later heard that the Wudang expeditionary force, led by another 
deputy master, Shi Xinghao, had penetrated deep into the Fujian province, reaching the southeast coast, 
and raiding many of the small sects along the way. This "South Sea Tiger Honored Sect", located on the 
coast of Quanzhou, Fujian Province, was one of the small sects challenged by Wudang, and had long 
since been wiped out by the expeditionary force. 


Xi Zhaoping looked at the man who called himself Jing Li, half believing, half skeptical. 
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""That's right,"" he said. Jing Li seemed to know what Xi Zhaoping was thinking. "| am the last remaining 
disciple of the Tiger Honored Sect." 


Xi Zhaoping was surprised to hear this. He recalled that he had once heard his predecessors talk about 
their expedition to Fujian, and he had never heard that they had met any particularly strong opponents, 
and that wherever the expedition troops went, they simply destroyed everything. This "South China Sea 
Tiger Honored Sect" is even mentioned once or twice and then no one mentioned again, if not for the 
name is very special, Xi Zhaoping also will not remember ...... 


--But the fact that this person followed the Wudang School, as well as the four engraved marks on the 
oars of the boat, are all real. ...... 


Xi Zhaoping, while on guard, listened intently to the surrounding area to see if the man's companions 
were ambushed. 


"There are no more." Jing Li once again saw what Xi Zhaoping was thinking. "| am the only one. Do you 
think that only the Wudang School likes to fight alone?" 


"If you are here to take revenge, it is hard to say." Xi Zhaoping's two large fists were clenched to the 
point that the joints rattled. "Then what are we waiting for?" 


"| want to let the little brothers of the Qingcheng Clan over there take a breather first." Jing Li smiled 
and looked towards Yan Heng, who was still lying on the ground. "| want to show him clearly." 


Yan Heng, enduring the severe pain, had already sat up half of his body, using his left hand to support 
himself. He suddenly coughed, and the pain in his cracked ribs made him almost cry. He touched his 
mouth and found that he had coughed up blood. In addition to his cracked ribs, he had suffered internal 
injuries, so it was no wonder he couldn't catch his breath at all. 


He touched the back of his waist, and found that his short sword was still stuck in his belt; he looked 
around again, and saw that the Dragon's Spine had landed at Xi Zhaoping's feet. In his current state, Yan 
Heng was absolutely incapable of going over to snatch the sword back, and he was burning with anxiety. 
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Just now, he was still in a daze. He had not heard a word of the conversation between Jing Li and Xi 
Zhaoping, and he was only roughly sure that they were definitely not allies. 


"Little brother, have you come to your senses?" Jing Li smiled boldly. "Then take a good look! Look at 
the Wudang School, it's not invincible!" 


Xi Zhaoping had been impatient for a long time, he just wanted to get rid of these two guys and go back 
to heal his jaw injury. When Jing Li insulted the Wudang School, he did not wait any longer and raised 
the right shoulder of his alien body, took a big step and crashed into Jing Li like a cannonball. 


Jing Li did not dodge, he took half a step back and made a big horse stance, holding the huge oar with 
both hands, and with a shout, he swung it horizontally towards Xi Zhaoping's shoulder! 


Xi Zhaoping's right shoulder has undergone more than ten years of hard training, and has absolute 
confidence in the hard skills of this "shoulder leaning", thinking that this collision will definitely break 
the oar, and see how many bones this man can break with his remaining strength. 


Unexpectedly, the oar was surprisingly solid, Xi Zhaoping felt as if he had hit an iron bar, and was shaken 
back three steps, and when he stood still, he still felt a surge of blood in his chest! 


--Originally, Xi Zhaoping's hard kung fu training would have been able to withstand this oar; however, he 
had underestimated the oar's hardness and strength, and wanted to leave some energy left to hit Jing 
Li's body again, but instead, his energy was loosened at the moment of the impact, and the oar's force 
was knocked into his body. 


Xi Zhaoping was certainly surprised by the hardness of the oar, but what surprised him more was the 
Jing Li's strange strength. 


--He was not an ordinary man! 


With the advantage of one blow, Jing Li immediately went forward to pursue the attack. 
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Xi Zhaoping was, after all, one of the elite members of the young generation of the Wudang Sect. 
Otherwise, he would not have been used to fight against the Qingcheng Sect, and he was able to 
eliminate Song Dehai, a senior disciple of the Qingcheng Sect, in a single blow. He exhaled once and 
suppressed the chaotic surge of blood qi in his body, and his left hand whip fist threatened to strike Jing 
Li's solar plexus with the sound of cracking wind! 


Jing Li, however, did not dodge, but advanced and rushed into a closer distance. 


This bold move was actually a shrewd calculation: Xi Zhaoping's whip fist relies on the centrifugal force 
of the long bridge hand, and the force is directed to the front of the fist, which is the safest way to 
penetrate into the inner circle. 


Xi Zhaoping, of course, understands the weaknesses of his own boxing and has a remedy in place. In this 
Whip Fist, his arm was originally fully extended and swept out, but he changed his stance in the middle 
of the move, bending his elbow and turning his wrist inwards, so that he used the surface of his fist to 
hook Jing Li's head! 


Jing Li was as if he had anticipated this change of stance. His right hand flexed, protruding his elbow 
bone, and his arm rose up like a bird's wing, with the tip of his elbow accurately meeting the end finger 
of Xi Zhaoping's incoming fist! 


The elbow bone is one of the toughest and sharpest parts of the human body. No matter how much 
hard work Xi Zhaoping's hands had undergone, it was still impossible for the weakest tail finger to fight 
against a whole axe-like elbow, and it was immediately broken! 


Xi Zhaoping had never suffered such a big loss from such a direct head-on attack, and immediately 
retreated in panic. 


"Using hardness to break hardness, it's so exciting! Jing Li had the leisure to exclaim in the midst of this 
rapid contest. "Little brother, did you see that?" It seemed that he was enjoying his bravery very much. 


Yan Heng did see it. Although he didn't know whether this man with the weird clothes was a friend or a 
foe, the Qingcheng School had been expelled by the Wudang School for half a day, and now that he 
finally saw someone making the Wudang School suffer, Yan Heng couldn't help but feel a surge of 


excitement in his heart. 
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Jing Li's mouth called out, but his legs did not stop, still chasing after Xi Zhaoping. He threw away the oar 
and pulled out the goose-plume waist sword with his right hand, and made a series of quick chopping 
steps towards Xi Zhaoping. 


Xi Zhaoping struggled to block the sword with his right arm. His arms not only went through Wudang's 
hard kung fu training, but also soaked in the secret medicine and wine made by the Cult of 
Transmigration for many years, which gave rise to so many strange bone tumors in various joints, and 
the skin of his forearms and palms was also full of scales and calluses, so that swords and knives could 
not harm him. 


Jing Li's knife strokes were fast and dense, and each blow was directed at Xi Zhaoping's forearm. 
Although the blade of the knife could not cut into the thick layer of callus, Jing Li's knife strokes were 
extremely fierce, and the force of each stroke penetrated into the bones of Xi Zhaoping's arms, and Xi 
Zhaoping's arms felt a pain that had not been felt for a long time. 


Xi Zhaoping thought to himself that if he continued to block like this, he did not know how much longer 
his arms could endure, so he turned his defense into an attack and stretched out his right paw, relying 
on the strength of his fingers and palms, he wanted to snatch the wild goose-plume sword with his bare 
hands. 


Jing Li didn't even seem to think about it before shoving the knife into Xi Zhaoping's palm. 


"So what if | give it to you?" Jing Li laughed and shouted strangely. 


Xi Zhaoping grabbed the blade of the knife easily and was shocked. 


Jing Li let go of the hilt. Taking advantage of Xi Zhaoping's shock, he stepped forward, stepped into a 
triangle, and with his left hand, silently pulled out the short, bird's head shaped, exotic sword from his 
right waist. 


The narrow, curved blade in the shape of a leaf cut into the inside of Xi Zhaoping's right leg. 
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Xi Zhaoping, who was in a state of shock and anger, raised his arms to counterattack indiscriminately. 
But Jing Li had already let go of the knife and took a step back. 


The knife remained on Xi Zhaoping's thigh. He staggered and looked down at the wounded area. Half of 
his black cloth trousers were already wet. 


"It's best not to pull it out." Jing Li said. "You'll live a little longer." 


The thigh artery is the thickest in the human body. If it ruptures and the bleeding is not stopped in time, 
a few breaths can cause a person to fall unconscious and then bleed to death. 


Xi Zhaoping's face turned as white as paper, glaring angrily at Jing Li. 


"| know what you are thinking. Jing Li slowly unclasped the long Japanese sword slung behind his back. 
"My power and cultivation is actually similar to yours. You are annoyed why you lost so badly. You have 
lost every fight to me." 


Xi Zhaoping's body was already on the verge of collapse. Only now did he release his right hand, 
snatching the goose-plume sword and dropping it to the ground. 


Seeing that the two had already left their original positions, Yan Heng struggled to hold himself up and 
crawled towards where the Dragon's Thorn was. 


"The reason is very simple. Jing Li continued. "The number of times I've fought enemies to the death is 
tens of times greater than yours." He pointed to his head. "| beat you because of this." And he points to 
his heart. "And this." 


He slowly pulled the long Japanese sword out of its sheath, and the fierce light of the hardened blade 
looked menacing. 


With every step Yan Heng took, it was as if he had received another blow to his wound. 
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But in his eyes, there was only the sacred object entrusted to him by his Master. 


Jing Li looked directly into Xi Zhaoping's fearful eyes. He threw away the sheath of his sword, gripped 
the hilt with both hands, pulled the Japanese sword behind his head, and made a preparatory stance for 
a full force horizontal slash. 


"You, Xi Zhaoping. The fifth person of the Wudang Sect to die at my Jing Li's hands." 


Jing Li's eyes were half closed. In his mind, a sound suddenly appeared. 


--The sound of waves. 


Yan Heng finally grasped the hilt of the Dragon's Spine. As he struggled to crawl, he coughed again and 
spat out a mouthful of blood. 


Holding the Dragon's Spine in his arms, he fainted. 


He didn't see the last blade that swept across like a hurricane. 


But before he fainted, he could still hear the angry roar that accompanied that blade. 


"Wudang Sect, eat shit!" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 7 Chapter 7: The Returned Hunter 


"Murder! " 


A call rang out, the ferry passengers who had just disembarked from the boat walked away before they 
stood still and looked back to see what had happened. 


Only to see a wooden board on the river side of the ferry, covered with blood. A man with a sword 
hanging from his back, was clutching his bloody left hand, and his pale face was covered with cold 
sweat. 


Opposite him stood a woman in a strange costume. 


Her tall body, draped in a broad vermillion robe, woven with brightly colored floral patterns, the collar 
and sleeves with brocade edges; footed with a pair of wooden clogs, revealing two slender wheat- 
colored calves. With this kind of dress, it was obvious that the woman was not from the Middle 
Kingdom. 


The woman used a purple scarf to cover her hair and the lower part of her face, revealing only a pair of 
bright eyes, which were as fierce as those of a female tiger. Behind her waist dangled a long, narrow 
sword, the blade and sheath of which were expensive. In her hands she wore leather palm guards with 
bird-like brass ornaments, and in her right hand she held a short, sharp knife, its blade stained with 
blood. 


The man looked at his wounded palm. The index and middle fingers had been cut off, with only a little 
flesh attached. He was afraid that his hand would be useless from now on. 


"Damn, where did that witch come from..." the man gritted his teeth and looked angrily at the foreign 
woman. But just now he got caught in the way, completely unable to see clearly how the other party 
drew the knife and shot, and knew that she must be vicious, but also did not dare to use the knife to go 
forward. 
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The woman saw the man so helpless, the murderous intent in the eyes has disappeared, with a gentle 
vibration of the knife she swung the blood swung, the blade was returned to the sheath of the belt in 
front of the abdomen. 


The onlookers were amazed. This place is on the outskirts of Meizhou City in the middle of Sichuan 
Province, on the edge of the Minjiang River, far away from the mountains of Western Sichuan, how have 
people ever seen such a Japanese from overseas in the East? Not to mention a woman. There was white 
cloth wrapped around the neckline of her robe, apparently binding her breasts with a cloth belt, and she 
wore a wide robe, but she couldn't hide her voluptuous and curvy body, and even though nobody had 
seen her face, one could already imagine that she was a great beauty. 


At that time, two officials who were guarding the ferry heard the commotion and rushed here, and they 
were shocked to see such a strange scene. They recognized the injured man as a minor leader of the 
Minjiang Gang in Meizhou City. But look at the dress of this foreign woman, it seems that it is not what 
the Jianghu vendetta. 


"Who are you? "One of the officials, holding a stick, cautiously approached the woman and asked her. " 
Why did you hurt someone? " 


The woman's left hand crossed her waist, and her right hand rested on the hilt of the long wild sword 
behind her, making the officer nervous. 


"Who told him to offend me? " she said, pointing at the man. "He came close to me on the ship. And 
when we got off the ship, he followed me. And he dared to touch me, with two fingers less, he would 
have been better. " 


The official was relieved to hear that she knew how to speak the official language of the Middle 
Kingdom, although her pronunciation and phrases were a bit strange. 


"Who the hell are you? Who the hell are you to bring such a big knife in broad daylight, don't you know 
our law? " 


The woman picked up the traveling bag that had fallen to the ground beside her and pulled out a book 
from it, opening it up and showing it to the official. 
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"lam the daughter of the Shimazu family, the guardian of Satsuma, Hu Linglan. | came west to Ming 
Dynasty a few months ago on the Ouchi clan's Kanhe ship1, and | am not a bandit or thief. " 


"Note 1: The trade in goods between the Ming Dynasty and Japan was called the " Kanhei Trade", and it 
was legal to hold a permit issued by the government called the "Kanhe Pass", but all others were 
considered to be smuggling". 


The official took a look at the book of " Kanhe Book". On the page that was opened, there was half a 
cinnabar note printed on it, a line of Chinese characters, but it was broken from the center, only the 
right half. 


How could a small official from Sichuan have seen this kind of "Kanhe Pass", which only appeared on the 
southeast coast of China? He half-believe half-doubt. 


--But the woman's clothes and accent were not fake. What is this "Japanese"? ... 


If this woman is really a foreign emissary with an official seal, it would be very bad if she were to get 
involved with the gangsters from the Jianghu clan. The official looked at his colleague behind him. That 
colleague also understood, knew that the matter should be minimized, and hurriedly helped the injured 
Min Jiang Gang's small chief to leave. The junior chief was screaming in pain and cursing as he walked 
away. 


The official did not want to mess with the Japanese girl any more, and just threw down the sentence 
"Don't make any more trouble" and wanted to leave. But the vermillion-colored figure came after him 
again. 


"| have something to ask. " 


The official sighed and said, "What? " 


Hu Linglan's big eyes looked straight at the official. 
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"Wu Dan" 


The official heard these two words and thought for a while. "What did you say? | don't know what you 
are asking! " 


Hu Linglan continued to look straight at him, and slowly said it again, word by word. 


"Wudang. " 


The official then realized. 


"What? You came to find...Wudang? ...What are you looking for them for? ..." he stammered, afraid of 
getting into trouble. 


"Where are they? " 


The look in Hu Linglan's eyes had a power that made it impossible for the other party not to succumb. 


"| heard..." the official's forehead was beaded with sweat. "...Indeed, there are people from the Wudang 
Sect who came to Sichuan...and went to...Mount Qingcheng. " 


He stretched out his finger and pointed north along the river. 


Hu Linglan nodded her head. 


The official thought he could breathe a sigh of relief, but she pulled out a folded piece of paper from her 
lapel. 
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Hu Linglan spread the paper out and held it in front of the official. 


"Have you seen this man before? " 


On the paper, a bust of a figure was drawn in black ink. 


It was a man. 


A man with long messy hair. The body is very strong. Both shoulders have a pattern: a flower on the left 
and a sun on the right. He is holding an oar in his hand. 


In the upper right corner of the paper, the two Chinese characters Jing Li" are written. 


OOOO 


The Wudang people found Xi Zhaoping's body because they saw birds gathering in the sky over the 
mountain forest. 


It was the morning of the following day. The night before, Wudang disciples searched the mountain 
behind Qingcheng with torches until late at night, but because they were unfamiliar with the terrain, 
they could only catch a few Qingcheng disciples to lead the way, and their operation was very slow, and 
they found nothing. 


They also guessed that Xi Zhaoping might have gotten lost in the mountains, so the Wudang people 
went down to the foot of the mountain and stayed at a guest house in the Weijiang Town for the night, 
thinking that Xi Zhaoping would probably be able to find his way down the mountain on his own. 


But it turned out to be so. 


The disciples led Ye Chenyuan and Jiang Yunlan to the cliff. They saw the head of Xi Zhaoping, erected 
on the ground by a thick tree branch, with his head, face and eyes pecked out by birds in many places. 
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The head, face and eyes had been pecked out by birds, but the neat incision in the neck was still very 
fresh. The headless body fell to the side, and was surrounded by a large group of birds to compete for 
food, but the disciples of Wudang who had discovered it chased them away. 


"Quickly remove it! "Jiang Yunlan ordered, and several disciples immediately wrapped Xi Zhaoping's 
head in clothes, took it down from the tree branch, and placed it on the corpse. 


The Wudang people were still in the euphoria of destroying the Qingcheng School, but now that they 
saw such a tragic situation, they all became silent. 


--The reputation of the Wudang School has been tarnished. 


"Did you ask clearly..." said Ye Chenyuan, "Is there no one else from the Qingcheng School hiding in the 
mountains? " 


"I've already asked those remaining guys. "One of the disciples replied, "Indeed there is none. " 


"Definitely not the kid who escaped with the Dragon Tiger swords. Jiang Yunlan said, "His martial arts 
skills are far too poor." 


"Then..." Ye Chenyuan narrowed his pupils. The two lines of spiked characters under his eyes were 
trembling. "It's that...the so-called ‘hunter’. " 


For several years, the Wudang School has been acting in various places, winning consecutive battles and 
being invincible; however, in the recent year, four people were mysteriously killed one after another, 
and the identity of the enemy has not yet been determined. The Wudang Mountain is in turmoil, and 
some disciples even privately refer to this mysterious enemy as the "Wudang Hunter"... This is a very 
disrespectful term for the sect, and of course no disciple dares to say it openly, but everyone in the 
school knows about it. 


"Zhaoping is the fifth one. "Jiang Yunlan gritted his teeth. "And it's much stronger than the previous four 
dead disciples! Looks like we underestimated this guy. Before, he only attacked single disciples, but this 
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time he dared to follow us up to Mount Qingcheng - and did it right under our noses! What kind of 
person is he? " 
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Ye Chenyuan said after a round of silence, "In the past few years, we have never encountered this level 
of resistance except for Qingcheng. If there is such an enemy, | would have been impressed. It is 
impossible for him to come from one of our eliminated sects. " 


"Those sects will always have some relatives or close friends outside. Among them, there might be a 
strong fighter like this one. "Jiang Yunlan said, "This is obviously revenge. We must expose this guy. " 


In order to accomplish the Wudang School's goal of dominating the martial arts, the entire school had 
long been prepared to make enemies of all martial artists in the world, and forge countless blood feuds. 
However, the assassination of five people without even knowing the real identity of the enemy has 
greatly damaged the morale of the disciples. The people were nervous, which was not good for future 
battles. 


"| feel that it is not just about revenge. "Ye Chenyuan, however, disagreed. "The targets of this man are 
all stronger than each other. He is testing. He's testing how his martial arts will fare against us. He's 
learning how to deal with the Wudang School's martial arts. " 


Jiang Yunlan looked solemn. "He wants to defeat the Wudang Sect, just like we want to defeat all the 
sects in the world. " 


Ye Chenyuan nodded. 


"Very well." Jiang Yunlan sneered. "That means that sooner or later, he will still show up before us. " 


Jiang Yunlan then ordered his disciples to search the mountain for half a day. For safety reasons, the 
disciples traveled in groups of five. 


Ye Chenyuan and Jiang Yunlan understood that it was very difficult to find this hidden enemy. 
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As for Yan Wang, who had disappeared with the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords", they had 
long since turned their backs on him. Although the "Dragon and Tiger Swords" are treasures, they are 
not indispensable to the Wudang Sect, and the existence of a "Taoist disciple" of Qingcheng at the 
bottom of the rankings is even more insignificant. 


The Qingcheng Sect, in their hearts, is already a name of the past. 


When Yan Heng woke up, the first thing he heard was the sound of running water. 


He opened his eyes and saw the morning light casting down from the green branches and leaves. There 
was a pleasant warmth on his skin. In his ears, he heard the murmur of water. It was familiar. His nose 
inhaled the scent of the leaves. 


He remembered sleeping here before. One day in the morning class, he ran up the mountain to practice 
qi, followed by sword practice. Afterward, he fell asleep on the grass covered with leaves. After 
practicing, the body's blood flowed freely, and the body relaxed on the ground, as if it had become one 
with the mountains and forests. It was a feeling of immense happiness. He would like to live his whole 
life on Mount Qingcheng in this way... 


As soon as he breathed hard, the pain brought him to his senses. Then he remembered everything that 
happened yesterday. 


The beautiful memories collapsed like sand. He remembered the blood that Master He Zisheng had 
sprayed on his face. The warmth of it, the smell of it. 


Master. "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords." 


Yan Heng woke up with a start, and supported the upper half of his body. Only then did he realize that 
his right side of his chest and ribs were tightly bound and fixed by something. 


He touched the back of his waist. The Tiger's Blade had disappeared. The "Dragon Thorn" he was holding 
was also missing. He was in a cold sweat. 
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Yan Heng then smelled another odor. 


It was an aroma. He followed the smell and looked over. There was a pile of firewood, on which a few 
fish were roasting. 


A man with a broad body, his back to Yan Heng, was sitting on a rock beside the fire. 


In his left hand he carried a wooden oar, and in his right hand he held a knife and was adding a diagonal 
stroke to the four horizontal lines of the oar. He was using a lot of force, and the oar material was 
obviously very hard. 


Yan Heng, not knowing where the strength came from, leapt up and pounced on Jing Li's back. 


As if Jing Li had a back eye, he threw away the oars, turned around and caught Yan Heng by the head 
and neck, the knife in his hand pressed against his chin. With a twist, Jing Li threw Yan Heng to the 
ground. 


Yan Heng landed on the ground, and his right side of his body was in excruciating pain. However, he 
managed to hold himself back and didn't cry out. 


Jing Li continued to press the knife against his neck, and with his left hand, he gave him two hard slaps. 


"Are you crazy enough? Wake up! " 


"Give it back! " Yan Heng shouted angrily, "Give me back! Give me back my swords! " 


Jing Li suddenly realized. He pushed Yan Heng away and stood up, pointing at the ground beside him 
with his knife. "Isn't it just lying there? " 


Yan Heng hurriedly looked at them. "The Dragon Tiger Swords" were lying flat on the grass, cushioned 
by a piece of coarse cloth. 
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He climbed over and touched the Dragon Thorn, and could no longer hold back his heart, so he cried 
and wailed. 


Jing Li ignored him and sat down to continue carving the oar, letting Yan Heng bawl behind him and 
turning a deaf ear. After carving the oar, Jing Li put down the oar satisfactorily, then picked up a roasted 
fish by the fire, wiped the knife on his clothes twice, and cut down the fish meat to eat. 


After Jing Li had eaten the whole fish, Yan Heng also stopped crying. 


Only then did Yan Heng gradually remember what happened yesterday when he was chased by Xi 
Zhaoping. He wrapped up the Dragon Tiger Sword in the rough cloth, hugged it on his body, and walked 
over to Jing Li. 


"lam sorry..." said Yan Heng, covering his wound. "I was wrong to blame the good man. " 


"| don't blame you. " Jing Li put away his knife. "This is the last thing your master entrusted to you, 
right? " 


Yan Heng was heartbroken for a moment. 


Jing Li picked up another fish. "Eat. " 


Yan Heng shook his head. He was now in pain with every breath, and had no appetite at all. 


"Eat. "Jing Li insisted. "Even if you vomit after eating, you have to eat again. If you want to live, you have 
to eat." 


Yan Heng took the grilled fish. He looked toward where the sound of water was coming from. Here was 
a protruding mountain rock, below which there was a fast-flowing gully. 
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The river was called Five Dragon Gully, named after the five divine dragons that were said to be lurking 
there, and it was a famous place in the mountains behind Qingcheng. Yan Heng, Hou Yingzhi, and Song 
Li had been here before. 


The Five Dragons Gully is a long way from the cliffs on the east side of the mountain. Although this man, 
Jing Li, was strong, it would not be easy for him to carry Yan Heng on his back. 


The reason for fleeing so far away was naturally to avoid the search of the Wudang School. 


"lam grateful to you for saving my life. " Yan Heng said, trying to recall the conversation he heard on the 
cliff yesterday. "Your name is... Jing Li, is it? It's the South Sea..." 


"The South Sea Tiger Honored Sect. " Jing Li said, picking up his oar and walking over to the mountain 
rock, overlooking the Five Dragon Gully together with Yan Heng. "Like your Qingcheng Sect, it was the 
sect that was exterminated by the Wudang School. " 


Hearing the word " extermination", Yan Heng felt miserable in his heart. He looked at Jing Li. 


"If that's the case...why do you..." 


"You want to ask: why am | still alive? " Jing Li smiled. "| joined the sect when | was very young, and ran 
away when | was fifteen, traveling to many faraway places. | returned to my hometown of Quanzhou a 
year ago, and only then did | realize that my sect had been wiped out. | wasn't even there when the 
Wudang faction came. " 


Yan Heng surveyed those odd tattoo patterns on Jing Li's shoulders, then looked at the exotic short 
sword at his waist. 


Jing Li saw his gaze and pulled out the short sword and handed it to Yan Heng. Yan Heng was biting into 
the roasted fish, his left hand was free to take a closer look at the knife. The handle of the knife was 
shaped like a bird's head with a long neck, and when the hand grasped the handle, the curved beak of 
the bird hooked onto the tail finger, making it difficult for the handle to fall out of the hand, a very 
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clever design. The blade was long and narrow, but the back of the blade was very thick, and the surface 
of the blade was filled with layers and layers of circular patterns, and the method of casting and 
smithing was obviously different from that of the Middle Kingdom swords and knives. 


Yan Heng handed the sword back to Jing Li. 


"You... have traveled to many places? " 


Jing Li smiled, pointing to the cloth bag Yan Heng held in his right hand. 


"Open it and take a look. " 


Yan Heng squatted down and placed the piece of cloth wrapping the " Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Swords" on the ground and opened it. It was only then that he realized that there were many 
curved lines drawn on the cloth, on which were marked various fine characters, most of which he did 
not recognize. In the spaces between the lines were wave-like symbols. Yan Heng looked at it for a while 
before he realized that it was a sea chart. 


Jing Li stuck his oar on the ground beside him and gently waved his short sword. 


"Our South Sea Tiger Honored Sect, unlike your Qingcheng Sect, is a small school with only a dozen or so 
members," Jing Li said. "Although it is quite famous in Fujian, it is not well known in the martial arts 
world. | studied in the sect for a few years, and after | had learned all the basic boxing skills and 
swordsmanship, a few of my fellow masters were no match for me. At that time, | was still one or two 
years younger than you are now. | saw that | would not make much progress in the Tiger Honored Sect, 
and | wanted to learn other martial arts, but it was a taboo to switch to another school, and | could not 
be satisfied with the skills | had learned. | was determined to become truly strong. So one night, | stole a 
boat from the government and went to the sea by myself without my master's knowledge. | was gone 
for nine years. " 
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When the government imposed a sea ban, it was a capital offense for a civilian to go out to seaina 
private boat. 


Jing Li squatted down and pointed at the chart with the tip of his sword. 


"In the past nine years, I've been to almost all the places that are accessible by boat. "The tip of the 

knife moved along the coastline to the northeast. "I have traveled to the Satsuma Kingdom of Fusan, 
where the toughest Japanese warriors and bandits are found, and | have fought them dozens of times, 
learning their swordsmanship. "The tip of the blade moved southward. "I have also helped the natives of 
Luzon to repel pirates at sea; | have learned from the Hui of Sulu their strange swordsmanship; | have 
practiced with the swordsmen and fighters of Siam; | have gotten lost in the jungles of Champa and 
survived by eating raw snake meat..." 


Yan Heng was mesmerized. He looked at the small circles representing islands on the chart. He had 
never heard of these names before. 


"In Sumatra, in order to earn some money for my trip, | participated in a real sword duel with the local 
gambling money; and in Mannaraka, | had a fight with those ghostly-looking Franks.2 Look..." Jing Li 
said, pulling up his shirt and pointing to a small star-shaped scar on his left abdomen. "It's from their 
firearms. If it wasn't for a thick belt that happened to be in the way and didn't shoot too deep, | would 
have been buried on the merchant ship. " 


Note 2: "Satsuma Kingdom" is the western part of Kagoshima Island, Japan; "Kingdom of Sulu" is the 
Sulu Archipelago in the southern part of the Philippines; "Huihui Ren" refers to the Muslims (the 
southern part of the Philippines is predominantly Muslim). The Kingdom of Champa is located in the 
central part of Vietnam; the capital city of Mannaraka is the present-day city of Malacca; and the 
"Franks" are the Portuguese. 


Yan Heng could not figure out the meaning of "firearms". However, listening to Jing Li's description, he 
guessed that it was probably some kind of terrifying concealed weapon. 


--This man is no more than a few years older than me, but he has had so much more experience than | 
have... 
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"| realized after | left home that what the Tiger Sect had taught me was just the basics," said Jing. "Jing Li 
said. "I'm different from the famous sects like you. My true martial arts training was honed through 
hundreds of life-threatening battles outside. " 


He returned the short sword to its sheath, and touched the goose-plume belt sword on the other side of 
his waist. That was the only thing he had brought with him when he traveled on a small boat ten years 
ago. 


"But after all, the Tiger Honored School was my initiation. My master has also nurtured me. | will 
definitely take revenge for this. " 


Upon hearing this phrase "nurturing love", Yan Heng's eyes became moist again as he remembered his 
own life. 


He looked at the oar beside Jing Li. There was a new engraving on it, diagonally crossing over the other 
four horizontal stripes to make a total of five. 


The new engraving naturally represented Xi Zhaoping. 


"You... have killed five people from the Wudang School? " 


Jing Li nodded. "Before that, four of them weren't really experts. Over the past year, | have been 
tracking them everywhere, looking for opportunities to attack them, in order to test the Wudang 
School's martial arts style. This Xi Zhaoping is the first real Wudang master I've faced, and his power is 
actually similar to mine. You stabbed him first, and he didn't move calmly enough, which gave me a little 
bit of an advantage. " 


He stroked the oar and said: "I'll be honest with you: this time there are many of them, and there are Ye 
Chenyuan and other top figures in it, | followed them up to Qingcheng Mountain, originally just wanted 
to peek at their strength, did not want to take action. However, you happened to escape to my hiding 
place, and also said those impassioned words. | really can't let you die at the hands of that disgusting 
bastard. " 
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"I've taught you to be adventurous. " Yan Heng said, embarrassed. "| haven't thanked you properly yet. 
I'll never forget this favor. " 


"It's nothing. Besides, haven't we escaped them now? I've killed another person from the Wudang Sect, 
it's so enjoyable! "Jing Li smiled and said. "You'd better eat quickly. It's getting cold if you just keep 
talking while holding the fish. " 


Yan Heng looked at the roasted fish in his hand. He recalled many times in the past when he had caught 
fish with Hou Yingzhi and Song Li in the mountain streams and then roasted them on the fire. He 
wondered how the two of them were doing at the moment, and his heart was burning with anxiety. 


"|..." said Yan Heng as he rewrapped the Sword of Dragon and Tiger with the chart. "...1 need to go back 
and take a look. " 


"Two more nights. "Jing Li shook his head. "The Wudang Sect must have found Xi Zhaoping's body by 
now and are still searching for us. Let's wait until they've gone. " 


"But..." 


"If you want to take revenge, you have to survive first. "Jing Li looked at Yan Heng solemnly. "Yesterday 
you said that you would avenge this bloodshed for as long as you live. Did you say that in a moment of 
anger, or did you mean it? " 


"Of course | am serious! "Yan Heng's thick eyebrows rose up. 


"Then listen to me. Live on. We'll talk about the rest later. "Jing Li grabbed his left hand and lifted the 
roasted fish to his mouth. 


"Eat. " 
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The next day, Jing Li was still unable to resist Yan Heng's request and accompanied him to leave Five 
Dragon Gully and go back to Qingcheng Sect's "Xuanmen Shelter" to have a look. 


In order to avoid being discovered, the two of them didn't take the mountain road, but climbed the 
mountain and crossed the wilderness directly. 


Yan Heng didn't cough up any more blood, his internal injuries had obviously been calmed down, but his 
cracked bone was even more swollen than before, making it difficult for him to raise his qi, and every 
step he took was painful, not to mention climbing the mountain. But along the way, he just silently 
leaned on the walking stick made of tree branches, put the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" 
behind his back, and did not grunt a word as he moved forward. 


He looked ahead. Jing Li did not say anything, nor did he look back at him. But he knew that Jing Li was 
deliberately slowing down his pace to accommodate him. 


They walked very slowly, Yan Heng had to rest a few times in the middle of the journey, and in the end, 
it was only in the late afternoon that they returned to the east side of the back mountain. 


Before they reached the Xuanmen Shelter, they could see from afar a large plume of black smoke rising 
high into the sky. 


Yan Heng already knew what it was. He didn't say a word to Jing Li and wanted to continue walking. 


"Wait here first. "Jing Li put his bag, the Japanese sword on his back and the oar in his hand beside Yan 
Heng. "I'll go and explore. " 


Yan Heng nodded and watched Jing Li's back disappear. 


He sat on a rock and looked up at the trees in the sky. 


The deep mountains and forests had a calming effect. But Yan Heng was really unable to come down, his 
hands rubbing the walking stick nervously. 
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It took Jing Li only a short time to go back and forth, but to Yan Heng, it was like a long wait. 


"How is it? "Yan Heng asked hurriedly. 


Jing Li did not answer him, but just picked up something on the ground. 


"Let's go over there. " 


The flames had gone out, but the remaining ashes of the Xuanmen Shelter were still emitting black 
smoke. 


In front of the scorched earth, a dozen men were busy burying the bodies. 


The schoolyard had become a cemetery, and more than twenty new graves had been erected, as well as 
seven or eight freshly dug holes. The men wrapped the body, which was wearing a green robe, ina 
straw mat and threw it into the pit. 


The soil turned out by digging the graves was all red - oozing with blood from the fierce battle the day 
before. 


Seeing Jing Li and his men suddenly appeared, the men immediately fled in fear. After running for a 
while, they looked back and realized that they were not Wudang men wearing black robes, and only 
then did they come back with caution. 


When they saw Yan Heng's filthy and tattered Qingcheng swordsman's robes, one by one, they knelt 
down. 


Yan Heng recognized them as residents of the Wei Jiang town at the foot of the mountain. 
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There was an elder among the townspeople, probably in his forties, with a very strong body, and it was 
obvious that he had been doing menial work for a living. Yan Heng recognized him as Huang Erji, a 
carpenter in the town. 


Huang Erji said to Yan Heng with fear and trembling, "We waited for the gang to leave before we dared 
to come up... The fire was already burning so fiercely that we couldn't save it..." 


Yan Heng looked back at the Xuan Men Shelter, which had already been reduced to a pile of charcoal, 
and his heart was very agitated. The plaque of "Unmatched in Sichuan" in the "Hall of the Returning to 
the Origin", the nameplates of all the elders and "disciples of the Tao" on the wall, the ancestral hall 
behind the hall dedicated to the ancestors of the Qingcheng Sect... ... All these symbols of the hundreds 
of years of tradition and dignity of the Qingcheng Sect have disappeared and can only be turned into 
memories. 
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--And it was a lonely memory for only him. 


Huang Erji added, "We...could only get a coffin and give it to the old man, Grandmaster He. The rest of 
the swordsmen could only be hastily buried on the spot... The Qingcheng School has kept our town safe 
for hundreds of years, and that's all we can do... Young Hero, I'm so sorry..." 


--These mortals are not our equals. 


Yan Heng was so agitated that he fell to his knees and kowtowed heavily to the townspeople. 


The townspeople were so shocked that they immediately rushed forward to help him up. 


"Can't accept it! Can't accept it! "They all shouted. 


"|...1..." Yan Heng couldn't speak clearly and couldn't organize his words. 


Although he was grateful, he managed to hold back his tears. Thinking that the Masters were ultimately 
honored by the townspeople, he did not want his tears to mar that respect. 


He supported his walking stick and walked between the new graves on the field. 


There were no monuments, and each grave was marked by a blunt iron sword. 


"The treasured swords were all taken away by those people, and these blunt swords are all that's left. 
We had to make do with what we had. "Huang Erji explained. 


"Master... where is Grandmaster He's tomb? " 
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"This way..." 


Yan Heng was guided by Huang Er Ji to the central mound of earth. On the earth was also an iron sword, 
with a garland of flowers hanging from the hilt. 


Jing Li walked to Yan Heng's side, and together they looked at He Zi Sheng's grave. 


Jing Li put down his oar and bowed towards the grave. 


"That day, | saw He Zisheng's world-renowned sword skills. It's a pity. If his eyes were not sick, he would 
have won without a doubt, and the Qingcheng School would not be in this situation today. " 


Yan Heng threw away his walking stick and knelt down to kowtow three times in front of his mentor's 
grave. 


"Master..." he touched the " Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" on his back. "The swords are 
still there, they have not been snatched away by the enemy. Rest in peace, old man. " 


Yan Heng stood up, and then went to each grave, one by one, kneeling down, and knocked heavily each. 


After all the kowtowing, Yan Heng's forehead had been broken and a line of blood flowed along his brow 
and the side of his nose. 


He stood shoulder to shoulder with Jing Li, silently staring at the large Iron Sword Cemetery reflecting 
the sun's rays. 


"You asked me..." Yan Heng said after a while, "Did | mean it when | said | wanted to take revenge? " 


Jing Li nodded. 
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"| did mean it when | said it. "Yan Heng sighed. "But now when | see this cemetery, | realize. What's the 
point of taking revenge? Even if | kill all of the Wudang School, what then? Will | be able to bring back 
my master and brothers of the Qingcheng Sect? No. The Qingcheng Sword Sect no longer exists. " 


"You, a disciple of Qingcheng, are still alive, aren't you? " Jing Li said. "If you want there to be a 
Qingcheng Sword Sect in the world again, you can revive it with your own two hands. " 


"Me?" Yan Heng laughed bitterly. "Me? I'm just the lowest ranked ‘disciple of the Dao’. | haven't even 
spent a single day learning the sword in the Hall of Returning to the Origin, and | haven't even touched 
any of the real secret techniques of the Qingcheng School." 


He patted the twin swords behind his back again. "The Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords of the 
Qingcheng Sect, even my uncle Song Zhen didn't learn all of them. But now even he is dead. This sword 
technique has been extinguished in my master's generation. | don't know how to revive the Qingcheng 
Sect with just this pair of swords. Are you kidding me? " 


Jing Li was silent for a round. Then he threw away his oar, pulled out the iron sword from a grave, and 
waved it a few times. 


"Bullshit nonsense. " 


"What did you say? " Yan Heng said angrily. 


"| said, what you just said is all bullshit! " Jing Li thrust the sword back into the grave. "Is there any 
martial art in the world that was not created by man? Wasn't your Grandmaster also a human being? 
Wasn't he also a man with one brain, one pair of hands, and two legs? What they thought of and 
practiced, why can't you think of and practice? " 


"But..." Yan Heng was stunned. 


"Haven't you already learned the basics of the Qingcheng Sword Art? Any martial art in the world, no 
matter how profound the study is, it will always involve the basics. "Jing Li continued. "| dare say that 
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even your set of Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords is the same, in the end, it still originates 
from the basics of Qingcheng Sword Art. What's more, you already saw your master use it once that day. 
Your grandmasters and teachers invented this stuff; why don't you have the confidence to bring it back 
to the world if you've seen it once?" 


Yan Heng was speechless at Jing Li's words. 


"Besides, even if something has been lost, so fuck it, just let it be lost! "Jing Li's bold voice echoed 
throughout the graveyard. "Can't you create another set of martial arts that is more powerful? Aren't 
you determined to create a stronger Qingcheng Sect? " 


Yan Heng's heart heated up again. 


"A stronger...Qingcheng Sect? ... 


"Defeat the Wudang School. That would prove that you are stronger. " 


Yan Heng looked confused. 


After all, only three days ago, he was a seventeen year old boy who had just passed the examination and 
become an official disciple of the Qingcheng Sect. At that time, he had thought that his life path had 
been decided. But in a few days, he realized that the Qingcheng martial arts, which he had believed to 
be transcendent and unattainable, had been completely destroyed in front of another sect. Now he is all 
alone and will be hunted down by his enemies in the future. 


--Can | carry the heavy burden of "reviving the Qingcheng Sect" any longer? ... 


" .What can! do?" 


"Like me. Keep fighting. "Jing Li said. "This is the fastest way to become stronger. Every day, when | eat, 
shit, sleep and dream, | think about how to win. | keep going to the Wudang School, and beat them up 
one by one. If | don't die, I'll become a master - | believe in this path. " 
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Yan Heng was speechless, savoring Jing Li's words. 


--If | do not die like this, | will become a master. 


He remembered that morning. Kneeling on the floor of the Hall of Returning to the Origin. 


--Now I'm giving you a name, a single character, " Heng ". 


Yan Heng took a look at the Qingcheng graves all over the place. Lying here three feet underground, 
most of them are much stronger than him. 


--Can | really do it? Can | really do it? Can | fight against the Wudang Sect with the strength of one 
person? 


Yan Heng's back was in a cold sweat when he thought of the overwhelming strength of the enemy in 
front of him. 


Seeing Yan Heng's puzzled look, Jing Li said carelessly, "It doesn't matter if you don't do it. As long as you 
don't hold a sword and stop being a martial artist, the Wudang School will no longer care about you, and 
all of this will have nothing to do with you. Find a place where no one knows you, go to farm or doa 
little business, forget about the Qingcheng Sect and live a peaceful life. Anyway, not everyone in this 
world has a reason to practice martial arts. " 


Yan Heng heard this and looked at the townspeople. He remembered what he had said to Hou Yingzhi 
that morning. 


--Have you ever thought about going home? ... 


The Qingcheng Sect has disappeared. It's like a dream that's over. Maybe it's time to go back to being a 
mortal... 
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--But can | really swallow this anger? Can | really forget it? 


Jing Li yawned. "Il am tired. After hiding in the mountains for so many days, I'm hungry and dirty. I'm 
going to go down to the town, have a good meal, take a bath, and then sleep at the inn. " 


He picked up his oar and rested it on his shoulder without another glance at Yan Heng. 


"I'll only stay one more night and leave tomorrow. Do what you want, | don't give a damn." He scratched 
his head. "I've been alone for so long anyway. " 


Jing Li said and left, leaving Yan Heng alone. 


Yan Heng stood still, looking at the large cemetery full of iron swords. The sun had shifted, and the 
cross-shaped shadows began to tilt and lengthen. 


--Why can't | answer Jing Liin one breath? ... 


Yan Heng was not afraid of death. If he were to become one of the dead buried here, he wouldn't care. 
But to embark on such an impossible path of revenge...he didn't have the strong self-confidence of Jing 
Li, who ignored everything. 


Facing the near certainty of defeat was harder than death. 


At this moment, Huang Er Ji came over again, "Young warrior, there is one more thing that | haven't told 


you... 


Yan Heng felt that he could not afford to be called "Young Warrior" and looked ashamed. "Please speak. 
Please." 
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"It's... the daughter of your sect's Master Song. She remains in the Taian Temple below. " 


"What? Xiao Li, she..." Yan Heng looked like he had awakened at once. He blamed himself for forgetting 
Xiao Li as soon as he saw this Iron Sword Graveyard. 


"Those who work in your sect, as well as their families, all fled in fear. Miss Song was the only one who 
stayed here, seemingly too sad... She later fainted, so a few women from our town carried her down the 
mountain and temporarily put her in the temple..." 


Yan Heng didn't wait for him to finish his speech, so he leaned on his crutches and took a step towards 
the road down the mountain. 


But the heavy doubt in his heart still lingered. 


OOOO 


Jing Li was immersed in a large wooden barrel filled with hot water, closing his eyes and relaxing, 
stretching his limbs. 


He was born in the south and has been wandering around tropical island countries for many years, so he 
is not used to the winter climate of Qingcheng Mountain, and now he feels comfortable when he is 
soaking in the hot water. 


Now stripped naked, he revealed many other tattoos on his body. Especially the back, tattooed with a 
large head of a strange eight-armed monkey, looking up at the sky, legs in a peculiar posture like 
dancing, which raised his hands above his head, a sword, a trident, surrounded by the prick of a curved 
exotic incantations and symbols. 


As the steam rose, he opened his eyes. 


In his mind, the sword fight between He Zisheng and Ye Chenyuan that he witnessed that day 
resurfaced. 
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Jing Li was standing on the cliff, watching from afar this masterly duel that he had never seen in his life. 
Every move and every stance was deeply imprinted in his memory. 


Jing Li's hands were unconsciously moving in the hot water, imitating the sword strokes that the two 
fought with. Especially at the end, how Ye Chenyuan used the "Taiji Sword" to unleash the sword, and 
how He Zisheng used the "Shaking Scale" to break it. 


He flicked his hands under the water, stirring up small waves and whirlpools one after another. The flow 
of the waves seemed to be random, but also had a certain pattern. 


Thinking of the moment when He Zisheng was injured by the sword, Jing Li's hands stopped. 


--What a pity. | am afraid that there are only a handful of masters in the world who can break the "Tai 
Chi". Now there is one less. 


Jing Li recalled the sword fight once again. However, this time, he was completely on He Zisheng's side, 
imagining what would happen if he were to face Ye Chenyuan... 


Not long after, a chill went down his spine. 


He stood up violently from the bucket, splashing bath water all over the floor. 


--The fucking Wudang is too strong. 


Jing Li once again recognized that there was still a long, long way to go on this path of mountains of 
swords and seas of blood. 
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The Great Taoist Boxing Sword Academy Lecture - 6 


During Jing Li's overseas wanderings, he came into contact with many foreign martial arts. 


When Jing Li visited Japan, it was the end of the Muromachi Shogunate and the beginning of the 
Warring States period, and the "art of war" (i.e., martial arts) schools were at their dawn, unlike the 
later times when there were so many derivatives. 


The samurai of Satsushu (Satsuma) in Kagoshima were famous for their rough, practical sword fighting 
style, "Shiho-ryu" (also known as "Zuijin-ryu"), but this style was not established until a few decades 
after Jing Li's visit. At that time, the Japanese swordsmanship he encountered and learned in Satsuma 
was mainly "Yin-ryu" swordplay. (Japanese "swordsmanship" is in fact a single-edged sword technique 
that focuses on slashing.) 


Yinryu" is also known as "Shadow Stream" and " Karutobi Shadow Stream", which was created by 
Hisataka Aisu Shikasai (1452-1538), and is similar to "Nenryu", "Tenryu", and "Tensho". It was created by 
Aisu Shikanzai Hisatada (1452-1538), and together with "Nenryu" and "Tengenjin Chuanxiangtai Shinto", 
it is called the "Three Great Streams of the Art of War" in Japan. The "Yin Ryu" later gave rise to the 
famous "Yanagi Shin Yin Ryu" (Yanagi masters even served as sword masters for the Tokugawa 
Shogunate); and Qi Jiguang, a famous general of the Ming Dynasty who fought against the Japanese 
invaders, wrote a book recording his acquisition of the Japanese sword technique ("Xin You Dao"), which 
contains the knife manual of "Shadow Stream Catalog". 


At that time, Siamese warriors were trained in the martial art of Krabi Krabon, a combination of 
swordsmanship, spears, boxing, etc. Its techniques were deeply influenced by the martial arts of India, 
and its unarmed boxing was the originator of the modern world-renowned "eight-armed martial art", 
Muay Thai. 


Jing Li also learned the art of sword fighting from the Muslims in the Sulu Islands. The Muslims of the 
southern Philippines are called "Moro", whose bloodline and beliefs were transmitted from the Malay 
Archipelago, and whose style of martial arts was also influenced by the Malay martial art of "Silat". Due 
to the size and lifestyle of the local people, the main technique of Moro martial arts is the short sword. 
Over the centuries, the Moro people have been fighting against the Spanish colonizers, the American 
occupiers and even the present-day Philippine government with force, which shows the strength of the 
Moro people's culture. 
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The bird's head knife used by Jing Li is not a Moro weapon, but a kind of knife called "Pinuti" in Visayas, 
the central part of the Philippines, which is originally used for agricultural purposes. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 11 Chapter 8 - Determination 


Qingcheng mountain Taian Temple in the back of the Wei Jiang town, was built in the Tang Dynasty, it is 
an ancient temple with hundreds of years of history, there are three big arches on the front of the 
temple, the roof is full of majestic canopies, with countless towering old trees around the temple, it is 
magnificent and full of antiquity. 


In the past few days, the tragedy occurred in the Qingcheng school. The Weijiang town below the 
mountain closed its households, and the atmosphere was solemn; there were no believers in the Tai'an 
Temple to attend the temple, and there was no sign of people outside the temple gate. 


When Yan Heng arrived, Song Li was already standing outside the temple waiting for him, perhaps 
because she heard the sound of the crutch hitting the ground step by step. 


Song Li's appearance seemed thinner than usual, and she looked solemn. She was wrapped in a snow- 
white fox fur coat, which the townspeople had brought for her from her home behind the Xuanmen 
Shelter. 


The sun was setting in the west, and the yellowish rays of the setting sun were casting on her face 
through the leaves of the trees. The open space was cold and silent, and Song Li stood in front of the 
temple with a seemingly unearthly aura. 


Without saying a word, Yan Heng threw down his walking stick and went forward to hold Song Li's 
hands. When he touched them, he realized that her soft and boneless hands were as cold as snow. 


"Are you...sick? "Yan Heng asked with concern. 


Song Li only shook her head. Seeing that Yan Heng was still in the world, her face was not the least bit 
agitated. 


"Where is Xiao Ying? Have you seen him? " 
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Song Li's eyelashes blinked lightly, then she said quietly, "He left. He left me alone. " 


When Yan Heng saw this pitiful look on her face, he felt the urge to hug her body into his arms. But he 
remained silent and continued to hold her hands tightly, hoping to soothe her with the warmth of his 
palms. 


If they were at Qingcheng Mountain on weekdays, shaking hands like this would be out of order. But 
now, no one would punish them. 


Yan Heng wondered: where did Hou Yingzhi go? 


Since Hou Yingzhi was only a "training disciple," his name was not listed in the "Hall of Returning to the 
Origin," and the Wudang Sect had announced publicly that they would not harm him. Song Li said "he 
left", which means that he did not join the melee on the teaching field that day and died on the spot. If 
he was okay, why didn't he stay and take care of Song Li? 


--ls he looking for me? 


Yan Heng was somewhat comforted by the thought that Hou Yingzhi was still alive. If he had found him, 
there would be at least one more fellow disciple of the Qingcheng Sect in the world, and no matter what 
he planned to do in the future, he would have one more person to discuss with. 


"Xiaoliu..." Song Li called out to him. 


Hearing her call him by his old name, Yan Heng's heart warmed. 


"What's the matter? " 


"Xiaoliu... we... what are we going to do? " 


Yan Heng was speechless. 
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He had known that Song Li would definitely ask this question. On the way to Tai'an Temple, it was not as 
if he failed to think about how to answer in advance. Yet he still couldn't figure out the answer. 


A gust of winter wind swept through, and the shadows of the leaves swayed on both of them for a 
while. Then silence returned to the front of the temple. 


It was as if the two of them were the only ones left in the world. 


Song Li suddenly jumped into Yan Heng's arms and hugged his body tightly. 


"You're all | have now...I'm so scared...so scared..." 


Yan Heng's heart was pounding. That small and soft body was so tightly pressed against him, and his 
chest felt her rapid and warm breathing. This embrace of hers had touched his sore spot, but he had 
forgotten about the pain. 


She tilted her head up and looked directly at him with her long lashed eyes. 


Yan Heng had reached this age, but of course he had never thought about whether he liked Xiao Li or 
not. On the mountain, he often couldn't tell if the closeness he felt for her was adoration or just a 
friendship that he had grown up with. Moreover, Yan Heng could sense that Xiao Li was always closer to 
Hou Yingzhi, and that she always listened to Xiao Ying, and seemed to admire him... Whenever he 
thought about this, he could not allow himself to think any further, and would rather plunge into the 
path of sword... 


--That's why Xiaoli often teases me for being a "sword nerd"... 


However, at this moment, being held tightly by Xiaoli, that wonderful feeling is very real. It was also very 
clear. 
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Yan Heng unconsciously hugged Song Li's back with both hands. His whole body was getting hot. 


He could also feel that her body was also getting hot. 


Song Li tilted her head and kissed Yan Heng's neck with her soft lips. He felt his blood rushing through 
his body. 


In a flash, all the sadness he had experienced in the past two days suddenly receded far, far away, like a 
retreat, and he could no longer feel it. 


He dropped his head, and his lips unconsciously pressed against her cheek. She tensed immediately, and 
her warm breath on his ear stirred him even more. 


"There's only the two of us left..." Song Li said, closing her eyes with tears. "Only the two of us will 
survive. " 


Her hands moved up from his waist to encircle his back. 


But she touched the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords behind his back. 


"Don't use the sword anymore. "Song Li's soft voice daydreamed. "Let's go to a place where no one will 
ever find us. There, we can live like ordinary people..." 


Yan Heng's body stiffened. 


--Live like ordinary people... 


That was the most sensible choice. And when such a pitiful and lovely Song Li was hugging him, Yan 
Heng had no reason to refuse. 
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But there are some things in the world that you can only realize what they mean to you if you really hold 
them in your arms. 


--This is not what | want. 


He seemed to hear Xi Zhaoping's voice ringing in his ears: 


--"Isn't that what martial artists are supposed to be like? " 


Intense sadness and anger came again like a tidal wave. 


Then came Jing Li's words: 


--"Not everyone in the world has a reason for practicing martial arts. " 


Yan Heng's chest felt as if it was clogged with something huge, burning hot. 


His heart had never been so clear and insightful in seventeen years. He saw his true self. 


Xiao Li immediately felt his body stiffen. She pushed him away slightly and looked him straight in the 
eyes. 


"You-" Song Li's lips trembled. "You're still thinking about revenge. " 


"'Little Pear..." 


"Don't call me that! " Song Li ruthlessly pushed Yan Heng away. 


175 


He was in pain. It hurt more than just the injured ribs. 


"Do you still want to fight those people? " Song Li's voice was a bit hoarse when she shouted. "To get 
revenge on those horrible people? What's wrong with your head? " 


"| know it's a hard thing to do. " Yan Heng grabbed one of her hands. "But..." 


"Don't touch me! " Song Li slammed his hand away. "Don't touch me with your sword hand! | know, it's 
the sword! Swords make you all crazy! Is martial arts really that good? Is it good for any other purpose 
than to beat and kill? What do you do with your martial arts? Farmers, pig farmers, craftsmen, they're 
all better than you! At least they feed people! What about you? What have you done? So many people 
have died and you still don't get it? You sword nerd! " 


Yan Heng closed his eyes and suffered these scoldings in silence. 


He could smell Song Li's scent on his clothes. 


However, this fragrance could not extinguish the flame that was burning in his heart. 


"lam the last 'Taoist disciple’ of the Qingcheng Sect. "Yan Heng said heavily. "If even | give up trying to 
regain my breath, it means that what the Qingcheng Sect has inherited for hundreds of years has been 
taught in vain. The Qingcheng Sect has never existed in the world. | can't just walk away quietly like this. 
| will never have peace in my heart for the rest of my life. " 


"| don't want to hear it! "Song Li covered her ears and cried, "I hate you all! | hate all martial arts 
practitioners! | hate the Wudang Sect, the Qingcheng Sect, my father, my big brother, and you! | hate 
them all! | never want to see you again! " 


She shouted and ran back into the gate of the temple. 


Yan Heng looked at her back with great reluctance. Until she disappeared into the depths of the Temple. 
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He couldn't forget the soft touch of that embrace. He knew deeply that he had given up something 
important. 


But he knew he couldn't go after her. 


He had already made up his mind. 


Yan Heng carried both swords, did not pick up the twig walking stick, endured the pain in his waist and 
ribs, and left Tai'an Temple in the dusk, step by step. He did not look back for a second time. 


The path of blood and steel had already begun in front of him. 


OOOO 


"Brother Jiang, that kid is still following us," said a Wudang disciple. 


Jiang Yunlan looked back. At the end of the Wudang expedition, a few dozen paces away, the figure in 
green was still following. 


He was following, not shadowing - he had no intention of concealing his presence. 


The team is now traveling on the courier road towards Chuanzhong. Except for a bamboo sedan and a 
mule cart at the front, the other thirty or so are on foot. There was not enough time to practice their 
martial arts on the journey, so they used the long walk to keep their bodies in shape. 


The only one who traveled in the sedan chair was the Deputy Head Master, Ye Chenyuan. He had not 
fully recovered from the dangerous battle with He Zisheng the day before. 
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The mule cart carries the body of Xi Zhaoping, the only person in the Wudang team who is unable to 
walk. The body is preserved in salt, but it is impossible to bring it back to Wudang Mountain 
undamaged. Jiang Yunlan decided to cremate him tomorrow. 


Jiang Yunlan looked at the follower behind him a few more times. 


He has been following him for a whole day and night, and he probably hasn't even had a sip of water. 


He stretched out his hand and called out, ordering the procession to stop moving forward. 


He then looked behind him and saw that the man had stopped far away. 


Jiang Yunlan walked to the side of the sedan chair and said through the bamboo curtain, " Deputy 
Headmaster, he is still there. " 


Ye Chenyuan inside the sedan chair faintly responded. 


"Should we... kill him?" Jiang Yunlan thought about it. "Jiang Yunlan thought for a moment and then 
asked. 


The sedan chair was silent for a while. Only then did Ye Chenyuan say, "Call him over. " 


Jiang Yunlan nodded. He instructed the disciple at the back. 


The disciple brought the young guy wearing a green robe and with a disheveled hair to the front of the 
sedan chair. 


It was Hou Yingzhi. Although he was tired and hungry, he still had a stubborn fighting spirit in his eyes. 
The blunt iron sword of the Qingcheng School was still at his waist. The surrounding Wudang elite 
disciples, seeing his appearance, also snickered. 
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Ye Chenyuan opened the curtain and stepped out of the sedan chair. There was no sword in his hand. 


His eyes, tattooed with spells below, looked down at Hou Yingzhi, who was slightly shorter than him. 


"What do you want? "Ye Chenyuan spread his arms out, his chest undefended. "Revenge? " 


Hou Yingzhi looked straight at Ye Chenyuan for a while. Then he hung his head, slowly pulled out the 
blunt iron sword from his waistband, kneeled down, and raised the sword over the top with both hands, 
like he wanted to offer it to Ye Chenyuan. 


"Please accept me, Hou Yingzhi, as a disciple of the Wudang School. " 


The onlookers of the Wudang immediately murmured. Ye Chenyuan raised his hand to calm them down. 


"You don't hate us? "Ye Chenyuan's stern eyes shot straight at Hou Yingzhi. Under such a gaze, it is 
impossible to lie. 


"At first, | did hate you very much," Hou Yingzhi replied. "| have lived in Mount Qingcheng for almost 
seven years. They are like my relatives. But when | saw the duel that day, | had already figured it out. " 


"Figured out what? " Jiang Yunlan asked with interest. 


"Practicing martial arts is not embroidery or weaving. "Hou Yingzhi said. "A martial arts sect is not just a 
family. A sect is a group of people who worship force and gather together to pursue the way of the 
strong. This is the soul of a martial artist. Without this spirit, there is no such thing as a martial arts sect. 
| will not go to Mount Qingcheng. " 


Jiang Yunlan was surprised. He looked at Ye Chenyuan. Ye Chenyuan was obviously listening carefully. 
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"The weak lose, and the strong win - martial artists should obey this principle in the first place. 
Otherwise, they might as well go home and embroider flowers. There is no one to blame for the defeat 
of Qingcheng Sect. Just as Senior Ye said that day: it's only because we didn't teach a few more He 
Zishengs. " 


Hou Yingzhi called out his master's name in such a direct way, obviously he had already made up his 
mind. 


"| joined the Qingcheng Sect because they promised that if | had the talent and was willing to work hard, 
they would train me to become a strong person," continued Hou Yingzhi. "But look at the result, they 
have let me down. | saw for myself people who were stronger than them. | swore to myself that | would 
become truly strong. Just like you. The best way to do that, then, is to join as one of you. " 


Ye Chenyuan pondered for a while. 


"What if | refuse to accept you? " 


"Then | will go to Wudang Mountain myself and ask your Headmaster himself once more. " Hou Yingzhi 
said categorically. 


Ye Chenyuan remained silent for a while longer, then looked at Jiang Yunlan. 


Jiang Yunlan nodded and smiled. 


--Heh heh heh, this kid... 


Ye Chenyuan reached out and picked up Hou Yingzhi's iron sword. 


The sword vibrated and stopped on Hou Yingzhi's forehead. 


Although it is a blunt sword, how is it different from a real sword in Ye Chenyuan's hands? 
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"To tell you in advance, being a disciple of the Wudang Sect is not fun. Practicing martial arts in Wudang 
Mountain is not like the girlish way you used to play. You must first consider yourself dead. Also, in the 
future, the Wudang School will be surrounded by enemies. " 


Hou Yingzhi heard this and was not bluffed, instead, his eyes showed a color of excitement. 


"Very well." He replied. 


Ye Chenyuan rarely laughed. But he burst into laughter at this moment. 


OOOO 
OOOO 


With a wave of his wrist, the blunt iron sword of the Qingcheng Sect flew away in a whirlwind, falling 
into the deep, secluded valley beside the road and disappearing. 


The sunrise sprinkled on the surface of the Weijiang, reflecting a bit of golden light. The mountain 
forests surrounding the town blew in a gust of cool air with the scent of wood leaves, which, when 
inhaled into the nose, invigorated people's spirits and gave them vitality. 


Jing Li used his oar as a pole, hung his bag on his left shoulder, and still carried three blades on his back 
and waistband. He walked on a rope bridge across the river, humming a strange song he had learned 
from the southern islands, and striding across the bridge. The strings of exotic ornaments on his chest 
swayed with his steps. 


After crossing the bridge, Jing Li walked up the riverside path, crossing the rows of houses. 


At this moment, he saw two figures waiting for him at the entrance of an alley. 
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It's Yan Heng. He was accompanied by Huang Erji, the carpenter who had helped bury the Qingcheng 
swordsmen yesterday. 


Yan Heng hangs the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords behind his back: the long Dragon Thorn 
hangs diagonally on his back, with the hilt protruding from his right shoulder; the short sword Tiger 
Blade is attached horizontally to his back waist, with the hilt facing left. Both swords have newly made 
rough scabbards, which are in fact just two long pieces of wood, tightly wrapped with thin linen ropes, 
and were hastily made for him by Huang Erji last night. 


Yan Heng had already changed into a clean and neat blue-dyed cloth robe with a dark-flower Ruyi cloud 
pattern woven into it, and used a cloth belt to bind his wrists and legs, and a pair of straw shoes were 
also new. Her hair was combed into a neat bun, and he was holding a bamboo hat for traveling. His 
whole body looked full of vigor. 


Jing Lisaw Yan Heng's expression and knew that he would have another companion from now on. 


"How much silver do you have on you? "Yan Heng's first question was this. 


Jing Li scratched his long braided hair, then put down his oar and searched in his bag for a while, and 
grabbed out a pile of silver coins. There were only three silver ingots of five taels, the rest were broken 
silver, and there were also two strings of copper coins. 


Yan Heng took them and only returned the strings of coins to Jing Li, giving the rest of the silver to 
Huang Er Ji. 


"Take good care of her. "Yan Heng said. 


"Young warrior, no need...it's fine if we don't have this...our town, for the sake of the Qingcheng Sect's 
kindness..." 


"Take it. " Yan Heng said and pushed the silver back to Huang Erji. His voice was different from 
yesterday. It was even different from a few days ago, when he came down the mountain to the Five 
Mile Pavilion. 
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--There was the majesty of a swordsman in it. 


As soon as Huang Erji heard this, he stopped talking and obediently wrapped up the silver in the 
sweatband around his waist. 


Yan Heng didn't say another word, and walked off in the direction of the town. After taking a few steps, 
he turned back to look at Jing Li, who was still standing at the same spot. 


"Brother Jing, why don't you go? " 


Jing Li smiled, shrugged his shoulders, and took up the oar again, walking side by side with Yan Heng. 


After walking for a while, Jing Li suddenly said: 


"You are the first one. " 


"What do you mean? "Yan Heng didn't understand. 


"In this year, | have followed the footsteps of the Wudang sect, and | have met many other remaining 
disciples. There are at least a dozen of them. "Jing Li was walking while looking at the golden river on the 
right side of the path. "Every one of them, | have asked to come with me. No one. Not a single one of 
them had the guts to walk this path. " 


He looked at Yan Heng. 


"You are the first. " 


Yan Heng meditated for a while. 
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"| must not be the last. " he said. "As long as the Wudang Sect doesn't stop, there must be others like us. 
And we will find them. " 


Jing Li laughed. 


Yan Heng did not use his cane again. The wound had not healed yet, and every step he took hurt, but he 
still held his chest out and followed Jing Li's big, fast pace, not lagging behind in the slightest. 


After leaving the town, they walked on the mountain road for a long time and arrived at the archway at 
the back of Qingcheng Mountain. 


Yan Heng turned his head back and looked up at the towering, verdant mountains. 


He knelt down and paid his respects to the mountain before getting up and continuing on his journey 
with Jing Li. 


"Where are we going now? " Yan Heng asked. 


"Wudang has sent so many people on an expedition to Sichuan, they won't just challenge Mount 
Qingcheng and leave. "Jing Li looked towards the south as he said, "The next destination will 
undoubtedly be Emei Mountain. " 


"Then we will go straight to Emei Mountain. "Yan Heng looked in the same direction as him, his eyes 
filled with excitement. 


"Don't be mistaken. "Jing Li sighed. "| know that you have already made up your mind to take revenge. 
But with your current strength, any one of the thirty or so good fighters from the Wudang Sect could kill 
you. If we meet Ye Chenyuan, even you and | will die for sure. If we want to defeat the Wudang Sect, it 
will probably be a matter of eight or ten years. " 
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Yan Heng knew that he was too exuberant and hung his head. "| understand, so we're not going to 
Emei? " 


"Of course we will go! " Jing Li said with a smile. "Let's see how the Wudang Sect's martial arts will fare 
against Emei's spear skills. If we want to defeat the Wudang Sect, we have to understand it first. The 
more you know, the better, but just watch, and be very careful. After killing Xi Zhaoping, they must have 
expected us to follow them. " 


Yan Heng nodded as he listened. He reminded himself again that every step he took every day from now 
on would be a dangerous path. 


"There is one more thing that | must say beforehand. "Jing Li said again. "In the future, if you meet 
someone from the Wudang School, if you see a taiji pattern embroidered on his robe, you don't have to 
think about anything but one word: run away! " 


Yan Heng remembered that Ye Chenyuan's black robe had that mark on the chest. 


"Why? " 


Jing Li frowned, his fingers scratched the beard on his chin, grinning with his teeth: 


"That pattern marking means that that person knows the most terrifying martial arts of the Wudang 
School. " 


Yan Heng asked, "What is it? " 


"Tai Chi. " 


Above the northern foot of Wudang Mountain, there is a group of nearly three hundred halls of great 
magnificence, and it is the "Yuzhen Palace" the headquarters of the Wudang Sect. The landscape with 
water in the front and mountains in the back is like a majestic city guarding the mountain range, so it is 
also known as the "Yellow Earth City". 
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"The central main hall of Yuzhen Palace, the "Zhenxian Hall", stands majestically on a lofty platform, and 
its broad and high-rising roof has an overwhelming atmosphere, which makes people feel the urge to 
worship it from afar. 


In the center of the temple, a huge copper cast and gilt statue of Zhen Wu Da Di is enshrined. The god of 
true martial arts dressed in cloth cassock and grass shoes, with loose hair and sword, his feet on the 
back of the turtle and the snake, just like the brave god of war in the ancient times of northern China. 
The face of this statue was cast according to the appearance of Zhang Sanfeng, the patriarch of the 
Wudang School. 


In front of the statue of Zhenwu, there is a dark brown boardwalk, clean and spotless. Warm sunlight 
shines in through the open windows beside the temple, creating a tranquil and solemn atmosphere. 


In the temple there is a single man, wearing only a pair of snow-white silk trousers, his upper body and 
feet are naked, no bun on his head, the shiny, soft, straight hair is simply combed and tied behind his 
back. 


From the back view, this person seems to be quite young, with healthy and smooth fair skin, without a 
trace of wrinkles and marks. The body is slender and lean, without any fat, and that streamlined and 
perfect body shape reminds one of a swimming fish in the river or the sea. 


The man stood in a very low horse stance and began to exercise boxing. His movements were 
sometimes as slow as a floating cloud, and then he suddenly released short bursts of punching energy; 
the posture of his body was sometimes as dexterous as a snake, and sometimes as light and swift as a 
crane. During a move, the wrist and arm seem to be as soft as cotton wool, but there is a hidden 
viciousness. 


The man's punches became faster and faster, but he didn't shout or exhale, it seemed effortless. The 
two movements of the snake and the crane kept exchanging, and the attacks with their palms became 
more and more fierce, and there was no warning in every blow. The moves are continuous, but there is 
a kind of dance beauty - especially from such an elegant person. 


Suddenly a flying dove flew in through the west window of the palace. The man gently spread his left 
palm, and the dove flew into his palm and stopped. 
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The pigeon had a small paper roll tied to its claws. 


The man's palm suddenly vibrated. The pigeon was surprised and wanted to take off, but unexpectedly 
the man's palm sank slightly, and the pigeon could not fly up because its feet were like stepping on 
empty space, and there was no place for them to exert their strength. 


The pigeon's claws and toes still did not leave the skin of the palm, and it kept flapping its wings, but it 
still could not take off. 


--It was as if there was an invisible force in the man's palm that held it in place. The man's perception of 
the force, and his ability to unload and neutralize it, was as subtle as the weight of a dove on the 
ground, astonishing. 


The man seemed to be tired of playing with the dove. He wrapped the dove gently in his palm and 
unrolled the paper roll on its feet before letting it fly away. 


The paper roll was only about the size of a cubic inch when it was opened. 


There was nothing on it but two words written on it: Qingcheng. There were also two strokes on it, with 
a red cross. 


The red color is not cinnabar. 


The man looked at the paper for a while, then squeezed the paper into a small ball in his hand and sat 
down on his knees in front of the statue of Emperor Zhenwu. The fist holding the paper ball was resting 
under his chin, and he was still in deep meditation. 


The afternoon sun continued to shine on him. He was motionless. 


Emperor Zhenwu, who wielded his sword to defeat demons, seemed to be looking down at this man. 
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A very huge horizontal plaque hangs high on the top of the temple above the statue of Zhenwu. 


The plaque uses thick and vigorous strokes to write four large characters: 


Invincible under the Heavens. 
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Afterword 


Initially, | wanted to be a martial arts novelist. 


| thought it was the most natural thing to do: if you like to read something, you will naturally want to 
write about it. 


| still remember clearly that the first time | read a martial arts novel from cover to cover was in the sixth 
grade of primary school. That little book is called "The Last Seven Blows", one of the episodes in Long 
Chengfeng's "Snow Sword Prodigal Son Long Cheng Bi" series. It was a bagged novel published by Global 
Books, a subsidiary of The New Paper - it published many works by Gu Long, Ni Kuang, Huang Ying, Feng 
Jia, etc., and there were often advertisements for "Jasper Pearl" or "Purple Golden Pill" on the back 
cover. To put it bluntly, it was pure Pulp Fiction at the time. 


——| still own a copy of this book, which is stored in my bookcase at home. 


Then came junior high school, where | was most fascinated by Huang Ying's "The Transformation of the 
Silkworm". It should be the first martial arts novel in Hong Kong history that was adapted from a TV 
series script. | heard that Huang Ying himself is one of the screenwriters. 


| read the novel "The Transformation of the Silkworm" several years after the TV series was aired. 
Whether it’s a TV series or a novel, | still have an unforgettable impression to this day. 


| kept listening to the theme song of "The Transformation of the Silkworm" while writing this book. 


Lu Guozhan's lyrics: "Although | know that this mountain is full of tigers; if you are timid, you are not a 
hero, and you will never stop"; "Be a hero all your life, and never believe in fate... Let me climb the 
dangerous peak, and then compare myself to the sky!" That feeling. It is very consistent with the story of 
"The Poetry of Martial Arts Madness". 


——Now that | think about it, this is no coincidence. The profound influence of lyrics on me has actually 
existed for a long time. 
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The middle school | attended had a very open school spirit. A row of bookshelves in the school library 
were filled with popular popular novels, and martial arts books accounted for most of them. At that 
time, the project of devouring novels by Jin Yong and Gu Long began. 


Of course | don’t need to describe how great these two names are. 


The purpose of writing this lot of old things is to explain: | am able to write this book today only because 
of the milk provided by many martial arts seniors. Whether they are famous or not so famous; those 
who write novels, screenwriters or lyricists. 


| salute you all. | am a warrior. At least, it used to be. 


In the world of traditional martial arts novels, "martial arts" are often just a concrete symbol of the 
characters’ abilities and even power, and force is just a tool or means for them to achieve their goals 
(such as personal grudges, national struggles, fame, wealth and power). 


| know many real martial artists, and their ideas are much simpler: they practice martial arts just 
because they like it - they like the satisfaction of perfecting their skills, and they like the sense of 
existence of pushing their own potential to the limit. 


Of course, there is also the pursuit of the "strongest" dream. 


It sounds like writing a novel. But this is indeed the case in reality: of all the warriors who have really 
worked hard and trained, | am afraid that there is no one who has not imagined that he will become the 
"strongest". Even if it’s just a fleeting thought. Even in the end, only a handful of elites could persevere 
on this dangerous path. 


——The world champion is the one left out of the millions of people who have dreamed of being "the 
strongest". 


This book is titled "Poetry of Martial Arts Madness", and it is precisely to describe this very human 
feeling. Although the theme of "revenge" runs throughout the book, the cause of hatred is still the 
pursuit of the "strongest" warrior's obsession. 
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The setting of the story was chosen to start from the most classic world of martial arts, also to match 
this theme: in my mind, martial arts should be like this. 


Looking back, I'm actually a little lucky that when | first entered the industry, | didn't insist on writing 
martial arts novels. Otherwise, | am afraid that | may fall into the path of seriously imitating some of my 
predecessors. 


Over the years, | have written many self-contained genres, and | have gradually discovered a little bit of 
my personal style. Now that | have come around in a circle, | finally feel more confident and write "Qiao 
Jingfu's Martial Arts Novels." 


——Although, | still write on the shoulders of the great giant "Martial Arts Tradition". 


(For the seniors mentioned above, honorifics are omitted.) 


Qiao Jingfu 


October 10, 2008 


Poem of Martial Arts Madness Author: Qiao Jingfu 
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Volume 2: Battle Hymn of Shu Capital 


Therefore, the army is established by deception, moved by advantage, and divided and combined as a 
change. 


Therefore, it is as fast as the wind, as slow as the forest, as plundering as the fire, and as motionless as 
the mountain. 


It's as hard to know as the clouds, and it moves like thunder. 


——"Sun Tzu-Military Struggle Chapter 7" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 12 Chapter 1: The Leopard Room 
Imperial Competition 


Beijing. The West Garden of the Imperial City. 


It is a huge iron cage, eight feet high, four feet wide and one foot square. The iron branches all over the 
body are painted gold, and various cast flower ornaments are nailed to the upper and lower octagonal 
corners, making it very elegant. 


In the cage, there is a vigorous leopard with spots all over its body. It looks very majestic and is pacing in 
circles. That graceful and proud step carries a wild energy that is terrifying. 


The place where the iron cage is placed is an extremely gorgeous palace, with exquisitely carved beams, 
pillars and walls, and banners and statues from distant countries are arranged everywhere. There are 
more than a dozen guards in two rows on the left and right, wearing armor and weapons, all with white 
faces and no beards. Upon closer inspection, it turns out that they are all eunuchs, guarding an empty 
tiger-skin chair in the middle of the hall. 


These strange furnishings and layout, coupled with the huge leopard cage on the side of the hall, gave 
off an extremely weird atmosphere. 


The door on the south side of the hall is wide open, facing an open-air campus. The ground is covered 
with gray-white flat fine sand, and eighteen kinds of weapons are lined up on both sides, as well as war 
drums, gongs, flags, etc., all kinds of war weapons. All array utensils are prepared. The pointed blade of 
the spear pointed upward reflects silver light in the winter sunshine. There is no trace of dirt on the 
blade surface and it is extremely well taken care of. It can be seen that it is not only a decorative object, 
but also that the master of the palace must be a martial man. 


A group of people gathered on both sides of the school ground. There were twenty or thirty people at 
the east end, all of them tall and strong, with strong backs and strong waists. They were wearing golden 
military attache uniforms and embroidered spring swords on their belts. They were the perfect 
combination of royal guards and investigation agencies. The government and the public were frightened 
when they heard this. Jin Yiwei. 
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There were only five people standing on the other side of the school grounds at the west end. They 
were wearing dark green robes, wristbands and leggings. They were obviously civilian warriors. The first 
one was already quite old, with a handful of sparse white hair tied into a braid, revealing the wrinkles on 
his forehead, but his figure was very strong, with bulging muscles faintly visible under the green robe. 
The lower half of the old man's face was wrapped in a black scarf, and his mouth could not be seen. 


Each of these five people has a Tai Chi Liang Yi pattern embroidered on the left breast of their robes. 
The designs of four of them were embroidered with black silk thread, but only the old man used silver 
thread. 


The Jin Yiwei on the opposite side kept staring at the five green warriors from a distance with hostile 
eyes. The five people remained unmoved, standing as calm as still water. The old man stood with his 
eyes closed, his hands folded at the Dantian area under his navel, as if he was in meditation. 


Everyone in the hall and the school grounds said nothing, waiting for the owner of the high position to 
appear. 


After waiting for a long time, a call came from the side of the hall: 


" The Great King of Celebration, Honorable Royalty, Yuyu! " 


The eunuch guards in the palace, the guards in royal robes on the school grounds, and the five warriors 
in green all knelt down towards the chair at the same time. 


A procession appeared from that side door. First, eight eunuchs also dressed as guards opened the way; 
then there were more than a dozen male and female actors wearing brocade robes of various colors, 
with their faces painted in seven colors or wearing strange masks, holding flower spears, rattan rings, 
There were colored balls and other things; then there were several monks from the Western Regions 
wearing tall hats like cock combs, all with round and slender faces, and expressions that seemed to be 
smiling but not smiling. At first glance, this procession almost gives the impression that it is a busking 
team on a street festival parade. 


Finally, four people appeared. The first one was a seven-foot tall, gallant military officer, who walked 
like a tiger with every step he took. His face was covered with old scars, especially on one cheek and ear, 


there were scars of arrows piercing through, which were particularly conspicuous, and he could be 
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guessed to be a brave general of the border defense who had fought and killed in the sea of swords and 
arrows. 


The second man, also wearing the Jinyiwei gold-colored "flying fish suit", but much more elaborate and 
expensive than those on the field of the guards' clothing, and waist without a sword. A middle-aged face 
is fair and clean, with a smile, very easy to make people feel good. His stance was a little less powerful 
than the general in front of him, but he had a confident demeanor that made him seem to be in a higher 
position of power. 


The third person at the end stepped out accompanied by a very beautiful looking pregnant woman. 


This man is only twenty-three or four years old, with a long and thin face, wearing a monk's robe, with 
only a five-colored shawl slung over his upper body, revealing his bare right shoulder and arm under the 
cold sky, but look closely at his crown and boots, all of which are made of fine gold fabrics and are 
extremely luxurious, which does not go well with that casual monk's uniform. Although this young man 
was long and thin, his exposed shoulders and arms were solidly muscled, suggesting that he was a very 
active man. His face has a kind of cynical frivolity, coupled with this figure and rapid pace, people feel 
that in his body, there is endless energy. 


The powerful military officer and the leader of the Jinyiwei stood on either side of the tiger-skin chair. 
The young man did not sit down immediately, but walked to the leopard cage and admired his pet for a 
while before jumping onto the chair. 


As soon as he stepped into the chair, all the people inside and outside the hall shouted "Long live the 
emperor". 


This energetic but ridiculously dressed young man was no other than Emperor Zhu Houzhao of the 
Zhengde Dynasty. The name "Da Qing Fa Wang" is his self-appointed title. 


It is well known that the emperor is good at martial arts. The two men accompanying him at the 
moment are also favored for their martial arts. The white-faced one is Qian Ning, the left governor of 
the Jinyiwei army, who has been a great favorite of the Emperor for many years. Originally he was just a 
domestic slave of the eunuch Qian Neng, but he was recognized by the Emperor for his excellent 
shooting skills and became his constant companion, rising up through the ranks and being given the 
state name of "Emperor's concubine son". In the beginning, Qian Ning belonged to the faction of the 
treacherous eunuch Liu Jin, and it was he who advocated the construction of this "Leopard Room "1 to 
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the Emperor; a few years ago, Liu Jin was executed, and not only was Qian Ning spared, but he also 
became a more and more powerful official. 


[Note (1): Ming Wuzong (Emperor Zhengde) was young and energetic, and did not like to live in the 
deep palace. In the second year of Zhengde (1507), he began to build a "new house" outside the Xihua 
Gate of the Forbidden City, also known as the "Leopard House", which is in line with the imperial palace. 
The connection is a palace dedicated to his private pleasure and indulgence in wine and sex. From then 
on, Emperor Wu Zong lived in the "Bao Fang" all the time except when he left Beijing for inspection 
tours. He died here in the sixteenth year of Zhengde (1521). J 


Another general Jiang Bin, originally a small guerrilla officer from Xuanfu, Guanwai, they met a year ago, 
when he was transferred to the capital with the border troops to quell the chaos. His brave appearance 
and rich combat experience were very popular with the emperor, and he was also favored by the 
emperor from then on. As a long-time servant to the emperor, he was quickly promoted to the 
commander of the Jinyi Guards, and he also led a group of personal soldiers to be stationed in the 
capital. 


The emperor waved and signaled the two eunuchs to take the beautiful pregnant woman to retreat first, 
and then looked at the five green-clothed warriors on the school field. 


The old man led the four of them to the door of the palace and knelt down. 


"Insolent! "Qian Ning raised one eyebrow, "Why do you hide your face when you are here to see His 
Majesty? " 


Shi Xinghao raised his head slightly, and his left hand gently lifted the black scarf. 


Only to see Shi Xing Hao's mouth, the lower lip had been hit by something, cracking an inverted 
triangular wound almost to the bottom of the chin, the teeth and gums of the lower row of front teeth 
were exposed, looking like a skeleton ghost, very horrifying. 


"The teacher suffered from an old injury and his appearance is ugly. | was afraid that | would be 
disrespectful to His Majesty, so | covered it up. | beg for forgiveness." 
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Qian Ning was shocked when he saw Shi Xinghao's split mouth, but he didn't know whether to ask him 
to cover his face again. He secretly observed the emperor's expression to gauge his reaction. 


The emperor didn't take it seriously, but looked at Shi Xinghao's wounds with interest. " All of you stand 
up. This is not the palace, we are all good martial artists, no need to be formal. How did you get this 
wound? Did you fight with some fierce beasts? " 


Shi Xinghao stood up together with everyone. He lowered his head and handed over his hands: "This 
was more than ten years ago when | was injured by a fellow disciple's mistake while practicing martial 
arts." He smiled as he spoke. Because of the wound on his chin, every word he spoke seemed to carry a 
strange windy sound. 


"So, he is better than you?" the emperor asked again with a smile. 


"Shi Mou's murderous nature rose up when he was struck, and then he lost his temper. "Shi Xing Hao 
raised his head and face slightly, and dared to look directly at the Emperor. " | go to clean the grave of 
this fellow disciple every year. " 


The emperor heard two eyes bright, look excited, palms in the tiger skin covered chair handle back and 
forth rubbing. 


"| can't wait. " 


Qian Ning understood and immediately raised his palm. 


"Prepare for the competition! " 


The Wudang Faction and the Jinyiwei each retreated to either side of the schoolyard. At the same time, 
four eunuchs and guards each held a corner of a tiger-skin chair and lifted the chair, along with the 
emperor on it, to the front door of the hall, so that he could watch the contest more clearly. 
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Qian Ning gave a wink to the guards on the field. The guards immediately nodded, and one of them 
stepped out in front of the crowd. He was the tallest and strongest of the dozens of guards, slightly 
more formidable than Jiang Bin. A colleague took off his golden robe for him, revealing a short black 
martial arts uniform underneath. He pinched his two big fists full of thick calluses and stomped to the 
center of the field. 


This person's name is Du Yanfeng, and he comes from the Bagua Sect, one of the famous "Nine Sects". 
His boxing and martial arts are among the best among the "Han General"(2) masters of the Beijing Jinyi 
Guard. After being personally evaluated by Master Qian Ning, he represents all Jinyi Guards in this 
imperial competition. 


[Note @): The Jinyi Guards have the position of "General of the Han Dynasty". They are not generals 
who actually lead troops in war, but are muscular palace guards who serve as personal guards in order 
to enhance the dignity of the court. The assessment is very strict and requires a strength of more than 
350 kilograms. It was first established during the reign of Taizu, and by the middle of the Ming Dynasty, 
the number of Jinyiwei "General Camp" expanded to thousands. J] 


Du Yanfeng's posture and expression were calm and composed. He was not nervous about performing 
in front of the emperor. He seemed to be in good condition. Qian Ning was secretly satisfied when he 
saw it. 


On the other side, the representative of the five Wudang Clan who participated in the battle was also 
the tallest and strongest one. 


This man had a shaved head and a body like a ferocious bear. He was actually slightly taller than Du 
Yanfeng. He lifted up the hem of his robe and tucked it at the side of his belt, revealing two strong thighs 
that seemed not much thinner than a woman's waist. But... This man's standing posture is a bit weird, 
his chest is sunken, and his back and shoulders are as high as tortoise shells, making him feel slightly 
sluggish. 


Qian Ning had long noticed that there was such a giant in the Wudang sect who was at odds with Du 
Yanfeng, but he never expected that it would be him who would fight. He heard that the Wudang sect's 
martial arts always advocated using softness to control hardness and leveraging force to achieve 
strength, but this man looked like a master of external hard skills. 
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This Wudang disciple walked into the field, half-kneeled towards the emperor, and called out his name: 


"Chu Lantian, a disciple of the Wudang Sect's "Turtle Suppressing Way". 


The emperor nodded and asked Chu Lantian to stand up. He felt even more excited when he saw the 
boxers on both sides were of equal size. 


"Guess which side will win? "The Emperor was so excited that he rolled his shoulders and made a fist 
with his right hand and beat it on his left palm. "We'll see. " 


Qian Ning smiled: "Du Yanfeng is my subordinate... | am embarrassed to say it." But he was full of 
confidence in his heart - he had only seen Du Yanfeng demonstrate the "Bagua Shen Lei Palm" a few 
days ago, easily breaking through half a foot. The power of thick stone tablets. 


As for the general Jiang Bin on the other side, he looked at the two people on the school field coldly, but 
said nothing. 


Chu Lantian and Du Yanfeng stood more than ten paces apart on the field. Chu Lantian bowed his head 
and saluted, while Du Yanfeng only nodded slightly in return. After all, he had been a guard for many 
years, and he was very contemptuous of this kind of commoners in the mountains. 


At the side of the field, Shi Xinghao had his arms folded in front of his chest and was watching the field 
closely, seemingly quite nervous. When Qian Ning saw this, he was even more pleased. 


The Emperor smiled and raised his palm. 


Qian Ning immediately called: "The contest begins! " 


The two fighters in the arena immediately set up their stances. Du Yanfeng set up a "seven star step", 
left hand open palm forward probe, right hand cupped fist held behind the ear, is the standard bagua 
door "night battle step"; Chu Lantian is two feet in front of the arrow back bow, a pair of large palms 
lightly set up in the height of the chest, is completely invite the gentleman into the embrace of the 
posture. 
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Du Yanfeng, being a descendant of a famous family, naturally knew the characteristics of Wudang's 
"Taijiquan", so how would he easily enter from the center and let his opponent get entangled? He 
measured Chu Lantian's body posture, judging its speed footwork must not be fast. 


And footwork, is the Bagua Sect martial arts essence. 


With their own strengths, attack their shortcomings. The art of war is not a two-way street. 


Du Yanfeng slightly lifted his leg, the sole of his foot was only half a minute off the ground, and his foot 
was like slipping on the surface of an icy lake, swiftly and without warning. With the Eight Square Steps, 
which he had practiced no less than a million times, he circled around Chu Lantian's right side and back, 
and threw out a backhanded crashing fist at the weak spot between his ear and the back of his head! 


Chu Lantian did not need to turn his body around, his right arm was already pushed out to the side to 
block the punch. 


However, before Du Yanfeng's fist was finished, it was like a willow branch that bounced back, it was a 
false strike to test the enemy, his footsteps were still not stopping, he continued to circle around Chu 
Lantian's back, and at the same time, sent out two consecutive punches to attack. 


The Bagua Sect's unarmed boxing was originally specialized in using the palm more than the fist. The 
power of the palm strike is deep and long, but the closing of the hand is slower. Du Yanfeng had already 
calculated that when facing the Wudang boxing style, it is most avoidable for the opponent to take over 
the hand and stick to it, so he switched to using the fist which is quick in coming out and quick in closing, 
so that the opponent can't get a hand on the hand. 


Sure enough, these two punches forced Chu Lantian to defend. However, Du Yanfeng's fist was 
immediately withdrawn with one strike, Chu Lantian could not stick to his fist arm at all, and he was 
unable to perform any Tai Chi move. 


Du Yanfeng continued to attack Chu Lantian's body with the tactic of swimming long and long. This was 
a tactic he had planned long ago: attack without interruption, leaving the opponent with no choice but 
to parry, while he would be in an invincible position first. If you are lucky enough to hit one of the 
moves, you will naturally win beautifully; even if you just keep fighting like this, the emperor will call a 


stop as soon as he sees it. He is attacking the whole game, and he is obviously the winner. 
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Qian Ning saw Du Yanfeng's tactical thoughts and smiled and felt relieved. 


Chu Lantian didn't look anxious at all, he just turned around silently to parry, as if he was cooperating 
with Du Yanfeng's performance. 


Shi Xinghao stared at the two people in the competition, his eyes still a little nervous. 


By this time, Du Yanfeng had mastered the rhythm of the battle and became more comfortable with it. 
He was determined to show off his martial arts skills in front of the emperor, so he shouted loudly. This 
time, he punched four times in a row from four angles. The sound of his fists breaking through the wind 
was Clearly audible! 


"Almost." Shi Xinghao murmured softly. 


Du Yanfeng's first three punches went smoothly. But after the fourth punch was thrown, he couldn't 
take it back. 


This punch was originally aimed at Chu Lantian's ear, but Chu Lantian moved aside and missed him. 


This was the first time Chu Lantian moved to dodge without blocking - this revealed that his body and 
footwork were faster and more agile than Du Yanfeng's. 


Chu Lantian didn't just dodge - while dodging the attack, he moved his head and neck and clamped Du 
Yanfeng's fist up and down with his cheek and shoulder! 


——The emperor shouted "Ah" at this time. Seeing this scene, he mistakenly thought that Du Yanfeng's 
fist had hit Chu Lantian's head and face. 


Du Yanfeng quickly descended from his horse and used all his strength to pull his fist back. 
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The opponent concentrates all his strength - this is the situation that Tai Chi boxers most want to 
encounter. 


Not only did Chu Lantian not pull Du Yanfeng hard, but he shook his waist and shoulders and pushed the 
other person's arm back towards him. 


When Du Yanfeng pulled hard, not only did he encounter no resistance, but he was pushed forward by 
the force of the trend. He was pulled empty, lost his balance and fell backwards. 


——lf a mortal loses his balance and falls to one side, his body will naturally react and try to restore 
balance in the opposite direction. Du Yanfeng was a warrior, so his reaction was even more rapid and 
intense. As soon as he fell backward, his body immediately leaned forward. 


Chu Lantian caught Du Yanfeng's reaction very accurately. He released his fist with his head and 
shoulders, reached out with his right hand and grabbed the skirt of Du Yanfeng's clothes, and pulled 
hard along with his leaning forward. 


Du Yanfeng couldn't fall back just now, and then his body fell forward again. He hurriedly took a step, 
holding on with all his strength, trying to stop his body. 


Chu Lantian completely grasps the opponent's center of gravity and power flow. His hand that grabbed 
the hem of his clothes now used Du Yanfeng's strength to push him and send him diagonally backwards. 


Du Yanfeng staggered, constantly trying to stabilize his balance, but every time he seemed to be about 
to stand still, he was cleverly pulled or pushed by Chu Lantian, tilting him to the other direction. 


Du Yanfeng complained in his heart. He had a subjective illusion that the ground on the school ground 
suddenly turned into the deck of a boat with strong winds and waves, causing him to stagger around 
and even feel dizzy. 


Of course the earth will not move, this is actually Chu Lantian's "Taijiquan" listening to the force @), 
constantly destroying and disrupting his center of gravity balance. For this great expert who prided 
himself on his Baguazhang Quan footwork, this was an unimaginable disadvantage in his life! 
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Note (3): For details of "Listening to the Energy", see "Lectures on the Great Taoist Boxing Sword 
Academy - No. 7". 


In the eyes of the Emperor Zhengde and others, Chu Lantian only used one hand to grab Du Yanfeng's 
lapel, without any big action to generate energy, and then controlled this Jinyiwei expert like a puppet in 
his palm, shaking that strong body around, as if it were a juggling act. The emperor watched with a 
flutter of color, and unconsciously leaned forward, very fascinated. 


As for Qian Ning beside him, his face became paler than usual, and his customary smile had 
disappeared. 


Seeing His Majesty's reaction, Shi Xing Hao said softly, "Enough. " 


Chu Lantian nodded slightly upon hearing this. He threw his right hand forcefully, Du Yanfeng was like a 
paper man with his feet facing the sky, the whole person was turned upside down, and the back of his 
head was thrown to the ground; at the same time, Chu Lantian sunk down his horse stance, and his left 
elbow pressed Du Yanfeng's face hard downward. 


This is the "Tai Chi Fist Technique": "Pull out its roots and cut it down". 


The Jinyiwei on the sidelines could not help but cry out in shock... 


Du Yanfeng's head suddenly stopped a few inches above the ground. 


It was Chu Lantian's right hand that pulled him back in time. On the other hand, his left elbow stopped 
only two inches in front of Du Yanfeng's nose, and did not move. 


--If this fall with the weight of his whole body and with the back of his head as the point of contact had 
really fallen down, followed by that heavy elbow, it would be strange if a big pile of brains would not be 
left on the sandy soil of the schoolyard. 
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——tThe "Tai Chi" set of "four or two moves of a thousand catties" stunt is a hundred times more 
terrifying when performed by a giant like Chu Lantian with the power of a thousand catties! 


Chu Lantian lifted the dumbfounded Du Yanfeng up to a standing position with one arm, then let go of 
his clothes, stepped back a few steps, and saluted with an arched fist. 


"| apologize! "Then Chu Lantian knelt down again towards the Emperor. He looked blank, as if he had no 
feeling for this victory. 


Shi Xinghao and the other three disciples of the "Turtle Town Tao" also knelt down to the Emperor at 
the same time. 


All the Jinyiwei were dumbfounded by this " Tai Chi" technique. Only then did they realize that the 
Emperor had already forgotten himself and stood down from his chair, so they hastened to kneel down 
as well. 


Emperor Zhengde waved his hand, signaling all the Jinyiwei and Wudang disciples to retreat, and invited 
Shi Xinghao to enter the hall alone. 


All the accompanying monks and actors also retired. The eunuchs and guards pulled the front doors 
closed, and carried the tiger-skin chair back to the main seat of the hall for the emperor to sit down. The 
emperor ordered the eunuchs to give seats to Qian Ning, Jiang Bin and Shi Xing Hao. 


The emperor looked excited and flushed, obviously very satisfied with the competition. When Qian Ning 
saw this, his heart was relieved. 


But the first thing the emperor said was: "Shi Xinghao, you are so bold, you have deceived me. " 


However, Shi Xinghao's face was calm: "I don't understand. " 


"Just now, | clearly saw that you looked a little nervous during the competition; however, my Jinyiwei's 
choice of thousands of people, in front of your disciple, is like a child. " 
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"What | was worried about just now was that my disciple would lose his temper and hurt that Lord Du. " 
Shi Xing Hao arched his fist and smiled. 


These words sounded very harsh to Qian Ning's ears. 


The emperor, however, laughed heartily. "Which rank does your disciple surnamed Chu belong to in the 
Wudang Sect? " 


"Chu Lantian has learned 'Tai Chi Fist' and is considered to be the top level disciple, but his sword skills 
are a bit inferior." "Master Xinghao replied respectfully. "There are only about thirty people on Wudang 
Mountain who are as capable as he is. " 


"Thirty people! " the Emperor's eyes widened. "If there are thirty such experts in my army, I'm afraid 
they are better than thousands of troops! Do you think so, Jiang Bin? " 


Jiang Bin had always been able to speak well in front of the Emperor, but today, when he saw the 
presence of the Wudang Sect, he was actually silent all day. At this moment, the emperor named the 
question, he had to answer: "The battlefield emphasizes the mobilization of troops, mutual echo 
cooperation, | think with this martial arts individual fighting skills, are two different things. " 


"What Mr. Jiang said is very true. " Shi Xing Hao said, his wrinkled but brilliant eyes looking straight at 
Jiang Bin. "Not to mention the fact that to train thirty such martial artists would take many times more 
effort and years than training an army of a thousand. It is not cost-effective to use martial arts for 
military affairs. " 


Jiang Bin heard a stunned. He was originally a brave general who had won a lot of honors, and after 
being favored by the emperor, he was even more proud both in the imperial court and in the field, so 
how had he ever been subjected to the temper of such a cloth-clothed martial artist? But this Wudang 
Deputy Grandmaster in front of him exudes an aura that he has never encountered on the battlefield of 
the border. Coupled with the fact that this person seems to be very much appreciated by the emperor, 
Jiang Bin did not make a scene. 
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"Shi Xing Hao. "The Emperor added: "You are the Deputy Head of the Wudang Sect, so how does Chu 
Lantian compare to you? " 


"In front of me, Chu Lantian can't last more than ten strokes. "Shi Xing Hao said lightly. 


"Ten moves? It's hard to imagine! " The emperor was very happy, looking Shi Xinghao up and down. He 
also looked around at Qian Ning, Jiang Bin and the eunuchs. "So... if you want to assassinate me now, no 
one in this 'Lleopard Room' can stop you, and | will die for sure? " 


When Qian Ning and Jiang Bin heard this, they were shocked and looked at Shi Xing Hao. 


At this moment, they suddenly felt something wrong all over. There was a sense of danger that they 
didn't know where it came from. 


Even the eunuch guards sensed it. A few of them even put their hands on the hilt of their swords. 


The leopard in the giant cage suddenly roared. The leopard's eyes stared straight at Shi Xinghao, and its 
body lunged twice or thrice towards the iron branches on the side of the cage, hitting its forehead so 
hard that it lost some hair and bled. 


Shi Xinghao just sat with a smile on his face, not answering the emperor's question. 


--But the dangerous pressure was clearly radiating from him. 


--It was like a wild animal. 


Not long after, the pressure disappeared. Qian Ning drew a breath and rose angrily from his chair. 


"How dare you! " 
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"What are you arguing about? " Emperor Zhengde shouted. A eunuch came forward and wiped the cold 
sweat from the Emperor's forehead with a silk scarf. The Emperor was not angry, but rather amused - 
the thrill of cold sweat was something he had never experienced before. "I started this joke, | don't 
blame him. " 


Qian Ning sat down with an embarrassed face. The emperor called for a cup of warm wine, drank it all in 
one gulp, and asked Shi Xinghao: "Wudang school martial arts is so marvelous, can | learn? "He pointed 
to the leopard cage, "Don't underestimate my skill. | have also captured such a fierce leopard single- 
handedly. " 


Shi Xing Hao arched his fist: "Your Majesty's vitality, is extraordinary, if you study hard, what art can't be 
accomplished? However, the practice of martial arts, it is necessary to concentrate, in order to enter the 
realm of greatness. The emperor has his own way, if you teach him martial arts, it will definitely distract 
his mind diverting his efforts to rule, and | am afraid it will not be a good thing for the world. " 


The emperor was quite disappointed. "Then, you leave a few Wudang high disciples here, long-term 
accompaniment to serve me, how? " 


Shi Xing Hao still shook his head. "Just now your majesty has already personally seen the gap between 
Mr. Du and our disciples, but this is really not Mr. Du's fault. If you think of a martial artist, once he joins 
the government, he will have a lot of official duties, where can he find the time and energy to pursue 
the ultimate of martial arts? " 


He pointed a finger at the huge leopard cage. 


"Once a fierce mountain leopard lives in a cage, it is just a pet. " 


As Shi Xing Hao spoke, his eyes intentionally or unintentionally looked at Qian Ning and Jiang Bin. The 
cracked mouth smiled strangely. 


Jiang Bin's face was solemn and those scars were red and shiny. The straight temper of a military 
general could not help but flare up. 
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"I'd like to see how ferocious Deputy Head Master Shi will be when he faces thousands of Tartars on 
horseback when he arrives at the border. " 


Shi Xinghao arched his hands towards Jiang Bin. Hearing this, he had a little more respect for this 
magnificent military official, but he did not look at Qian Ning anymore. 


Qian Ning was even more furious than Jiang Bin - he had just taken over the Jinyiwei, and wanted to use 
this competition to make a mark in front of the Emperor; but these savages from the Wudang 
Mountains had made him look bad again and again. However, with the presence of the Emperor, he 
could only sit on his chair and endure. 


Brave Jiang Bin was able to approach the emperor a year ago, it is by Qian Ning that he was introduced, 
and now Jiang Bin has turned into a rival to compete with him for favor, Qian Ning is already very 
worried; now see the people of the Wudang school, whose bravery is a hundred times better than that 
of Jiang Bin, and the emperor is obviously very much in favor of it, so Qian Ning is even more worried. 
However, after hearing that Shih Xing Hao had repeatedly refused to buy the emperor's account, Qian 
Ning was more relieved. 


The emperor was disappointed when he was rejected again. Although Emperor Zhengde was 
straightforward and fun-loving in his life, he was not a shallow monarch - he played chess with Jiang Bin 
on weekdays, and when he occasionally committed a foul, he was scolded by Jiang Bin to his face, but 
he did not get angry. At this moment he just sighed and shook his head. 


"What you said makes sense. Then you and your disciples can stay here for a while longer and let me 
appreciate some more Wudang stunts. Is this possible?" 


Master Xinghao stood up and saluted: "| obey your Majesty's order." 


The emperor then ordered the eunuchs who served him to draw up a decree, and approved that the 
"Yuzhen Palace" in Wudang Mountain would be officially under the control of the Wudang sect, and he 
would be rewarded with gold, silver, cloth and silk. Shi Xinghao knelt down to thank him for the reward, 
and then retreated with the eunuch leading the way. 


Shi Xinghao walked among the maze-like corridors of the "Leopard Room". The emperor built this palace 


with great care and thought. The palaces are interconnected and lined with rows of palaces. Many 
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secret rooms were built inside for the purpose of sexual pleasure. There was also a Buddhist temple. 
The architecture was very strange and it was easy to get lost without someone to guide you. 


At this time, a voice came from behind: "Go slowly." 


It was none other than the powerful minister Qian Ning who came with him, followed by two Qianhu 
guards in royal robes. 


The Jinyiwei is a secret service agency that has established large-scale prisons and has the power of both 
investigation and severe interrogation. Since the founding of this dynasty, everyone from the imperial 
ministers to the traffickers and footmen have been trembling with fear when they saw the golden 
"flying fish suit" of the Jinyiwei; but Shi Xinghao face to face with this Jinyiwei supreme commander, 
only proudly and slightly bowed. 


"I'll treat you like a mountain villager who doesn't know etiquette." Qian Ning didn't say polite words. 
"But don't think that the imperial court doesn't know about your Wudang Clan's activities in the martial 
arts world." 


Shi Xinghao was not surprised. Jin Yiwei's eyes and ears are spread all over the provinces, especially 
after the East and West Second Factories were abolished, their power became even more powerful. 
Wudang sent a large number of troops across the state and provinces to challenge various sects. Even 
the local people were alarmed, so how would not know? 


"This is a matter between us and other martial arts sects and has nothing to do with the court." Shi 
Xinghao replied. 


"Of course | know this. Otherwise, why do you think the court didn't interfere?" Qian Ning sneered. "But 
don't think this means acquiescence. It's just tolerance. You'd better not cross the boundaries of the 
martial arts world. If you go too far, the wind will turn and there will be no place for you in the Wudang 
Clan in the world." 


He said and left. Before leaving, he shook his head and sighed and added: "Oh...what's the word 
‘invincible’? These warriors, | really don't understand what's going on in your heads..." 
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Shi Xinghao just stood silently, watching the powerful minister leave. 


——Of course you don’t understand. 
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Lecture Notes of Dao Zhen Jian Tang - 7 


"Tai Chi" is the highest secret art of Wudang Sect, created by Grandmaster Zhang Sanfeng. It is said that 
Zhang Zhenren watched the fight between a fierce snake and a white crane on Wudang Mountain one 
day. From the soft yet strong movements of the snake's body and crane's wings, he understood the 
principle of "extremely soft and then extremely strong", and then combined it with the Taoist theory of 
yin and yang to create restraint. The natural theory created the most basic "Tai Chi Thirteen Positions": 
representing the "Four Uprights, Four Corners and Eight Methods" of Bagua, including pinching, 
stroking, squeezing, pressing (Four Uprights), picking, pushing, elbowing, and leaning (Four Corners); 
And the "five steps" representing the five elements; advancement, retreat, consideration, hope, and 
concentration. These thirteen movements were later refined by successive descendants of the Wudang 
Sect through martial arts verification, and became the later "Tai Chi". The theory of boxing was applied 
to weapons, and "Tai Chi Sword" and "Tai Chi Knife" were gradually derived. 


In general fighting martial arts, most of them focus on defeating the enemy first and attacking him 
unprepared with swift speed and strength. "Tai Chi" takes a different approach, advocating "sacrifice 
oneself and serve others": it emphasizes perfect defense. At the moment of contact and adhesion with 
the opponent's fists, feet or weapons, use the most gentle skills to guide and borrow the opponent's 
power, and discharge it to the point of defeat. At any point, the limbs will be overextended to expose 
the largest gap; or even the force will be fed back to the opponent, destroying the balance of his whole 
body. This is the method of "introducing the void" and "four or two moves a thousand catties" in boxing 
techniques. 


When the enemy is in an extremely unfavorable position that he cannot control, the Tai Chi boxer will 
turn from softness to hardness, burst out with rapid force, attack the most vulnerable and 
unsalvageable place, or use the fall and grapple technique to break the muscles and bones. Therefore, 
the martial arts describes "Tai Chi" as "needle hidden in cotton". On the surface, the movements are 
gentle, but in actual combat, it can be extremely cruel and harmful. 


To achieve "introduction and failure", a warrior needs to have an extremely keen sense of the enemy's 
force. This kind of induction is called "Tingjin" - of course the word "listening" does not refer to using the 
ears, but it is a metaphor that you don't have to use your eyes to see. You can accurately detect the 
strength and movement of the opponent's move just by the feeling of physical contact. direction. There 
is a saying in the boxing tips that "not a single feather can be added, not a fly can escape", which 
precisely describes how delicate the criteria for such a sense are. In the early stage of practicing Tai Chi, 
you must practice slowly, so that the muscles and bones of the whole body can master this subtle 
movement. 
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The next level up from "Listening to Jin" is "Understanding Jin", that is, while sensing the opponent's 
strength, you can make corresponding moves to guide, borrow, and resolve its strength to achieve the 
effect of controlling the opponent's body and create opportunities for powerful attacks. 


"Tai Chi" basically includes "pushing hands" exercises. Two people put their hands together to sense and 
resolve each other's strength. This is to practice the skills of "listening to Jin" and "understanding Jin" for 
a long time until the touch response is developed to be instinctive. It is possible to use it freely in actual 
combat. 


"Tai Chi" created by Patriarch Sanfeng was originally a Taoist martial art that placed equal emphasis on 
health and Qi refining as well as fighting skills. However, after Gongsun Qing reformed the Wudang Sect, 
he eliminated all the health-preserving exercises of "Tai Chi" and intensified the study and training of 
moves. In just over twenty years, "Tai Chi" has evolved into a more spicy and terrifying practice. Fighting 
skills. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 13 Chapter 2 Mental Methods 


The wooden sword made from a hastily sharpened tree branch thrust out at high speed with the sound 
of breaking wind. 


However, as if he had the power of anticipation, Jing Li easily dodged Yan Heng's confident "Star Chasing 
the Moon" with a single turn of his head. The wooden sword in Jing Li's hand swung following this 
sidestep, stopping right in front of Yan Heng's right shoulder without a sound. 


Yan Heng stiffened and slowly withdrew his sword in frustration. 


"Again. "Jing Li said as he withdrew his sword. He only lowered his wooden sword, not taking any 
defensive stance. 


Yan Heng gritted his teeth. He gazed at Jing Li and suddenly swayed his body, making a false move, and 
then instantly took a triangular, diagonal step, his wooden sword lifting from the bottom to the top, and 
slashing at Jing Li's right calf in the low air. This diagonal step and reverse slash was Qingcheng's sword 
move "Breaking the Waves", in which the sword uses a long distance and a strange angle to win, very 
difficult to guard against. 


Jing Li was still aware of it, and his right leg was raised upwards in time, Yan Heng's wooden sword only 
skimmed underneath his straw shoe. At the same time, Jing Li took advantage of his single-legged stance 
to tilt his body forward and slash out with one hand. Yan Heng's "Breaking the Waves" was so far gone 
that he couldn't turn back to dodge, and Jing Li's wooden sword stopped two inches from the top of his 
head. 


Yan Heng threw his wooden sword away in anger. 


"This thing doesn't work well," he said angrily. "If | had used a real sword, | would have been faster! " 


"Then pull out the Dragon's Thorn and attack me again. "Jing Li said faintly. "| promise, I'll still be able to 
dodge it." 
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Yan Heng looked at Jing Li, as if he wanted to say something else. Finally, he sighed and leaned down to 
pick up the wooden sword. 


"You're right. "Yan Heng admitted cheerlessly - a good martial arts practitioner is first and foremost a 
man who is honest with himself. Supported by his wooden sword, he sat down in the large open space, 
his left hand touching his right rib. 


It had only been a few days, and of course the ribs that had been injured by the Wudang boxer Sik Chiu 
Ping could not be completely healed. However, the body functions of a martial artist are particularly 
active, and with the medicine Jing Li had brought with him, the swelling had already subsided by half, 
and the pain had also diminished a lot. Yan Heng used wooden swords to fight with his fellow disciples 
from Qingcheng, and injuries from fighting were commonplace. In addition to all the rigorous training, 
Yan Heng was suffering from large and small injuries most days of the year, so of course it was 
impossible for him to take a break from practice, and practising with injuries was a common occurrence. 
So as soon as Yan Heng felt better, he began to practice with Jing Li. 


Because of the time and energy spent on martial arts training, the journey had slowed down in the past 
few days. However, they will probably reach Chengdu, the capital of the province, tomorrow. 


Jing Li carried a wooden sword and looked down at Yan Heng, who was sitting on the ground. He was 
bare-chested, showing the tattoo of the divine monkey on his back, his skin smouldering in the winter 
air. 


"Do you know why you have not hit me with a single move? " 


Yan Heng replied with a sigh, "Of course | know. Because you are so much stronger than me. " 


Jing Lie shook his head. "The real difference between us is not as big as you think. " He swung his 
wooden sword around his head a few times. "In terms of limbs and muscles, yes, | am faster and 
stronger than you. But purely in terms of hand speed, I'm not that much faster than you. " 


Jing Li gently tapped his chest with the wooden knife. "What you owe is your mind." 
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Yan Heng stood up curiously. 


"Mind method?" 


"The reason why | can easily dodge your sword is because your attack is too simple." 


Yan Heng protested: "But just now | clearly used a feint to cover up..." 


"That's still a move after all. I'm talking about the heart. " 


Jing Li raised his sword to the back of his head as he assumed to slash. 


"Your mind focuses too much on the target you want to hit. Although your eyes are not looking at the 
target, a good fighter will still be able to sense where you want to hit. Now guess where I'm going to hit 
you? " 


Yan Heng stared at Jing Li's gesture of raising his blade. The wooden blade was naturally a forehand, 
coming from Yan Heng's left side. Is he going to cut his head and neck? Yan Heng felt that Jing Li's real 
target was his waist; the next moment, he realized that Jing Li's legs and knees seemed to be crouching 
down. Is he going to suddenly lower his body to cut at his knees? ... 


Jing Li's wooden blade was only half-speed, lightly chopping out. Yan Heng was sure that it was meant 
for his shoulder. He hastily raised his wooden sword to parry. 


Even though it was only a gentle slash, Yan Heng felt the pressure of being unable to defend himself. If 
only the slash was faster... 


"Do you see it? Can you feel it? "Jing Li retracted his blade, and gently pointed it at Yan Heng's left head, 
waist, and knee. "My stance makes it impossible for you to determine whether | am going to cut your 
head or your waist? Waist or leg? | try not to concentrate my mind until the final moment of striking, so 
that the later you realize where | am going to cut, the better. Head, waist, shoulders, legs... the more 
parts you have to guess, the better. " 
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Yan Heng listened attentively, silently trying to figure out Jing Li's teachings. 


After all, he was also a connoisseur who had been practicing swordsmanship for six to seven years, so 
naturally, he could understand it at a glance: 


The more variations his side maintained, the more time his opponent had to spend on guessing, and the 
less time he had to react. Just like Jing Li's slow blade just now, he was distracted by his own thoughts 
and felt a bit rushed when he blocked. 


--The opponent's delayed reaction would mean that his attack would be faster. 


Yan Heng had always thought that the so-called "speed" was just the speed of one's body movements. 
However, after Jing Li's advice, he began to understand that in a battle, two sides interact with each 
other, and the speed of victory or defeat is often relative, and there is also the factor of mind and 
thought. 


Yan Heng glimpsed a previously unexplored territory in the martial arts. 


"When a master faces an enemy, his mind is like a pontoon boat in the waves, making it difficult for his 
opponent to guess. " 


Jing Li lowered his wooden sword. He looked at the forest on the other side of the clearing. The dead 
leaves of the trees had fallen, and there were only bare branches and branches, which were quiet and 
lifeless under the sunlight. 


"But in order to maintain that kind of heart in a duel between life and death, one must go through the 
practice of intention. " 


"What do | have to do to accomplish this? "Yan Heng asked him. 
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Jing Li took off his white turban and spread out his long, braided hair. 


"There is no secret. You just have to keep trying until it becomes a habit." he said. "This is not a unique 
secret. The Qingcheng Sect must have its own way of doing things. You should have started learning this 
level of martial arts after you entered the Hall of Returning to the Origin..." 


Yan Heng's heart was saddened. 


Jing Li smiled and patted his shoulder, "It doesn't matter, from today onwards, | will gradually help you 
to practise this mind method, and then there are other methods. As long as you have practiced the most 
basic ones, your martial arts will be greatly improved. " 


"Brother Jing..." Yan Heng scratched his hair. "Do you know how to fight with two swords or two knives? 
Can you teach me? " 


Jing Li's dark face sank. Of course he knew what Yan Heng was thinking. 


"Do you want to learn how to use the 'male and female dragon and tiger swords' as soon as possible? 
"Jing Li shook his head. "Don't think about that for now. " 


"But..." 


"Don't get confused. " Jing Li's expression became stern. "The first thing you need to do now is to 
improve your combat power as much as possible in the shortest possible time, and utilize the skills you 
have learned and are good at, so that you can at least defend yourself against an intermediate disciple 
of the Wudang Sect. As | have said before: we must first survive, and nothing else. " 


He pointed his wooden sword to the south: "We will enter Chengdu tomorrow. Wudang's people will 
probably appear there as well. | can't always show up in time to save you. " 


Yan Heng felt ashamed and hung his head. 
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Jing Li went to the bottom of the tree where he put his traveling bag and weapons, and took his clothes 
and put them on. 


"Will they...be in Chengdu? " 


"I'm just afraid that they've already gone up to Emei Mountain to challenge them. | don't want to miss 
the show. " Jing Li sighed. "We're already behind them. Thanks to you, I've taken all my silver, and | 
don't have the money to get a horse to ride. " 


He took out a paper bag from his traveling bag, picked up a hard, dry rice cracker, and took a big bite. "If 
| had the money, | wouldn't have to eat such terrible things. " 


"I'm sorry. "Yan Heng came over and put the Dragon Tiger Swordb! and the bag on his back as well. "I 
didn't think..." 


--Yan Heng had been living in Qingcheng Mountain all these years, and he had no shortage of food and 
clothing, so he had never thought about how important the money was when he traveled around the 
world. 


"Brother Jing...we have spent almost all of our coins...now we have to go into the city, and the food and 
clothes are even more expensive...what should we do? " 


Jing Li thought for a moment, then smiled wryly at him. 


"As long as we are in the city, there is a way. " 


He slung the long Japanese sword1 that had slain Xi Zhaoping on his back, lifted his traveling bag and 
oar, and looked away in the direction of Chengdu. "Speaking of Wudang just now... | forgot something 
that | have to say first. " 
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"Note 1: The Japanese swords used by Jing Li were in fact imitations made by Chinese coastal craftsmen. 
Since the Ming Dynasty fought with Japanese invaders for a long time, the Ming army realized the 
power of Japanese swords and swordsmanship, and the Japanese style of swords came to China in large 
quantities, both imported and imitated." 


"What is it? " 


"If one day | meet with danger, don't come to my rescue. "Jing Li said seriously. "If | can't cope with it, 
you'll only get yourself killed if you come to my rescue. " 


"How can..." 


"Aren't we going to take revenge? "Jing Li looked straight at Yan Heng, " How can you take revenge 
when you've already lost your life? Have you forgotten what | just said? First of all, we have to survive. It 
doesn't matter which one is lost. The same goes for me, if you are in danger and | am not sure, | will 
never try to save you. Do you understand? " 


He held out his palm. 


"If you do not agree, we will split up right here. ' 


Yan Heng bit his lip and frowned for a while. 


Finally, he also extended his hand and clapped with Jing Li. 


The sound of thunder was loud. 


The sound of the two wooden swords clashed with each other. 
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After the exchange of blows, the two swords quickly separated again, and each of them set up their own 
stance, pointing at each other four paces apart under the dark and uncertain sky. 


The fierce competition in front of her had completely mesmerized Hu Linglan. Forgetting that her 
clothes were drenched by rain, she just watched the movement of the two heavy wooden swords. 


She witnessed: her younger brother Matagoro could only parry five times. 


Her younger brother. Matagoro Shimazu, the so-called "No. 1 man of Kagoshima", who inherited his 
ancestor's tall and strong body. He could only parry with a sword. 


In front of that foreign man. 


Hu Linglan's nails pinched into her palms. 


She saw that her brother was about to raise his wooden sword, which was the length of a Nodachi 2 
over the top of his head, in the Ojigami stance that he was best at. But his opponent, seemingly aware 
of this, raised his sword upwards first and suppressed Matagoro's stance with an even higher stance. 


"Note 2: Nodachi, or "big swords", were generally over 5 feet (150 centimeters) in length, which was the 
average height of a Japanese man at that time, and were very difficult to use. During the Kamakura 
period (12th to 14th centuries), it was popular for martial artists to wear Nodachi as a symbol of 
strength and virility. The sword was gradually eliminated from the battlefield and became an artifact 
enshrined in temples. 


--Here we go again. 


In the next instant, the opponent's wooden sword came down vertically again. 
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Matagoro could only raise his sword horizontally again in the "Ichimonjitsu" position to meet the fierce 
blow. 


The water droplets attached to the wooden sword splashed in all directions like arrows. 


The blow was too heavy. Matagoro was unable to switch from blocking to counterattacking, as the 
second slash came. The third blow. 


Tigress looked back anxiously at her father, who was sitting in the tent. 


Father stood in the shadow of the tent. His bright eyes gazed at the two swordsmen, completely 
uninterested in stopping the fight. 


Hu Linglan prayed in her heart. 


But what is to happen always happens. 


Right at the seventh blow. The sword in Matagoro's hand finally couldn't withstand repeated heavy 
blows to the same part and broke. 


The wooden blade continued to descend. 


Hu Linglan could not bear it, and closed his eyes. 


So she did not see: the wooden blade did not strike her brother Matagoro on top of his head, but landed 
on his left shoulder. 


Even so, Matagoro's body collapsed from the pain of the broken bones. 
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When Hu Linglan opened her eyes, she thought that her brother had already died with the stab in his 
head. 


Tears streamed down her face, mixing with the rouge that had melted from the rain. 


With blurred eyes, she looked at the figure that was still standing. 


In the flash of lightning. She could clearly see the strong back of that shirtless man. Under the flash, the 
muscular texture of his body was shaded like the markings of a tiger. 


On his wet right shoulder, the tattoo with the sun's pattern rises and falls with each breath. 


The image of that moment is forever etched in her memory. 


--It was so beautiful... 


Hu Linglan awoke with a shock. 


There was no rain. No lightning. The afternoon winter sun was shining on the deck. The river ferry 
traveled slowly, with few bumps and jolts. 


She wiped her eyes, let go of the Nodachi sword she had been holding in her sleep, and sat up, using the 
sheath as support. 


The wind from the river blew her hair and messed up her bun. She simply pulled off the golden hair pin 
and let her hair fall out like a cloud. The other passengers on the deck were dumbfounded by the exotic 
woman's behavior. 


Hu Linglan hung up her katana and walked over to the rail of the ship, looking out over the mountains 
and forests along the banks of the Min River. As far as the eye could see upstream, Chengdu was not yet 
in sight. 
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She hung her head and watched the color of the water as the sailboat broke the waves. The waves 
remind her of the long journey across the sea a few months ago. 


--All for the sake of seeing him again. 


In the reflection of the river, she seemed to see that back again. 


With a surge of emotion in her heart, she gripped her golden hairpin and thrust it against the wood of 
the railing. 


Her golden hairpin bounced. The colorful beads on her chair trembled. 


There is a mixed and intense feeling in her eyes. 
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The Great Taoist Martial Arts Boxing Sword Hall Lecture - 8 


As mentioned earlier, there are three major stages in the realm of martial arts: "Qi", "Yi", and "Shen", 
and at the same time, there are three directions and ranges of training for martial artists, which are 
called "Form", "Mind", and "Spirit". Form", " Technique", and "Method". 


"Form" is "appearance", i.e., all movements and stances. There is no other way for a martial artist to 
achieve a high level of stance, but to practice and modify the stance over and over again for many years, 
until he or she is able to perform the stance accurately and perfectly at any time without having to think 
about it, which is known as "the natural way of doing a punch a thousand times". 


"Merit" means "power", which includes the body's basic strength (explosive power and endurance), 
speed, coordination, balance, etc.; and also the power of the brain and nerves, including the speed of 
neural response, sense of space, sense of timing, etc. There are also some complementary skills. In 
addition, there are also some auxiliary techniques, such as eye vision exercises (especially dynamic 
vision and distance judgment), the ability to hear the wind and recognize the position, skin sense of 
touch, and so on. 


"Method" is "mind method", which includes all psychological, ideological and spiritual exercises other 
than those mentioned above. 


The first type is the tactical strategy, such as false feints, positional fighting, intentionally revealing gaps 
to lure the enemy, or a direct chain of attacks head-on collision; in dealing with different stature, 
weaponry, habits of the enemy, the choice of a long hit short, or use short to gain the long; and also to 
grasp the opponent's psychology, the virtual and real change, so as to confuse and even control the 
other side, a variety of strategies, to name a few. Just as a general who is proficient in the art of war is 
able to defeat the many with the few, a martial artist, even if his moves and physical speed are not as 
good as his opponent's, if he is adept at the use of tactical mindfulness, and uses his own strengths to 
attack his weaknesses, he will often be able to grasp the opportunity to overcome his enemy and win. 


The second type of mindfulness is to train the mental state of mind when facing the enemy. As modern 
sports competition, much emphasis and attention to "sports psychology", because the athlete's state of 
mind, can significantly affect the performance of the level of the field. Martial artists risk injury or even 
death to fight with others, the psychological pressure is a hundred times more than the athletes, how to 
withstand this pressure, to remain calm and comfortable, is a necessary practice in the martial arts. This 
is why there is a saying in the martial arts world: "One guts, two strengths, three skills," and this is 
exactly what it is all about. 
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The classic Japanese book of Bushido, The Hidden Leaves, begins with the words, "Bushido is the 
meaning of death. "Bushido, like the art of war, is the way of life and death. To see death as a 


destination, to seek life in death is not something that ordinary people can do, but it is a hurdle that 
martial artists must overcome. 


225 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 14 Chapter 3 - Chengdu 


As Yan Heng walked along the seemingly endless streets, he felt as if he were in a complex and vibrant 
labyrinth of colors, and had a dizzying feeling. 


The streets and alleys were filled with bazaars and workshops, selling gold, silver, silk and brocade, 
clothes, hats and shoes, folding fans, calligraphy and paintings, silk and bamboo musical instruments, 
iron tools, knives and axes, gold fish and birds... There were also countless taverns and tea stores, each 
of which was a novelty to Yan Heng's eyes. He could not bear to see so many colors and sounds in his 
head at once. 


Yan Heng grew up in a poor village and was sent to Mount Qingcheng to learn the sword. The only time 
he went down the mountain in the past six years was to try the sword at the "Five Mile Pavilion". Yan 
Heng had never set foot in a big city like Chengdu, the provincial capital. 


--Before entering the city just now, he stood at the city gate and looked up at the three feet high city 
wall for a long time. 


Yan Heng lowered his head and looked at the stone streets where his straw shoes were stepping on. He 
had never thought of such a beautiful road in the world. 


"Let's go! What are you staring at? " 


Jing Li was a few steps ahead of him and turned his head back to hurry him. 


After entering the city, of course, he could not carry his sword like he did in the wild. Jing Li simply put 
on the large cloak he usually used to shield himself from the rain, covering him from his head to his legs 
and knees, and covering the sword hanging on his waist. The long Japanese sword at his back was 
wrapped in cloth. The oars of the boat were not an eyesore, so they were placed on his shoulders as a 
ladder to carry his traveling bag. 
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Yan Heng's sword on his back and behind his waist was even more conspicuous than Jing Li's blades, so 
of course it had to be wrapped in cloth. He wore a bamboo hat on his head, fearing that if he happened 
to meet someone from the Wudang School on the street, he would be recognized. 


"Follow me closely. There are many people on the street, if you get lost, | won't be able to find you. "Jing 
Li said and turned back to walk. 


Yan Heng hurriedly followed, his eyes patiently refraining from gazing at the stores along the street. 


He looked at Jing Li's back in front of him. Jing Li's gait was wide and natural, his feet were full of wind, 
as if he was walking in the hall of his own house. 


--After all, Big Brother Jing has seen the world before, so he is indeed different... 


Yan Heng looked envious. 


"Brother Jing...have you been to Chengdu before? You seem to be familiar with it..." 


Jing Li shrugged his shoulders, "No, | haven't. Anyway, they are all big towns, each one of them is more 
or less the same. " 


"Really? ... 


As they were walking, the two of them saw a street-facing wall on the road in front of them, surrounded 
by twenty to thirty people, who did not know what they were looking at on the wall. 


Jing Li was curious and pushed his way in to see what was on the wall, Yan Heng followed closely behind 
him. Jing Li's strong and sturdy shoulders were able to push the crowd away in one go. 
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Looking up at the wall, there was a piece of paper filled with large characters, which seemed to be a 
notice or something like that. The color of the paper and the ink were not new, so it had probably been 
posted for three or four days. 


Yan Heng took a closer look at what was written on it. Of course, the Qingcheng Sect would not let its 
disciples become illiterate, and had always hired teachers to teach them how to read and write. But 
after all, Yan Heng spent most of his time and energy on sword practice, so he didn't know many words. 


There were three words on this bulletin that Yan Heng was bound to recognize. 


"The Qingcheng Sect." 


"It's them. " Jing Li stared at the unmarked notice and smiled like a beast. "Wudang Sect. They are really 
here. " 


Yan Heng clenched his fists tightly, his angry eyes staring at the notice that he did not fully understand. 
Of course he knew what was written on it. He also knew who would rush to announce this news to the 
world. 


--Since they were going to call themselves "invincible", they were certainly eager to announce it to the 
world. 


Yan Heng's blood boils at the thought of his enemies being in the same city as himself. 


--Will he run into them? 


Cold sweat broke out on his back as he thought of this. He knew that with his current martial arts skills, 
it would be difficult for him to compete with these elite disciples of the Wudang Sect, and his feelings 
were very complicated. 


"Let's go. "Jing Li pulled Yan Heng out of the crowd. 
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"Brother Jing..." Yan Heng unconsciously pulled his bamboo hat down to hide his face. "What should we 
do now? " 


"What are we going to do? I've told you before: staying alive is the first thing to do. " 


Jing Li looked at the signboards on both ends of the street. 


"When you come to the city, you should find a place to stay first. I've been living out in the open for the 
past few days, and my bones are numb. " 


After the two of them walked for a while, Jing Li stopped under the signboard of an inn. He looked up 
and surveyed the two-story "Xiang Yun Inn" facade, and thought that it was not bad, so he stepped into 
the threshold. 


"Brother Jing... we..." Yan Heng called out hurriedly. 


Jing Li ignored him and entered the restaurant downstairs, and when he reached the counter, the 
middle-aged shopkeeper behind the counter immediately greeted him with a smile on his face. 


"| want an upper room. "Jing Li said without waiting for the counter to open his mouth. "I'm with this 
brother. " 


"Welcome! Welcome! " The shopkeeper's smile remained unchanged, but his eyes were keenly 
observing the two customers in front of the counter. Seeing that the two of them did not have much 
luggage, and were dressed more like artisans than traders, he said hesitantly, "Yes, yes... my inn is very 
convenient... the room price of the upper room is only eighty cents a day... if it's convenient for you, you 
can store some... " 


Jing Li straightened his cloak, and intentionally or unintentionally lifted up the hem, revealing the handle 
of the goose-plume single sword on his belt. 
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The shopkeeper's eyes widened. 


"What did you just say? "Jing Li tilted his ears. "| couldn't hear you clearly. " 


" Master!" The shopkeeper's smile was even more exaggerated than before. "| was just asking 
Master...what is your name..." 


Jing Li purposely did not answer him, but made an impatient face and scratched his ears with his fingers. 


The shopkeeper hurriedly changed his words, "The room has already been prepared, please! "He called 
the shopkeeper to come and took Jing Li and Yan Heng to the room at the back of the courtyard. 


Yan Heng approached Jing Li in the corridor and asked quietly, "Brother Jing Li, we don't have the money 
to stay here... aren't you going to..." 


"Didn't I tell you before we entered the city? "Jing Li frowned. "In the city, | will say everything. Don't say 
a word. As | said, there is a way. " 


Yan Heng was puzzled, but he said nothing more. 


When they entered the room, Jing Li took out the twenty or so coins he had on him and shoved them all 
into the hands of the store assistant who was leading them. The store assistant was so happy to receive 
such a large reward that he smiled so hard that all his teeth could be seen. 


Yan Heng watched as their remaining possessions disappeared into the shopkeeper's pocket, and looked 
anxiously at Jing Li. 


Jing Li pulled the store assistant, who was about to leave, and asked: 


"Which is the biggest and most prestigious gambling house in this city? " 
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Ye Chenyuan put down his pen and read the letterhead once, then folded it and put it into the paper 
seal, then picked up the red candle next to the table and sealed it with dripping wax. Finally, he took out 
a small copper seal of the two symbols of Taiji from his lapel and pressed it on top of the wax seal. 


Hou Yingzhi had been half-kneeling beside Ye Chenyuan's chair, looking at the ground without uttering a 
word. He had long ago abandoned his dirty and tattered Qingcheng Sect robe and replaced it with a set 
of clean clothes. 


"Ying Zhi. " Ye Chenyuan handed over the letter with two fingers. Hou Yingzhi received it respectfully 
with both hands. 


"You are not qualified to accompany us on this expedition. Now | give you this letter and some traveling 
expenses, you will return to Wudang Mountain today. You should give this letter to Master Yao or Shi 
Xing Hao. | have already stated in it that | accept you as my disciple. It is up to you how much you can 
learn after you go to the mountain. " 


Hou Yingzhi cautiously put the letter into his shirt. " Deputy Headmaster's generous grace, disciple will 
never forget it. " 


Ye Chenyuan waved his hand again. A disciple in the room came forward. Ye Chenyuan took off the 
Wudang longsword from the disciple's waist and handed it over to Hou Yingzhi. 


"This is for you to use on the road. With your martial arts skills, you are not qualified to wear a sword, 
this is an exceptional favor, remember to return it to the master after you reach the mountain. " 


Hou Yingzhi held the Wudang sword in his hand for the first time. The touch brought a strange 
excitement. 


--This sword is the key to the "strongest" way. 
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Ye Chenyuan's large palm grasped Hou Yingzhi's hand again. 


"Although you haven't even learned a single Wudang technique, you are already considered a Wudang 
disciple. "Ye Chenyuan's cold and prideful eyes with two rows of tattoos looked straight at Hou Yingzhi. 
"No matter what you encounter on the road, don't lose the reputation of the sect. The honor of Wudang 
must be defended with blood when necessary. " 


Ye Chenyuan stood up, stroked Hou Yingzhi's hair, and added, "Leave now. " 


Hou Yingzhi kneeled down and knocked heavily towards Ye Chenyuan, and then walked out of the room 
without saying a word. 


Ye Chenyuan did not see him off, but walked to the window of the room with his hands behind his back. 


This third-floor room overlooks the entire eastern part of Chengdu. The streets below were bustling 
with cars and horses, it was the busiest time of the day. 


Wudang's Sichuan expeditionary force had arrived in Chengdu five days earlier, but had not immediately 
set out for Emei Mountain. Instead, they booked the entire third floor of the Fung Loi Inn and stayed in 
the room for several days without taking action. 


They were waiting. 


" Emei hasn't replied yet? "Ye Chenyuan asked the disciple behind him. 


"Not yet. "The black-robed disciple of the Soldier's Crow Road replied. 


"Has my letter been sent up? " 
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"Two days ago, | personally accompanied the messenger up the mountain. And | saw him enter the 
mountain gate with my own eyes. " 


Ye Chenyuan nodded. 


Four days ago, they had hired someone to put up notices in three or four places in the city that the 
Qingcheng Sect had been wiped out, and the story had already spread throughout Chengdu. People on 
Emei Mountain must have known about it by now. Coupled with Ye Chenyuan's challenge, the Emei Sect 
now knows exactly what choice they have. 


Submit or perish. 


Let's give them more time to think about it. 


--Or will there be another He Zisheng on Emei Mountain? 


Just thinking about this, Ye Chenyuan's palms were sweating and itching, wanting to hold the "Kanli 
Water and Fire Sword" in his hands... 


" Deputy Headmaster. "A soft call came from outside the door. 


The disciple who was watching the door knew that it was his senior brother Jiang Yunlan. But he still 
waited for Ye Chenyuan's permission to open the door, which shows the strict discipline of Wudang 
Sect. 


Jiang Yunlan, who had a face full of old scars, had just come back from the door. He didn't wear the long 
sword and iron claws, and he was wearing everyday clothes and footwear. 


"He is here." 


Jiang Yunlan said, and led a middle-aged man inside. 
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The man was tall and thin, with an odd look, with a pair of big, dark eyes that were bright and clear, and 
a pair of rounded ears that gave people a very sharp sensation. His steps into the room were light and 
silent. 


The man half-kneeled towards Ye Chenyuan. 


"Disciple of the First Snake Path, Zou Tai, greetings to Deputy Headmaster Ye. " 


Ye Chenyuan gestured for him to get up, "It was hard for you to come here so quickly. If not for the 
importance of this matter, | would not have mobilized you. Are you familiar with the Chengdu area? " 


Zou Tai nodded: "| have lived here for a year and a half. " 


"How many disciples of the "First Snake Path" did you come with on this trip? " 


"There are two other disciples. " 


Ye Chenyuan looked at Jiang Yunlan, and then looked at the altar containing Xizhao Ping's ashes that 
was placed in the room. 


"This time, we must find that guy out. "Jiang Yunlan said coldly. "Use his head to sacrifice to Master XI 
and the other four disciples. " 


Zou Tai's big eyes flashed. 


"Don't worry, the other two disciples are already looking for him. "Zou Tai smiled. "| promise with the 
honor of the First Snake Path that unless that man does not come to Chengdu with us, we will find him 
before the Deputy Head Master ascends to Emei." 
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2K 


All the local men in Chengdu know that the biggest and most prestigious gambling house in the city is 
naturally the Man Tong Horn, which is located in Knife Alley. 


The government prohibits gambling, so of course gambling houses can't open on the street. Although 
the alley was small, the gambling house was not. The two-story building is tall, and in front of the door 
there is a pair of stone brave beasts that are almost as tall as a man's head. Before they entered, they 
could already hear a lot of voices inside. 


Yan Heng had never heard of the word "gambling house", not to mention what kind of place it was. As 
soon as he followed Jing Li into the "Mantong Horn", he felt a burst of hot air mixed with the stench of 
sweat coming towards his face. Among them was the familiar odor of the human body's tension, which 
instantly brought back memories of his usual sword practice with his fellow disciples. 


The first floor of the "Man Tung Horn" alone was a magnificent place, with twenty or so gambling tables 
of various sizes, filled with two to three hundred people. Upstairs, there was also a room for luxurious 
gamblers, and the stakes for each hand were over a hundred taels of silver. 


When Jing Li entered the "Mantong Horn", it was as if he had entered his home. Hearing the bold shouts 
of the red-faced gamblers, he felt that his body's blood was also energized. He was still wearing his 
cloak, but only pulled down the hat on his head. 


Seeing Yan Heng's uncomfortable look, Jing Li smiled and asked, "Do you find this place scary? " 


Yan Heng looked around. A pair of greedy eyes. The money on the table moved quickly. A sudden 
explosion of cries like a wave. 


He nodded. 


"Actually, we martial arts practitioners are not very different from them. They are betting on silver..." 
Jing Li said, his fist lightly beating against his chest. "What we are betting on is our bodies and our lives. " 
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Jing Liand Yan Heng, the two "guests", were dressed strangely, and Yan Heng even had a long object 
hanging on his body, which had attracted the attention of the gambling house's guards, and a few of the 
guards responsible for guarding the place had already quietly surrounded them to prevent them from 
doing something unexpected. What's going on? 


The two of them have the sharp senses of martial artists, how could they not realize that they were 
surrounded? However, Jing Li did not care. 


The two of them squeezed in front of a craps table. The guests around them were so engrossed in 
gambling that they naturally did not pay any attention to them. The dealer in charge of the table was 
calling out to the customers to place their bets, while at the same time, he was watching these two 
strange people. 


Jing Li reached under his cloak, untied the rope around his waist, and took out his Wild Goose Plume 
Waist Sword with its sheath, and placed it heavily on the betting table. 


"| will bet on one this round. "Jing Li slowly pushed his sword onto the table, above the pattern of three 
one-point dice. "Kill! " 


The area around the table fell silent. Yan Heng heard the sound of his own throat swallowing. 


The four fighters pushed aside the gamblers and walked over to Jing Li. One of them reached out and 
pressed the waist knife on the gambling table. 


"Brother. "Another one said. "You sound like a foreigner. You probably don't know who owns the 
Mantong. Put this thing away and go out like this, and don't come back. We'll pretend this never 
happened. " 


Jing Li grinned as if he'd hit the jackpot - no matter who the opponent was, he was always inexplicably 
excited by a confrontation. 


"Let's find someone to talk to who can make the decision," he gestured, snorting. " He made a show of 
yawning. "I'm a little tired today, and | don't want to talk too much. " 
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The fighters took a closer look at Jing Li. Underneath the turban, there was a series of strange braids, 
and his hair style was neither civilized nor military, so he seemed to be a foreigner. 


Jing Li is definitely not the tallest person who has ever made trouble in "Man Tung Horn". The style of 
the sword on the gambling table is also very ordinary, not a precious sword. However, the fighters of the 
gambling house, after all, experienced in the world of gambling and saw hundreds of men in the 
gambling house every day. They directly felt the dangerous aura emanating from this strange man. 


The entire gambling hall is quiet at this moment. Everyone was watching what was happening in front of 
the craps table. 


A chubby man with a full beard and mustache was walking down the stairs from the second floor with 
three of his men. Once he heard the hall downstairs was quiet, he didn't need to be summoned to know 
that something had happened. 


The fat man's skin color is dark, hair bun with a little curly, at a glance, it is known to have foreign blood. 
This is not uncommon in Sichuan. 


Three of his men opened the way for him. The fat man stood in front of Jing Liand looked at him 
carefully. On the other hand, Yan Heng, who was young, only looked at him for a few moments without 
paying much attention to him. 


"lam the governor of this place, Sha Nantong," said the fat man, stroking his chin. "The fat man stroked 
the huge beard on his chin. "Brother, this is a place of business. Do you see our customers have 
stopped? Do you know how much we've lost by missing these two games?" " 


Jing Liseemed to have completely ignored Sha Nantong's words, still smiling and asking: "| bet on this 
knife, if | win, how much silver will you pay out? " 


"Even if you are a foreigner who came to Sichuan, you have probably heard of the Minjiang Gang, right? 
"Sha Nantong said the name "Minjiang Gang", three words pronounced particularly loud. "If you have 
heard of it, and you know that this [[Mantong Horn] is opened by the Minjiang Gang, you should 
know that you have come to the wrong place. " 
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"Good, it turns out that you only allow gambling with silver taels here, but not with things. "Jing Li 
pointed to his belt knife on the table. "'You can always borrow money in a gambling house, can't you? 
This little brother and | owe some travel expenses, so we have to take money from you. This knife is the 
guarantee. " 


"Min Jiang Gang does have a loan business. But we don't accept this kind of borrowing. "Sha Nantong 
waved his hand toward the gate. "Please go ahead. " 


"You can't pawn a knife? Well, I'll deposit another thing. "Jing Li slightly close to Sha Nantong, lowered 
his voice and said: "| will bet on three words: Qingcheng Pai. " 


He raised his hand to Yan Heng, "This Yan brother of mine is a ‘Taoist disciple’ of the Qingcheng Sect. Let 
him ask your gang for some travel expenses, okay? " 


Yan Heng was stunned. Jing Li spoke in a low voice, but the dozen or so people in front of the table 
heard him, and all of them turned their attention to Yan Heng. Suddenly, Yan Heng became the center 
of attention, his face was sweating. 


The one whose face was sweating more than Yan Heng's was Sha Nantong. His black face was suddenly 
devoid of color, and he looked at this unassuming young man with surprise. 


Qingcheng Sect. " Sichuan Unmatched". 


Sha Nantong then looked at Jing Li. How could a swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect get mixed up with 
such a strange wild man? He was half believing and half doubting. However, he thought that if he got it 
wrong, the consequence of insulting the Qingcheng Swordsman would be something that even ten Sha 
Nantongs could not afford, so he did not dare to say a word of doubt. 


"So it's...Young Hero Yan. "Sha Nantong bowed his hand and his men followed. Before clarifying the 
facts, Sha Nantong did not dare to use the words "Qingcheng Sect" in his mouth, but only said vaguely, 
"lam sorry to have missed you! The matter of the traveling fee is naturally covered by Sha So... This 
one..." he looked at Jing Li. 
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"My surname is Jing. " 


"This Jing Master...| am offended just now! It's not good to talk here, so I'd like to invite you two to my 
gang's main number, so that my gang can organize a banquet to welcome Young Hero Yan and Master 
Jing. What do you think?" 


The fighter who had been holding the knife on the table had already held the knife in both hands and 
respectfully handed it to Jing Li. 


Jing Li took the knife and put it back on his waist. "That's fine, I'm hungry. " 


"Men! Prepare the sedan chair immediately! "Sha Nantong shouted. 


At the same time, the casino's dealers called out to the guests, "It's all right, it's just a customer! They're 
just customers! Keep on gambling! Continue to gamble!" 


Seeing his men escorting Jing and Yan out of the door, Sha Nantong took this moment to instruct his 
men, "Right... Didn't Zhang Sanping just come back to Chengdu from the Guan County? Tell him to come 
and see me, | have something to ask... Also, the sedan chair should go as slowly as possible. It's best to 
let me figure this out before they get to the main number. " 


Two sedan chairs were already waiting outside the door of the Man Tung. 


Yan Heng had never ridden in a carriage or sedan chair in his life, but when he saw Jing Li take down his 
sword and step into the sedan chair, he knew how to follow the example and took off the Dragon Tiger 
Swords that were wrapped in a cloth on his back, and boarded the sedan chair as well. 


A few members of the Minjiang Gang were on the street to clear the way for the two sedan chairs. Jing 
Li of course guessed what they were up to, but he didn't say anything and sat comfortably in the sedan 
chair, watching the street scene of Chengdu out of the window. 
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Sha Nantong followed at the back on foot, his eyes couldn't stop looking anxiously to the left and right 
to see if that subordinate Zhang Sanping had come. 


As Sha Nantong walked, many thoughts kept turning in his mind: 


--Qingcheng Sect was eliminated by Wudang, although the whole Chengdu is aware of it, but in the end 
it is not sure if it is true; if Qingcheng Sect is still there, to wait for their disciples to be slowed down, but 
it is a big mistake... 


--But this Yan kid is so young, is he really a "Taoist disciple" of the Qingcheng Sect? ...Could he be a liar 
using the news of Qingcheng's demise to make a living? ...Even if he is a real Qingcheng swordsman, it is 
really strange that he came to Chengdu to cause trouble for no reason... 


Sha Nantong hoped that Zhang Sanping would show up soon, he should have heard about the recent 
news from Guanxian County and Qingcheng Mountain, and might be able to figure out why a Qingcheng 
Swordsman would come to Chengdu, and even pick on the Minjiang Gang directly... 


"Stop! " 


After walking for a while, Jing Li suddenly shouted. 


The sedan chair driver immediately stopped in his tracks. The people who were driving on the road also 
looked back in confusion. 


Jing Li raised the bamboo curtain of the window of the sedan chair a little bit, and looked to the left of 
the long street in the distance. 


His eyes were on two figures in the bustling crowd. 


--I'm sure I've seen it right. 
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Jing Li stepped out of the sedan chair with his goose-plume sword and stood in the center of the street, 
the sheath of the sword resting on his shoulder, looking at those two people from afar. 


The two men immediately realized it and stopped walking at the same time, looking at Jing Li from a 
distance through the crowd. 


They were a man and a woman, both dressed in dusty traveling attire. 


The man was a man in his thirties, with a tall and sturdy body that stood out, but his shoulders were 
slumped, and his arms were folded in front of his lower abdomen. He was blind in his left eye, and he 
pulled down the light-flowered cloth scarf on his head to cover the hole, and his appearance was very 
strong. 


The woman beside him had normal hair and clothing, but stood more upright than many men on the 
street, with a round face, thick lips, and dark skin, which made her attractive in a healthy way, though 
not beautiful. She looked as if she were the wife of the one-eyed man. 


These two people mingled in the crowd on the busy street, and their appearance was special but not 
very special. The most conspicuous thing was that both of them were carrying a long object covered 
with a cloth bag. The one carried by the man was more than eight feet long, even taller than him, while 
the one carried by the woman was a bit shorter and thinner, but still equal to her height. 


Jing Li was able to spot these two people in the crowd not only because of the "things" on their backs, 
but also because of the way they walked: their movements were like a fish crossing the water, and each 
step was slightly lighter and less laborious than the others. This kind of subtle difference could not be 
detected by ordinary people's eyes; however, no matter how busy the street was, a strong martial artist 
would be able to recognize each other with just one glance. 


The two of them had already realized that Jing Li and themselves were of the same kind. 


"Master Jing...’ Sha Nantong rushed up and asked, 'What is it? "He also followed Jing Li's line of sight, 
but he couldn't see who in the crowd attracted Jing Li's attention. 


241 


Jing Li grinned at the two men from afar. He stared at the man and tilted his head slightly to the side. 


--He signaled, "Let's find a place". 


The one-eyed man nodded slightly. 


Jing Li patted Yan Heng's sedan chair, "| have something to do. You go eat and get the money first. I'll 
come and find you. "Without waiting for Yan Heng's reply, he walked into the street. Yan Heng wanted 
to ask a question, but it was too late, his heart was full of doubts. 


"Mr. Jing! " Sha Nantong shouted, "Our main number is at the end of Tiger Lane, from here--" 


Jing Li impatiently raised his hand and said without looking back, "Everyone in Chengdu knows about 
your Minjiang Gang, right? Why don't | just ask someone? "He continued to walk into the long street. 


Jing Liand the man and woman disappeared in the crowd. Sha Nantong had no choice but to order the 
sedan chair to continue to the main number. 


After walking for a while, a young man appeared from the cross-street, panting, catching up with the 
sedan chair. Sha Nantong had already seen him and grabbed him. 


"Sanping, you have stayed in the Guanxian County many days, | have something to ask you. "Sha 
Nantong put Zhang Sanping's shoulder, as low as possible voice. As he continued to follow the sedan, he 
asked, "Have you ever heard that there is a swordsman in the Qingcheng Sect whose surname is Yan? " 


Zhang Sanping was still breathing heavily, but when he heard this, his face tightened and his breathing 
stopped for a moment. 


"Chief, are you saying...surnamed Yan? ...Did | hear you right? " 
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"I've only heard it once, but | don't think I'm wrong, it's either Yan or Yen, or at most Yin... What's 
wrong, your face..." 


"It was seven or eight days ago, | heard about it on the way back..." Zhang Sanping said in a low voice, 
"That old man Zhuang in Guan County, you know, right? He fought with others in the 'Five Mile Lookout 
Pavilion’... | don't know the details, but | only heard people say that in that fight, a Qingcheng 
Swordsman came down to mediate, and with just one sword, he made everyone inside and outside the 
pavilion stop. That swordsman is surnamed Yan... ... The person who went up against him couldn't even 


die, which is considered a blessing from eighteen generations of ancestors. Who do you think this man 
is?" 


"Don't play dumb, quickly tell! " 


"It's that 'Ghost Sword 30'! "" 


"Ghost Knife Chen? "Sha Nantong stared as if his eyes were about to fall down. "That Ghost Sword 
Chen? Just one sword? " 


Zhang Sanping nodded vigorously. "| heard that the swordsman was a young man without a beard... 


Chief, why do you ask? ... 


Sha Nantong ignored him and stared at Yan Heng's sedan chair. 


Yan Heng felt uncomfortable sitting in the sedan chair. For the first time in his life, he felt that sitting 
was more uncomfortable than walking, and he was even less inclined to look out the window of the 
sedan chair and enjoy the view of the street. 


Therefore, he could not see: Hou Yingzhi, who was carrying a cloth bag and a long sword in his hand, 
was on the same street, leading a horse past the sedan chair and walking in the direction of the south 
city gate. 


These two young men, who had once been the best of friends, passed each other by less than a step's 
distance. 


243 


In their hands, each of them was holding tightly their newly acquired swords wrapped in cloth and silk. 


They walked farther and farther away from each other. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 15 Chapter 4 - Emei Guns and Sticks 


More than twenty years ago, the former head of Wudang, Gongsun Qing (Tie Qing Zi), reformed the 
Wudang Sect, first changing the style and orientation of martial arts, and then changing the 
organizational structure of the Sect by dividing the senior elite disciples into three major divisions, each 
with its own function. 


One of them is the "Soldier's Crow Path", which is now headed by the deputy head of the sect, Ye 
Chenyuan, and is responsible for fighting in the south and the north and dominating the martial arts 
world; the second one is the " Turtle Suppressing Path", which is presided over by another deputy head 
of the sect, Shi Xinghao, and is responsible for guarding and defending the Wudang Mountain as well as 
training disciples; and the third one is the "Head Snake Path", which is the most mysterious. It is directly 
under the orders of the Sect Master, and sends out disciples to lurk in various provinces for a long time. 
It specializes in intelligence espionage and is also responsible for investigating the martial arts strength 
of various sects. In order to keep the identity secret, it is not be used at ordinary times. 


Zou Tai is the number one disciple of Wudang's "First Snake Path" who was sent to Sichuan province, 
and he had gone to Shun Qing Prefecture due to business, but he just arrived here by horseback. 


Ye Chenyuan's expeditionary force stayed in Chengdu for a few days, but did not go south to Emei 
Mountain. One of the reasons was to see how Emei Sect would respond to the challenge, and the other 
was to wait for Zou Tai to come back to accept a mission. 


--Of course, it was for the "Wudang Hunter". 


Zou Tai walked along the streets of Yan Shi Kou in a relaxed manner, but in fact his big ears and eyes 
were constantly on the lookout for any unusual characters on the streets. Zou Tai is a master of 
Wudang's famous "Ladder Cloud Vertical Flying", but since he knows that the person he is looking for is 
an expert, he hides his power and walks like a normal person so that he will not be detected by the 
other party. 


--Disguising himself as a mortal is an essential lesson for the disciples of the "First Snake Way". 


Zou Tai walked into a teahouse on the street. Chen Tong, a fellow disciple of the First Snake Way, was 
waiting for him. 
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"Have you got it? "After sitting down and taking a sip of tea, Zou Tai asked when the store assistant had 
gone away. 


"It's about 80-90%. "Chen Tong said in a very small voice. "Yesterday at the Yueqing Inn on East Street, a 
strange woman inquired of the shopkeeper whether the Wudang School was in Chengdu; and this 


morning she was seen on Locust Tree Street, holding a portrait of a man and asking for help. 


Chengdu is too big to rely on just a few fellow members of the First Snake Path to try their luck by 
walking around with their feet. Over the years, Zou Tai had built up connections in several major cities in 
Sichuan, and when needed, he could use hundreds of people as their eyes and ears by spending some 
money and calling them down from one level to the next. 


"Where is she now? " Zou Tai asked. 


" Zhou Songijia is already following her. "Zhou Songjia is the third member of the First Snake Path," he 
said. "That woman's clothes don't look like she's from the Mainland. " 


"That's strange..." Zou Tai frowned. "It would make sense if she was one of our remaining disciples. But 
she is a foreigner..." 


"But..." said Chen Tong, "this woman carries a long, large knife slung behind her back. Have you heard 
what kind of weapon was used to cut off Master Xi's head? " 


Zou Tai's big eyes tightened. 


"You said she was inquiring about a portrait. What kind of person is in the portrait?" 


"| heard it was a strange man. His hair is long, messy and dirty, like a beggar. He has a tattoo on his 
shoulder. " 
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Zoutai was silent for a moment, drained his tea, and stood up immediately. 


"Take me there. Instead of Zhou, I'll follow her myself. If this woman isn't a hunter, she's probably 


related to him. 


After Zhou Tai stepped out of the teahouse, he added, "When | take over the tracking, you go to the inn 
on my behalf and report to the Deputy Master. Tell him to get ready and wait for my message. " 


Jing Li stopped at a back alley. 


On one side of the alleyway, wet clothes were hanging all over the place. An old woman was squatting 
in front of the back door of a house, washing clothes. 


"Granny, let me borrow your place for a while. "Jing Li approached with a smile. "Please go back. " 


The old woman didn't know what was going on. Jing Li lifted off his cloak, and underneath it was an 
animal skin undershirt, revealing his huge shoulders with tattoos on both sides, as well as the two 
swords at his waist. When the old woman saw his ferocious appearance and weapons, she went to the 
back door in fear and closed the wooden door tightly. 


At the same time, the man and the woman appeared about ten feet away behind the Jing Li. At the 
same time, they unclasped the long objects behind their backs. 


"You want to teach me? "The one-eyed man stared at Jing Li and asked in a hoarse voice. 


Jing Li did not say anything. With his right hand, he had already drawn the goose-plume sword on his left 
waist. 
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The one-eyed man raised his hand, signaling the woman to step back. The woman obediently took a few 
steps back and looked at the man's back with confidence. 


The one-eyed man removed the cloth bag from the object in his hand. It was an eight-foot-long waxed 
pole, the body of which was about the thickness of a wineglass and slightly curved in an irregular 
manner, so it was obvious at a glance that it was a very heavy thing. 


He stood up a big horse with a step, holding the pole and shaking it, the pole was very elastic, like a 
living thing like jumping, between the head of the pole shaking back and forth, the sound of wind was 
already faintly emitted, which showed that the man's strength was fully concentrated. 


Jing Li couldn't help but laugh. 


"What are you laughing at? "The man's one eye shot out a fierce light. 


Jing Li did not explain. He liked angry opponents the most. 


He laughed because he had a lot of experience fighting with long weapons in the past, but this was the 
first time he had encountered such a long, heavy, and flexible club. 


--It was the smile of a child who got a new toy. 


Although Jing Li was excited, it did not mean that he was taking it lightly. Martial arts was like a game to 
him - but it was a game to be played seriously. 


With his left hand, he also pulled out the short sword with a bird's head from a distant island in the 
south on his right waist. Past battle experience had taught Jing Li that if he wanted to use a short blade 
to defeat a long one, a pair of swords was far better than a single one. 


"It doesn't matter if you don't say your name. "The one-eyed man lowered his pole slightly, pointing the 
end of it towards the ground in front of Jing Li's feet. This is the etiquette before fighting with a long 
weapon. "| am Sun Qianjin of the Emei Sect. " 
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Jing Li slightly chins his head, as if to indicate his intention, but he suddenly steps forward, unexpectedly 
trying to close the distance. 


Sun Qianjin would not let this happen so easily, and instead of lifting his big pole, he dropped it down 
and hit the ground, the pole rebounded from the ground, and then ruffled Jing Li's lower back! 


Jing Li did not expect this heavy pole to rebound so swiftly, so he had to retreat and dodge instead. 


With the force of the rebound, Sun Qianjin shook his hands violently again, and the pole body was like a 
dragon tumbling, the head of the pole swung irregularly, hitting Jing Li's whole body in many places! 


Sun Qianjin's big pole is the Emei School's unique martial art, "Big Arm", and its mystery lies in the 
elasticity of this heavy wax pole: once this big pole is swung, the pole body shakes and bounces 
randomly as if it has its own life, so if you are looking for a normal person to hold the pole, you naturally 
want to overcome the control of it with your arm strength, and in order to fight against the bouncing 
force of the big pole, you would first exhaust a lot of strength, so where would you have any strength 
left? However, in the hands of an expert, not only did he not fight against it, but also fully utilized the 
role of the rod body to shake back and forth, and then added his own arm strength, every move has the 
power to crack monuments or rocks. The random shaking makes the enemy even more unpredictable 
and difficult to defend against. 


Jing Li could not help but retreat as he saw the randomly danced pole shadows in front of his eyes and 
the limited space for dodging in this narrow alley. The wax pole is so tough that even an axe can't 
penetrate into it, and it's impossible to break it with a single knife. 


--It's really tricky... 


Jing Li cursed in his heart. He did not bring his oar or long Japanese sword with him when he went to the 
gambling house for fear of attracting too much attention, otherwise he would have had one of them in 
his hand, which would have been a better way to cope with the length and weight of the pole. 
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Jing Li's only way to win was to fight his way into close range. However, Sun Qianjin's skillful "big arm", 
coupled with the fact that he was in the alleyway which was the most suitable for the use of long guns, 
there were too few gaps on the left and right sides, Jing Li had no chance to dodge in. 


Only head-on collision. 


In between the shapes of the pole, Jing Li used his superior eyesight and reflexes to slash in with a wild 
goose-plume blade. 


When the blade met the pole, Jing Li felt the thick elasticity of the other party's pole, which vibrated all 
the way to his wrist. Had it not been for the heavy spine of the Wild Goose Plume Sword, | am afraid 
that this force would have caused the blade to break. 


As a result of this hard impact, the Wild Goose Plume Sword was rebounded away by the long pole, but 
the residual force of the pole had not subsided and it still continued to point at Jing Li's head and face. 


Jing Li had long predicted that this single blade would not be able to completely block the large pole, so 
he swung his left hand's bird-headed short sword to block the front part of the large pole. 


After two consecutive swords, the dragon like pole was slowed down, Jing Li would not let this 
opportunity pass. He took a big step forward with both feet, and pressed his swords against the pole to 
prevent it from swinging up again. 


--Jing Li's double-sword technique was learned from the royal warriors of Siam's Ayutthaya Kingdom. 


Jing Li's eyes were already on Sun Qianjin's left hand, and in the next instant the goose-plume sword 
was about to slice into that wrist. 


But the world-famous Emei spear stick is not so easy to break. 


Sun Qianjin shifted his center of gravity to his back foot and formed a hanging stance, the right hand 
holding the end of the pole was lifted backward, the pole immediately made a half-moon downward 
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stroke, and quickly got away from Jing Li's double blades' suppression, and even swept his right knee 
with a blow. 


Jing Li's body was already against the wall, so there was no way to escape from this horizontal sweep. 
Jing Li jumped up in the air, the sole of his foot just dodged the big pole that swept by. 


However, this leap was also the end of his skill. Jing Li landed on the ground in the most vulnerable 
moment, the big pole would be waiting for him. 


--However, Jing Li did not land. 


After jumping up in the air, he stepped on the left wall with his left foot, stomped horizontally, and flew 
to the wall on the right side of the alleyway, his right foot stepped on a higher point than just now, and 
stomped again, and so by walking on the wall twice and using the force, his body jumped up to the roof 
of the row of houses on the left! 


Jing Li was certainly not fleeing. He ran on the roof tiles, and from the heights, he once again 
approached Sun Qianjin. 


Sun Qianjin had been utilizing the advantage of this narrow alleyway, and for a moment he forgot that 
there was still a lot of space above him. 


--This guy is very good at improvising! 


Sun Qianjin was surprised but not confused. The most important thing is to maintain the advantage of 
distance. He hurriedly stepped back with both feet, and at the same time lifted his big pole toward the 
upper left eaves, shaking the pole with vigor. Numerous broken tiles flew, preventing Jing Li from 
advancing along the roof! 


Dust and rocks were flying like a sandstorm. 
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Jing Li, however, only used his two swords to protect his face, ignoring the flying tiles and running at full 
speed. 


One of them charged forward, the other one retreated, but of course Sun Qianjin was still slower. Jing Li 
had already reached the center of the pole. He jumped out of the dust storm and his left hand blade 
took advantage of his fall to slice into Sun Qianjin's front arm! 


Sun Qianjin's left hand retracted in time, and the bird's head blade struck the ash pole. 


Sun Qianjin once again shook the pole with his strength, wanting to bounce Jing Li and his sword away 
from him. However, the closer he got to the head of the pole, the more powerful he became; by the 
middle of the pole, he had already lost half of his strength; now the point of contact was near the end of 
the pole, and there was not much strength left; Jing Li's right hand blade was also up against it, and both 
blades pressed hard against the pole, the pole was like a dragon and snake that had been stepped on by 
its tail, and it could not budge. 


Jing Li's left hand blade slid along the pole and cut into Sun Qianjin's fingers. Sun Qianjin had to retract 
his left hand. His grip on the club was now only two fists away, making it difficult for him to swing the 
club. 


The situation was over. Jing Li had snatched the blade from the distance of his body. 


Sun Qianjin's only way out is to abandon the pole and run backwards. 


But an Emei disciple is only alive when his gun is still in his hand. 


He closes his eyes. 


Jing Li's Wild Goose-plume Sword is slashing out with a wave-like momentum. 


At that moment, a bit of silver light flashed out from above Sun Qianjin's right shoulder, shooting 
straight at Jing Li's face. 
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Jing Li was forced to pull his goose-plume sword to the side, blocking the incoming spear point. 


It was the woman behind Sun Qianjin. She didn't have time to remove the cloth capsule of the spear and 
held it directly through the cloth, the sharp tip of the spear pierced through the capsule and stabbed 
out. 


As soon as the spear was blocked, it immediately retracted and stabbed out from under Sun Qianjin's 
armpit, and Jing Li once again wielded his sword to block it. 


Biting her lip, the woman's gun barrel gulped with lightning, stabbing through the gaps beside Sun 
Qianjin's body one after another, vowing to force Jing Li away from Sun Qianjin. She took this risky move 
because she was eager to save her husband. 


"Enough! " 


An overwhelming cry came from the end of the alley behind the woman. 


However, the woman was afraid that Jing Li would jeopardize Sun Qianjin, so she kept her gun in her 
hand. 


Jing Li, however, smiled faintly and withdrew his sword, taking a few steps back. Only then did the 
woman withdraw her gun. 


Sun Qianjin would have been able to fight again when the distance was widened. But he had relied on 
his wife to save him from being stabbed, so how could he fight again? His lifelong learning had been 
broken, his face turned pale for a while, and he did not look at Jing Li with his one eye. 


The man who spoke from behind appeared. He was a very short man, wearing a bamboo hat with a thin 
veil hanging over his head, covering his whole head and face. Only his hands with the sleeves uncovered 
had their bones and tendons exposed, showing that he was not young, but his body was not as strong as 
Jing Li's. 
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The old man was also carrying a long weapon in a cloth bag, but it was even longer than Sun Qianjin's 
big pole, nearly one zhang, almost twice his height. 


The old man is followed by a young man, white face and red lips, seems to be in his early twenties, 
although also a strong suit, but the style has a bit of quiet temperament, as if the academy scholar 
accidentally dressed in the wrong clothes. The cloth bag behind her is shortest, only three feet long, | do 
not know what kind of weapon. 


The short old man took off his bamboo hat, revealing his spotted hair and long beard, square face and 
fierce look. 


"Is it possible that you can't see it in a fight? This young man is not a member of the Wudang school. 
"The old man used a long object as a walking stick to step forward and look at Sun Qianjin. "And the 
knives he used to cut you, in fact, he retained all his strength, and would not have cut you at all. "His 
eyes turned to Jing Li. 


Jing Li took his swords back into their sheaths. Several parts of his forearms were cut and bled by the 
broken tiles that flew just now, but he seemed to be oblivious to it and only arched his fist to the old 
man. 


" Younger generation Jing Li. Fujian Quanzhou, South Sea Tiger Venerable Sect. " 


Sun Qianjin frowned, "Why didn't you say so earlier... | thought you were a Wudang..." 


"Told you so..." Jing Li once again revealed that smile. "This match would not have been possible. " 


Every fight is an opportunity to grow. Unless there was no chance of survival, a martial arts fanatic 
would never refuse. 


"Let's go. "The short old man put on his bamboo hat. "Brother, let's find a place to have a drink, shall 
we?" 
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The old man was so direct, Jing Li was a bit surprised. 


"No need to make a fuss, right? " The short old man rested his long object diagonally on his shoulder. 
"You came all the way from Fujian, what are you doing here | can't guess? " 


He lifted up the thin veil of his bamboo hat, and his glittering eyes looked straight at Jing Li. 


"As long as you are an enemy of the Wudang Sect, you are a friend of me, Emei Sun Wuyue. " 
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The Great Dao Battlefield Sword Hall Lecture - 9 


The gun is known as the "King of Weapons" and was especially powerful in the Warring States period. 
Many military techniques with other weapons, including swords and knives, often use the opponent 
with a spear as an imaginary enemy, which shows its status. 


The art of spear and long weapons was initially developed in the military, and then gradually evolved 
into folk martial arts. For example, the Emei School of spearmanship was initially practiced by the monks 
and Taoist priests of Emei Mountain, and it has been found that some of them were soldiers who 
escaped from war by going into hiding or Taoist sects. 


The greatest strength of the spear is of course its superior range of attack. If an enemy with a short 
weapon wanted to hurt you, he would have to pass through the range of attack of the spearhead. On 
the contrary, you could safely attack your opponent from a long distance, and wait for the enemy to 
come back to you. 


In addition to being safer, a long distance attack has a much wider stabbing range. As shown in the 
picture, compared to using a short weapon, a spearman only needs a small angle of maneuver, and the 
spearhead can easily cover the entire body of the opponent. The wider the range of attack, the harder it 
is for the enemy to defend. 


The third advantage of the long spear is that because of its larger size, the weapon is relatively heavier, 
and when utilized with both arms, the force generated by a thrust or a strike is usually greater than that 
of a sword, and it is not easy for the enemy to block the attack, let alone to break away from the spear 
and enter the middle of the battlefield. 


Of course, there must be disadvantages, if the long gunner gave the enemy into the close range, the 
other side of the sword fierce and flexible, the gun stick is long and heavy, it is not suitable for short 
strikes, the situation will be immediately reversed. Therefore, the stick connoisseur, especially with a 
large rod of more than eight feet, the first thing is to use a suppressive attack to prevent the enemy 
from approaching. In the face of other blades, the gun stick can be said to be a kind of full-attack type of 
weapon using offense as defense. 


(Illustration) 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 16 Chapter 5 - Miss Tong 


Yan Heng felt very uneasy. It was Jing Li's idea to borrow money from the Minjiang Gang, but he had 
gone halfway to nowhere. Although Yan Heng had already had experience in dealing with the people of 
the jianghu in the "Five Mile Pavilion" last time, he still had the arrangements made by his master and 
had Zhang Peng by his side. Now that he was on his own, he was worried whether he would be able to 
cope when he entered the Minjiang Gang's headquarters. 


--lf they asked him about Mount Qingcheng, how would he answer? 


When Yan Heng thought of his master He Zisheng and his elder brother, he could not help but feel sad 
again, and he could not help but hold the "Dragon Thorn" tightly in his palm. Since the Qingcheng 
Mountain incident, he had Jing Li as his companion, and it was not until now that he was truly alone for 
the first time. In this strange city, surrounded by strangers, Yan Heng felt a strong sense of loneliness. 


When the sedan arrived at Tiger Lane, the Minjiang Gang's head office, which looked like a clubhouse, 
was already in sight. The open vermillion-painted door was decorated with red lanterns with the word 
"Jiang" written on them, a plaque with the words "River General", and the walls on both sides were 

filled with flags, on which were written the words "Sailing smoothly", "Harmony", and "Good luck! The 
flags are filled with flags on both sides of the wall, on which are written auspicious words and phrases 


such as "A smooth sailing" and "Harmony produces wealth". 


Minjiang Gang is the largest gang in Chengdu, Sichuan Province, the main business is the river boat 
transportation, more than 50% of the local government's tea and salt transportation, financial strength 
is quite huge, the headquarters are naturally extraordinary. 


Yan Heng looked through the door of the sedan chair and couldn't help but think of that old man Zhuang 
and Ma Ba from the Guan County. 


--They were the same kind of people, weren't they? 


Yan Heng was born in a farming family, although he was young, he still remembered that from time to 
time, there were gangsters from the nearby towns who came to the village to ask for food and money, 
making the scene of the chickens and dogs jumping around, and from the bottom of his heart, he had no 
good feelings towards this kind of jianghu people. 
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Sha Nantong smiles and welcomes Yan Heng to the sedan chair. After listening to Zhang Sanping's 
intelligence, Sha Nantong's feelings of awe increased. 


Yan Heng stepped out of the sedan chair and breathed a sigh of relief. He was not accustomed to the 
ride, and felt even more tired than his usual morning sword practice. 


At that moment, a large group of people, about thirty of them, came from the other end of the 
alleyway, also heading for the main gate of the Min Jiang Gang. 


Yan Heng was curious to see what they were doing. It turned out that among the crowd, a young man 
had his hands tied and was being held hostage by two big men, who were pushing and pulling him 
towards the main gate. 


The man was not much older than Yan Heng, but he was already crying with tears on his face, and his 
nose was red and pitiful. He was quite handsome, with a white face, and his brocade clothes were 
tattered from the entanglement, so he seemed to be a rich man from a wealthy family. 


"Don't... don't..." the young man kept crying and begging, causing Yan Heng to frown. On the other 
hand, the men were happy to laugh. 


Yan Heng didn't want to pay much attention to these gangster's quarrels. Sha Nantong apologized to 
Yan Heng. 


When the young man saw the main door, he seemed to know that once he entered, he would never 
have to come out, and he fell down on his knees with weak legs. The two big men lifted him up by his 
armpits and dragged him towards the main door. 


"Hmph, you son of a bitch owes a debt, after you go in, you will pay it back once and for all! "One of the 
big men pulled out a short knife from his waist and put it on the young man's neck, laughing at the same 
time. 


Hearing this, Yan Heng guessed that it was a gambling dispute, as he had just been to the Minjiang 
Gang's gambling house, the Man Tong Horn. 
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The other man shouted, "Tell Missy to come out! The other man shouted, "Call Missy out and tell her 
that we've caught the son of a turtle! "The two men ran into the gate as they were told. 


"| don't want..." the man wailed in despair. 


As Yan Heng watched the scene, he saw the many people laughing and swearing in amusement around 
the poor young man. Suddenly, he was reminded of something that had happened a few days before. 


--At the training ground of the Xuanmen Shelter. Those guys from the Wudang sect. Xi Zhaoping's 
provocative smile. How similar. 


--And that day before, after the sword test at the "Five Mile Pavilion". On the way, he asked Master 
Zhang about his doubts: Is helping these people considered a good deed? ... 


As he watched the young man being driven into a dead end by the crowd, Yan Heng suddenly felt as if 
he was looking at another version of himself. 


A rush of blood rose to his chest. 


"You guys. "Yan Heng stepped forward and said in as calm a tone as he could. "Let him go. " 


His voice was not loud, but it silenced the entire room. 


Especially in Sha Nantong's ears, it was like being punched in the face. 


"Kid, have you made a mistake? "One of the men started to speak. Although they had seen Yan Heng 
coming with the director of the "Man Tung", they had not paid attention to his sedan chair just now and 
did not know that he was a guest brought by Sha Nantong. "Do you know what this place is? In 
Chengdu, no one dares to pay attention to the affairs of our Minjiang Gang except for the people of the 
King of Shu's residence. " 
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Another Min Jiang Gang man looked at Yan Heng and saw that he was wearing something awkward 
behind his waist and on his hands, he couldn't help but sneer and say, "Bastard, you don't have a few 
hairs on your mouth, don't think you can meddle in the affairs of the people just because you are 
wearing a weapon"! "The man drew the knife he had hidden in his back and pressed it against the young 
man's back. "If | shoot him here, the officials won't lay a finger on me. "He was about to stab the young 
man in the back. 


Sha Nantong wanted to say something to stop, but it was too late. 


The short sword in the hand of the man, as if sucked away by some mysterious strange force, turned 
around and flew out, and just flew to the horizontal plaque on the door of the main number, and nailed 
on the" Jianghe main number " between the words "Jiang "and" He". 


The Minjiang gang members were in a state of shock and uncertainty, and it was only after a while that 
they realized that Yan Heng's hand, which was wrapped in a cloth, had been changed into a state of 
holding a sword, and only then were they sure that the knife had been knocked away by him, and that 
his instantaneous action was so fast that it was hard for them to see it. 


Yan Heng did not know how he had struck at once. He had not even thought about it before he struck. 


When the gang members saw that the main plaque, which symbolized the face of the Minjiang Gang, 
had been broken, they were furious, but knowing that the kid in front of them was definitely not simple, 
none of them dared to strike at him. Some people turn their anger to the captured youth, | do not know 
who is in the pile of people stretched out a foot, kicked in the youth's waist and ribs, the youth ate the 
pain and screamed. Another man who saw it also added a foot, kicked the youth's ass. 


Yan Heng frowned in disgust at the sight. 


--These cowards, they just bully those who are weaker than them. 


Yan Heng somehow associated this incident with his own. 
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--I'm going to give you a thorough treatment since I've already made my move anyway! 


The "Dragon Thorn" swept out again, this time hitting the wrist of the big man who was holding the 
young man in custody, and the blow caused his bones to ache, and the knife on the young man's neck 
fell to the ground with a loud thud. 


At the same time, Yan Heng leaned forward and stretched out his left hand, grabbing the young man by 
the collar of his coat and pulling him behind him easily. 


"Quickly go! "Yan Heng's left palm pushed the young man, and he half-fell, half-walked to more than ten 
feet away. 


The Min Jiang gang members furiously rushed forward, wanting to capture the young man again, but 
Yan Heng stopped them by holding the Dragon Thorn at his side. 


"Don't! Don't..." Sha Nantong, seeing the chaos, kept shouting to persuade them to fight, but no one 
was listening. He knew who the young man was who was running further and further away, and he 
knew why the gang wanted to arrest him, but no matter who he let go, it would not be as serious as 
offending the Qingcheng Swordsman in front of him! 


Seeing Yan Heng's two lightning sword attacks, the gang knew that they could not cope with them, and 
no one dared to try to cross the "Dragon Thorns". 


The young man whose hands were still tied had already disappeared from the corner of the alley. The 
gang could only look on with hatred. A few of them ran towards the end of the alley, hoping to catch up 
with him in time. 


"What the hell? " 


A childish voice. It came out from the main door of the Minjiang Gang. 


Yan Heng looked over and saw a man walking out with the two gang members who had just run in. 
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The man was a little short, probably only as tall as Yan Heng's chin, and was wearing a snow-white suit, 
silk woven with faint dark cloud patterns, the material very expensive, but the cut and style of the suit, 
with the waist and wrists tied up, seemed to be that of a martial arts student on the stage. The left side 
of the hem of the robe, more gold and black silk thread, embroidered a large head of downhill tiger 
pattern, handmade is very delicate. Foot on a pair of sheepskin boots, also inlaid with silver lace pattern. 


His long, dark hair was gathered into a long braid behind his head, with a blue-dyed silk scarf around his 
forehead, and a few loose strands of hair hanging down. His young and healthy face was slightly 
rounded, and | don't know whether it was because of the cold or because of the intense activities, but 
his cheeks were red all over; his bright eyes were clear in black and white, and his eyebrows were small 
but clear and raised upwards in a heroic manner, and his appearance was actually similar to Yan Heng's; 
and his lips were small and red and moist, revealing a few white rabbit incisors. He seemed to be only 
fourteen or fifteen years old. 


When Yan Heng saw him, he initially thought he was a handsome young man. It was only when he 
looked more closely and remembered that he had just heard the gang say something about a" missy" 
that he realized that it was a woman. 


This "Missy", who didn't look very big at all, walked to those gang members with a furious pace. 


"Where are they? Where are they? " 


When the gang members saw the "Missy", they were immediately delighted and became bolder, 
pointing at Yan Heng in front of them: "Ask him! Ask him!" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 17 Chapter 5 - Ms. Tong (2) 


At that moment, another person hurriedly walked out from the gate. It was a middle-aged man dressed 
as a servant, holding a long sword in his hand. The sword's scabbard was woven with silver wire and 
inlaid with white jade, and the head of the hilt and the guard of the sword were all chased with silver, 
which was already dazzling even before it was unsheathed. 


"Missy" stared at Yan Heng with a pair of almond eyes. 


"I'm the one who let them go. "Yan Heng blushed at the sight of this young girl and averted his eyes. 
"You're bullying people too much, | can't stand it. " 


As if she had heard one of the most ridiculous words in the world, "Missy" frowned sideways and looked 
at Yan Heng with unbelieving eyes. She paid special attention to the long bag in his hand. 


"Miss, look. "One of the gang members pointed to the knife on the tablet. 


She saw it and stared at Yan Heng again while pointing at the plaque. "Did you do that? " 


"|,..didn't mean to..." Yan Heng scratched his hair. 


"Missy, this is actually..." Sha Nantong stepped forward to persuade him, "...of the Qingcheng Sect..." 


Everyone was shocked to hear this, and couldn't help but take a closer look at Yan Heng once again. This 
kid? Qingcheng Sect? 


Only "Missy" did not change her face. "I don't care who he is, all | know is that the person | want to 
catch was let go by him! " 


She looked at Yan Heng and said, "Do you know who that guy is that you let go? Do you know him? " 
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Yan Heng shook his head. "I don't know. | don't know him. | only know that you're pulling him in. I'm 
afraid he won't have the life to come out. " 


"You're right! "" "Missy" stomped her foot. "I'm just going to rip out that guy's heart and liver in front of 
Lord Guan's altar! " 


Yan Heng couldn't imagine that this lovely girl, even younger than Song Li, would say such cruel words, 
not at all like the soft Song Li, so he couldn't help but frown. "Why do you want to kill him? " 


"Missy" did not answer him, but looked at the things in his hand. "You... are good at fighting? " 


Yan Heng was too embarrassed to answer. But just now Sha Nantong had already revealed the name of 
his sect. He could not afford to break the honor of the Qingcheng Sect. 


"Kinda yes. So what? " 


"Not really. "Missy laughed. That somewhat innocent smile made Yan Heng blush again. "You don't need 
to know why | wanted to kill him. " 


As soon as she said that, she jumped to the servant's side, reached out and unsheathed her precious 
longsword with a "choking" sound, then stepped forward and stabbed Yan Heng in the face, while at the 
same time she exhaled and shouted, "I'll teach you! " 


The greenish-white blade of the sword, embellished with seven stars, swept past Yan Heng's left ear at a 
distance of less than half a centimeter - Yan Heng's body did not move at all, only dodging his head to 
the side. 


The "Missy's" horse stance was retracted and then extended, her wrist and arm flipped, and her 
longsword changed into an inward horizontal slash. The gesture was very smooth, she had indeed 
worked hard on her swordsmanship. 
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This time Yan Heng took a small step back, and the tip of the sword was again just cutting through the 
air in front of his nose. 


People thought Yan Heng had dodged the first sword, but when they saw him dodging the second 
sword, the people of Min Jiang Gang could see that the young man had seen the sword moves clearly, 
and even the limit of the distance of the sword tip's attack was included in the calculation, and he only 
dodged it easily with the smallest of movements. 


Sha Nantong was unable to stop him, and could only anxiously cry out, "Young Hero Yan, please don't 
hurt her!" 


Yan Heng's dodging was just to make the young girl realize the difference in their martial arts and 
retreat. However, the expression of "Miss" biting her lower lip showed her strong desire to win, and she 
withdrew her precious sword, pressed a sword flower as a fake action, and then stabbed Yan Heng 
diagonally at the waist and abdomen with a stronger force than before. 


--This girl is so stubborn! 


Yan Heng dodged and avoided the stab again. 


"Missy" had left some energy left in her stab, and before the sword's energy was exhausted, she 
dragged her sword back to Yan Heng's chest. 


However, this kind of chain of moves was just like a child's game in Yan Heng's eyes, he did not even 
need to look at it, he just leaned back and dodged it. 


"Missy" withdrew her sword and said hatefully, "What kind of Qingcheng School's bullshit martial arts 
are they all about dodging? " 


Yan Heng was really angry. 
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This time, when "Missy" stabbed her sword, Yan Heng stopped dodging and slapped the sword with 
"Dragon Thorns", with a strong force. 


When the sword was hit, a force was transmitted directly to Missy's wrist, bringing a pain like being hit 
by a stick. 


"Missy gritted her teeth and endured the pain, twisting her wrist, trying to lift the "Dragon Thorn" away. 


However, the difference in strength between the two parties was too great, so it was impossible to lift it 
away, and the blade of the longsword became dragged on the Dragon Thorn. The sword was very sharp, 
and the blade cut through the cloth wrapped around the "Dragon Thorn", along with the rough wooden 
scabbard inside. 


With this cut, the cloth and scabbard of the front part of the "Dragon Thorn" came off, revealing the 
golden half of the sword blade. 


The people of Minjiang Gang were terrified when they saw that the Qingcheng Swordsman's blade was 
out of its sheath. 


When the other side's blade was exposed, "Missy" thought that she had won a prize, and raised her long 
sword again to strike at Yan Heng. 


--This "Missy" of the Minjiang Gang, since she was old enough to pick up a sword, has practiced with 
dozens of masters inside and outside of the gang, and she has to practice every skill so that she can at 
least be even with her masters, and she is confident that she has already set up a number of martial arts 
techniques, and she doesn't believe that she can't beat this person who is not much older than herself. 


Yan Heng was still annoyed by what she had just said. "The moment the blade of the Dragon Thorns 
appeared, he could not help but to vent his frustration. 


--Let me show you Qingcheng's swordsmanship! 
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He saw "Missy's" sword coming and dodged horizontally, peeping at the moment when her sword was 
fully delivered, he made a strike of "Thunder Falling Mountain", the eighth stance of "Wind and Fire 
Sword" of Qingcheng School, and then he struck "Dragon Thorns" with his sword. The "Dragon Thorn" 
vertically struck the center of the long sword! 


This seven-star long sword is a rare treasure. However, "Dragon Thorn" is the treasure of Qingcheng for 
300 years, so it is not an extraordinary product. Coupled with Yan Heng's pure sword strength and the 
precise angle of the chop, the blade of the longsword was unable to withstand the chop, and it snapped 
crisply. 


Half of the broken blade flew up seven or eight feet into the sky because of this attack, and then fell 
down again, with the tip of the sword piercing into the soil diagonally. 


"Missy" looked at the broken sword in her hand in shock. This Seven Star Treasure Sword was a gift from 
her father on her twelfth birthday, and now it was broken like this, her eyes glistened with tears, and 
her face became even redder due to her anger. 


Yan Heng was a swordsman and loved swords. Seeing this good sword destroyed by himself, he also felt 
pity; and seeing the expression of "Missy" on the verge of tears, he felt a bit regretful that his hand was 
too rough. 


However, Yan Heng had practiced the Qingcheng Sword for the past six or seven years, and that was 
how to fight with a strong enemy; he had never learned any martial arts that did not injure the enemy, 
or that captured the enemy with his bare hands and used them to fight with a white blade. Other than 
this, he could not think of any safer way to stop this barbaric girl from continuing her attack. 


"Missy" absolutely refused to cry out in front of this loathsome teenager. She bit her lower lip tightly 
and sniffled a few times to suck back the tears in her eyes. She took one more look at the broken sword 
and threw the hilt to the ground in anger. 


"Bring me another weapon! " she shouted at the servant behind her. "Go in and get the heaviest and 
thickest of them, the wolf's tooth stick, the plain sword, the iron spear, take them all out! | don't believe 
he'll be able to cut through them all. " 
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"Missy, stop comparing..." the voice of Sha Nantong sounded like a plea. When he saw the golden sword 
blade in Yan Heng's hand that cut like iron, he didn't dare to step forward. 


--This Qingcheng Swordsman is the real deal! 


The servant and the two gang members didn't dare to disobey, so they hurriedly ran into the gate to get 
weapons. The rest of the gang were all silent, they knew that the worst time for "Missy" was when she 
lost a competition with someone. Usually it's okay to lose to the master, but now in front of the public, 
losing to an outsider of similar age, her anger is unimaginable, how would they dare to say half a word? 


Especially the two men who had just insulted Yan Heng were so shocked that they hid at the end of the 
crowd when they saw how powerful Yan Heng's swordsmanship was. 


"You wait! "Missy" pointed her spear at Yan Heng. "Don't try to escape like this. " 


Yan Heng couldn't help but laugh and cry. He didn't want to fight anymore. However, since she had said 
this in public, it would seem like he was being a coward if he just left. 


--What the hell am | doing here...don't | have a lot of important things to do? ... 


He remembered the day Hou Yingzhi told him that his master had given him this character "4" as the 
meaning of his name: "the temperament of facing the enemy coldly". However, he could not help but 
feel a bit ashamed that he had been such a sissy when he first started out in the martial arts world. 


Yan Heng thought, "I'd better leave. There was no way these people could keep him anyway... 


At that moment, an old woman suddenly ran to Tiger Lane in a huff, with a man from Minjiang Gang 
leading the way. 


"Have you caught him? ...Did you catch him? "The old woman hobbled over, her breathing already 
labored, but still kept asking. The man in front of her hurriedly turned back to support her. 
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When the old woman saw "Missy", she immediately jumped forward and grabbed her palm. "As soon as 
she saw the old woman, her original insolent expression immediately softened and she supported the 
old woman with concern. 


"Miss Tong, did you catch the murderer?" the old woman just kept asking. "The old woman just kept 
asking and looking into the bushes. "Where is it? " 


That "Miss Tong" is the daughter of Minjiang Gang's current Master Tong, and her maiden name is 
"Jing". At the moment, she looked at the old woman and didn't know what to say, but turned her face 
and gave Yan Heng a fierce stare. 


" Auntie Wang, I'm sorry..." Tong Jing continued to look at Yan Heng coldly. "He escaped..." 


Hearing this, the old woman, Big Mother Wang, bawled her eyes out, beating her chest with her fists 
and asking Tong Jing to reach out and stop her. 


"God is blind..." cried out Auntie Wang, pointing to the sky. 


Yan Heng saw this and felt something was wrong, so he asked, "What on earth is going on here...?" 


"You really don't know anything? "A man on the side interjected, "You don't recognize that Cai guy? 
Then why did you let him go? " 


"| just saw so many of you bullying him, | was..." 


"Fuck you! "Another big man scolded angrily, "You don't know what is going on, why do you pretend to 
be a good guy? That Cai's name is Cai Tianshou, the son of Cai Kun, the leader of the Ma Pai Gang in the 
city, and he's a bad son of a bitch to the bone. He's a bad son of a bitch!" 
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The man from earlier said, "Even we on the street can't stand the sight of Cai Tianshou's evil deeds! That 
damned son of a tortoise has killed Auntie Wang's family. " 


The gang members talked and told the story: Cai Tianshou was drunk one day and happened to meet 
Wang's daughter-in-law in the west lane of the city. Seeing her beauty, he dragged her into a deserted 
house in broad daylight and raped her; after waking up, he remembered that her husband was Wang 
Ayong, a coppersmith from the East Copper Street, who was famous for his brute strength and violent 
temperament, and was afraid that he would come to cause trouble and seek revenge. Cai Tianshou 
brought seven or eight of his men to Wang Ayong's house that night and beat the coppersmith to death, 
then took turns to defile his wife and then pinched her to death, and even their five-year-old child was 
killed; Cai Tianshou thought that the Wang family had been wiped out and no one would report them, 
but it was coincidentally that night that Auntie Wang, who was the godmother of the family, went to the 
east side of the city to deliver a baby, and she escaped from this disaster. 


Knowing that the Ma Pai Gang was in communication with the officials, and that even if they reported 
the case to the government, Cai Kun would surely be able to get away with it, Auntie Wang, 
accompanied by her neighbors, came to the Minjiang Gang's head office to ask for justice; the Minjiang 
Gang's leader, Tong Jing, who had been away on business and had not yet returned, happened to be 
practicing swordplay in the head office, and was so furious that she sent her gang members to arrest the 
murderer, and ordered that she would be sure to let Auntie Wang see him executed; the Minjiang gang 
members waited for more than a dozen days, until Cai Tianshou lost his guard and was alone today, and 
it was only with great difficulty that they caught him in the brothel... 


The more Yan Heng heard, the more he was shocked, and his back was drenched in cold sweat. He had 
never thought that there were such evil characters in the world, and he could not imagine that such a 
beast could be the gentle son of a wealthy family that he had just met. 


--And | let him go with my own hands... 


"It's all right now! "The Minjiang gang's man said, "That Cai bastard must have fled back to his father's 
house! It will be very difficult to attack the headquarters of the Ma Pai Gang, how can we catch him 
again? " 


Hearing the tragedy of her family again, Aunt Wang was so agitated, and feeling that there was no hope 
for revenge, that she let out a cruel cry and fainted on the spot, fortunately supported by Tong Jing and 
the two gang members. 
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Yan Heng felt ashamed. "I...didn't know..." 


"You didn't know and yet you care? "Tong Jing's eyes were like flames. She stared at Yan Heng, but knew 
that it was useless to say anything else, so she ordered her men to pick up Aunt Wang, and together 
they went into the main building. 


The gang members also dispersed and entered the main entrance one by one. One of them teased Yan 
Heng as he passed by, "Hmph, what's the use of being good at martial arts and swordsmanship? What 
kind of Qingcheng Swordsman is this? Is that what you call a 'knight'? | don't think so! "He spat at Yan 
Heng's feet and followed his companion into the room. 


Sha Nantong, who had been standing by the side, looked at Yan Heng standing in the alley, sighed and 
shook his head, ordering the sedan chair driver to carry the chair away. 


"Yan...young hero..." said Sha Nantong tentatively. "Our men don't know how to be polite, so don't be 
offended... Do you still want to go in? If you find it inconvenient, you wait here for a while, | will take out 


the money for the journey and send it to you, how is it? ... 


However, Yan Heng's depressed face did not show any reaction. Sha Nantong didn't know what to say, 
so he could only walk into the "River Head Office", and looked back at Yan Heng before the threshold, 
and then asked the gatekeeper to close the vermillion-painted door. 


Yan Heng stood there in the cold alleyway. His heart felt like it was bathed in ice water. 


The cry of Auntie Wang just now seemed to echo in his ears. 


Yan Heng hung his head, looking at the two pieces of broken sword left on the ground. 


--The Jianghu, is this the way it is? ... 
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A gust of wind blew into the alley. As a martial artist, his body is full of blood, so he is particularly 
resistant to cold. But now he felt a chill. 


How he wished that any of the Qingcheng Sect's honored elders or senior brothers were here at this 
moment to give him a word of advice. 


But they were all gone. Not a single one. 


The only thing that remained were the words that his elder brother, Zhang Peng, had said to him when 
he was alive. 


"...This is what it means to be a warrior. Just look at the result. Don't think about anything else. " 


Yan Heng looked at the dazzling Dragon Thorn in his hand. 


A fierce fire rose in his heart. 


He gripped the hilt of the sword hard. He gripped it very, very tightly. The blade trembled with 
excitement. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 18 Chapter 6 - Yacheng Wine 


On top of the city tower, there were seven or eight empty bottles of wine lying horizontally and 
vertically. The guards guarding the building looked at the five strange figures sitting on the western 
crescent wall drinking from afar, but they only dared to talk quietly, not to intervene. 


"Note 1: In ancient times, cities built a crescent-shaped wall on the outside of the city and added two 
gates to the city, which were opened in stages to prevent the enemy from taking advantage of the 
opportunity to invade. 


The guards knew that at least four of them were martial artists from Emei Mountain. The Emei Sect is 
like nobility. Even the government doesn't dare to offend them. In the whole city of Chengdu, except for 
the King of Shu's residence, no one can stop them from drinking anywhere they like. 


Sun Wuyue's short legs were hanging out of the three-foot-high Yacheng wall, raised his head and drank 
a bottle of wine, then casually threw the bottle back and smashed it to pieces on the stone masonry. 


Jing Li was also sipping his wine, while the other hand was holding a chicken leg that he had almost 
gnawed through - he hadn't eaten anything today, plus he had just had a big fight with Sun Qianjian and 
his wife, and was almost starving. 


Jing Li swallowed the chicken and smiled at Sun Wu Yue. 


"Senior, it seems like your stomach is full of boredom. " 


He tossed the bone away and poured another mouthful of wine. "The best way to vent your boredom is 
to have a fight. Why don't you come back and show me the Emei Sect's marksmanship, how about that? 


Sun Qianjian laughed: "Brother Jing, it's rare to find a friend who loves fighting as much as you do. " 
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His wife, Yu Qingyun, spat and punched her husband in the shoulder. "You're the same yourself, aren't 
you? " Sun Qianjian scratched his hair and nodded with a smile. 


Sun Wuyue held the nine-foot-long weapon in one hand and stretched it out beyond the city wall, as 
easily as an angler with a bamboo pole. The weapon weighed at least fifty to sixty pounds, which 
showed how amazing the short old man's arm strength was. 


" Emei Sect..." Sun Wu Yue was silent for a while, then withdrew his weapon. "We are no longer 
members of the Emei Sect. " 


The three disciples' faces sank as soon as these words were uttered. 


The youngest disciple, Liu Renyan, pursed her red lips, looked at Jing Li, and then said to Sun Wuyue, 
"Master..." 


It's alright. "Sun Qianjian interjected, "After the fight just now, | fully trust Brother Jing. " 


Jing Li also put away his smile and looked at Sun Wuyue seriously, "Senior, what's going on? ... 


"We have already left Emei. "Sun Qianlong answered on his behalf, "Or rather, we have been expelled 
from Emei. 


"What expulsion? " Sun Wuyue snapped, and with a jerk of his waist, his body, which was sitting on the 
wall, bounced up without the help of his palms, and stood on the wall at once. This hand showed that 
his ability to control his body was extremely high. 


"We walked by ourselves," he continued to shout. "It's the Son of a Turtle that's left behind! " 


Jing Li could hear that there must have been a great change on Emei Mountain, and it must have 
something to do with Wudang. But he didn't think it was a good idea to speculate, so he waited for Sun 
Wuyue to tell him. 
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Seeing that his father was so agitated, Sun Qianjian had no choice but to explain on his behalf: "A few 
days ago, Ye Chenyuan of the Wudang sect sent a letter to the Iron Peak House on Emei Mountain" 


"Iron Peak House is the base of the Emei Sect. Like the Qingcheng Sect, the Emei martial arts have long 
been separated from the temple and have become a layman's sect, with a separate martial arts training 
center on the mountain. 


Sun Qianjian continued: "The content of this letter, probably Jing brother also guessed........ humph, 
‘invincible in the world’, is really a big slogan! The letter also said..." 


"It also says that the Qingcheng Sect has been destroyed? " Jing Li asked. 


Sun Qianjian nodded. "The Qingcheng Sect is as famous as ours in Sichuan, and although there have 
been feuds in the past, they were resolved long ago, so we are all in the same boat. The elimination of 
the Qingcheng Sect is a demonstration to us. " 


"It is also to prevent Emei and Qingcheng from joining forces to fight against the Wudang Sect," said 
Jing. "Jing Li said. He had already thought of this reason when he saw that Wudang was cutting down 
the roots of Qingcheng Mountain. 


Sun Qianjian sighed and shook his head. "| didn't realize that after reading that letter, the head of our 
sect decided...decided to form an alliance with Wudang. " 


Jing Li was quite surprised. Emei Sect's current Headmaster, Yu Qinglin, known as the "Eight Spears of 
the Divine Dragon", was known throughout the world for his martial arts skills, yet he would make such 
a decision. 


"Master Yu said..." Liu Renyan, who was beside him, said, "The Qingcheng Sect has the same strength as 
us, but they still can't escape from a disastrous defeat, so it shows that the Wudang Sect is very 
powerful... There is no point in fighting against them, so we might as well form an alliance with them, 


and try to dominate the martial arts world together... ... 
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"What? "Sun Wuyue exclaimed again, " My bastard junior is simply afraid of death and defeat! When 
Master passed the throne to him, | knew that his martial arts were better than mine, and | was 
convinced that he would take over as the Sect Master... But looking at it today, Master and | were both 
blind! The 500-year foundation of the Emei Sect will be ruined by his hands alone! " 


--Emei martial arts have been passed down by monks and Taoists since the Song Dynasty. The actual 
origin of the martial arts is difficult to trace, and it is only loosely claimed to have a history of 500 years. 


"| had a big fight with him, but he still insisted on this asshole idea. | have been at Emei Mountain for 
more than forty years, and | don't want to see in my lifetime that the Emei Sect opens its gates to 
welcome a bunch of outsiders to take charge! | left in a fit of rage. " 


Sun Wu Yue said, his anger turned to disappointment. "Over the years, | have personally trained 70 to 
80 disciples in the sect, if not hundreds... But once | left, the only ones who followed me were my son 
and daughter-in-law, and..." he touched Liu Renyan's head. "The two youngest disciples, Renyan and his 
brother Liu Renying - he is now at the inn in the east of the city, monitoring the actions of the Wudang 
sect. "Sun Wu Yue sighed. "| have to resign myself to the fact that | don't know how to teach - | can't 
teach many talented guys. " 


Although Sun Wu Yue's body was small, his posture on the wall gave the impression of a huge presence. 
However, when the wind swept by, it blew his white hair, and the slanting sunset reflected on his face 
full of deep wrinkles, revealing an incomparable loneliness. 


Jing Li was touched by the fact that he was abandoned by his sect only in his old age. 


Jing Li recalled that he had started his journey of "chasing Wudang" from that beach in Fujian facing the 
boundless sea, and along the way, he had met many remaining disciples who had also been 
exterminated by Wudang. He invited each of them to join him on his journey. As a result, only Yan Heng 
has joined him. 


"Even if there is only one person who shares the same ambition, it is still enough. "Jing Li said with a 
sigh. 


When Sun Wuyue, who was originally depressed, heard these words, his old eyes suddenly lit up. There 


was still an unburnt fire in them. 
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"To put it politely, your sect's Sect Master Yu is too stupid. " Jing Li added. "The Wudang Sect has 
already opened up its stance, clearly stating that it seeks to be invincible. That means they want to be 
the overlord of the martial arts world. The king's dragon bed will not allow one more person to sleep in 
it. It is wishful thinking to form an alliance with Wudang. " 


"Brother Jing..." Liu Renyan asked, "You just said that you personally saw how the Qingcheng Sect was 
defeated. How are the martial arts of Wudang's Deputy Head, Ye Chenyuan? " 


Jing Li was silent for a while. The four Emei practitioners all stared at him. 


"lam indeed very lucky. "Jing Li finally opened his mouth. "If it wasn't for He Zisheng, | wouldn't have 
had the chance to see the depths of Ye Chenyuan's martial arts cultivation. " 


Sun Qianjian was moved. These words came from the mouth of someone who had just defeated him, so 


they naturally carried a lot of weight. "He... is his martial arts really that deep? ... 


Sun Wuyue, on the other hand, already had an idea. When He Zisheng was young, Sun Wuyue had 
known him before he took over as the Sect Leader. Although he was not a close friend, he had seen the 
sword technique he used when he exchanged ideas with Emei disciples in his early years. Sun Wuyue 
had a good idea of how advanced He Zisheng's cultivation was; Ye Chenyuan was able to single- 
handedly kill him, so he was naturally a terrifying figure. 


Jing Li was sipping his wine while recounting the match between Ye and He that he had witnessed with 
his own eyes. When it came to the result that He Zi Sheng was hit by a sword due to an eye disease, the 
four Emei masters could not help but sigh. 


After listening to the story, Sun Wu Yue even turned pale. 


Jing Li then told them how he witnessed the Qingcheng Swordsman being slaughtered by the disciples of 
Wudang's "Soldier's Crow Road", which sent chills down their spine. Yu Qingyun was so agitated that 
she laid her mouth shut, but did not cry. 
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"| don't understand..." Liu Renyan asked through gritted teeth, " How come the Wudang Sect has 
become so strong? " 


Sun Wuyue stroked his hand. "I'm not sure about the details. But it must have a lot to do with their 
annihilation of the Object Transfer Sect. Perhaps after defeating the Object Removal Sect, Gongsun Qing 
snatched many of the secrets of the evil martial arts and combined them with Wudang's original martial 
arts to achieve such power. " 


"What are the so-called evil martial arts? " his son asked. 


"As far as | know, there are all sorts of evil methods of physical mutilation and the use of medicines to 
rapidly boost one's power," Sun Wuyue frowned with white eyebrows and said. "And the way they train 
their disciples is very cruel, with many deaths and injuries in the process. However, they all believe in 
the evil gods, thinking that even if they die a crippling death, it is still a dedication to the gods, and so 
they are all sacrificing themselves, which is very frightening. " 


"| don't agree. "Jing Li, however, said. "| do not think there is a distinction between good and evil in 
martial arts. There are only weak, strong and stronger martial artists. " 


"Cultivating but hurting oneself is not the right way. "Sun Wu Yue shook his head. 


Jing Li pointed a finger at the one-eyed Sun Qianjian. "Brother Sun injured this eye... | guess it wasn't 
natural either, right? " 


"This is not comparable. "Sun Wuyue insisted. 


"The Way of martial arts is the way of life and death. Which martial artist doesn't have to gamble with 
his life? "Jing Li stroked the new wounds on his arm. "Moreover, | think the power of the so-called evil 
power has been exaggerated. Otherwise, Tie Qing Zi could not have led thirty or so Wudang swordsmen 
to raze down the main hall of the Objective Shift Sect. " 


"Perhaps, as father said, the evil martial arts mixed with the original Wudang's orthodox martial arts, 
they are so powerful today. "Sun Qianjian said. 
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"| think it might be of some help. "Jing Li nodded. "But | believe the more significant influence was that 
Tie Qing Zi - later Gong Sun Qing - was inspired by the harsh practice of the Object Migration Sect, and 
began to reform the Wudang martial arts, throwing away many of the restraints of the original 
traditions. It was only after more than twenty years that he made such amazing progress, and then the 
idea of "invincibility" was born. " 


Sun Wuyue and the others nodded at the same time as they heard this, thinking that it made sense. 


"Senior. "Jing Li asked again, "What are the plans of the four of you who have left Emei this time? You 
came to Chengdu to look for the Wudang Sect, right? "He tightened his gaze and stared at Sun Wu Yue 
for a while before speaking again: "Do you want to challenge Ye Chen Yuan? " 


Sun Wu Yue smiled bitterly. 


"Originally, | had this intention. "He didn't say anything further. Jing Li certainly knew what he meant. 


-The gap is too big. 


"Please don't rush. " Jing Li put the nearly empty bottle down. "There's no point in fighting a battle you 
know you'll lose and die. " 


"What's the difference between him and my Uncle Master then? " Yu Qingyun, who had been standing 
behind her husband, shouted in dissatisfaction. She was the niece of Emei's Grandmaster Yu Qinglin, 
and she was not just following her husband Sun Qianjian to leave Emei. Although Yu Qingyun was a 
woman of few words, her inner strength of character was even greater than that of her husband's, and 
she was genuinely dissatisfied with her uncle's decision to form an alliance. 


"There is a difference. The difference is here. "Jing Li pointed to his heart. "Not to fight now is not to 
fight forever. | have traveled so far, and have been following the Wudang people, so that | can continue 
to understand them, and practice ways to defeat them. " 
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He turned his head to look at Sun Wuyue, "Why don't the five of you join me as well! Each additional 
person who shares the same beliefs and practices together will make it easier to become stronger and 
have more power to fight against the Wudang. " 


"Little brother, I'm sorry, I'm not going to promise you right now. " Sun Wu Yue put his hand on Jing Li's 
shoulder. "| won't join anyone else while Emei Sect is still around. Besides, | can't follow you 
everywhere. Although | have left Emei Mountain, | can't leave this land. | will stay here and use my body 
to protect Emei Sect if necessary. " 


"| understand. " Jing Li nodded his head and did not show any disappointment, instead, he was full of 
respect for Sun Wu Yue. 


Jing Li took a look at the other three fellow disciples and then said, "No matter how Emei Sect will turn 
out to be in the future, no one will be able to say a bad word about it in front of me. This is because | 
have realized what a true Emei martial artist is. " 


Jing Li picked up the bottle of wine and made a toast to the four of them, drained the last mouthful of 
wine inside, and threw the bottle far away from the city wall to the field outside the city. 


The five of them smiled at each other and looked out together at the setting sun in the west, which had 
already begun to fall into the mountains. 


Jing Li pulled the hood of his cloak closed and arched a fist at the four. "Jing is leaving. | have left my 
companion behind for too long, and | am going to meet him. As long as the Wudang Sect is in Chengdu, | 
will stay here. We will drink and discuss martial arts again some other day. 


"We'll have to fight again. " said Sun Qianjian, laughing. "Otherwise, | won't let you walk out of this city 
wall." 


"It's a deal! " Jing Liand Sun Qianjian clasped their palms together. The other three also smiled. 


Emei people told Jing Li where they had landed, and Jing Li also told them the name and location of the 
"Xiang Yun Inn". 
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"On the day when Ye Chen Yuan breaks into Emei, | will take you up to Emei Mountain myself," Sun Wu 
Yue said. "Sun Wuyue couldn't help but smile after saying that. "In the past forty years, | have never 
thought that | would tell an outsider such words. " 


Jing Li once again arched his hand and turned around to leave. 


The four of them looked at his golden back. 


"The South Sea Tiger Honored Sect. A name I've never even heard of. "Sun Wuyue sighed with emotion. 
"And yet, such a character has emerged. " 


2K 


Yan Heng walked through the streets and alleys, feeling hungry and tired. The sun had already set 
behind the houses, and the winter wind swept through the streets, deepening the chill. 


But he insisted on walking. 


He hadn't eaten anything since this morning - he didn't even have a coin on him; he had just fought Tong 
Jing (albeit lightly), and the hunger, combined with the cold, was beginning to eat away at his energy. 
But the will had not worn out. 


--He had made his own mistakes and had to remedy them with his own hands. 


He kept asking on the street for directions to the headquarters of the Ma Pai Gang. 


--Since people honor the martial artists of the Qingcheng School as "swordsmen," this reputation must 
not be ruined by one's own hands. 
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--Especially now that I'm carrying the Dragon Tiger Sword. 


Although Yan Heng had already re-wrapped the blade of the Dragon Thorn with a rag and deliberately 
covered it with his robe when he held it, people still noticed that he was carrying "something". 
Especially when they realized that he was inquiring about the Ma Pai Gang, those people showed a look 
of panic. But because of this fear, none of them dared to answer him dishonestly. 


Although Yan Heng was glad for this convenience, he also felt a little sorry for having frightened the 
civilians. 


--Are we martial artists worthy of the people's respect, or are we just to be feared? ... 


--Or... both? ... 


Finally, Yan Heng found it. The market street was not far ahead. 


Nine times out of ten, the busy shopping streets were closed at this hour, and only a few restaurants 
and taverns that ran night markets had begun to hang lanterns in front of their doors. 


Yan Heng gritted his teeth, tightly squeezed the "Dragon Thorn" in his hand, resisted the cold and 
hunger, and continued to walk forward like a lone wolf with the fast pace of a martial artist. 


When Jing Li returned to the door of "Xiang Yun Inn", it was already nightfall. 


It had been half a day, and he thought that Yan Heng had already taken the toll and bid farewell to the 
people of the Minjiang Gang, so he didn't look for him at the "River Chief" again. 


After entering the main door, he went downstairs to the restaurant, but he saw that the table closest to 
the doorway was occupied by the fat chief of the "Man Tung Horn", Sha Nantong, and two of his men. 
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"Mr. Jing, I've finally waited for you," smiled Sha Nantong! "Sha Nantong smiled, lifted up the small cloth 
bag placed on the dining table, and walked up to Jing Li to salute him. Jing Li, however, realized that Sha 
Nantong's smile was a bit forced. 


"Why are you here? " 


"Mister Sha has come here to take care of this inn, and he has already prepaid for ten days' rent for 
Master Jing. If Master Jing wants to move to a bigger and better inn, Sha Mou can also arrange it right 
away. "Sha Nantong said, and handed over the cloth bag with both hands. "Here is the money we 
promised to subsidize the travel expenses of Master Jing. | hope you don't mind. " 


Jing Li casually took the cloth bag, not caring how much money was inside, and only asked, "Where is my 
companion? " 


"This..." Although it was a winter night, Sha Nantong was still sweating. "Young Hero Yan... it's a long 
story..." He tried to be as brief as possible, recounting the events that had occurred in front of the main 
gate of the "River Chief" in the daytime. 


After Jing Li finished listening, he couldn't help frowning and shaking his head. 


--"This kid, inexperienced is inexperienced... 


", Afterwards, Young Hero Yan disappeared..." said Sha Nantong timidly. 


"Since he didn't come back, where do you think he went? "After Jing Li finished speaking, he quickly 
walked to the room at the back of the courtyard. 


Sha Nantong and his two subordinates hurried after him. He wiped his sweat while thinking hard, and 
then realized. "The Ma Pai Gang! " 
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"Your men know where the headquarters of the Ma Pai Gang is, don't they? One of them will take me 
there. The other one will go back to Minjiang Gang and bring people to help. " Jing Li said as he hurriedly 
walked. "You are too fat and walk too slowly, no need to follow me, go and wait for me outside the gate. 


Jing Li was a bit anxious. He was naturally not worried about the Ma Pai Gang. What he was worried 
about was that Yan Heng would be discovered by Wudang's people if things got out of hand. 


Therefore, he decided to go back to his room first to get the Japanese sword and the oar, just in case. 


Of the whole row of rooms in the backyard, his was the only one without a light. 


When the door was opened, it was dark inside, with only the light from the doorway shining back into 
the courtyard. But Jing Li was not affected at all - his eyes were as bright as a cat's after the night battles 
in the jungles of the Champa Kingdom. 


The long Japanese sword and the oar lay flat on the bed, and he immediately reached for them. 


Just the moment he touched the sheath, he felt a strange atmosphere. 


Or rather, a sense of oppression. 


After years of wandering among the barbaric countries on the sea, experiencing more than a hundred 
battles of various sizes, including one-on-one contests, group battles, ambushes... Jing Li was very 
familiar with this feeling. 


--It is the aura of fighting. 


This "Auspicious Cloud Inn" is not big, and the rooms are only separated by wooden walls. 


Right next to the bed. The wall. 
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From the upper left corner, it was cracked. 


The five-foot-long heavy wild taijutsu, with the energy of a Kagoshima volcano erupting, dipped down 
and broke through the wall, its blade cutting into Jing Li's neck! 


Meanwhile, just outside the room, in the corner of the roof tiles on the second floor opposite the 
courtyard, there hid a shadowy figure. 


Zou Tai's big bright eyes pierced through the night and watched Jing Li's room. 


When he saw Jing Li enter the room just now, Zou Tai finally recognized the face of the man who was 
probably the "Wudang hunter" and was very excited. 


Chen Tong was already on his way to bring this important news back to the "Fung Loi Inn" in the eastern 
part of the city to inform Deputy Head Ye. 


After Jing Li entered the room, Zou Tai had been closely monitoring him. When he saw Jing Li's strange 
foreign clothes, he was more certain that he was the man that the Japanese woman who had stayed in 
the next room was looking for. 


Zou Tai was wondering when the Japanese woman would come over to meet this "hunter". 


At that moment, he heard the loud sound of an object breaking inside the open door of the room. 


He also saw the light of a blade flickering in the dark room. 


Zou Tai's eyes widened. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 19 Chapter 7: The Four Assassins of the 
Soldiers' Crows 


In the Chengdu Province area specializing in horse and land cargo trafficking Ma Pai Gang, although its 
headquarters is not as grand as the Minjiang Gang, but the courtyard building is also very tall. The main 
gate of the front yard was extraordinarily high and wide, naturally to facilitate the entry and exit of 
vehicles and horses. Just like the Minjiang Gang's main number, the Horse Brand Gang's main 
department of course could not hang the name plaque of the Jianghu Gang, but only wrote the word "Ji 
Ji". 


Next to the gate, there were two big men of the Ma Pai Gang with staffs and sticks. When they saw this 
seventeen-year-old boy with a long bag standing in front of the door, they did not show any expression 
of surprise. 


Yan Heng looked at the doorway, then at the two big men. His face was red. 


--His face was flushed red because he was ready to fight at any moment, and his head was swollen with 
blood. 


The big man on the left looked at Yan Heng for a few moments, then immediately handed over the stick 
in his hand to his companion, and walked forward with bare hands to salute him. 


"This must be the benefactor! " 


--" The benefactor? 


Yan Heng was surprised. But he tried his best to remain calm. 


"Tell that Cai Tianshou to come out. "He was actually quite nervous, but he tried his best to keep his 
voice calm. He had learned how to deal with this kind of scene after the last time in the "Five Mile 


Pavilion". When he didn't come out, | went in to look for him. 
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"Master and he is waiting inside for a long time. Please follow me in. "The big man arched his hand, and 
immediately asked his companions to go in and spread the word. 


--What kind of trick is this? ... 


Yan Heng was full of anger, but he didn't know how to act now. He decided to follow the big man inside 
first. 


Only when they reached the center of the front yard did a group of people run out of the big house 
inside. Yan Heng was ready to draw his sword. 


The first thing he saw was Cai Tianshou. Although Cai Tianshou still had a swollen and bruised face, he 
had changed into new clothes and looked like a nobleman. As soon as Yan Heng saw him, the sound of 
Grandma Wang's dying cries resounded in his mind, and he seemed to see the angry eyes of Tong Jing 
and the people of Minjiang Gang. Yan Heng's eyes were like sparks. 


"Benefactor! "Cai Tianshou knelt down on the ground towards Yan Heng. 


Next to him was a man in his fifties, his father, Cai Kun, the leader of the Ma Pai Gang. Cai Kun, a horse 
thief, was much more rugged than his son, with a very strong body and dressed like a rich man. Cai Kun 
also bowed deeply to Yan Heng. 


"So it was this young hero who saved my son! "Cai Kun said excitedly. "No wonder! No wonder! | can tell 
at a glance that he must be a young knight from a famous martial arts school! " 


Cai Tianshou cried with tears, "If it wasn't for your kindness saving me, | would have been caught in that 
Minjiang gang's lair, and would have been broken into pieces! | really don't know how to repay this 
favor! " 


"Stop pretending! "Yan Heng shouted angrily, the cloth-wrapped Dragon Thorn in his hand pointing 
straight at his face. "Your crying face has fooled me too! You deserve to die! " 
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Cai's father and son and the gang behind them were all stunned. 


"What... why is this..." said Cai Kunin a panic. "Ah... understand! It must be those Min Jiang Gang sons 
of bitches, spreading rumors and lies again! " 


"You're the ones who are lying, aren't you? " Yan Heng sneered. "I've heard all about it! You raped and 
killed people, and didn't even let go of a few-year-old child! | saw Grandma Wang with my own eyes! " 


"How could you believe such rumors? "Cai Kun's face was pale. "I've heard people in the city talk about 
it, and it's a load of crap! Yes, that coppersmith Wang Ayong was indeed killed by one of my ungrateful 
son's men..." As he spoke, he slapped Cai Tianshou hard on the cheek. Cai Tianshou took the slap 
without a grunt. 


"Doesn't that mean you've admitted it? " Yan Heng glared at Cai Tianshou angrily. "Killing to fill a life! " 


"Wait! Cai Kun said again, "Please let me finish my speech first." "Cai Kun's face was rugged, but his 
features were as straight as his son's, and his eyes were sincere. "Although his behavior is a bit bad, he is 
not a bad man. It's just that he can't change his lustful nature..." 


Cai Kun helped his son up and looked at his swollen face with pity. "It's like this: Tianshou didn't know 
the Wang family's daughter-in-law, but he only met her several times on the west side of the city. My 
son is not bad looking, and he has a few silver ingots in his purse, so maybe that's why he was attracted 
to that Wang family's daughter-in-law, and she took the initiative to come over and hook up with him, 
and even lied that she was a widow... This ungrateful son of mine couldn't resist the temptation, and he 
got mixed up with her... 


"Later, Tianshou realized that she was originally Wang Ayong's wife, so he broke off his relationship with 
her, and even paid her a lot of money, hoping not to make a big deal out of it. But that Wang Ayong has 
heard some rumors, heart very jealous, often drink to kill their sorrows. 


"One night, Wang Ayong came home drunk and quarreled with his wife. The woman, probably because 
my son abandoned her, was not happy, and when the argument got heated, she slipped up and 
admitted to having an affair with my son. When Wang Ayong heard this in his drunkenness, he was so 
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furious that he picked up a hammer and chased his wife around the house, but he was so mad that he 
killed his five-year-old son with a hammer. Wang Ayong killed his own son by mistake, he was even 
more crazy, so he caught his wife and pinched her to death as well. 


"Wang Ayong was so enraged that he came back to look for Tianshou. It so happened that Tenshou was 
looking for fun in the streets and alleys, and he found him... Without any further ado, Wang Ayong 
raised his blood-stained hammer and was about to attack Tenshou, but he dodged it narrowly, but he 
still refused to give up, and fortunately, a few of the gang members who were with Tenshou at the time 
intervened to stop him. Luckily, a few of the gang members who were with Tianshou at the time 
stepped in to stop him. Originally, they wanted to restrain him, but Wang Ayong had been drinking, 
killed his wife and son, and acted like a crazy tiger. In the chaos, half of the gang members were 
defending themselves, and they beat him to death... Each of them broke a number of bones that night, 
so you can see how dangerous the situation was at that time, and how he really had no choice but to do 
so. I'm not sure if you don't believe me, but please take a look. " 


Cai Kun said and pointed back. Among those gang members, there are a few whose bodies and arms and 
legs are still wrapped in cloth bandages and splints. 


"What about Grandma Wang? What did you say? "Yan Heng was surprised to hear this very different 
story, and didn't quite believe it. 


"That old woman died overnight, and her whole family, especially her grandson, is really pitiful... 
Originally, my unscrupulous son was indeed at fault for this matter, but it is not a crime worthy of death. 
The men | helped were just trying to protect themselves. He just made the wrong move..." Cai Kun 
sighed and said: "Cai promised a long time ago to cover the burial of their family, and also compensated 
her with three hundred taels of silver. She took the money, then changed her mind and felt that it was 
not worth it, and then Come back and ask for more. Alas, | don’t have enough money, but I, the leader 
of a certain gang, Cai, has hundreds of disciples. | control them based on loyalty. Does this mean | have 
any face? | was angry and couldn’t help it for a moment. , and then gave her another two hundred taels 
and added: "Grandma, you're going to leave a hundred years old in the future, and I'm going to take 
care of the Ma Pai Gang. She heard me and thought | was hinting at harming her, so she went to my 
rivals, the Minjiang Gang, as a backer in a moment of shock. " 


Hearing this, Yan Heng was immediately reminded of the "Wu Li Ting Martial Arts Fight", which was also 
a local personal grudge that turned into a confrontation between the two gangs, which was not 
surprising. 
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Cai Kun continued: "This Minjiang gang has always loved to look for trouble from our gang, and this 
time, when they got Aunt Wang, they simply regarded it as a treasure, and made up the rumor that my 
son had killed his whole family, in fact, they wanted to use this excuse to weaken our gang's prestige, 
and to take the opportunity to expand their own power. When we were not on guard, they captured 
Tianshou. " 


"That's right, Your Excellency! "Cai Tianshou also said, "Especially the daughter of the Minjiang Gang's 
Tong Gang master, who is an aggressive fighter and often picks fights with our gang members for no 
reason; once she harassed a foreign fighter who came to Chengdu to sell martial arts, and | stopped him 
in public on the street, so she held a grudge against me and wanted to take the opportunity to harm me! 
Oh my god, my benefactor came to the rescue in time!" After that, he bowed again. 


Cai Tianshou's words did match the character of the Tong Jing Yan Heng had encountered. Yan Heng 
couldn't help but be puzzled. 


Thinking carefully, he realized that the two accounts were completely different, but both seemed to 
make sense. To Yan Heng, Min Jiang Gang and Ma Pai Gang were both ordinary gangs in the Jianghu, 
and he really could not tell which one was more reliable. 


Seeing that Yan Heng still looked puzzled, Cai Kun took his son and said, "Look at Tian Shou. Although | 
am a swordsman by trade, | have never taught this boy any martial arts. He is not good at martial arts, 
he is just a playful person. Look at him, Your Excellency, is he a man who would kill a child of a few years 
old?" 


Yan Heng took a closer look at Cai Tianshou and thought to himself that he did not look like that. It was 
only because of Cai Tianshou's weak appearance that he could not help but interfere. 


Yan Heng also thought, "Since | arrived at the headquarters of the Ma Pai Gang, they have not taken any 
precautions against me at all, so it doesn't seem like they're faking... 


"If you still don't believe me..." Cai Kun thought for a while. "How about this: I'll send someone to invite 
Grandma Wang and the people from the Minjiang Gang, as well as some of the Wang family's neighbors 
on East Copper Street, to come over to confront you in front of you, so that you can arbitrate, right? " 
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Yan Heng came here just to make up for his faults, he never thought of being an arbitrator, so he was 
very nervous in his heart. However, he thought that this matter was related to human life and should 
not be taken lightly, so he could only settle it in this way, so he nodded his head and agreed. 


Cai Kun a command, the gang will rush out of the courtyard gate, out to invite people to go. 


"I'm afraid we'll have to wait a while to persuade them to come over. It's too much to ask you to stand 
here in the wind," Cai Tianshou said. "Cai Tianshou said, "In fact, my family has already prepared a 
banquet to welcome you at any time. Why don't we invite you to come in and have a drink and some 
dim sum while we wait? " 


Yan Heng looked at these horsemen and saw that there were no masters among them. Even if he sent 
someone to ambush them inside the house, it would be difficult for them to deal with him. Yan Heng 
agreed. Cai's father and son happily led him into the house. 


As soon as he heard the news that Chen Tong had brought back, Jiang Yunlan immediately put on his 
ancient longsword with a sharkskin sheath, and picked up the iron armor gloves that looked like animal 
claws, ready to put them on. 


"You really don't want me to go? "Ye Chenyuan sat at the side of the room and closed his eyes without 
opening them. 


"It would be a mockery if we still need the Deputy Head of our sect to go for such a thing. "Jiang 
Yunlan's face, which was missing his nose and full of scars, smiled, with a wild and ferocious flavor. He 
untied the leather belt of his iron armor claw and put his left hand through it, while adding, "We have 
the first chance to ambush this time. Moreover, this is a revenge, we will not abide by the number of 
people in the dueling contest... If the Deputy Head were to come in person, it would damage your 
reputation. " 


"Then at least let me personally choose. "Ye Chenyuan opened his sharp eyes and took a glance at the 
thirty or so Soldier's Crow Path elite that had gathered in the room. 


"Shi Hong! " Ye Chenyuan shouted. In the crowd, a disciple with a mandarin duck apostle stepped 
forward in response. This Shi Hong was the young Wudang martial artist who had killed Qingcheng's 


senior elder Chen Hongli alone not long ago. His face is thin and white, a little scholarly flavor, but with a 
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pair of strange blades in his hands, he has long been known among the disciples of Wudang as a weird 
and difficult to deal with. Shi Hong is only twenty-seven years old this year, and together with the dead 
Xi Zhaoping, they are the hope of the new generation of Wudang. 


" Huyanda! " 


"Yes!" shouted a disciple slightly older than Shi Hong, wrapped in a black turban and with a beard. He 
was the descendant of the famous general Hu Yan Xan in the early Northern Song Dynasty, and he had 
indeed inherited the military might. He specialized in dual swords just like Ye Chenyuan, except that the 
swords he used were a bit wider and shorter, and instead of being crossed behind his back, they were 
lined up flat at the back waist, with the two hilts protruding from the left and right sides of the waist. 


"Li Shanyang! " 


The third one is the tallest and strongest, his step forward has already dimmed the light thrown on Ye 
Chenyuan's body. On the left side of Li Shanyang's solidly tanned face, there was a line of talismanic 
tattoos tattooed on it, stretching from his ear to the side of his neck, and it was not visible until it 
disappeared into the collar of his coat. He was using a large and long two-handed plain sword, and the 
center guard of the sword was in the shape of a swastika barb, which had the function of locking and 
entangling the enemy's weapon. 


Of course, Jiang Yunlan knew that the three chosen by Ye Chenyuan were among the best of the best in 
this expeditionary force. He smiled at the Deputy Head. 


"The three of you are under the command of Master Jiang. "Ye Chen Yuan said coldly, pointing at the 
altar containing Xie Zhaoping's ashes behind him. "Bring back that man's head to honor the souls of our 
five fellow disciples. " 


The three of them responded in unison, "Yes! " 


Jiang Yunlan put on his iron armor claws and moved his sharp fingers to make sure that he could move 
flexibly, then he nodded towards Ye Chenyuan and led Shi Hong and the other three and Chen Tong out 
of the door. 
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Liu Renying saw those five figures wearing black clothes and footwear, taking advantage of the night to 
quickly walk out of the "Fung Loi Inn", could not help but feel strange. 


--At this hour, they can't leave the city, where are they going? ... 


Liu Renying has been sitting in the tavern opposite the inn for a long time, and has been monitoring 
whether there is any special movement of the Wudang faction. When he saw that the five Wudang 
people had already walked to a street, he immediately put down his coins to pay the bill and went out 
to follow them. 


Liu Renying and her younger brother Liu Renyan are twins who look about the same. It's just that the 
younger brother uses a double-section chain gun, while he uses a double-ended short flower gun. At this 
moment, he puts the gun in a wooden huqin box and carries it behind his back. He is dressed like a 
wandering musician. 


Liu Renying hanging far away from the five figures, thinking: they must be to go somewhere in the city 
to fight, otherwise why are all with blades? Are there any Wudang enemies in Chengdu? And it takes a 
few of them... Have they found out what we're up to? They want us to test Emei's martial arts? ... 


Thinking of this possibility, Liu Renying was a bit anxious and focused on not losing them. He noticed 
that the five men were walking in front of and behind each other, and one of them was obviously 
leading the way. 


He remembered that not long ago, a black-shirted man had entered the Phoenix Inn, and it was 
probably this man who was leading the way, a scout. The possibility that Emei Sect had been targeted 
became even greater. 


The five men didn't pause or look back. They didn't seem to be worried about being followed. 


They turned a corner and Liu Renying lost sight of them. He slowed his pace and hurried forward, hiding 
behind the corner wall, cautiously and slowly stretched his head to look. 


"Have you had enough? " 
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At these words, Liu Renying's back hairs stood straight up. 


He quickly took down the zither case on his back and raised it. 


A loud sound. The broad blade of the Pudao slashed across the corner of the wall, cutting three inches 
into the brick wall. 


Behind the wall, the shattered wood of the box exploded - Ryu Renying only managed to block the blade 
with the box just in time. 


His right hand gripped the spear shaft inside the shattered box. 


But before he could even make a move, there was already another figure rushing through the corner of 
the wall. 


Two swords of grayish-black color. One cuts into Liu Renying's right arm. The other went straight to his 
heart. 


At this speed, even if it wasn't a sneak attack, it would be impossible for the young Liu Renying to dodge 
it. 


Huyan Da's "Twin Swords of Still Life" quickly retracted without a sound. A stream of blood sprayed on 
the wall. 


Li Shanyang also easily pulled out his sword from the corner of the wall. He didn't need to inspect it, he 
knew that the blade was not damaged in any way. 


Jiang Yunlan and Shi Hong slowly walked back from the center of the street. Chen Tong was crouching 
on the corner of the roof - of course he was the one who realized that someone was following him, a 
disciple of the "First Snake Path". 
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The five of them looked coldly at the slowly falling Liu Renying as well as the short spear he was still 
holding in his hand. 


"Emei." said Shi Hong. 


"| don't have time for this. "Jiang Yunlan said. "Let's focus on this first. " 


Chen Tong jumped down and hit the ground without a sound. 


On their way to the Xiang Yun Inn, the five of them left behind Liu Renying, who had not completely lost 
his breath. 


Therefore, they could not see that Liu Renying, before his death, used his own blood to draw half of a 
crooked Tai Chi symbol on the wall. 


——After not enough time for a cup of tea, Liu Renyan, who was about to take over the surveillance, 
found his brother's still-warm body. 
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Lecture on the Great Daojian Sword Hall - 10 


The Yuanyang Yue, also known as the "Deer Antler Knife" or the "Sun, Moon, Qiankun Sword", is a 
strange short weapon with a peculiar appearance. It must come in pairs, so it is called "Yuanyang". Each 
part of the blade has its own name: antlers, snake body, phoenix eyes, fish tail, and bear's back. 


The Yuanyang Yue has a total of four tips, nine sharp edges, and a total of thirteen edges, so it is 
officially called the "Four Points, Nine Blades and Thirteen Edges Ziwu Yuanyang Yue". Because there are 
so many sharp blades, and you have to use them both left and right at the same time, it is easy to injure 
your body between swings and flips, so this kind of strange weapon is very difficult to learn; but once 
you succeed, because the angles of each blade are weird, you can't move in the right direction. It is 
unpredictable and makes it extremely difficult for the enemy to guard against it. Due to the short attack 
distance, it requires extremely high footwork and body skills. 


Pudao, also known as "two-handed belts", are a kind of folk blade with a long handle between short and 
long weapons, usually about five feet (150 centimeters) in length, with half of the blade and half of the 
hilt, the blade is wide and the edge is thin, and the main force is to cut and slash, because the long 
handle is good for two-handed use, and the force is very fierce. 


The Pudao emerged in the Song Dynasty (the novel "Water Margin" contains a lot of records and 
descriptions about the Pudao), according to the research, because of the ban on the possession of 
military weapons and long weapons in the community at that time, the general civilian population, in 
order to facilitate the self-defense, will be general agricultural knives, connected to the use of long 
handles, the right to pretend to be a long weapon, and gradually evolved into the style of the Pudao. At 
the end of the Qing Dynasty, the Taiping Army revolted, and its soldiers used a large number of plain 
knives, so it was also known as the "Taiping Knife" at that time. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 20 Chapter 8 Shimazu Hu Ling Lan 


Jing Li received the slash that broke through the wall and stood still, not dodging or evading, but 
continued to pick up the Japanese sword on the bed. 


Because he recognized this Nodachi. 


He also recognized the sword technique of this chopping attack: the Japanese Yin-ryu swordsmanship " 
Swallow Flying " - he also knew this move. 


More importantly, although he felt the combat aura, he judged that it did not contain any killing intent. 


Sure enough, the long blade of the Nodachi swept past Jing Li's body in an arc, straight to the lower right 
side of the wall. The blade was then withdrawn to the back of the wall and disappeared. 


Two more swipes followed, along with a stomp from a long leg, and the wall shattered forward. Only 
then did Jing Li side-step the flying pieces of wood. 


Shimazu Hu Linglan's tall, curvaceous body leapt over the hole in the wall, over the bed and into the 
room. 


She stared at the Jing Li, her breath coming in sharp gasps. Certainly not from exhaustion. 


"Found you. " 


Jing Li held the Japanese sword in his hand and sighed, shaking his head as he looked at the beautiful 
woman from the island nation of Japan. 


"What's going on here? " Jing Li said in Japanese. "Why have you come so far to find me? " 
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Hu Linglan didn't answer, but slashed at Jing Li again. 


Jing Li knew she wouldn't stop this time, so he immediately raised his sword and pulled it out a foot or 
so, just blocking the Nodachi's attack. 


Hu Linglan took advantage of the rebound of the blade and pulled up the sword, twisted and turned 
around, and slashed back at Jing Li's waist. Jing Li had long ago learned this "Ape Return" technique from 
Satsuma, and almost without looking, he used his Japanese sword to receive this horizontal slash. 


Hu Linglan slashed a few more times in a row, her moves were fast and furious. She was a woman, but 
she was able to use the five-foot-long Nodachi with ease, not only because of her tall stature, but also 
because she utilized the coordinated force of her entire body, which is comparable to the principle of " 
Qi Gong " of the Middle Kingdom martial arts. In addition, Hu Linglan was also good at making full use of 
the weight of the blade and the centrifugal force of swinging the blade from a distance, so that there 
was no pause between each move, causing the series of moves to continue to accelerate. 


By the sixth move, the speed and power of the blade had overwhelmed even Jing Li, and it was 
impossible for him to continue to defend without attacking. 


"Stop! "Jing Li shouted. He didn't want to counterattack with his sword. 


After this slash, Hu Linglan did not exert any more force, and the Nodachi spun around her head, 
slowing down before dropping down beside her, the tip of the blade hanging diagonally to the ground. 


It was only after the attack had come to a standstill that it became clear that the tables and chairs and 
furniture in the darkened room had been swept away by the blade, and the scene was as devastated as 
the aftermath of a hurricane. 


Only then did Hu Linglan's breath become quiet. After chopping the man she had been pursuing for 
several times in a row, the anger in her heart was a little bit released. 


"Father should have sent me to fight you! "The look on her face, like that of a female tiger, made it even 
more beautiful. "Instead, he promised me to you! " 
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Jing Li listened to her, and the look of bravado that had always been on his face disappeared and was 
replaced by a look of shame. 


"It is true that | owe you. But... we haven't even consummated our marriage yet, why do you have to...' 


"Do you think that if you just walk away, you can pretend that nothing has happened? " Hu Linglan 
waved her blade. "Father-sama is no ordinary man. He is the guardian of Satsuma! In his eyes, | am an 
abandoned woman who has been married off! Do you see? "She stroked her hair. "This is no longer the 
hair of an unmarried girl! " 


Two years earlier, Jing Li had wandered into Satsuma, a country in Kagoshima, southern Japan, where he 
had learned the swordplay of the Japanese samurai, and had won a series of battles, making a name for 
himself. Jing Li's ambitions grew so great that he even challenged the samurai of the Shimazu clan, the 
rulers of the Satsuma Kingdom, causing Shimazu Matagoro, the youngest son of the current shogun and 
the "No. 1 Man of Kagoshima", to become furious and to challenge the "ronin of the Ming Dynasty" to a 
match in front of his father's throne. 


As a result, Matagoro was defeated by Jing Li before the eyes of his father, brother and sister. 


Hu Linglan is the concubine daughter of Satsuma Mamoru, and has been learning the sword with her 
younger brother Matagoro since they were young. She immediately begs her father to allow her to 
compete with Jing Li to save her brother's reputation. But how could Mamoru trust the honor of his 
family to the daughter of a concubine? Instead of holding a grudge after seeing his strong son defeated, 
he became fond of Jing Li and wanted to keep him as his general - the Shimazu clan was fighting with 
other local clans for the interests of the Ryukyus. Mamoru Satsuma decided to marry Hu Linglan to Jing 
Li and recruit him as a member of the Shimazu family. 


Jing Li had originally planned to leave Satsuma after winning the battle against Shimazu Matagoro, the 
first master of the Shimazu clan - he had been wandering on the sea for more than eight years, and had 
longed to return to the Middle Kingdom. But under these circumstances, he could not refuse the offer of 
marriage from the Shimazu family and leave in peace. Therefore, Jing Li pretended to agree to the 
marriage and used this status to secretly obtain the talismanic seal to go out to sea, and escaped from 
Satsuma by boat before the wedding. 
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Jing Li looked a bit embarrassed. This night was actually the first time that the two of them had ever 
talked to each other. Jing Li had only met Hu Linglan once during their time in Satsuma, on the day he 
and Matagoro competed with each other with wooden swords. They never saw each other during their 
engagement. 


"When | left, | didn't think | would cause you so much trouble..." Jing Li hung his head. "I thought | hadn't 
even touched your finger, so if | left, at most the marriage would be over... Not to mention, you hated 
me so much because of what happened to Brother Matagoro, so | thought it would be a good thing for 
you if | left..." 


"Now | have only two choices. " Shimazu Hu Linglan didn't take his apology into his ears. "One is to kill 
you in a duel to avenge Matagoro's death, or to marry you. Whichever you choose, the first priority is to 
find you. " She raised her Nodachi and pointed it at Jing Li. "And now, I've found you. " 


"I'm not going to fight you. "For the first time in his life, Jing Li took the initiative and refused to fight. 
"Especially after hearing your reasons. | didn't even kill brother Matagoro. " 


Matagoro Shimazu had lost his martial arts skills due to his defeat to Jing Li and the injuries he had 
sustained, and he didn't know how long it would take for him to recover. He was too young and too 
famous to bear this setback, so he killed himself in one night. Because of the death of Matagoro, Jing Li 
and Hu Linglan's marriage was delayed, and Jing Li had enough opportunity to secretly escape before 
the wedding. 


"He died because of you," Hu Linglan said coldly. 


"That's not the way a martial artist dies. " Jing Li shook his head. "Brother Matagoro was too stupid. " 


"As long as you don't fight with me, | won't leave the Ming Kingdom. "Hu Linglan's eyes were filled with 
determination and will. Jing Li saw this and knew that this kind of will was not something he could 
shake. 


"| have my own things to do. "Jing Li still said. "Something much more important than that. " 
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"| know. It's about challenging the 'Wu Dan’, isn't it? " Hu Linglan replied. "The place where | landed in 
the Ming Kingdom is the very harbor of your home village. | found out what had happened to your Tiger 
Honored School, and | guessed that you were trying to track downthe [WuDan] for revenge- 
otherwise, how do you think, | found you? " 


Jing Li nodded, looking at Hu Linglan with admiration. This woman's intelligence and perseverance were 
amazing. Coming all the way from Kagoshima to Sichuan, it was hard to imagine how many difficulties a 
foreign woman like her had encountered. And then there was her martial arts. Hu Linglan was not joking 
when she wanted to challenge Jing Li - just now, after receiving a few slashes, Jing Li had already 
confirmed that her skills were even better than her brother's. 


If it was a normal match, Jing Li would never refuse. However, he didn't want to fight with such an 
outstanding swordswoman because of wrongful hatred. 


In the midst of his agonizing thoughts, Jing Li suddenly fell silent and became expressionless. 


He looked at Hu Linglan. She was the same, her angry face suddenly disappeared. 


Jing Li's eyes glanced upwards for a moment, then looked at her again. Hu Linglan nodded slightly. 


"Let's keep talking so he doesn't get suspicious. " Jing Li still spoke in Japanese, while secretly picking up 
the oar that had fallen to the ground with a very gentle motion. 


"'Is it... the people you've been tracking? Did they find you in turn? " 


"If I'm not wrong..." said Jing Li, already secretly adjusting his breath. "He followed you to find this place. 


Zou Tai, who was lurking like a cat on the roof of the room, heard the heated conversation between the 
two men below, and suddenly paused for a while, sensing that something was not right. 
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Zou Tai had been keeping watch from the roof opposite, but when he saw that the fighting in the room 
had stopped and that there was still the sound of conversation, he took the risk of sneaking over to 
eavesdrop with his light energy skills. He realized that the conversation was in a language he did not 
understand, and cursed himself for being so stupid as to forget that the woman was a Japanese. 


Note 1: For more information on "lightness of being", see "Lectures on the Great Taoist Martial Art Hall 
of the Sword - No. 11". 


However, in the conversation just now, he still heard the woman mentioning "Wu Dan" - most probably 
talking about "Wudang". 


--He was even more certain that the man below was the hunter! 


Zou Tai's big ears were very sensitive, and he heard Jing Li speaking and breathing differently. 


——He is adjusting his breath! 


It's too late for Zou Tai to realize that he's in danger. The roof tiles burst. 


With the highest speed in his life, he activated Wudang's "Ladder Cloud Vertical Flying" and leapt out of 
the building. He didn't care who or what came through the tiles. There was no time to look back. 


Just as Chow Tai was about to cross the open courtyard in mid-air, a short Japanese sword whizzed out 
from the doorway of the room below, hitting him precisely in the left thigh. 


Like a bird with a broken wing, Zou Tai fell heavily to the flowerbed in the center of the courtyard. 


Hu Linglan stepped out of the room. She stretched out her leg and stepped on Zou Tai's chest, who was 
groaning in pain. Holding the handle of the knife in one hand, she looked up and asked, "Should we 
interrogate him? Or should we pull it out? " 
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What she meant was: If you don't want to interrogate the spy, then pull out the knife. As soon as the 
blade was removed from the deep wound, Zou Tai would lose a lot of blood and would faint if he did not 
die. 


Jing Li, who had just broken through the tiles, stood on the roof of the house and looked down at the 
helpless Zou Tai below. He had just come out of the roof to force Zou Tai to jump into the air without 
any cover, so that Hu Linglan could intercept him and kill him. Without saying a word, the two of them 
were in perfect synchronization from the first time they joined hands - if they had been a minute later, 
Zou Tai, with his light body skills, would have already escaped across the courtyard. 


Jing Li stood on the roof of the house under the moonlight, his oar and sword resting on his shoulders. 
He tilted his head up, and twitched his nose slightly. 


"There is no difference. " said Jing Li, looking down from the heights at the corners of the dark inn. "His 
companions are coming. And they have surrounded this place. " 


Hu Linglan sensed it as well. She pulled her knife out of Zou Tai's thigh and jumped away from the spray 
of blood. Zou Tai fainted. 


"| have nothing to do with those people outside the door! "Jing Li shouted. He was referring to Sha 
Nantong and the Minjiang Gang man who had been leading the way. "Let them go! " 


"As expected of a ‘hunter’. Very alert. " Jiang Yunlan's voice came from the dark place on the east side of 
the inn. "But it's too late, I'm sorry. We can't take the risk of letting them know about you and letting 
you get away. Catching people is not our specialty. This is the only way. " 


Before the battle even started, two people had already died because of him - Jing Li was furious. 


Anger easily affects judgment. So the best way to deal with anger in a battle is to return it to the 
opponent. 


"Do you know? Every time | kill a Wudang person, | carve a mark on this oar," Jing Li said with a smile, 
pulling off his cloak. 
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He held the oar in his right hand and the Japanese sword in his left, splitting the two long weapons to 
the left and right of his body, exposing his chest. 


"Whoever among you wishes to have their marking placed after Xi Zhaoping's, please come up first. " 


Cai's father and son guided Yan Heng along the corridors of the Ma Pai Gang's headquarters. As they 
walked, Cai Kun asked, "May | know your name? " 


Yan Heng thought to himself, "This matter is not related to the Wudang Sect, so there is no need to hide 
it. 


"Yan Heng of the Qingcheng Sect. " 


"So you are the Swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect! " Cai Kun raised his thumb. "No wonder he saved my 
son from the tiger's mouth with a single strike! "Cai Tianshou, on the other side of the table, also kept 
talking about how much he admired the Qingcheng Sect. With that, the two fathers and sons led Yan 
Heng through the atrium garden and into an inner hall. 


The hall was plain and elegantly furnished, and seemed to be a place dedicated to serving guests, but 
the eight large windows in the front row were all closed. Inside the hall, there was indeed a banquet 
table set up, with all kinds of snacks and fruits, as well as a wine pot warmed in a basin. There were a 
few attendants in the hall, but they were not dressed as domestic servants, rather they looked like 
waiters in a restaurant. 


"My Mapai gang has a simple diet. | thought my benefactor might come tonight, so | specially hired the 
famous chef and waiter from the city's Wanhuachun to host a banquet. Whatever my benefactor likes 
to eat, | can just ask the servants to bring it" Cai Tianshou said and led Yan Heng to sit at the head of the 
banquet table. 
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Although Yan Heng sat down, he still kept his sword in his hand. Cai Kun looked at him and didn't think 
anything of it. Cai Tianshou was pouring wine for him. 


"Your Excellency, thank you for saving my life, let's drink to that. "Cai Tianshou picked up the glass and 
drained it with a tilt of his head. 


"No, | won't drink. "Yan Heng hastily waved his hand and said. 


"Then let's eat something first. " Cai Kun picked up his chopsticks. 


"|,..don't eat first. "Yan Heng shook his head. 


He didn't eat or drink, not because he was wary of their poisoning, but because this matter had been 
weighing on his chest. Although he was hungry, he couldn't eat. He just hoped that those witnesses 
would arrive soon so that the matter could be brought to light. 


After sitting for a while, Cai Kun also looked anxious and stood up, saying: "| will send someone to urge. 
My benefactor sit down, Cai mou go out, and be back soon." With an arch of his hand, he stepped out of 
the hall. 


Cai Kun only went out for a while, Cai Tianshou suddenly patted his forehead. "That's right! And the 

witnesses | saw on the street when that Wang Ayong came to beat me up, they should be invited as 

well! My benefactor! | will go over and tell dad. "He stood up, and then he ordered the porter. "Take 
good care of him! "And then he hurried out the door. 


Yan Heng thought to himself, "Could they have taken the opportunity to escape? But the city gates were 
closed at night, so there was no way for them to escape. Even if they could run away, they could not 
make run away the house. Could they just leave the Ma Pai Gang's property behind and run away? 
Besides, if they were determined to escape, they could have left two hours ago, why did they wait until 
now when | am at the door to take the risk? ... 


As Cai Tianshou was leaving, he turned back and closed the door behind him. 
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It was at this moment that Yan Heng's ears realized something was wrong. 


It was the sound of the door closing. Though Cai Tianshou's closing gesture was light, Yan Heng could 
still hear the difference with his keen hearing as a martial artist. 


It was an iron door. 


He then looked at the surrounding walls. Although they were painted white, on closer inspection they 
turned out to be all stone and brick walls, and they were built very high, with the roof beams above 
them almost two feet high. 


| also looked again at the row of closed paper windows. 


A very strong sense of ominousness enveloped Yan Heng. 


The sound of the iron door's latch confirmed his premonition. 


At the same moment Yan Heng rose with his sword, rows of figures appeared outside the paper 
windows. 


The sound of springs. The sound of breaking wind. 


A whole group of small black shadows, as fast as the wind, entered through the window! 


The black shadows reflected in Yan Heng's eyes like a black rain of death. 
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The Great Taoist Martial Arts Sword Hall Lecture - 11 


The so-called "light body power" in martial arts is actually not an independent martial art as imagined by 
the public, but is only one of the components of the martial arts training methods. 


"Light Kung Fu is actually nothing more than the practice of footwork and bodywork, the pursuit of 
speed, distance and flexibility in sprinting, supplemented by jumping power (including distance and 
height), in the final analysis, it is all about giving full play to the strength of the muscles of the legs and 
the coordination of the body, and the basic principle is the same as that of the modern sports of running 
and jumping. There is no such miraculous skill in the world that can make the body lighter or even fly 
through the air as rumored. 


The speed and distance of movement are the basic conditions of skill, so "light body" is a must for every 
martial artist - for example, in the earlier part of this book, the Bagua Steps used by the Bagua Sect's Du 
Yanfeng, or Jing Li's stepping on the wall to reach the roof are all "light body" techniques. 


The degree of importance attached to "light body" by individual martial artists varies according to their 
personal physique and the techniques practiced by their sects. For example, small stature, or 
specializing in short weapons, often need to rely on footwork speed and distance to win, naturally more 
emphasis on "light" training; on the contrary, tall and strong people, or like the Emei School of martial 
arts specializing in the use of long weapons, their tactics are often to stabilize the position, to stop 
attacks, footwork jumping on the requirements of the lower. Instead, they pursue a steady step and 
exert force while sitting on the horse. 


Martial arts emphasize all-round strength and techniques, and martial artists certainly do not specialize 
in practicing "light skills" - just as no soccer player would ever practice running. The exceptions to this 
rule are the Wudang sect's "First Snake Path" disciples like Zou Tai, who are specialized in spying and 
tracking. Because the former master, Gong Sun Qing, did not set up the "First Snake Path" for the 
purpose of martial arts fighting, some of the disciples have sacrificed themselves for this purpose by 
practicing "lightness power", and have wasted their abilities in other skills. Because of this sacrifice, 
although they were not as good as their counterparts in martial arts, they were still highly respected in 
the Wudang School. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 21 Chapter 9 - Cage Fighting 


In the darkness of the night, there was still no sound from the streets around the Xiang Yun Inn. 


No one from the Wudang School answered Jing Li's challenge. 


However, Jing Li and Shimazu Hu Linglan in the courtyard below could clearly sense that the Wudang's 
encirclement net was slowly tightening. 


--They did not intend to fight one-on-one. 


Jing Li of course understood why: these Wudang people today were not martial artists, but avengers. 


There were at least four of them. Moreover, these people must be specially selected elites. Unlike Jing 
Li's past five encounters with the Wudang Sect, this time, it was not him who chose his opponents, but 
his opponents who came to him. This time, he was the one being hunted. 


Focusing ona single direction and attacking in the first place was the best tactic in this situation - Jing Li 
had already encountered such a bad situation when he fought with pirates in Lu Song Island and the 
Strait of Mannarajah, so how could he not understand this reasoning? 


Jing Li recalled his memories and thought about the terrain of the streets around the "Xiang Yun Inn" in 
the daytime, looking for the most favorable direction to break out. 


--The only Wudang person who spoke just now, his voice came from the east front door. This person 
must be the leader, and his martial arts skills must be the strongest, so there is no need to consider it. 


--The back door to the west is the closest and easiest route to get out. However, the other side has sent 
spies to the back door, so they must have realized this point, and must have sent strong guards to guard 
it. 
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——To the south, past the inn, there is a dense alleyway as soon as you exit. As long as we get there, it 
will be harder for the other side to close in on us in the complicated streets and alleys. The best choice. 


Jing Li made up his mind and signaled to Hu Linglan below. 


Hu Linglan had already thought that the killers of the "Wu Dan" were following her in the city and found 
her here, and she was annoyed in her heart. The other party didn't know about her relationship with 
Jing Li at all, and would definitely regard them as companions - not to mention that she had already 
killed one of the other party's scouts. She was also a prey in the net of capture. 


But even if the Wudang faction ignores Hu Linglan, she won't stand idly by. 


--Whoever wants to kill Jing Li before me will have to ask my Nodachi! 


"Break through to the south! "Jing Li said to her in Japanese. 


The two of them no longer waited - it would be too late if the surrounding net was tightened any more - 
and they took steps at the same time, one along the roof tiles above, the other in the courtyard below, 
rushing towards the row of rooms to the south. 


™'Huyanda's side! " a voice rang out from the heights of the night. It was Chen Tong, a disciple of the 
"First Snake Path", standing on the roof of the inn across the street, scouting the enemy's movements 
from a high vantage point. 


Jiang Yunlan at the east front door, Shi Hong at the west back door, and Li Shanyang at the north, heard 
the cue and ran up at the same time, rushing to the south to join the attack! 


Hu Yan Da, who was guarding the south side of the inn, had already pulled out his gray and black "still 
life double sword". He knew that it was impossible for him to kill the two enemies above and below at 
the same time, so he decided that stopping the "hunter" was the most important thing, so he stepped 
on the wall and jumped up to the roof of the house, and raised his sword to meet Jing Li. 
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Jing Li did not hesitate when he saw the black shadow coming up and swung the oar, which was longer 
than his own height, horizontally with his right hand and one arm! 


Although Huyan Da was not yet qualified to practice "Tai Chi", since he joined the "Soldier's Crow Path" 
and had been trained by Ye Chen Yuan for nearly a year, he had already entered into the art of 
unleashing his energy and softness. At this time, facing the fierce blow of the oar, he dared to use his 
two swords to resist. The left and right swords moved at the same time. Although it was not as good as 
"Tai Chi" to neutralize the opponent's strength, it still blocked the oar under his feet. The tip of the oar 
smashed a big hole in the roof, and debris flew everywhere! 


Jing Li's five-foot Japanese sword in his left hand immediately followed! 


--He used two long and heavy weapons in his left and right arms, displaying extraordinary strength! 


However, Huyanda still did not dodge, and made a cross with his swords. This time he used his strength 
to block the Japanese sword, and sparks flew everywhere! 


Huyanda knew that the most dangerous thing was not the paddle or the blade. 


--The greatest danger was below. 


In less than a fraction of a second after blocking the Japanese sword, the sharp edge of the Nodachi 
pierced through the roof tiles like a spear and attacked Huyanda's lower back! 


"Note 1: This is equivalent to about 0.2 seconds in modern times. 


--It was Hu Linglan who had already entered the room below. The thrust was accompanied by the 
screams of the guests in the room. 


Huyanda was not hit - he had already anticipated Hu Linglan's stab. With a "diagonal flying stance", he 
sank his horse to the side, dodging the sharp tip of the knife. 
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Taking advantage of Huyanda's body sinking down, Jing Li wanted to cross him from above - Jing Li's 
primary goal at the moment was to break through the defense line on the south side of the inn. 


However, Huyanda was more tenacious than Jing Li had imagined. When he sank down, Huyanda 
actually took the opportunity to store up his strength to draw his bow, and once he sank down, he drew 
up his "still life double swords", stabbing Jing Li's head, face, and chest without a sound of wind. 


Jing Li's Japanese sword made a vertical stroke and easily blocked the two swords. However, his original 
intention of leaping over was still blocked. 


To Huyanda, this was enough. 


Previously, he faced Jing Li's left and right bows, not choosing to dodge but reluctantly blocking; then he 
ignored Hu Linglan below and took risks to counterattack Jing Li with two swords... all of this was to 
block Jing Li for a very short period of time. 


——Enough time for fellow disciples to arrive. 


Jing Li of course knew that. 


He could already feel a thick murderous aura pressing against his back. 


To Jing Li, this was a very familiar feeling. 


--If | survive even this, | will become a master. 


Jing Li turned back, and the oars and swords in his right and left hands turned into swirling waves that 
rolled towards the back. To use both hands to fight a pair of heavy weapons at the same time is an 
extremely energy-consuming method of fighting. But there is no choice - when you don't even know if 
you will be alive after the next blink of an eye, what energy do you have to spare? 


311 


The oar of Jing Li's right hand swept towards Jiang Yunlan, who was coming from the east. Jiang Yunlan 
pressed his left hand's iron armor claw onto the spine of his right hand's ancient longsword and blocked 
the oar with the strength of both hands. As soon as the force on the oar subsided, Jiang Yunlan's left 
hand had already dived out from underneath the blade of his sword, and his iron claws had firmly 
captured the oar. 


At the same time, Jing Li's left Japanese sword slashed at Shi Hong, who was charging from the west. Shi 
Hong's pair of four-pointed, nine-bladed Ziwu mandarin duck axes were interlocked like scissors, and 
their antler-like reverse edges accurately clipped the blades of the Japanese sword. 


Jing Li's left and right weapons were blocked at the same time. 


Then came Wudang's fourth man. 


Li Shanyang was on the roof, and every step he took was a bang. He finally stepped on both feet, and his 
body like a strong bear flew forward into the air. He raised the swastika knife above his head with both 
hands, and used all his body strength to vertically chop Jing Lep's head! 


The weapons on Jing Li's left and right hands were sealed, and the middle door was wide open, 
completely defenseless. 


The combined attack of the three Wudang "Soldier's Raven Path" masters was beyond Jing Li's ability to 
cope with. Death was at his doorstep. 


--But Jing Li also had companions. 


Right between Li Shanyang and Jing Hui, a figure came out through the roof. 


It was Hu Linglan. She stepped on the beams of the room below, broke the tiles and jumped out, and 
her Nodachi slashed across the room in time, striking Li Shanyang's Pudao 
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The blade of the sword bounced off the top of Jing Li's head just two inches away. Jing Li had no time to 
celebrate his survival. He immediately realized that Jiang Yunlan was the strongest person and it was 
useless to entangle with him, so he decisively loosened the five fingers of his right hand and gave up the 
oar, turning it into a two-handed grip on the handle of the Japanese sword, and forcefully pulled the 
blade out of Shi Hong's Yuanyang Yue lock clip, which made a toothsome metallic scraping sound. 


As soon as Jing Li's Japanese sword was detached from the mandarin duck axes, he immediately 
reversed the blade and stabbed backward, forcing Huyanda, who had taken the opportunity to attack 
from behind, to retreat. 


It was only then that Li Shanyang flew back and landed. He did not expect to encounter Hu Linglan's 
counter-attack, and the strength of the Nodachi was comparable to that of his own sword. The tall and 
strong Li Shanyang had difficulty in controlling his body, and when he landed on the tiles, he exerted too 
much force and stepped through the roof of the house, and his body fell down to the room below. 


Although one person was forced back, the formation of the other three Wudang masters to combine 
and suppress them at close range was complete. An extremely bad situation. 


--Especially when Jiang Yunlan made his first real move. 


The serpentine steps of "Wudang Xingjian" were like walking on the tiles, sliding out one step diagonally 
and quickly, and the sharp edge of Jiang Yunlan's ancient longsword was already pressing on Jing Li's 
brow. 


Jing Li dodged at the side of his neck in time, and the tip of the sword grazed his forehead, picking off 
Jing Li's turban and spreading his braided hair. 


An extremely fast sword. Jing Li, whose forehead was bleeding, finally realized how Song Zhen, the head 
of Qingcheng Sect, felt that day. 


A burning sensation followed in my left shoulder. It was Shi Hong's Yueyang Yue. The fish tail blade cut 
through the big red flower tattoo on Jing Hui's shoulder. The stamens splattered with blood. 
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If Hu Linglan hadn't arrived again and forced Shi Hong away with a slashing blow, and if Shi Hong's 
mandarin duck and ax had not come again,. Jing Li would have suffered more than just this one blow. 


Huyanda's "Still Life Double Swords" attacked Jing Li's lower abdomen almost simultaneously and 
silently. Jing Li only managed to block it with his sword. 


Under the attack of the three masters of the " Soldier's Crow Road", Jing Li could not even make a move, 
and he had already been hit by one and a half moves. At this rate, within seven moves, he would 
definitely die. 


Hu Linglan put her sword to the side of her waist and stood with Jing Li in the "reverse threat" stance. 
Jing Li, on the other hand, raised his Japanese sword in the "eight phases" stance. The stance of the two 
of them naturally formed the position of covering each other's position. 


Jing Li knew that the only hope for his survival was to rely on this Japanese swordswoman who had tried 
to kill him not long ago. 


Hu Linglan had the same thought. 


Jiang Yunlan had already thrown away the oar he had seized. He roared furiously and attacked again 
with his sword. His scarred face looked like a crazy beast. 


Jing Li twisted his arms, holding the Japanese sword in both hands and slashed horizontally in reverse, 
with the target on the right side of Jiang Yunlan's neck, this is the Japanese Yinru sword technique "Ape 
Return". 


The Japanese sword is much longer than Jiang Yunlan's ancient sword. Jiang Yunlan adopted the 
strategy of getting into close range without dodging. The iron claw of his left hand turned into a 
chopping palm, and he blocked the blade of the Japanese sword to the right. The sword of his right hand 
then slashed towards Jing Li's left fist holding the sword. 


Seeing that the blade was about to hit him, Jing Li's left hand released the hilt of his sword and retracted 
in time - although a bloody gash was still cut on the back of his hand by the sword's tip. 
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Jiang Yunlan thought that Jing Li would lose at least two of his fingers with this fast sword, but he still 
narrowly dodged it, and he was surprised in his heart. 


--Although this "hunter" has not yet accomplished his martial arts, he has a kind of instinctive reaction 
like a wild beast! 


Seeing that Jing Li possessed such potential, Jiang Yunlan's murderous nature increased - if he did not 
kill him tonight, who knows how far his martial arts would have progressed when he met him again? 


While Jiang Yunlan was sharpening his sword, Shi Hong, who was using Yuanyang's axe, had already 
sneaked to Jing Li's left side, ready to catch Jing Li at his most defenseless moment and strike him with a 
fatal blow. 


Just now, Jing Li had already decided that among the four Wudang warriors, Shi Hong was the number 
two after Jiang Yunlan, of course, he had been on guard against him, and he had already glimpsed the 
edge of the mandarin duck's axe out of the corner of his eye. 


But he didn't care. Because he knew Hu Linglan would come to cover him. 


As expected, the light of Hu Linglan's Nodachi had already covered Shi Hong's front, and once again, she 
forced him away with the strength of her long blade. 


With Hu Linglan's protection, Jing Li was able to focus on Jiang Yunlan. Following the momentum of his 
earlier "Ape Return" horizontal slash, his left leg was like a whip sweep kick to Jiang Yunlan's right knee! 


--This technique of inserting leg strikes between sword strokes is from the royal martial arts of Siam; 
however, this leg sweeping technique is the "Iron Plate Kick" that he learned from the Tiger Honored 
Sect in the South Sea when he was a young man. Together with the "Ape Return" chop, Jing Li's chain of 
two moves is a combination of three nationalities’ martial arts. 


Jiang Yunlan was well versed in the "Wudang Xingjian" footwork, so how could he be easily hit by this 
kick? He shifted his center of gravity, retracted his right leg and dodged it easily. 
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Jing Li's real intention was not to kick him at all. The "Iron Plate Kick" changed its stance halfway and 
kicked on the tile surface, creating a big hole. 


"Go down! "Jing Li called out in Japanese, at the same time, his left hand pulled Hu Linglan's back shirt. 
The two of them went through the hole together and fell into the house below. 


The two of them suddenly disappeared from the roof of the house, and Huyanda, who had been 
attacking from behind, was suddenly caught by surprise. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan landed in a dark room. That was the room that Hu Linglan had just broken into, 
and the occupant had already fled in fear. 


Jing Li calculated that it would be no good to be surrounded by Wudang warriors on the open roof, but 
in this narrow room, there might be a chance of survival. 


"Go in! "Jiang Yunlan shouted. Huyanda jumped down into the cave first, and while in the air, he 
staggered his double swords to protect himself from being attacked. 


At the same time, one of the walls exploded. It was Li Shanyang, who had just landed in the next room, 
who had used his "Wudang Chopping Sword Technique" to break through the wooden wall and attacked 
him. 


Hu Linglan also knew Jing Li's plan. She violently swung her Nodachi and sent the furniture in the room 
flying. Jing Li also swung his sword wildly. The two of them were like a storm, the already dark room was 
filled with splinters and debris, making it even more difficult to see. 


However, the four Wudang people were not willing to give them a chance to take advantage of the 
chaos to escape. Li Shanyang and Huyanda attacked first. Swords and knives were exchanged. Jiang 
Yunlan and Shi Hong, who jumped down, also raised their blades and tried to flank them, in order to 
form an encirclement in the room. 
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Sparks were splashed in all directions, and each burst of light reflected the instantaneous stances of the 
six people in the room. 


Fighting in a group in the darkness, where it is difficult to see, and risking accidental injury to one's 
companions, is a test of skill and courage. 


None of the six were afraid. 


Once again, dozens of clusters of sparks flashed continuously. The sound of metal clashing with metal 
was strung together into an urgent war song. 


Then there was the muffled sound of flesh being cut by metal. Blood flower follows blood flower. 


Six beasts trapped in a cage fighting to the death. 


Then, the wall of the room facing the street burst outward. 


As the sword proverb says, "The heart is the commander-in-chief, the eye is the vanguard". If you want 
to be fast with your sword, you must be fast with your eyes. 


The Qingcheng School of martial arts has a practice method called "Observation of Rain". As the name 
suggests, it is to use the eye sight to capture the rapid and frequent drops of rain - of course, it is not 
only on rainy days that you can practice, but on weekdays, you can sprinkle water on the branches of 
the trees, and then shake the trees to let the water droplets fall. 


This "Rain Watching Technique" is practiced by the Qingcheng Sect from the disciples of the mountain 
gate upwards for one incense stick of time every day before the morning class, and it is only 
accomplished when one is able to see the raindrops clearly. 
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Yan Heng, as a disciple of Qingcheng, was of course accomplished in this technique. 


The large clump of black shadows that entered through the paper window in this instant was just like 
the raindrops he saw when practicing his martial arts. The speed and angle at which they flew were 
clearly seen. 


Yan Heng quickly judged that there was only one gap between the shadows that a single body could 
escape through. His body immediately drew up and flashed into the gap. 


But after all, he had been attacked suddenly, and sitting on the banquet table, he had been hindered by 
the tables and chairs, so he was still a little slow. 


The left side of his face and shoulder were filled with hot pain. 


In addition, the ten or twenty black shadows were like black meteors flying past around him. 


Miserable screams. Behind Yan Heng. 


Behind Yan Heng, there were three "Ten Thousand Flowers Spring" waiters, each of them had been hit 
by two or three arrows, and all of them were lying on the ground, moaning and groaning. 


Yan Heng examined his body. His cheek was only lightly scratched, but his left shoulder was pierced by a 
short arrow. Luckily, it did not hit the joints, and Yan Heng's shoulder muscles were extraordinarily thick, 
so the arrow did not penetrate deeply into the flesh. 


Looking at the rows of broken paper windows, behind each pane there were two men holding short 
crossbows. 


Yan Heng looked back at the injured and collapsed waiters. In order to lay a trap to kill him, the Horse 
License Gang had even shot down innocent outsiders as well - no wonder they didn't use their own 
retainers, as they had already had such a sinister plan in mind. This kind of thinking is very vicious. 
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--How could | have been so stupid? 


Yan Heng was in deep regret. The Cai Clan's father and son had completely fooled him. 


"Change! Shoot again! " Cai Kun's voice came from outside the window. The twenty-odd crossbowmen 
in front of the window pane retreated, and immediately filled in another batch, their bows and 
crossbows all already loaded with arrows. 


"Fire! "Cai Kun gave a signal. A new round of crossbows were fired. This time, they were more focused 
on Yan Heng, who had no place to hide in the center of the hall. 


--To the Ma Pai Gang, dealing with this young swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect was like hunting tigers, 
leopards and fierce beasts! 


This round of crossbow shots was more accurate and focused, but to Yan Heng, it was easier to dodge 
than the scattered shots just now. As he quickly moved across the room, almost all of the twenty-odd 
arrows missed, except for one that was deflected and shot in the direction Yan Heng was heading, but 
he cut it away with a swing of his Dragon Thorn. 


--Under such a close distance, swinging a sword in mid-air to slash an arrow is an impossibly strange act 
for normal people. However, the swordsmen of the Qingcheng Sect were not ordinary people. 


Cai Kun thought that Yan Heng, who was trapped in the secret room, would be turned into a hedgehog 
by these two rounds of crossbow arrows, but the amazing speed of Qingcheng's martial arts and stances 
was beyond his imagination. 


However, Cai Kun was an exceptionally meticulous person. 


"Again! " 
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The team of crossbowmen that had just retreated were back again. This time, they had replaced their 
bows with hunting bows - although the crossbows they had just used were only single-shot crossbows, 
they were after all forbidden military weapons, and there were only a few dozen of them in the Horse 
License Gang's private stash, and after they had finished shooting there was no time for them to reload 
the mechanism, so for the third round, they switched to using ordinary hunting bows to discharge their 
arrows. 


This time, Yan Heng knew the situation well and did not let the other side change their ranks. 


He felt a burning heat at his back. 


"The method of borrowing phases - fire burns the body"! 


The flames of fantasy activated Yan Heng's body reflexes, and his whole body leapt out at high speed 
towards one of the windows. At the same time, his body formed a straight line, and his "Dragon Thorn" 
stabbed out like a javelin, "Star Chasing the Moon". 


--Yan Heng had been practicing "Borrowed Phase" in the past, but he was still in the early stages and 
had not used it even once in a sparring match or in a real battle. At this moment of life and death, he 
used it naturally without even thinking about it. 


This "Star Chasing the Moon", which was twice as fast as when he killed Ghost Swordsman Chen, 
penetrated straight through the archer's shoulder blade as if it were nothing. 


Yan Heng's right hand was drawn out and sent again, the "Dragon Thorn" contracted and extended 
again, stabbing another archer in front of the window. It was only after both of them had collapsed that 
the people outside the house saw what was happening, so it was clear that the speed of these two 
swords was very high. The archer in front of the neighboring window could not help but call out in panic. 


Yan Heng followed the momentum of the forward sprint and extended his left elbow to hit the window 
pane, trying to escape through the window and break through the trap. Not wanting to be touched, his 
body bounced back and he took two steps back. 
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--The window panes and frames were all cast iron! 


As soon as he landed on the ground, Yan Heng suddenly felt a slight weakness in his left foot. Not only 
that, but the left side of his body also felt slightly numb. 


He felt something ominous, looked at his left shoulder, and immediately realized that he was in a hurry 
to pull out the short arrow that was still nailed to it, and threw it away. 


When the arrow was pulled out, a little bit of slightly gray blood spilled out. 


Then look at the three fallen servants. The poisoned areas were all black. 


--The arrows were poisoned! 


Cai's father and son had specially built this iron cage stone room in their house, and set it up as a 
banquet hall as a trap; they used poisoned arrows to shoot at them in turn; in order to kill one person, 
they went so far as to shoot innocent and uninformed people at the same time... Yan Heng only felt a 
momentary chill in his heart, not having imagined that people's hearts and minds in the Jianghu were so 
vicious. 


——Such a beast, yet | released him twice! 


At this time, there is an object from the outside thrown to Yan Heng in front of the window. Yan Heng 
backed away in time, the object hit the iron window pane and burst, spilling out a puddle of liquid. Yan 
Heng could smell that it was oil. 


Immediately afterward, someone shot a rocket. The arrow touched the oil in the pane and burst into 
flames. 
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The archers all retreated from the windows, and threw oil into the cooking bowls to light the fires, and 
in a short time the whole row of windows was on fire. The iron gate at the back, which had been bolted, 
was also set on fire. 


This time, thick smoke hit his face, and Yan Heng's body began to feel poisonous again, and he felt even 
more difficult to breathe. 


The archers moved away from the burning window and shot arrows into it again. The arrows penetrated 
through the black smoke and were even more difficult to dodge than before, Yan Heng had to 
concentrate on dodging or using his longsword to parry them. 


--The Ma Pai Gang's murderous tactics are endless, and they must have begun planning as soon as Cai 
Tianshou escaped back. 


The whole hall is like a burning hell, and the smell of death is already filling the room. Yan Heng was 
feeling dizzy from the poison. 


"Shoot! Shoot again! "Cai Tianshou shouted excitedly from outside: "Whoever shoots him dead will be 
rewarded! Send his body and sword to the Wudang Sect. With Wudang's backing, our Ma Pa Gang will 
still be able to run wild in Sichuan! " 


Yan Heng, who was already dizzy and weak in the legs, instantly woke up when he heard "Wudang". 


Yan Heng had been cheated by the smooth lies of the Cai's father and son, and had been attacked by the 
Ma Pai Gang's poisonous plans one after another... To Yan Heng, all of these were not as stimulating as 
hearing these two words. 


A great energy rose up from his abdomen to his chest. 


That energy was called "anger". It burned hotter than this cage. 
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Yan Heng dodged the two arrows and dashed to the iron door. Smoke was coming out of the cracks in 
the door frame, and the outside was also burning. 


Raising his Dragon Thorn, he used the "Thunder Falling Mountain" move of the "Qingcheng Wind and 
Fire Sword", the sword that had cut off Tong Jing, the blade of which descended vertically and 
accurately slashed into the gap at the door lock. 


The extremely sharp Qingcheng Sword can easily cut off a door latch that is as thick as three fingers! 


Yan Heng slammed open the iron door, ignoring the flames in front of it, and dashed through, finally 
breaking out of the closed hell. 


He landed in the garden of the atrium and rolled on the ground to extinguish the fire on his body. 


But at the same time, a shadow descended from above. 


A huge sisal net descended from Yan Heng's head and covered him all over. 


The eight horsemen pulled the rope together, tightening the net at a rapid pace. Yan Heng's body, 
together with the net, was pulled off the ground and hung in the air. 


Yan Heng escaped from one trap and fell into another. 


Death, just like the net, was clinging to Yan Heng. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 22 Chapter 10 Heroes Are Not Alone 


Households within a few streets of "Xiangyun Inn" heard the shouts and loud noises of this deadly fight 
and already knew that something happened beyond their control. Every house closed its doors and 
windows, extinguished the lights, and the streets and alleys were like a dead city. 


Jing Liand Hu Linglan were crouching in the corner of one of the dark alleys, staying close to each other, 
their bodies blending into the night. 


Jing Li had suffered three cuts on the roof before, and now he had more than a dozen injuries on his 
body, all of which he had sustained during the fight in the darkroom just now. His hands and legs were 
all mottled, the clothes on his left waist were completely stained with blood, a cut was made on his right 
lower jaw, and a piece of his beard was shaved off. 


Hu Linglan's left shoulder and left leg were cut, but fortunately not deeply. The skin of her limbs had 
been scratched in many places by bricks and mortar, but she was not badly hurt. 


--But she deeply knew that on several occasions when she was in danger, it was Jing Li who risked death 
or disability to cover her, and used his knife or even his body to block the other party's blades, otherwise 
she might not even be able to stand up at the moment. 


The two of them were surrounded by four Wudang " Soldiers' Crow Path " masters, but they did not 
suffer any disabling or fatal injuries, and they were still able to break through the wall and escape to this 
dark alley, which is definitely a miracle. 


However, they were sure that the enemy was still searching outside. The night is still long. 


Jing Li barely managed to suppress his breathing. He felt a little short of breath. Because of the 
bloodshed, his physical strength was obviously very much depleted. 


The blood from the sword wound on his forehead flowed into his left eye again. He wiped it away with a 
very slow maneuver - he was afraid that if he moved too quickly, he would be immediately discovered 
by the enemy. 


324 


Although Hu Linglan had practiced martial arts since she was young, and had competed with others in 
Satsuma more than once, she had never experienced a fight as dangerous as this. Jing Li could feel that 
her body was trembling slightly. 


"lam not afraid. "Hu Linglan also knew that she was trembling. She said in a voice so thin that it could 
only be heard with her ears, "I am just nervous. " 


"| know. " 


"It turns out that besides killing you or marrying you, | have a third way. "Hu Linglan said again. "That is 
to die here. " 


Although they were facing each other in the darkness of the night, Jing Li seemed to see Hu Linglan's 
stubborn smile. He smiled back. 


"If | had known you were so cute, | would have stayed in Satsuma for a few more days and married you 
first. " 


Hu Linglan laughed bitterly, "By telling this kind of unfunny jokes, you are giving me one more reason to 
kill you. " 


"There are already too many people who want to kill me. Please wait patiently. " 


Under the moonlit sky, in the dark and quiet streets, invisible enemies were waiting outside. Jing Li and 
Hu Linglan felt as if they were cut off from heaven and earth, but they felt a sense of intimacy as 
companions who depended on each other. 


They stopped talking at the same time. 


It was not because of embarrassment. 
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Rather, they both sensed that danger was approaching again. The break is over. 


A tall figure appeared at the entrance of the alley. It's Li Shanyang, his sword reflecting the moonlight. 


He stood in front of the entrance of the alley without moving, looking into the alley. 


Jing Liand Hu Linglan, who were hiding in the dark corner, stared nervously at Li Shanyang, who was less 
than twenty paces away. 


--Can he see us? ... 


Li Shanyang's footsteps were still unmoving, but his sword was slowly raised, as if he wanted to guard 
the end of the alleyway. 


Jing Li felt something was wrong. 


--He was the bait! 


Sure enough, in the next instant, two swords with no reflection and no wind sound stabbed Jing Li from 
above! 


It was Hu Yan Da who had dived through the roof. Li Snanyang purposely walked to the entrance of the 
alley to attract their attention, so that Hu Yanda could sneak attack. 


--Jing Li knew that Wudang had a fifth person watching them from above. It must be the same person 
who has discovered their location. 
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Jing Li raised his sword in time. The long blade of the Japanese sword formed a single line and blocked 
the "Still Life Twin Swords" in one breath. Hu Linglan was in perfect synchronization with him, and the 
wild sword stabbed Hu Yanda's face. 


However, it was blocked by a mandarin duck axe. Shi Hong was right behind Hu Yanda. 


At the same time, Li Shanyang ran wildly from the entrance of the alley with his sword raised. 


Jing Liand Hu Linglan were of the same mind and knew that they must escape from the attack first, so 
they each made a false move and did not stay long, jumping out from the dark corner and running. 


But they are not running to the other end of the alleyway. Because they were sure that Jiang Yunlan, the 
strongest of them all, was already guarding the other side of the alleyway. 


Instead, Jing Liand Shi Hong ran to meet Li Shanyang - from the previous battle, they knew that Li 
Shanyang was the least powerful of the four, so they preferred to break out from his end. 


Huyan Da and Shi Hong jumped down from the roof of the house and hurried over from behind. 


Li Shanyang was alone against the two, but without fear, he even accelerated his rush forward and took 
the lead in sweeping his sword across the ground. 


--As a member of Wudang's "Soldier's Raven Road" elite, he had such confidence. 


Hu Linglan lowered her head to dodge the wide blade. Jing Li raised his sword to block it. 


As soon as the two knives met, Li Shanyang twisted the hilt of the knife and locked Jing Li's blade with 
the swastika shaped reverse hook protector, followed by the force of his arms, pressing towards Jing Li's 
chest. 
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If Jing Li was a normal person, his arm strength would definitely be enough to fight against Li Snanyang. 
However, at the moment, due to his injuries, he had already lost a lot of energy and could not stand up 
to Li Shanyang who was charging like a bull, so his body could not stop falling back. The two of them 
were entangled together and crashed through the wooden door of a house next to the alley, and both 
of them fell in! 


When Shi Hong and Hu Yan Da saw this, they ignored it and continued to run towards Hu Linglan. 


--First, | taught them to split up and defeat them one by one! 


Hu Linglan turned back and wanted to save Jing Li, but Hu Yanda had already raised his swords, so she 
could only raise her sword as a shield. 


Shi Hong immediately jumped out from behind Hu Yanda, but instead of jumping to a high place, he flew 
forward with his body flat on the ground. With a wave of his right hand, the antler blade cut Hu Linglan's 
right calf. The blood splattered was redder than her clothes. 


Hu Linglan's legs weakened and she almost fell to her knees, but she still held on and swung her wild 
sword to force Hu Yanda's swords back. 


Shi Hong passed by Hu Linglan and then rolled over, kneeling on the ground. He and Hu Yan had already 
formed a pincer attack from the front and back. 


Hu Linglan is holding her long sword diagonally, her beautiful face is still calm, and her eyes are as cold 
as ice. 


But she understood in her heart that when the four Wudang blades were activated at the same time, 
she was afraid that it would be the time when she would be defeated and die. 


She had no regrets about coming all the way to this inland part of the Middle Kingdom to die. 


--At least | died like a daughter of the Wu family. 
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Shi Hong had no expression, but he was extremely excited. At a young age, he became a front-line 
warrior of Wudang's "Soldier Crow Way", and single-handedly killed the senior Chen Hongli in the battle 
of Qingcheng Mountain - he knew that his martial name was rising rapidly with this expedition to 
Sichuan. 


Now he will have to add one more to his glorious battle record. 


Shi Hong was about to start, but there was a strong sound of wind breaking behind him! 


He immediately turned back. Under the moonlight, he could see that a red object, which was constantly 
fluttering and vibrating, was attacking him in the chest. The mandarin ducks' axes crossed and clashed 
with each other, making a metallic clanging sound. 


Another burst of wind swept toward Shi Hong's legs and knees, and the momentum and power were 
even more fierce. Shi Hong flipped in the air, turned around on his head and feet, and dodged the 
weapon. Shi Hong was suddenly attacked by a sneak attack. Knowing that it was disadvantageous, he 
retreated from the attack range first and then took advantage of the unexpected situation to step onto 
the wall next to the alley, then jumped and crouched on top of the wall. 


It was only then that Shi Hong had time to take a closer look: the person who attacked him from the 
entrance of the alley was a one-eyed man and a woman. The man was holding an eight-foot wax pole, 
and the woman was holding a red spear. 


--A spear. 


--It's the Emei Sect! 


"It's better to meet than to be known. "Sun Qianlin said coldly. "So the famous Wudang likes to attack a 
woman out of sheer numbers. What an eye-opener. " 


Hu Linglan had no idea who this pair was. But she laughed. 
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--One against two became three against two. 


At the same time, Jing Li and Li Shanyang, who had fallen into the house, separated their blades in the 
confusion. 


The house was extremely dark. These two foes were in a general state of mind, and they used their 
instincts to swing their swords forward, left and right. 


It turned out that this house was a store selling paper money and offerings. Numerous paper offerings 
hanging in the store were rolled up by the two large swords and scattered in the air like snow. 


After three or four blows, Jing Li's arms felt numb and it was getting harder and harder to resist Li 
Shanyang's power. 


Li Shanyang, however, sensed that Jing Li's arm had weakened, and was greatly excited. 


--This hunter, | will eat him! 


He was about to raise his sword again, when suddenly another wooden door across the street behind 
the store was blasted through by something! 


Li Shanyang didn't think, he instinctively protected his sword in front of his chest. 


The penetrating object, like a dragon out of the sea, swept up a swirl of shredded paper and pounced on 
Li Shanyang, striking the blade of the knife so violently that the force was so strong that the joints of Li 
Shanyang's arms could not cope with it, and the back of the knife was pressed out of control, striking 
him on the forehead! 


Li Shanyang was smashed to the point of bleeding, his body at the same time with a sky of shredded 
paper, flying out of the door that had just been broken, landing in the center of the alley. 
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It was only then that he could see clearly: the object that pierced through the hole was a large pole 


almost ten feet long, even thicker than the one of Sun Qianjian, with a black cast iron spearhead at the 


head of the pole, which was still bouncing, emitting a buzzing vibration sound. 


Jing Li looked back excitedly, watching the hole in the wooden door behind him push open. 


A short figure. 


In the alleyway outside, Shi Hong and Hu Yan Da were shocked to see Li Shanyang, a tall and strong 
fellow disciple, being thrown out of the door, and couldn't help but look at the doorway. 


Jiang Yunlan, who was guarding the other end of the alley, also appeared. His face was pale. 


--How come Chen Tong didn't warn us about the arrival of the enemy's strong support? ... 


Jiang Yunlan could only think of one possibility: Chen Tong was no longer able to speak. 


From the broken wooden door, someone stepped out. 


It was Liu Renyan, who was holding a double-chained spear, and Jing Li, who was still breathing. 


The last one to appear was of course the short old man with the big iron spear. He looked directly at 
Jiang Yunlan, who was standing at the end of the alley. 


" Emei Sun Wuyue. Tonight | will learn the swordsmanship of the Wudang Sect. " 


2K 
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Entangled in the thick and tough trapping net, Yan Heng was unable to utilize the Dragon Thorn in his 
hand. 


--It's too long... 


On both sides of the atrium garden of the Ma Pai Gang's headquarters, eight men armed with spears 
flashed out. But they did not dare to come forward yet - the valor of the Qingcheng swordsmen and the 
sharp sword that broke the iron door latch with a single slash made them fearful and hesitant. 


Yan Heng saw the sharp tips of the spears through the mesh, angry and anxious. 


"What are you waiting for? "From the other side of the house, Cai Kun, who was running over with his 
son, shouted, "Stab him quickly! If we don't kill him today, we'll all die. " 


At that moment, three figures ran out from the garden near the front door. 


Surprisingly, it was Min Jiang Gang's Miss Tong Jing. She carried a blood-stained steel longsword in her 
hand, and led two of the gang members who were holding swords, and came in. 


"How did she break in? "Cai Tianshou could not help but cry out when he saw her. 


It turned out that the Ma Pai Gang had been too focused on killing Yan Heng, and the defense at the 
main gate of the headquarters had been weakened. It was just as well that Tong Jing had attacked with 
more than twenty of her men, and although they couldn't open the front gate, they managed to break 
in over the fence. At the moment, most of the Minjiang gang members were still outside in the front 
yard, fighting with the guards of the Ma Pai Gang, but only Tong Jing and two of her men took 
advantage of the chaos to take the lead and go deeper. 


Before Sha Nantong's men reported back to the Minjiang Gang's main number, Tong Jing heard that the 
young swordsman of Qingcheng Sect had broken into the Ma Pai Gang alone, she thought she could not 
lose to him. Before gathering a large number of people, she led the boss. More than 20 people from the 
number arrived. At this moment, seeing Yan Heng become a prisoner in the net, she was greatly 
surprised. 
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During the day, Tong Jing was defeated by Yan Heng, and Cai Tianshou was let go by him. She was 
originally very resentful towards the young man; but now she saw that he had fallen into the trap of the 
Ma Pai Gang, and was caught in a trap, and was being targeted by a lot of spears, so her spirit of chivalry 
was born in her heart. 


--| can not defeat the swordsman, how can you let these bastards killed? 


Tong Jing ran out single-handedly with her sword, pushed aside two spears with a single stroke, and 
guarded the bottom of Yan Heng. 


"Miss, it's dangerous! "Two of Minjiang Gang's men wanted to run up to protect Tong Jing, but two 
more Ma Pai Gang's guards came after them, and they were entangled with them. The two of them 
were in a hurry, but they were unable to get away. 


Tong Jing looked up at Yan Heng. 


"| won't let these rats hurt you. " 


From Mount Qingcheng to the Ma Pai Gang, Yan Heng had been pushed to the brink again and again 
over the past few days. When he heard her words, his heart was moved. 


"What are you doing? "Cai Kun shouted, "Stab! Quickly stab! " 


The eight men with spears immediately greeted Tong Jing with the tips of their spears. 


Although Tong Jing was not a famous martial art, she had practiced hard for quite a few days, and swung 
her sword in a circle, pushed the spears away, and even cut one of them. 


"Not her! Stab the one inside the net! " Cai Kun anxiously ordered again. Although the Minjiang Gang 
was the arch-enemy of the Ma Pai Gang, Cai Kun didn't give Tong Jing a second thought. This well- 
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traveled Ma Pai Gang leader knew that even if there were a hundred more Min Jiang Gang members 
here, they would not be as scary as this Qingcheng Swordsman. 


The spear was directed at Yan Heng instead, which made things even more difficult for Tong Jing: before 
the spear tip was directed at her, she was able to dodge most of it, but now she had to wield her sword 
to fight it off. She shouted and turned around and stepped, using all the sword techniques she had 
learned from several teachers to block the spears in front of Yan Heng, but she was already stretched to 
the limit. 


Yan Heng saw Tong Jing who was already sweating like rain and couldn't help but struggle anxiously in 
the net again, but felt that his poisoned body was even more numb than before. 


The archers who had been deployed at the windows had also rushed to the garden. Cai Tianshou 
immediately instructed them to make a formation. Cai Kun, on the other hand, told his spear-wielding 
men to stand back. 


Seeing the twenty or so archers bending their bows and aiming their arrows at his side, Tong Jing raised 
his longsword nervously. 


"Quickly go!" Yan Heng called out as he struggled in the net. "Don't mind me! " 


Tong Jing's boyish face looked grave, biting her lower lip, she did not say anything, but only shook her 
head. 


"Go!" Yan Heng realized that even his tongue was becoming inflexible due to the poison. "You'll die! " 


Tong Jing still didn't answer him, her expression determined. She gripped her sword and stared at the 
row of archers, ready to meet the incoming arrows. 


"What kind of swordsman are you? Your martial arts skills are so poor! "Yan Heng continued to struggle 
violently while scolding Tong Jing. 
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--He was cursing, but in fact, he was very moved in his heart. 


His right hand struggled to pull the Dragon Thorn, but the thick rope pressed the four-foot blade so 
tightly against his body that he couldn't even move an inch. 


As he struggled, Yan Heng's empty left hand came out of the net. At last, he could move one of his 
hands. 


Then he felt something. 


It was at the back of his waist. Jutting out of the net. 


"The hilt of the Tiger's Blade. 


Heroes are never alone. 


Even in the darkest of nights, in the darkest of alleys, there is no one there. 


Jing Liand Sun Wuyue exchanged glances. There was an intangible communication between them. 


He looked at Sun Qianjian again. Sun Qianjian looked at the wounds on his body and smiled at him. 


"Brother Jing, why are you in such a sorry state? " 


"I'm having a good time. " Jing Li quipped back. "You've come to steal food from me. " 


Jiang Yunlan looked grave. The three Soldier's Crow Road disciples had already gathered around him. Li 
Shanyang's forehead is still bleeding. 
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At this moment, the situation is reversed to six against four. But the four Wudang practitioners did not 
waver. Jiang Yunlan couldn't understand why this "hunter" was assisted by Emei's masters. 


Never mind. It's enough to know that they are all enemies. If they are enemies, we have to step over 
their corpses - this is the pride of being a Wudang disciple. 


Shi Hong, Hu Yanda and Li Shangyang all looked different from when they were hunting Jing Li. Before, 
when they had the absolute advantage, although they didn't hold back, they lacked the tension of a life- 
and-death duel, and after all, they weren't focused enough. But now the situation had changed. Their 
state of mind and demeanor changed as well. 


--From lions fighting rabbits to hungry wolves. 


Jing Li, seeing the change in their demeanor, also put away his smile. 


--The enemy will be even more dangerous than before. 


All questions and answers are useless. 


The four black figures of Wudang ran forward without a single shout. 


Four spears and two long swords were set up at the other end of the alley to meet the attack. 


Of course, Sun Wu Yue's ten-foot-long spear was the first to meet the enemy. Because of its 
exaggerated length, coupled with the heavy iron spearhead at the front, when Sun Wu Yue utilized 
Emei's "Big Arm" spear technique, the spear shaft bounced and circled, creating a circle large enough to 
encompass the entire human body, making the spear look like a half-soft whip that swept back and forth 
against the four foes. The tip of the gun scraped through the land and walls of the alleyway, sending up 


a cloud of flying sand and stones, and its power was overwhelming. 


"I'll do it! "Li Shanyang, who had the strongest arms, was the one who spontaneously took the lead to 
meet the iron gun. Just now, he was wounded by the iron gun unexpectedly, he has long been very 
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angry, swinging up his swastika sword, aiming at the gun barrel two inches behind the gun, and then 
chopped down, intending to cut it off with a single slash. 


Sun Wuyue's spear was not only infused with his own strength, but also contained the natural power 
accumulated in the elastic shaft itself. Although Li Snanyang's "Wudang Chopping Horse Sword 
Technique" was overbearing, as soon as the blade touched the strong spear, it was immediately 
rebounded away, and the back of the blade almost smashed into Huyan Da's body at the side. 


Sun Wuyue stepped forward, and the big spear in his hand continued to vibrate, the back and forth 
swinging of the spear circle, towards the four people step by step to force. 


Jiang Yunlan couldn't help but feel a chill in his heart. Judging from his figure and his spear, he was sure 
that the old man in front of him was Emei's Elder Master, the current Master Yu's elder brother, Sun Wu 
Yue, nicknamed "Yizhang Banner". 


--Emei Sect is really not to be taken lightly! 


Seeing this huge iron gun enveloping the alleyway, it is hard to get through. Shi Hong, who specializes in 
close combat with short and long weapons, is very good in body movement and light weight, and with a 
thought, he once again stepped on the right wall and leapt onto the roof of the house, running along the 
eaves in an attempt to break in from the heights. 


This tactic is exactly the same as when Jing Li faced Sun Qianjian in the daytime. 


--The masters of practical combat often have the same idea. 


However, Sun Qianjian had learned from last time's experience and had already been on the lookout for 
this, raising his eight-foot pole and aiming upwards, he intercepted Shi Hong's path with a stabbing 
blow. 


The power of that big pole was a thousand kilograms, and Shi Hong could not resist with the short 
blades of the Mandarin ducks, so he had to tilt back and fall to the back of the house and disappeared. 
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Meanwhile, Sun Wuyue's iron spear continued to push Huyan Da and Li Shanyang, making it impossible 
for them to get close. 


"Cut it down! " ordered Jiang Yunlan from behind them. 


They had been ordered by the Deputy Head Master to obey their senior brother Jiang Yunlan absolutely. 
Although they did not know what was going on, they acted immediately and swung their double swords 
and plain swords in a combined strike at the pole of the big gun. 


The result was the same, as soon as the three blades touched the barrel of the spear, they were 
bounced off with great force; however, this combined attack also caused the spear to slow down for a 
moment. 


--This was enough for Jiang Yunlan. 


Jiang Yunlan snatched his way in between the two disciples and grabbed the barrel of the gun with an 
iron claw in his left hand. 


Sun Wu Yue's " Emei Big Arm" spear technique has been practiced for more than 30 years, and since he 
practiced it to the extent that he can use a ten-foot-long pole, he has become the number two expert in 
the Emei Sect, second only to the master's younger brother, Yu Qing Lin, and it has never happened 
before that he has been caught by someone with a spear shaft like this. 


Sun Wuyue sat even lower on his already short stance, turned his body to the side, and switched the 
grip of his gun to an inverted one. He concentrated his mind and exercised the "borrowed phase" 
method: he imagined that he was standing on a boat in a stormy sea, and the gun barrel in his hand was 
transformed into a large and long oar, which was fighting against the powerful natural force of the sea. 


Sun Wuyue's thick arms twisted and twisted, and that big spear was turned upside down, doubling the 
strength of the previous one! 


However, Jiang Yunlan had already anticipated the onslaught of this force, his iron armor claws were still 
tightly clasped around the gun barrel, but his body was completely softened, allowing the force on the 
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barrel to subvert his head and feet, and his whole body seemed to be attached to the flag on the gun, 
which could not be waved away. 


Sun Wu Yue's method of "shaking the otter" was already very exhausting, but he was unable to swing 
Jiang Yun Lan away from him, and the front end of the spear was carrying the weight of a whole person, 
so it was even more difficult for him to maneuver. 


Huyan Da and Li Shanyang saw that the spear had slowed down, they could not miss the opportunity 
and immediately grabbed their swords to attack! 


Sun Wuyue's iron spear is the most powerful weapon on Jing Li's side. Jing Li and Liu Renyan have been 
guarding Sun Wuyue's left and right sides, protecting him from attacking with their spears. Seeing the 
two enemies approaching through the gap, they also raised their swords and spears to meet the attack. 


Especially Liu Renyan, once he saw the "still life double swords" in Huyan Da's hand and remembered 
the fatal wound on his brother Liu Renying, he knew that this person must be the murderer of his 
brother, and his eyes were so red that it looked like he was going to squeeze blood out of his eyes. He 
waved his hand with two short spears buckle into the chain gun, horizontal sweep Hu Yanda head! 


Huyan Da's two swords were so skillful that he was able to block two blows with his left sword, and at 
the same time his right sword stabbed at Liu Renyan's face, quickly and silently. 


After all, the young Liu Renyan's cultivation is too shallow, in the face of this Wudang fast sword, want 
to use the short spear in his hand to resist, but still half a minute too slow, the gun barrel only made the 
sword slightly deflected, the tip of the sword to cut off his left ear, most of his face is splattered with 
blood. 


Behind him, a red shadow appeared, it was his senior sister, Yu Qingyun, who had mobilized her "round 
machine gun" to come to his rescue and attacked Huyan Da with her spear. 


Meanwhile, on the other side, Jing Li's Japanese sword once again met Li Shanyang's Pu Dao. Jing Li 
knew that he could not withstand his opponent's strength, so this time he did not take the attack hard. 
With his left hand resting on the back of his sword, he raised his sword from the bottom up and sliced at 
Li Shanyang's right arm holding the sword at a skillful angle. 
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Seeing that he was sending his right forearm towards his opponent's blade, Li Shanyang was forced to 
retract his stance halfway and pull back his sword. 


Jing Li's move was called "Half Moon Flowing Water", the blade was lifted upwards to face height, but 
instead of retracting his arm and retracting the blade, he took a big step forward with his right foot, and 
with both hands, he stabbed Li Shanyang in the chest as if he was using his five-foot Japanese sword as a 
lance! 


Jing Li did not have a moment's pause during this change of stance, and the tip of his sword had already 
reached Li Shanyang's body. Li Shanyang, who was good at hard fighting, was not as fast, and his body 
was too big to dodge. He decided that it was impossible for him to block or dodge this sword, so he 
decided to meet the tip of the sword with the clavicle on the upper part of his left chest! 


At the same time when the Japanese sword pierced into Li Shanyang's chest and shoulder, Li Shanyang 
also swung out his right hand with his "Chopping Horse Sword" - he preferred to take this sword and 
earn Jing Li's head! 


Jing Li, however, did not dodge and let go of the Japanese sword that was stabbing Li Shanyang's body, 
and lowered his head and took a step forward. 


The sword slashed at Jing Li's left temple... 


Li Shanyang still fails. 


He had forgotten that there was a third element in his opponent's formation. 


The Wild Sword slashed over Jing Li's head, blocking Li Snanyang's Wudang Pu Dao for the second time 
this night. 


The wielder of the sword was, of course, Hu Linglan, who was standing behind Jing Li. 
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The sparks from the clash of the two swords exploded right next to Jing Li's ear. However, he was fully 
concentrated and did not move. 


His absolute trust in Hu Linglan was rewarded with a golden opportunity to kill his enemy. 


He rushed into Li Shanyang's arms, his left hand formed a fist with the middle knuckle protruding, which 
was the "Five Thunder Tiger Fist" of the South Sea Tiger Honored Sect, and accurately bombarded the " 
Tanzhong" key point in the center of Li Shanyang's chest. At the same time, his right hand gripped the 
hilt of Yan Ling sword on his left waist and rushed to the left side of Li Shanyang's body, a quick pull out 
of the sheath, the blade followed the trend of the arc and cut out horizontally, passing through the left 
waist of Li Snanyang, blood spattered like a tide! 


Li Shanyang fell to his knees. He was hit by that heavy punch, his heart and pulse were in chaos, his 
breath was suffocated, and he could not even feel that his waist had been deeply cut. 


Hu Linglan saw that the opportunity was too great to be lost, and turned around and slashed vertically 
with his wild taijutsu: the yin-ryu technique of "one slash, two breaks". Li Shanyang's head was cracked 
by the blade and he died on the spot! 


Although they were the first to kill one of the Wudang, the formation that had been defending Sun 
Wuyue was broken. They will have to pay a greater price. 


Jiang Yunlan, who was holding the big gun, saw his fellow disciple being killed, but he remained calm 
and focused on clamping down on Sun Wuyue's weapon. He knew that among these enemies, this Emei 
old man was the most powerful, if he didn't destroy his spear first, it would be difficult to win. 


His iron claws were slightly loosened by half, but his claws and fingers were still clasped in a ring shape, 
and his body ran forward quickly, snatching six feet in front of him, and his ancient longsword went 
straight for Sun Wuyue's heart! 


Sun Wuyue finally realized that Wudang's fast sword is as terrifying as Jing Li's description, and he had 
no time to defend himself, so he let go of the gun barrel with his left hand and raised it in time to use his 
arm to block the tip of the sword. 
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Jiang Yunlan's "Sun-piercing Rainbow" energy was concentrated, and the sword penetrated Sun 
Wuyue's left forearm and stabbed two points into the chest! 


Liu Renyan next to him, even with Yu Qingyun's assistance, was at a disadvantage against Hu Yanda's 
swords; but when he saw his master being severely injured by Jiang Yunlan, he didn't care about 
himself, and instead swung his chain gun at Jiang Yunlan, intending to rescue Sun Wuyue. 


Jing Li and Hu Ling Lan knew that they had made a big mistake when they saw that Sun Wu Yue had 
been hit by the sword, so they immediately attacked Jiang Yunlan with their swords. 


Jiang Yunlan let go of his spear with his left hand, and the iron claw easily pushed away Liu Renyan's 
chained spear; with his right hand, he drew back his sword and turned around to fight with Jing Li's and 
Hu Linglan's two swords. Both hands used one against three, not in panic. 


At the same time, Hu Yanda's left sword stopped Yu Qingyun's spear, and his right sword stabbed into 
Liu Renyan's abdomen! 


Sun Qianjin and his wife exclaimed, and they attacked with their spears. 


In that instant, a wooden door opened behind Yu Qingyun, and a pair of shining mandarin ducks stabbed 
Yu Qingyun in the back of her heart! 


--It turns out that Shi Hong has crossed the roof of the house to a neighboring alley, quickly sneaked into 
the back door of a small store, passed through the store, and sneaked into the back of Emei's battle 
formation from the front door, and succeeded in striking a blow. 


Seeing that his wife had been struck, Sun Qianjian, in grief and anger, slid his hands on the big pole and 
turned it into a reverse grip, striking Shi Hong with the end of the pole! 


Shi Hong was well-prepared for this, he jumped on the spot, avoided the big pole and at the same time, 
pulled out his blade from behind Yu Qingyun's back, and when he was in mid-air, he swung his left arm, 
and a Yuanyang axe flew out in a whirling motion! 
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Sun Qianjian did not expect that the other party's short blade is also a flying concealed weapon, only to 
catch a glimpse of the flashing silver light, Mandarin ducks axe has rotated to cut his throat and neck, 
and then flew over him to a wooden door! 


The large rod was dislodged. Sun Qianjian laid his hands on his blood-spattering throat, his eyes staring 
wildly, refusing to believe it. 


Shi Hong killed two of Emei's best fighters with his two strikes. 


Hu Yan Da in front of him pulled out his sword from Liu Renyan's abdomen, and wanted to go forward to 
help Shi Hong, but saw that he quickly killed the couple, so his heart was relieved. 


However, because of this relaxation, he was not prepared for Liu Renyan, who was still breathing. Hu 
Yanda only felt a tightness in his neck, but it turned out that Liu Renyan, who was seriously injured, used 
his last strength to twist Hu Yanda's throat and neck with the chain in the middle of the chain gun! 


Huyan Da can't help but panic, the "Still Life Twin Swords" hurriedly stabbed into Liu Renyan's ribs, Liu 
Renyan then died, but his hands still pulled the chain tightly, Huyan Da couldn't get away for a while. 


Sun Wuyue lost his son, daughter-in-law and disciple in an instant. Sorrow turned into the energy of 
revenge. With the strength of his right arm alone, he swung his spear to the side! 


The gun barrel, which weighed more than fifty kilograms, was like a dragon wagging its tail when it was 
launched, hitting the heads of Hu Yanda and the dead Liu Renyan hard! 


The right side of Huyanda's head was hit hard. As soon as he swung, the left side hit the wall of the 
alleyway, even the bricks and stones were cracked. Immediately, blood oozed from his eyes, ears, 
mouth and nose, and he collapsed together with Liu Renyan's body. The pair of swords remained on Liu 
Renyan's body. 


Jiang Yunlan, who was fighting with Jing Li and Hu Linglan, was surprised to see that Sun Wuyue was 
able to use this big gun with one arm. Because of his miscalculation, he lost another member of the 
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"Soldier's Crow Road", Jiang Yunlan regretted that he didn't take the opportunity to strike Sun Wuyue 
with another sword just now. 


He was ina state of confusion, and with Jing Li and Hu Linglan's sword skills getting better and better, he 
was finally forced to retreat. Jing Li and Hu Linglan were afraid that Sun Wuyue would be in danger 
again, so they didn't pursue him and retreated to his side, guarding Jiang Yunlan and Shi Hong at the 
front and back. 


The fight was a deadly one, with the rabbit rising and the magpie falling. In a matter of a dozen breaths, 
the number of fighters was quickly reduced to three versus two. 


The elimination of martial artists was so cruel. 


Tong Jing didn't see exactly how it happened. 


She only saw a flash of light above her head. 


Then several pieces of broken rope fell on her. 


As she plucked the ropes away, she heard the sound of many bowstrings springing. Instinctively, she 
closed her eyes and swung her sword in front of her. 


--l...am | going to die? ... 


No. 


Two great flashes of light swirled in front of her. Some arrows swept past. Some met the two lights and 
fell. 
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And then a forward figure, with those two rays of light, dashed into the group of archers in an instant. 


Screams of pain. Blood splatters. Bows broken. Strings broken. 


Under the shadow and the light, more than twenty archers of the Ma Pai Gang fell down one after 
another in rows, just like stalks that met scythes. 


Tong Jing saw that Cai Tianshou, who was hiding at the end of the archers, was so shocked that he fell to 
his knees; he also saw that Cai Kun ignored his son and turned around to run towards the house next to 
the garden. 


Only after the last of the archers had fallen did the moving figures come to a standstill. 


Yan Heng, holding the Dragon Tiger Sword in his right and left hands, stood less than four feet in front of 
Cai Tianshou's eyes. His blue clothes were stained with blood. His hair was disheveled, the left side of his 
face was black and slightly swollen due to poisoning, and his left eye was bloodshot and squinting into a 
line. 


It was as if he had returned from hell. 


The ground under Cai Tianshou's knees was already wet. 


"Forgive me! It's not me, it's my father--" 


Before he finished speaking, the short, thick blade of the "Tiger's Blade" had already pierced through Cai 
Tianshou's heart. 


Cai Kun was still running and did not even look back at his dead son. 
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Yan Heng took another step. He took three steps to run, and then his body leapt forward. 


The action of stabbing the "Dragon Thorn" in the air was exactly the "Vault Breaking" technique of the 
"Female and Male Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" used by his master, He Zisheng, that day! Yan 
Heng, in a state of semi-lost consciousness, naturally utilized this sword stance, which he had only seen 
once before. 


The speed, power, and momentum of his sword moves were far from his master's. There was no 
"borrowed appearance" of a dragon flying into the sky. 


However, his demeanor was very similar to that of He Zisheng. 


The result of this stabbing, of course, is needless to say. 


After Yan landed on the ground, he kicked Cai Kun's body and pulled the " Dragon's Thorn" away. He 
swung the sword slightly to the side, spraying blood. 


Qingcheng's treasure, with its golden light, kills without being stained by blood. 


Yan Heng was unconscious, still holding his swords in place. 


The archers who fell to the ground were struggling and groaning. They were not killed, but they were all 
seriously injured, and some even had their limbs cut off. 


Yan Heng glanced back at the garden's surroundings. The hall at the back was still burning. His eyes were 
confused, as if he could not remember where he was. 


But this glance made all the horsemen with spears and rope nets in the garden tremble with fear. They 
threw down their hands at the same time and ran towards the main gate in a desperate rush. Some of 
the wounded archers who could still run also joined the ranks of the fleeing. 
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Tong Jing ignored them. She only stared at the ghost-like young swordsman of Qingcheng. 


Her eyes were a mixture of fear and admiration. 


--Using a sword, that's how it's supposed to be. 


Finally, Yan Heng's knees weakened and he collapsed. 


Tong Jing stepped forward in time to support him. 


Yan Heng's eyes turned white and he lost consciousness. 


--This was Yan Heng's first battle in the martial arts world: for the sake of a family he didn't know, he 
fought alone with his sword, destroying the second largest gang in Chengdu. 


Jing Li was thinking hard. 


In the battle in the alleyway, on the surface, his side still had a three-to-two advantage. However, Sun 
Wuyue's arm had been seriously injured, and Jing Li himself and Hu Linglan were covered in wounds, so 
his overall strength was not as good as that of the two Wudang fighters who had not lost a single hair. 


Summarizing his experience from countless fights in the past, he had to come up with the most certain 
way of fighting in a short period of time. 


Firstly, he had to make Jiang Yunlan and Shi Hong remain separated at both ends of the alleyway. If they 
were to merge, it would be even more difficult to deal with them. 


Secondly, we must focus on killing one of them first. There is no way to win in a melee. 
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The problem is: these two points are totally contradictory. If you separate the two, you have to divide 
your forces to fight each of them, so you can't gather the strength of three people... 


Each of the five men looked at their fallen companions and prayed in their hearts. 


--Bless us and help us to win this battle. 


Sun Wuyue, whose family had been destroyed, had a face as cold as ice. He had nothing to worry about. 
He could not feel the wounds on his left arm and chest. He secretly adjusted his breathing and focused 
his thoughts on his right arm. 


He was only thinking about the only thought: how to use his last remaining strength to thrust the black 
iron spearhead into the body of one of his enemies. 


Jing Li took a look at his spear, which was half-hanging on the ground, and suddenly a sense of 
inspiration appeared. 


" Senior, | need to utilize your strength later," He said quietly, pulling out his short sword with a bird's 
head with his left hand. 


Sun Wu Yue didn't know what Jing Li was referring to, but knew that he must have thought of a certain 
tactic. 


At that moment, Sun Wu Yue saw Jing Li stretched out his foot and lightly stepped on the big gun. Sun 
Wuyue suddenly realized. 


"Then I'm counting on you. " 


Jing Li just smiled. 


Jiang Yunlan and Shi Hong were actually thinking about how to fight. 
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--After all, a melee is in our best interest. 


The two of them looked at each other from a distance, nodded, and at the same time dashed towards 
the three people in the center of the alley. 


Jing Li gritted his teeth. 


--This is the move to bet on! 


"Behind you! "Jing Li shouted at Hu Linglan, while he himself rushed towards Jiang Yunlan in front of 
him. 


Hu Linglan had already prepared for this, and upon hearing Jing Li's decision, she raised her wild sword 
to attack Shi Hong at the back! 


At the same time, Sun Wu Yue raised his spear with one arm, seemingly to attack Jiang Yun Lan with Jing 
Li. 


Jiang Yunlan was running, with his right sword on his iron claw, ready to fight one against two. 


Jing Li was about to take the lead in the battle with Jiang Yunlan when he suddenly stopped his steps 
and turned around to run and jump backward. 


Behind him, Sun Wu Yue had already set up his spear. 


Jiang Yunlan chased after Jing Li, who had turned his back. 


Jing Li jumped onto Sun Wu Yue's gun barrel! 
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Sun Wuyue was like holding a fishing rod with one hand, his right arm was violently pulled up, and his 
spear was raised upwards. 


Jing Li used the barrel of his spear as a pedal, fully utilizing the force of Sun Wu Yue's spear, he jumped 
out from the barrel of his spear and flew his body towards Shi Hong! 


This jump was a combination of Jing Li's leg strength, Sun Wuyue's arm strength, and the elasticity of the 
spear shaft itself. Jing Li's body was like a stone bullet shot out of a siege cannon, and he flew in front of 
Shi Hong in the blink of an eye with astonishing speed and power! 


Originally, Shi Hong was prepared to use a single Mandarin Duck axe to fight against Hu Linglan's sword, 
but he did not expect Jing Li to attack him before he could, so he did not have the time to dodge, so he 
raised his Mandarin Duck axe to meet the flying "hunter". 


Jing Li took advantage of the fierce momentum in mid-air, and with his right hand, he hacked out the 
goose-plume sword and struck hard at the Mandarin Duck axe! 


During the exchange of blows, Shi Hong could only feel an extremely shocking force coming from his 
arm. Not to mention that he has not learned "Tai Chi". Even if he did, it was impossible for him to 
dislodge this abnormal force. 


Shi Hong's shoulder and elbow joints were unable to withstand this kind of strength, and at the same 
time, they folded, and the Jing Li's wild goose plume sword was pressed against the Mandarin Duck axe, 
and the blade of the Mandarin Duck axe was pressed so hard that it was inserted into Shi Hong's own 
chest! 


At the same time, Hu Linglan took advantage of this opportunity to lead the chopping trend of the wild 
tai saber halfway downward, diagonally cutting off Shi Hong's left leg at the knee! 


Jing Li's remaining momentum was not stopped, and he pushed Shi Hong's body to the ground. Jing Li 
straddled Shi Hong's waist and stabbed him with his left hand. 
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A fountain of blood rises. The brilliant battle record of Shi Hong, a disciple of Wudang's "Soldier's Crow 
Road", came to an end after killing two Emei masters this night. 


Three Soldier's Crow disciples were lost in one night. This is a shame that the Wudang Sect has never 
experienced before. 


And this humiliation, occurred under his own leadership - Jiang Yunlan, in the twenty-three years since 
he joined the Wudang sect, has never felt more frustrated. 


--If | can't even bring back the head of the Hunter after so many deaths, how can | have the face to wear 
the black clothes of the "Soldier's Crow Road" again? 


Jiang Yunlan only had Jing Li in his eyes at the moment. 


He stretched his left claw to the side, and the five fingers of the iron claw inserted into the wall of the 
alleyway; he pulled hard with his left arm again, and his body flew into the air with the iron claw as an 
axis, swinging forward like a weight, and his pursuit force was gone. Suddenly it doubled in speed. 


As soon as Jiang Yunlan swung out, his left paw let go of the wall, and his body flew like an arrow! 


Jing Li's jumping impact just now was extremely exhausting, plus he was injured, after killing Shi Hong, 
he couldn't get his breath back, so he stood up and turned around a bit slowly. 


Jiang Yunlan's ancient longsword was already in mid-air, ready to strike. 


--The next moment it will pierce Jing Li's back. 


Sun Wuyue saw it with his own eyes. At this moment, he was the closest to Jiang Yunlan. 


--Brother Jing! 
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Sun Wu Yue knew it was too late to utilize his spear. He abandoned his spear and rushed forward with 
his bare hands. With his right hand, he used Emei's "Sad Hand of the Wild Goose" to slap Jiang Yunlan's 
waist. 


Even if he is full of energy, Sun Wu Yue is no match for Jiang Yun Lan in a close fight like this. 


--You're in my way again! 


Jiang Yunlan was so angry that he gritted his teeth. As soon as the long sword rotated, he cut off the 
palm that Sun Wuyue had hit. The sword then stabbed smoothly and penetrated Sun Wuyue's right 
chest! 


"Senior! "Jing Li wailed. 


Unexpectedly, Sun Wuyue had no idea for a long time. His right arm, which had been severed, hugged 
Jiang Yunlan's waist and pulled his body tightly forward, with the long sword protruding from his back. 
Sun Wuyue was not tall, and with this pull, the top of his head just hit Jiang Yunlan's face, causing him to 
feel dizzy. 


"Kill him! "Sun Wu Yue spat out blood and shouted. The hot blood spurted onto Jiang Yunlan's chest. 


Jing Li violently threw out the short bird-headed sword in his left hand and flew towards Jiang Yunlan's 
head. 


Jiang Yunlan was being held by Sun Wuyue, restricting his movement, so he could only dodge sideways. 
The swirling blade narrowly grazed past his left forehead, bringing out a splash of blood. 


"Cut him..." Sun Wu Yue's voice was already weak. "...together with me...chop him off..." 
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Sun Wuyue could hardly be saved. Even if he could be saved, a master swordsman who had lost both 
hands would feel worse than death. This was indeed the best time to kill Wudang master Jiang Yunlan, 
and it was also Sun Wuyue's wish... 


--But Jing Li couldn't do it. 


Even a dying or even dead companion is still a companion. He could not cut his blade into the body of a 
companion who had been with him in life and death. 


However, Shimazu Hu Linglan did not say a word and leaped forward with her wild sword. 


Blood flowed into Jiang Yunlan's eyes. He only vaguely saw a figure on the other side of the jump 
forward, coupled with hearing Sun Wuyue dying words, his heart panicked. 


It was too late to pull out his sword. Jiang Yunlan grasped Sun Wuyue's hair with his left hand and led his 
body backward quickly. 


Hu Linglan stepped and vigorously swung her sword, slashing down diagonally. Yinryu Taijutsu 
Technique - "Swallow Flight"! 


Jiang Yunlan pulled Sun Wuyue with him and was unable to retreat in time. He was already prepared to 
die. 


The Wild Taijutsu's "Swallow Flight" slash did not cut through Sun Wuyue's or Jiang Yunlan's body, but 
rather slashed at the blade protruding from Sun Wuyue's back. The angle of this strike was accurate, 
although Jiang Yunlan's ancient sword was not an extraordinary product, it could not withstand this 5 
feet long thick spine sword, with a metallic sound, a 4 inches long tip of the sword snapped and flew 
away. 


--Like Jing Li, Hu Linglan is unable to wield her sword at someone who has saved her life. 
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Jiang Yunlan retreated a dozen more steps and felt safe before stopping, pulling the broken sword out of 
Sun Wuyue's chest, who had already swallowed his breath, while still grasping the corpse's hair with his 
left hand. He saw that his favorite weapon had been destroyed, and he was saddened in his heart. 


--But a broken sword is better than a broken body. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan stood side by side, raising their swords again, obviously ready to continue the 
fight. 


--They knew that they had already used up 70% to 80% of their physical energy. Against Jiang Yunlan, 
who was more powerful than them and had not sustained any major injuries, it could be said that they 
did not have much chance of winning. 


However, they didn't know that Jiang Yunlan's will to fight had also greatly diminished. The destruction 
of his favorite sword was only the second thing; what hit him even harder was the fact that just now Jing 
and Hu really had the absolute opportunity to cut him and Sun Wu Yue apart right there on the spot. 


Jiang Yunlan only felt that the honor of Wudang's "Soldier's Crow Road" martial artist had almost been 
lost by him tonight. 


At this moment, the sound of a crowd of people shouting and yelling came from far behind Jing Li and 
Hu Ling Lan. 


The three of them in the alley looked in that direction nervously at the same time. That was the location 
of "Xiang Yun Inn". The light of lanterns can be seen in the distance. 


Hu Linglan's face tightened. If it is the reinforcements of the "Wu Dan" that come, then it will definitely 
be over. 


"Don't be nervous. "Jing Li said softly in Japanese, with a smile on his face. "Act like you know it's one of 
yours. " 
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Hu Linglan looked at Jiang Yunlan and realized that he was also looking a bit nervous. 


--That is to say, he is not sure who is coming. 


Hu Linglan followed Jing Li's words and smiled. 


Jiang Yunlan really didn't know who was coming. He only knows that it is unlikely that Ye Chenyuan will 
send more people. 


--Deputy Head Master has absolute trust in us. 


Jiang Yunlan looked at the bodies on the ground. Emei's men came to Chengdu quietly, they must have 
come for Wudang, maybe they didn't just send five of them... 


Cold sweat broke out on Jiang Yunlan's back. 


--lf there is a second batch of Emei gunmen, it will be impossible to get away... 


Jiang Yunlan is not afraid of death. But if he were to die, it would mean that all four members of the 
Soldier's Crow Road would be wiped out. That would be a great humiliation for the Wudang Sect. 


The voices of the people outside and the lights are getting closer. 


Jiang Yunlan looked at Jing Li with hatred, his mind was made up. He grabbed Sun Wuyue's body with 
his left claw, and with a swing of his right hand, he chopped off Sun Wuyue's head. Jing Li and the others 
could not help but be shocked. 


"Hunter. "Jiang Yunlan pointed at Jing Li with his broken sword. "Leave a name. " 
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"Jing Li." he said, dropping his goose-plume blade. 


He knew the battle was over. 


"Don't think you've won this time," JJiang Yunlan said coldly. 


Jing Li took a look at the bodies of the four Emei martial artists on the ground. He nodded his head. "| 
know. " 


"In front of the Wudang Sect's supremacy, you are nothing but a small stone in the way. " Jiang Yunlan 
lowered his broken sword. "Go on. Let's see how many more times you can struggle like you did tonight. 


"Until you kill me. " Jing Li rested his sword on his shoulder. "Or until | kill you all. " 


"That's the deal. " 


Jiang Yunlan was actually smiling when he said this. That smile was not sarcastic, but genuine. Although 
his revenge failed, deep down in his heart, he felt faintly satisfied. 


——kKilling him would not be pleasant enough if he were not a duel warrior. 


After Jiang Yunlan finished speaking, he turned around and disappeared into the night while holding the 
still bleeding head. 


Jing Li was recalling the conversation he had just had. He knew how Jiang Yunlan felt. 


The group of people finally came to this alley with lanterns. Hu Linglan was nervous and turned around 
to raise her sword. 
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On the lanterns, there was the word "Jiang" written on them. 


They were from the Minjiang Gang. They came to the "Xiang Yun Inn" to look for their missing chief, Sha 
Nantong. 


"It's not the enemy. "Jing Li pressed Hu Linglan's hand and told her to put down the knife. 


Jing Li's tense nerves instantly relaxed. It was only then that the pain and fatigue came together. He felt 
like his body was about to be torn apart, and he fell to his knees. Hu Linglan supported him in time, so 
that he did not fall down. He supported himself on the ground with his Goose-plume Sword and 
managed to stay on his knees. 


Jing Li looked up. He saw the moonlight in the darkness of the night. 


--| survived. 


He said silently to himself. 


--Also, to his dead companions. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 23 Chapter 11 Companions 


Yan Heng's consciousness finally returned, but he had not yet opened his eyes. 


He only felt that his body had become very light, as if it was slowly floating in the air. 


The Qingcheng Sect only practiced martial arts, and never believed in ghosts and gods. Yan Heng didn't 
know if the netherworld after death would be like this. 


It is so lonely. | can't see any of my masters, uncles or brothers. 


His heart aches. If this is the way it is, if he dies without even defeating a single member of the Wudang 
Sect, he might as well have died with his fellow disciples at Mount Qingcheng that day... 


"No, | won't die like this..." muttered Yan Heng to himself. 


"Get up. "A voice entered his ears. "How long will you stay in bed, little boy? " 


It was a voice that Yan Heng had recognized only a short while ago. At the moment, it had a warm and 
intimate feeling to it. 


He finally opened his eyes. 


He saw a very low wooden ceiling. 


Yan Heng breathed deeply before he could gather the strength to support his upper body. Only then did 
he realize that he was still holding the Dragon and Tiger Sword in both hands, only that the sword was 
wrapped in thick cloth. 
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"Even though you are unconscious, you still refuse to let go of the sword. "The voice said again. " | was 
afraid that you might hurt yourself in your sleep, so | wrapped the blade in cloth. " 


Yan Heng turned his head sideways and saw Jing Li, who was almost completely covered with cloth 
bands, sitting on the other bed beside him. 


Yan Heng looked around and finally realized why he felt like he was drifting. 


This is the cabin. 


He looked at Jing Li again and asked, "Brother Jing...why am I..." 


"You have been unconscious for three days. "Jing Li said. "The poison was quite strong. Luckily, the 
amount of poison you received was very small. " 


It was only then that Yan Heng gradually recalled the experience of being caught in the trap of the iron 
window in the headquarters of the Ma Pai Gang, as well as the experience of breaking out of the prison 
cage. Yan Heng couldn't help but sweat on his forehead as he thought about it in detail. It was indeed a 
very dangerous experience. 


Jing Li picked up the oar lying beside his bed and stroked it back and forth. 


That night, when he and Hu Linglan were rescued by the Minjiang Gang, they even picked up all the lost 
weapons for him. 


"This boat... what's going on? ... "Only then did Yan Heng finally let go of the hilt of his sword, only to 
find that his palm and the hilt were stuck together. It was the dried sweat and blood of the past few 
days. It was only after a great deal of maneuvering that he managed to get both swords out of his 
hands. 


"It's a big ship from the Min River that's carrying cargo. We have left Chengdu and are now on the river. 
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Jing Li was sincerely grateful to the people of Min Jiang Gang: although he had forced Jiang Yunlan to 
retreat, he could not leave the city gates at night, and the Wudang Sect's expeditionary force might still 
find him and Hu Linglan. Luckily, the Min Jiang gang's secret passage for smuggling goods (and of course, 
the guards at the city) got them and Yan Heng out of the city walls that night, and then left by boat right 
after sunrise. 


Yan Heng took a look at his body. The arrow wound on his shoulder and a few minor burns had been 
bandaged, and ointment had been applied to his face where a poisoned arrow had scratched it. The left 
side of his body was still a bit weak and numb, but he was able to move freely. 


"That Miss Tong has told me all about the matter of you breaking into the Ma Pai Gang. "Jing Li added. 


Yan Heng looked ashamed, "It's all my own fault... Brother Jing..." 


"You are indeed wrong. " Jing Li smiled. 


"That's right...l almost lost my life by meddling in something like this when | had a big grudge..." 


"That's not what I'm talking about. "Jing Li didn't mean to criticize. "Your mistake is that you don't have 
enough experience in the Jianghu world. Before you went to the Ma Pai Gang, you should have gone to 
the street where the victims lived, asked their neighbors, and found out the truth, then you wouldn't 
have been cheated by that pair of bastards from the Ma Pai Gang. " 


Speaking of Cai Kun's father and son, Yan Heng couldn't help but look at the twin swords resting on the 
bed, and then at his own hands. There were still blood scabs on his palms. 


Jing Li understood what he was thinking. "This is the first time you killed someone? " 


Yan Heng nodded. 
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"Was it hard? " 


Yan Heng thought carefully. 


He thought of Grandma Wang's mournful voice. He thought of the faces of Cai Kun and his son when 
they lied. Thinking of how he was shot with arrows, burned with fire, caught in a net, and hunted down 
like a wild animal... 


He shook his head. 


Jing Li thought to himself, "This kid is very lucky. The first time he killed was this kind of extremely evil 
person. This kind of person who would not feel guilty even after killing. 


"You made a second mistake. "Jing Li said, propping his oar up on the ground and sitting on the edge of 
the bed. "You should have asked me to go with you," He laughed bitterly and added, "But you're lucky. If 
you had gone back to the inn to find me, it would have been a hundred times more dangerous than 
going to the Ma Pai Gang alone. I'm afraid you won't be able to save your life. " 


Yan Heng then remembered that Jing Li was covered with injuries, but he had not even said a word of 
sympathy to him until now, he could not help but feel ashamed. 


"Brother Jing, what happened to you that night? " 


Jing Li stood up using his oar to support himself, his other hand reaching out and grabbing Yan Heng's. 


"Let us go out and talk again. Let's enjoy the wind on the river. You've been sleeping here for a few days, 
and | can see that you're getting moldy from it. " 


In addition to the sedan chair, the boat ride was Yan Heng's first time in his life. Fortunately, the sailboat 
with the flag of the Minjiang Gang was very large, and the wind and waves on the river today were not 
too rough, so Yan Heng did not feel dizzy even though he was not in good physical condition. 
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When he walked on the deck, the crew members of Min Jiang Gang who were working all stopped their 
work and bowed respectfully to Yan Heng. They all knew the story of the Qingcheng Swordsman who 
had broken the Ma Pai Gang and killed the Cai father and son, who were worse than dogs and pigs. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng stood side by side on the side of the boat, breathing in the refreshing wind and 
looking at the beautiful scenery along the river. Yan Heng recalled that he had been through life and 
death twice in a row recently. Seeing this peaceful riverside scenery, he felt like he didn't know what the 
world was like. 


Jing Li told Yan Heng about his fight with the four masters of the Wudang sect that night. When he came 
to Hu Linglan, Jing Li pointed towards the bow of the boat. 


Yan Heng looked away and saw Shimazu Hu Linglan standing at the bow of the ship with her back to 
them, the huge wild sword still hanging behind her waist, and her vermillion-red dress blown by the 
wind. Her hands and legs were also bandaged in many places. 


"Is she the one? ..." Yan Heng was attracted to Hu Linglan's beautiful and upright posture. 


--| don't know why, but the first time Yan Heng saw her back, he felt that she resembled Jing Li a bit... 


Of course, he did not tell Jing Li about this. 


Jing Li continued to describe the deadly fight that night. When talking about how the four Emei warriors 
died heroically, Yan Heng thought of his fellow disciples who were massacred by Wudang on Qingcheng 
Mountain and couldn't help but sigh. 


"It's a pity that | didn't get to know them..." Yan Heng said sadly. 


"Yes..." Jing Li's face also became heavy. He was silent for a while before he said again, "Ye Chenyuan 
cannot find us, he must have already headed towards Emei Mountain at this moment. " 
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"Brother Jing... do you think that the death of Senior Sun and others this time will make Master Yu of 
the Emei Sect change his mind and rise up to fight against Wudang?" 


Jing Li shook his head. 


"It's too late... Yu Qinglin said he wanted to form an alliance with Wudang, but at heart, he is afraid of 
Wudang. " 


He looked away from the ripples on the river. 


"Once a martial artist abandons his pride and dignity, it is difficult to regain his fighting spirit. " 


Yan Heng savored Jing Li's words. He nodded in agreement. 


Jing Li looked at Yan Heng's expression, smiled slightly and suddenly threw a right punch towards Yan 
Heng's head. 


Yan Heng was concentrating on what he had just said, so he was not on guard. Without thinking, he 
naturally stretched out his left hand and blocked Jing Li's fist. Jing Li was only testing his moves, and his 
fist had not actually been utilized with any force. 


"Progress. "Jing Li smiled as he withdrew his fist. "After this battle, you've already started with the 
mental method | mentioned earlier. " 


Yan Heng looked at his hands. In that night's battle, although he was no longer conscious, he vaguely 
remembered that he had unconsciously imitated his master, He Zisheng, and used the " Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" stance - he had never even tried to hold two weapons in a test before, 
and he really couldn't figure out why he did that. 


The excitement of a sudden leap in martial arts made his heart beat faster. 
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--Although, after listening to Jing Li's description of his fight with the Wudang "Soldier's Crow Road" 
assassins, Yan Heng knew that he was still a long way from the Wudang School. 


At this time, a person walked over, it is the Minjiang Gang's elder Miss Tong Jing. She is no longer 
wearing that set of gorgeous martial arts clothing, changed to a plain blue, hair bun and clothing also 
has more of a girl's temperament. She was also not wearing a sword. 


"Swordsman Yan, you've woken up! "Tong Jing no longer had the brash expression of the first time they 
met, instead she was respectful. She was even younger than Yan Heng, so of course she couldn't call Yan 
Heng "Young Swordsman". "How does your body feel? " 


"Much better..." Yan Heng clasped his fists. He thought back to that night, when Tong Jing stood guard 
over himself, who was caught in the trappers' net, and his heart was very touched. When he looked at 
Tong Jing's beautiful eyes, which were admiringly looking at him, he could not help but blush. 


Tong Jing's face also turned red. She remembered the day when Yan Heng fell, she had no choice but to 
hug his body. At that time, she had just gotten out of danger and didn't feel any embarrassment, but 
now that she thought back on it, she was a bit embarrassed. 


--| wonder if he was really unconscious at that time? ... 


Tong Jing remembered something. She took out an object from her belt pouch and handed it to Yan 
Heng. It was a neatly folded green-colored sweatband of ordinary cloth with a flying bird embroidered 
on it. 


"Before | left the city, Grandma Wang asked me to pass it on to you, to thank you for avenging her 
death. She said her family was poor and she had no way to repay her, so she only gave you this hand- 
embroidered scarf as a souvenir," Tong Jing said. "Tong Jing was a bit sad when she said. "I think she 
originally embroidered this scarf for her son, Ayong. " 


Yan Heng took the scarf and touched the embroidered bird pattern with his fingers. 


Looking at it, Yan Heng felt that all the pain he had suffered was worth it. 
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"| have one more thing to say. "Tong Jing's face is very solemn. "| should say, | have a request for you 


two. 


"Ms. Tong, please feel free to speak. "Yan Heng was a little surprised. 


Tong Jing was suddenly on the deck, kneeling down towards Yan Heng and Jing Li. 


"Please let me learn martial arts from you! " 


Yan Heng hurriedly went forward to help Tong Jing up, but he thought that he was too embarrassed to 
touch her, so he stopped with his hand halfway out. Jing Li, on the contrary, naturally reached out to 
support her upper arm. The skinny Tong Jing was easily lifted up by him. 


"|... how..." stammered Yan Heng. "How am | qualified to be someone's master? Don't be ridiculous..." 


"I've loved swords since | was a child, and I've trained with many masters. I've learned from many 
masters, from the best in the gangs to the masters my father hired for me. Tong Jing said earnestly, "I 
thought | had a good collection of swordsmen. "| thought | had already accomplished something after 
gathering so many masters. But when | saw Swordsman Yan's swordsmanship in the Ma Pai Gang that 
night, | realized what a true sword was. In front of this authentic martial arts, what | learned in the past 
is not even comparable to children's stuff, it's all a waste of time. " 


Jing Li was amused as he listened to Tong Jing's words. 


--| never imagined that this girl is actually a little martial arts fanatic... 


"But you don't need it..." Yan Heng shook his head. 


"You two don't know. My father is the leader of the Minjiang Gang, and | have been a descendant of this 
gang all my life, so no famous sect in the world would be willing to accept me as a disciple. "Tong Jing's 
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eyes flashed with determination. "This time | have the fate to meet you, | will not let go of this 
opportunity! " 


Yan Heng was at a loss for words, looking at Jing Li, hoping that he would refuse. 


"You have to know..." Jing Li said to Tong Jing, "We are going to travel across the country and provinces 
from now on. If you want to learn from us, you have to follow us. " 


"| know. "Tong Jing nodded her head vigorously. 


"You should also know that we are both enemies of the Wudang Sect. If you follow us, you will be in 
great danger. " 


"| know that too. " 


Jing Li stroked the short beard on his chin. He pointed a finger at Yan Heng. 


"There is one more thing that you may not know: to learn a sword technique like his, it is not something 
that you can learn just because you are willing to do so. You have to have the talent of ‘innate true 
power’. If you couldn't learn it well before, maybe it wasn't because your master was bad, but because 
you didn't have the talent. " 


These words finally made Tong Jing to feel stirred up. But not a moment later, she bit her lower lip 
again, her eyes regaining their determination. 


"You have to practice to know whether there is such a thing as talent." Tong Jing said with an expression 
like a little boy. 


Jing Li couldn't help but laugh again. He said to Yan Heng, "She's a bit like you. " 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing's cheeks reddened again upon hearing this. 
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"If you want us to teach you, you have to agree to one thing. "Jing Li said with a straight face, "Even if 
we teach you for just one day, if we feel that you don't have the talent, we will ask you to leave. If we 
tell you to leave, you will have to leave without saying another word. " 


Tong Jing was so excited that she smiled brightly and nodded her head vigorously. 


"Brother Jing, you're not serious, are you? " Yan Heng asked in shock. 


Jing Li, however, did not answer him, picking up the oar and turning around. 


"There is one more thing to promise. "Jing Li said again, "Don't call me Master. " 


He smiled back, " I'm still a young man. Just call me Big Brother." 


Jing Li left them behind and walked towards the bow of the boat. 


Hu Linglan was still standing at the bow of the boat, silently blowing in the river wind. 


"What are your plans? "Jing Li stood beside her and asked, "Are you going back to Satsuma? " 


Hu Linglan remained silent. The two of them stood at the bow of the boat without saying a word. 


It was only after a while that she finally spoke, "I can't go back. "She turned her head and looked directly 
at Jing Li. "Unless you take your head with you. " 


Jing Li smiled in disbelief. "But after that night...even if | promise to fight you now, you can't cut me 
down anymore, right? " 
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Both of them remembered the scene of that night when they were hiding back to back in the dark alley. 


Also, Sun Wu Yue's dying embrace of Jiang Yun Lan, and both of them were unable to chop down the 
sword. 


Hu Linglan was noncommittal. But it is equivalent to the default. 


"You also killed someone from the Wudang Sect. "Jing Li said. "As long as you stay in the Middle 
Kingdom, you are in danger. " 


"Just tell them to come and find me. " Hu Linglan put her right hand on the hilt of her sword. 


"In battle, you need companions. " Jing Li said and left. "Even people like you and me. " 


Hu Linglan watched Jing Li walk away. 


She remembered the back of the man who was illuminated by lightning on a rainy night two years ago. 


Complicated emotions surged through her heart, like the tide of the river that lapped at the hull of the 
ship at the same time. 


Returning to the cabin room, Jing Li sat on the bed with his knees crossed, took out his hunting knife 
from beside the pillow, put the oar across his legs, and began to carve horizontal lines on the oar. 


This was the first time that he carved three lines on the oar in one go. 


However, these three horizontal lines were not arranged together with the old ones, but were carved in 
a separate space. 
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The reason for this was that these three lines were dedicated to the Emei masters who had fought side 
by side with him through life and death. 


Jing Li gritted his teeth and sliced the knife into the solid paddle. 


Without realizing it, he shed silent tears. 


Two days later, Ye Chenyuan led the Wudang Expeditionary Army to Mount Emei. 


--Jiang Yunlan did not accompany them. He returned to the inn in Chengdu that night and declared that 
he was disqualified from the " Raven Road", and the next day, he set off alone to return to Wudang 
Mountain. 


Ye Chenyuan and his party entered the main hall of Emei Sect's main headquarters, Iron Peak House, 
and no one stopped them along the way. 


On the main seat of the "Iron Peak Tower", Emei's contemporary Master "Eight Spears of the Divine 
Dragon" Yu Qinglin was sitting nervously upright. 


Behind him, on a rack of weapons, there was a gold-plated iron spear, a gift from Lu Cunzhong, the 
former head of the extinct Qingcheng Sect, symbolizing Emei's status as a match for the Qingcheng Sect, 
which is the "unrivalled sect in Sichuan". 


Yu Qinglin had prepared a lot of words in his mind to form an alliance with Wudang Sect to become a 
leader in the martial arts world. 


But in the end, he did not have a chance to say a word. 


Ye Chenyuan also did not say a word. 


He entered the center of the hall and held up the wooden token representing the head of Wudang. 
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Behind him, the disciple of " Soldier's Raven Path" threw out an object. 


The object rolled on the ground. When it finally came to a standstill and all the Emei masters and 
disciples could see what it was, the air in the Iron Peak Tower was like ice. 


Sun Wuyue's head. 


--As Jing Li said, honor and pride are the walls protecting the heart of a martial artist. Once you give in 
half an inch, it's like an unrepairable crack in the wall, and the only way to go is to collapse. 


A day later, the plaque of "Iron Peak House" was taken down and burnt, and a new name was put on it: 


"Wudang School Emei Taoist Temple". 


The Wudang Sect had now completely conquered the martial arts world in Sichuan Province. 


It was one step closer to being "invincible". 
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Epilogue 


| was once fascinated by the rise of Mixed Martial Arts (MMA) fighting in the 1990s. 


It is necessary to explain here: the predecessor of "Mixed Martial Arts" is a kind of Brazilian competition 
called "Vale Tudo", which translates to "anything goes" in Portuguese. This Portuguese translation 
means "anything goes", meaning "anything goes", which refers to fighting under the minimum rules, 
fighters should have the ability to punch, kick, elbow, knee, drop and throw from a standing position, 
and also be able to suppress and entangle takedowns and strikes while lying on the ground. In other 
words, it is in the most free (and brutal) ring that the strongest martial artists and schools of martial arts 
are determined. 


--Of course, it has evolved into "Mixed Martial Arts" with many safety rules, and is now a regulated and 
systematized form of combat competition. 


My favorite thing to watch is Japan’s “Pride FC” fighting game. Because of the large scale of this 
competition and the large number of spectators, it attracted the top players from all over the world at 
that time. In addition, the Japanese production was particularly good at creating an atmosphere. Every 
time there was an important event, | deeply felt the feeling of "| am watching the strongest player in the 
world." The men competed for "feelings." Today "Pride FC" has stopped, but until now, every time | hear 
the "Bang! Bang! Bang Bang!" drum sound of the opening song of the game on MP3, my heart beats 
faster. 


"Pride FC has an annual "Grand Prix", a multi-round elimination tournament to determine the world's 
best fighter of the year. This tournament has a very simple yet powerful slogan: "1/6,000,000,000". 


One in six billion" means, of course, that there is only one champion out of six billion people in the 
world. 


What an impressive way to express the concept of "invincibility". 


Writing, of course, has its moments of hard work and frustration, but it's still generally a joy for me. And 
writing "Poetry of the Martial Arts Fanatic" has given me a sense of joy that | never had in the past. 
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In the past, | used to write a lot of tragedies, such as "Killing Zen". It felt like | was carving a huge stone 
until | had to cut it down to nothing, only to be left with a sigh of emptiness. Honestly, there were times 
when | was slightly depressed. 


However, this "Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic" is just the opposite. 


Although the main theme of the story is "revenge", what | emphasized more in the book is the 
unyielding soul of the martial artist. When | was writing, | felt like a positive energy was born, and it 
constantly lifted my spirit. 


| very much hope that this hot energy can also infect all of you readers through my words. 


Especially in this year, which is such a difficult year for all of us. 


With regard to the creation of "Tai Chi Chuan" as described in the book, | need to explain it a little bit. 


In reality, the origin of "Taijiquan" is still very controversial. There are many different versions of the 
story. In a book that | have in my possession, "Taijiquan Illustrated" (by Xu Yusheng), published in the 
Republic of China, there are many versions of the story, including the stories passed down by Xu 
Xuanping in the Tang Dynasty, Li Daozi in the Tang Dynasty, Cheng Lingzhe in the Liang Dynasty, and Yin 
Liheng in the Liang Dynasty, and the story of the founding of the martial art of Zhang Sanfeng at the end 
of the Yuan Dynasty. 


In different versions, even the same name character often appears, but the ages are several hundred 
years apart. For example, Zhang Sanfeng was said to be from the late Yuan Dynasty and early Ming 
Dynasty, while another version said he lived in the Song Dynasty; Wang Zongyue, who wrote the 
"Theory of Taijiquan", was sometimes from the Yuan Dynasty, and sometimes from the Ming 
Dynasty....... The only one that can be sure of the accuracy of this theory is the "Chen's Taijiquan" of the 
Chenjiagou in Henan Province, which was learned by Yang Lucian in the Qing Dynasty. "It is only the 
history that Yang Lucian learned Chen's Taijiquan from Chenjiagou in Henan Province in the Qing 
Dynasty, and then derived from a number of "Taijiquan" schools in modern times. 


Although | have tried to find a lot of authentic information in writing this book, after all, it is still only a 
novel, and the purpose is not to investigate. Regarding the setting and depiction of the Wudang School 


and the origin of "Taijiquan", naturally the storyline comes first. | use the expression "Master Zhang 
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Sanfeng of the Wudang School created Tai Chi", which is inevitably based on the tradition of the classic 
martial arts novels, but it is more mainly a creative consideration. For those of you who are researchers 
in the history of martial arts, please don't ask me to make an issue out of it. 


Besides, in this book, | have written about many real martial arts sects (and | will write more in the 
future). Martial arts novels are written about the grudges and struggles of the Jianghu, and the various 
sects that appear in the book are naturally differentiated between the high and low, the good and the 
evil, and they are all for the sake of the plot, and they do not intentionally elevate or demean any of the 
martial arts in reality. This kind of borrowing is in fact impossible to avoid in most martial arts novels. | 
hope that all related martial arts practitioners will read this book and forgive me. 


Shortly after the completion of this volume, news of the death of Liang Yusheng, a giant of martial arts, 
came to me. Although | am not a fan of Liang, he undoubtedly created the "new school of martial arts 
novels" style of the first, all of us later, we have to say a word of thanks to him. 


| would like to pay my respects to Mr. Liang. 


In the postscript to Volume 1, | forgot to pay tribute to one of the most important people in the world. 


He is probably the most famous "martial arts fanatic" in the world. 


The ideas he left behind have deeply influenced me - including the concept of this "Poem of the Martial 
Arts Fanatic". 


Who else but him? 


Our late great martial artist, Mr. Bruce Lee. 


Qiao Jingfu 


February 12, 2009 
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Poem of Martial Arts Frenzy by Qiao Jingfu 
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Volume 3: Shocking Guanzhong 


Tzu said, "The three armies can seize the marshal, but the horsemen cannot seize the will. 


-- "Analects of Confucius--Zihan IX" (Z#z5-—- 2 38 JL) 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 24 Chapter 1 - Wudang Mountain 


Hou Yingzhi stood at the foot of the mountain, looking up at the Wudang mountain with incomparable 
reverence. 


He suddenly realized why the idea of "invincibility" was born here. 


During his six or seven years in the Qingcheng Sect, Hou Yingzhi had often marveled at the beautiful 
scenery of Mount Qingcheng; however, today, when he saw Wudang Mountain, which is known as the 
"Great Mount", he truly felt what "majestic" means. 


The shape of Wudang Mountain is very strange. The surrounding terrain is low, but when you reach the 
center, a group of strange peaks suddenly rises. Especially in this early spring, the mountains are green 
and deep, exuding a strong ancient and mysterious atmosphere. No wonder Wudang Mountain has 
been called the "Fairy Mountain" since ancient times. 


The famous "Seventy-Two Peaks of Wudang" are shaped like swords and arrowheads pointing toward 
the sky, competing to compete with each other for momentum; 


Only Tianzhu Peak, the highest peak surrounded by it, 


It sticks out from the mountains like a chicken standing tall, a pillar reaching up to the sky and 
disappearing into the clouds. 


Like a king who stands before the princes, he is aloof and unrivaled. When you look at the surrounding 
peaks, they seem to be bowing down to the Tianzhu Peak in worship - this is the famous "72 peaks 
towards the big top" scenic spot in Wudang Mountain - "the world's invincible" scenery. 


Hou Yingzhi unknowingly shed tears, his hands tightly clutching the Wudang long sword. 


As long as one is a true martial artist, it is impossible to refuse the shock of this scenery. 


--All the people of the Wudang School live in such an environment, and use the mountains as a backdrop 
for their training every day. 
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Hou Yingzhi's chest burned like fire when he thought of this. There were feelings of pride, envy and 
jealousy, but also excitement. 


Because he himself will soon be one of them. 


It has been more than two months since | left Chengdu. Hou Yingzhi has been a disciple of Qingcheng 
since he was twelve years old. This is the first time he has left home. He has no experience of traveling 
alone in his life. He had to travel by land in the mountainous Sichuan province, and he was not familiar 
with the region, so it took him many days to finally arrive. 


But this is not the end of the journey. 


The real journey begins here. 


At the foot of the mountain, a small Taoist priest belonging to the "Yuanhe Temple" was guarding the 
gate pillar. Under his guidance, Hou Yingzhi walked up the stone-paved mountain path to the foot of the 
mountain and then turned west. 


After a while, the headquarters of Wudang Sect - "Yuzhen Palace" was in sight. 


This place is backed by Fenghuang Mountain and faces Jiulong Mountain. On the left is Wangxiantai and 
on the right is Black Tiger Cave, surrounded by mountains and water, the shape is wonderful, it is the 
early years of this dynasty, the Wudang sect founder Zhang Sanfeng nunnery training place. Later, 
Emperor Zhu Di made major repairs to Wudang and built the "Palace of Encountering Truth" for Zhang 
Sanfeng, which was completed in the 15th year of the Yongle era, with nearly a hundred palaces and 
houses completed, and then gradually added. 


Hou Yingzhi stepped into the eight-character palace gate with glazed tiles. In front of him was a large 
square paved with bluestone slabs, which was much wider than the training ground of Qingcheng Sect's 
"Xuanmenshe". 


Directly opposite the square is the main hall of "Yuzhen Palace" and "Zhenxian Palace". The palace with 
vermilion walls stands high on a high platform decorated with railings. The four corners of the verandah 
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roof are spread out with single eaves. Its extraordinary momentum far surpasses the "Guiyuan Hall" of 
the Qingcheng School. Hou Yingzhi couldn't help but feel another shock. 


--here. That's it. 


But at the same time Hou Yingzhi felt strange. He originally thought that the headquarters of the 
Wudang Sect, which was determined to dominate the martial arts world, would be heavily guarded. 
Unexpectedly, he went up the mountain from the Divine Path and entered the gate of the " Yu Zhen 
Palace", but he had not met a single person from the Wudang School. In front of him, there were only a 
few old laborers sweeping the square, and they didn't even look at him. If you don't know what's going 
on here, you'd think it's just a deserted Taoist temple. 


The little Taoist priest who led the way seemed to be very wary of this place, did not follow Hou Yingzhi 
into the palace gate, outside the door has hastily retired. 


Hou Yingzhi did not know what to do. He thought, why not ask a laborer, and stepped into the square. 


Only a few steps on the blue stone, Hou Yingzhi suddenly stopped. 


"Please show yourself and lead the way. " He turned in a circle, arching his fist in a respectful salute. He 
had no idea where his opponent was hiding, but did know that he had been watched ever since he had 
come up the mountain - half because of an unexplainable strange feeling, and half because of the 
conviction that the Wudang Clan could not have been so lax. 


"| know. "If | hadn't brought this Wudang sword with me, I'm afraid I'd have spilled blood on the sacred 
path up the mountain," Hou Yingzhi added. 


"You brat, very interesting. " 


The voice came from above. 
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Hou Yingzhi looked up and saw a figure dressed in brown, squatting and kneeling on the glazed tiles at 
the top of the high palace gate. 


The man jumped down from the top of the door, which was more than ten feet high. The moment his 
feet touched the ground, he jumped a small step sideways. The force of the landing magically 
disappeared without making any sound. This kung fu, not only is the Wudang school of "ladder cloud 
vertical" light weight, but the use of "Tai Chi" energy on the legs, so that the force can be relieved 
invisibly. 


This man was tall and thin, with unusually long arms and legs, reminiscent of a praying mantis. He had a 
long, fair face that seemed to see little sunlight, and a pair of small eyes that shone with a cold light. He 
wore leather straps around his shoulders and waist, with leather sheaths for six short flying swords a 
foot or so long. 


"| didn't show up because | wanted to watch you. "The man said with a smile. 


Hou Yingzhi understood what he meant: the other party judged his martial arts level and origin by 
observing his walking steps. Of course Hou Yingzhi himself has not reached this level, but he has heard 
from his senior brothers in the Qingcheng Sect that as long as a martial artist has deep enough skills and 
experience, he will naturally have the ability to watch the enemy at a low level. 


"Then you must already know..." Hou Yingzhi raised his sword respectfully. "This Wudang sword of mine 
is not snatched. " 


The man's mouth widened a little more. Although his face was cold, his smile was genuine. "That's why | 
say, you're an interesting kid. " 


Hou Yingzhi was still holding his longsword, but he bent his knees and half-kneeled towards the man. 


"What are you doing? " The man raised an eyebrow. "Please show yourself and lead the way. " He 
turned ina circle, arching his fist in a respectful salute. He had no idea where his opponent was hiding, 
but did know that he had been watched ever since he had come up the mountain - half because of an 
unexplainable strange feeling, and half because of the conviction that the Wudang Clan could not have 
been so lax. 
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"| know. "If | hadn't brought this Wudang sword with me, I'm afraid I'd have spilled blood on the sacred 
path up the mountain," Hou Yingzhi added. 


"You brat, very interesting. " 


The voice came from above. 


Hou Yingzhi looked up and saw a figure dressed in brown, squatting and kneeling on the glazed tiles at 
the top of the high palace gate. 


The man jumped down from the top of the door, which was more than ten feet high. The moment his 
feet touched the ground, he jumped a small step sideways. The force of the landing magically 
disappeared without making any sound. This kung fu, not only is the Wudang school of "ladder cloud 
vertical" light weight, but the use of "Tai Chi" energy on the legs, so that the force can be relieved 
invisibly. 


This man was tall and thin, with unusually long arms and legs, reminiscent of a praying mantis. He had a 
long, fair face that seemed to see little sunlight, and a pair of small eyes that shone with a cold light. He 
wore leather straps around his shoulders and waist, with leather sheaths for six short flying swords a 
foot or so long. 


"| didn't show up because | wanted to watch you. "The man said with a smile. 


Hou Yingzhi understood what he meant: the other party judged his martial arts level and origin by 
observing his walking steps. Of course Hou Yingzhi himself has not reached this level, but he has heard 
from his senior brothers in the Qingcheng Sect that as long as a martial artist has deep enough skills and 
experience, he will naturally have the ability to watch the enemy at a low level. 


"Then you must already know..." Hou Yingzhi raised his sword respectfully. "This Wudang sword of mine 
is not snatched. " 
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The man's mouth widened a little more. Although his face was cold, his smile was genuine. "That's why | 
say, you're an interesting kid. " 


Hou Yingzhi was still holding his longsword, but he bent his knees and half-kneeled towards the man. 


"What are you doing? " The man raised an eyebrow. 


"Vice Headmaster Ye has ordered that once | arrive at Wudang Mountain, this sword must be returned 
to my fellow elders," he said. "Hou Yingzhi's handsome face has gathered its usual arrogance, and he 
solemnly looks directly at the man. 


"New disciple Hou Yingzhi, greeting senior brother." 


Hou Yingzhi followed the tall and thin senior brother Fan Zong to the side hall on the west side of the 
square. 


When Hou Yingzhi was in Chengdu, he had already heard from his brothers in the Sichuan Expeditionary 
Army that the most elite disciples of the Wudang Sect were organized into three major divisions. The 
expeditionary force is all dressed in black, which means they belong to the "Soldier Crow Way". 


He did not know that the brown clothes of his senior brother Fan, who was beside him at the moment, 
represented the identity of the elite of the " First Snake Path" - the overseas disciples of the " First Snake 
Path", such as Zou Tai, naturally wore only civilian clothes for their activities outside to keep their 
identities secret; whereas, those who are responsible for guarding Wudang Mountain, such as Fan Zong, 
they wear brown martial arts uniforms to identify themselves and to show their higher status. 


"Are you wondering why there is no one in Yuzhen Palace? Where are all the fellow disciples?" Fan Zong 
asked on the way. 


Hou Yingzhi nodded. Fan Zong deliberately hid himself to observe him, which was understandable, but it 
was not possible for the entire sect to hide for a small character like him, was it? 
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"The reason is simple. "Fan Zong laughed and said, "They have all gone to the mountains to practice 


their martial arts. This is the loneliest time of the day in the Yu Zhen Palace. 


"Why not practice in the palace?" 


"There's not enough room." Fan Zong laughed and shook his head. 


Hou Yingzhi shrugged. 


——lf even this huge "Yuzhen Palace" is not enough, the number of Wudang Sect disciples must be far 
beyond his imagination. 


The two of them walked to the temple as they spoke. Although it was only a side hall, the solemn 
atmosphere made Hou Yingzhi stunned. 


Under the guidance of Fan Zong, Hou Yingzhi met Senior Brother Guidan Lei who was sitting in the hall 
meditating to recuperate his energy. 


Gui Dan Lei, in his forties, was almost the complete opposite of Fan Zong, short, strong and thick, giving 
the impression that he was a ball of iron, bulging to hold up the dark green robe of the "Zhen Gui Dao". 
His hair was like a lion's mane, as if it had been struck by lightning, and was curly, dry, and brownish. A 

line of small, strange curved symbols was tattooed across his forehead. On the left lapel of his robe was 
embroidered the emblem of "Tai Chi", the envy of all disciples of the Wudang Sect. 


--Deputy Head Master Shi Xing Hao is still serving the Emperor in the capital, so the important task of 
guarding Wudang Mountain is temporarily handed over to him, a senior disciple of the "Turtle Town 
Road", to be in charge of. 


Gui Dan Lei received the letter with the wax seal of "Taiji" from Hou Yingzhi. 


"The Headmaster is in seclusion, and the Deputy Headmaster is out of town. | will open this letter on his 
behalf," Gui Dan Lei held the letter in both hands and bowed slightly before opening the wax seal. 
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After reading the entire letter, Gui Dan Lei's powerful eyes, like bronze bells, looked directly at Hou 
Yingzhi, who was kneeling in front of him. 


Fan Zong, who was standing aside, had not seen the content of the letter, but he had already guessed: 
He had just observed Hou Yingzhi's figure and estimated his martial arts skills. Although he had not 
reached the level of a master, he must have come from a famous school; since the letter was from Ye 
Chenyuan, Hou Yingzhi must have come from Sichuan, so he was either from the Qingcheng School or 
the Emei School; Fan Zong saw that he had light feet and seemed to be practicing swords rather than 
spears and sticks, and he was a remnant of the disciples from the Qingcheng School. 


Gui Dan Lei looked at Hou Yingzhi for a while, and then suddenly got up from his sitting position, and 
grabbed Hou Yingzhi's collar with one hand. 


Hou Yingzhi did not resist. It was not because he could not defeat him, but because he knew that he 
would not be trusted immediately if he joined the Wudang Sect. Before he set foot on the mountain 
road, he was already prepared to accept any test or torture. 


However, Gui Dan Lei only used a deft force to gently pull Hou Yingzhi, who was kneeling on the ground, 
to his feet. 


"Let's go!" Gui Danlei laughed and took Hou Yingzhi's hand. "What are you waiting for? Now that you 
have entered the mountain gate, the first thing you should do is to kowtow to the ancestor!" 


To enter the "Zhenxian Temple", the holy land of the Wudang Sect, you must first take off your shoes 
and socks in front of the temple and clean your feet before stepping onto the dark brown wooden floor. 


When the " Zhen Xian Hall " was first built, the floor was originally laid with green bricks; however, since 
the previous generation of master Gong Sun Qing returned to the secular world, reformed the Wudang 
sect, and changed the " Zhen Xian Hall " into a dojo for practicing martial arts, the floor was covered 
with wooden boards. 


When Hou Yingzhi stepped into the "Zhenxian Palace", he was naturally shocked by the huge and 
gorgeous statue of Patriarch Sanfeng, shaped in the form of Zhenwu God of War. The tall bronze statue 
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is gilded. Emperor Zhenwu/Sanfeng Patriarch stands with a sword, with snakes, turtles and basalt beasts 
under his feet. Its appearance is vivid and majestic, and its carving craftsmanship is exquisite, Hou 
Yingzhi in the Qingcheng Mountain on the Taoist temple has never seen. 


Patriarch Sanfeng, who once symbolized the elimination of desires, cultivation, and immortality, in the 
eyes of contemporary Wudang disciples, has become the god of martial arts who protects the 
hegemony of the martial arts world. 


Without waiting for Gui Dan Lei's command, Hou Ying Zhi already lifted up the hem of his robe, kneeled 
down and bowed three times to the statue. 


Gui Dan Lei and Fan Zong also kowtowed. Fan Zong took three sticks of incense on the altar and gave 
them to Hou Yingzhi. Hou Yingzhi knelt down and kowtowed three more times. 


" That's enough. "Gui Dan Lei helped Hou Yingzhi up. "Since Deputy Head Master Ye has already 
accepted you into the door in Sichuan, everything will be simplified. He smiled and added: "Anyway, in 


the past twenty years, our Wudang sect has stopped emphasizing these complicated procedures. 


Hou Yingzhi then saw that there were three other people in the " Zhenxian Hall " workshop. All three 
seem to be thirty to forty years old, two of them wear the same with Gui Dan Lei" Town turtle Road " 
dark green martial arts clothing, one person is wearing " Soldier Crow Road " black clothes. Among the 
three, only one of the " Town Turtle Road " disciples, without the embroidered " Tai Chi" mark on his 
chest, he was sitting silently on his knees, watching the other two disciples practicing. Those two arms 
folded, body posture and footwork rounded, pushing each other to eliminate the force, is practicing "Tai 
Chi" famous "push hands". 


The first time to see the Wudang disciples practicing martial arts, Hou Yingzhi can not understand this 
"push hands" in the end, but also very excited. But he also knows that in this " Zhen Xian Hall " 
important place, the practice is bound to be very high level of martial arts, he is a beginner disciple is 
absolutely not suitable to spy, and also did not dare to take a closer look. 


Fan Zong could see his feelings and smiled, "It doesn't matter. If you want to see it, go ahead and see it. 
If you can learn it, you can also learn it. In the Wudang Sect, there is no such nonsensical commandment 


against ‘stealing’. 
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"As long as you are a talented and capable disciple, we are not afraid to teach you, but we are only 
afraid that you won't learn fast enough. " Gui Dan Lei also explained at the side. "If you are not capable, 
you may not be able to learn even if you are allowed to watch it a hundred times. "When the " Zhen 
Xian Hall " was first built, the floor was originally laid with green bricks; however, since the previous 
generation of master Gong Sun Qing returned to the secular world, reformed the Wudang sect, and 
changed the " Zhen Xian Hall " into a dojo for practicing martial arts, the floor was covered with wooden 
boards. 


When Hou Yingzhi stepped into the "Zhenxian Palace", he was naturally shocked by the huge and 
gorgeous statue of Patriarch Sanfeng, shaped in the form of Zhenwu God of War. The tall bronze statue 
is gilded. Emperor Zhenwu/Sanfeng Patriarch stands with a sword, with snakes, turtles and basalt beasts 
under his feet. Its appearance is vivid and majestic, and its carving craftsmanship is exquisite, Hou 
Yingzhi in the Qingcheng Mountain on the Taoist temple has never seen. 


Patriarch Sanfeng, who once symbolized the elimination of desires, cultivation, and immortality, in the 
eyes of contemporary Wudang disciples, has become the god of martial arts who protects the 
hegemony of the martial arts world. 


Without waiting for Gui Dan Lei's command, Hou Ying Zhi already lifted up the hem of his robe, kneeled 
down and bowed three times to the statue. 


Gui Dan Lei and Fan Zong also kowtowed. Fan Zong took three sticks of incense on the altar and gave 
them to Hou Yingzhi. Hou Yingzhi knelt down and kowtowed three more times. 


" That's enough. "Gui Dan Lei helped Hou Yingzhi up. "Since Deputy Head Master Ye has already 
accepted you into the door in Sichuan, everything will be simplified. He smiled and added: "Anyway, in 


the past twenty years, our Wudang sect has stopped emphasizing these complicated procedures. 


Hou Yingzhi then saw that there were three other people in the " Zhenxian Hall " workshop. All three 
seem to be thirty to forty years old, two of them wear the same with Gui Dan Lei" Town turtle Road " 
dark green martial arts clothing, one person is wearing " Soldier Crow Road " black clothes. Among the 
three, only one of the " Town Turtle Road " disciples, without the embroidered " Tai Chi" mark on his 
chest, he was sitting silently on his knees, watching the other two disciples practicing. Those two arms 
folded, body posture and footwork rounded, pushing each other to eliminate the force, is practicing "Tai 
Chi" famous "push hands". 
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The first time to see the Wudang disciples practicing martial arts, Hou Yingzhi can not understand this 
"push hands" in the end, but also very excited. But he also knows that in this " Zhen Xian Hall " 
important place, the practice is bound to be very high level of martial arts, he is a beginner disciple is 
absolutely not suitable to spy, and also did not dare to take a closer look. 


Fan Zong could see his feelings and smiled, "It doesn't matter. If you want to see it, go ahead and see it. 
If you can learn it, you can also learn it. In the Wudang Sect, there is no such nonsensical commandment 


against ‘stealing’. 


"As long as you are a talented and capable disciple, we are not afraid to teach you, but we are only 
afraid that you won't learn fast enough. " Gui Dan Lei also explained at the side. "If you are not capable, 
you may not be able to learn even if you are allowed to watch it a hundred times. " 


Hou Yingzhi's heart warmed at the news. He had always been angry that he had not been promoted to 
the position of "Taoist disciple" of the Qingcheng Sect together with Yan Heng - he did not believe that 
there was any martial art that Yan Heng could learn and he could not. Now that he had learned that the 
Wudang Sect was so free and open in its style of practice - and that the Wudang Sect had thoroughly 
defeated the Qingcheng Sect - Hou Yingzhi felt as if this had confirmed that he had been right in his 
thinking. 


"But..." added Gui Dan Lei, "The Zhen Xian Hall is a quiet Taoist temple, and only the Headmaster and 
Deputy Headmasters are allowed to practice here on weekdays, so we'd better not hang around. 
Besides, we still have to go to another place." Besides, we have to go to another place." "As he said that, 
he took Hou Yingzhi away. 


The three of them left the "Yuzhen Palace" and walked onto the paved mountain worship path. 


Hou Yingzhi felt that these two senior brothers were extremely sincere and kind, which was beyond his 
expectation. He saw that the disciples of the "Bingya Dao" who were on an expedition to Sichuan looked 
arrogant and solemn, and Jiang Yunlan and Xi Zhaoping were even more harsh with their words. He 
thought that the atmosphere within the Wudang Sect was the same, but it was completely different. 


It was only then that he dared to open his mouth and ask: "Senior Gui, just now you said that only the 
Headmaster and the Deputy Headmaster are allowed to practice in the Zhenxian Hall... Then the three 
of them just now..." 
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"They are different." Gui Danlei said while putting away his smile. "Those three people are 'Dian Bei’." 


"Dian Bei'?" 


Gui Dan Lei stopped walking. He looked up at the Tianzhu Peak, which was half-hidden in the clouds 
above him. 


"When Wudang elects a Headmaster, he didn't talk about morality or seniority, he only talked about one 
thing." Gui Danlei clenched his huge fist, and his knuckles were covered with thick calluses accumulated 
over time. 


"strength." 


He raised his fist to the sky. 


"Head of Wudang. The strongest person in the strongest Wudang sect. It's that simple." 


Hou Yingzhi thought for a moment, "That means... aS soon as someone stronger than him appears, the 
Sect Leader will... change? " 


Gui Dan Lei nodded. "Our sect has established three major Deputy Headmasters. In addition to their 
status and responsibility for managing the affairs of the sect, the Deputy Heads are more importantly 
granted a qualification: every year they can challenge the Head once. " 


Fan Zong then said, "And the 'Temple Reserve' is the disciple who is prepared to challenge the status of 
the Deputy Headmaster. Once they have been declared as a 'Temple Reservist’, they will have to 
compete with any of the Deputy Headmasters within a year. During this year, all of us at Wudang will do 


our utmost to help the 'Temple Reserve' and give him the best training possible. 


Hou Yingzhi was so excited that his body was trembling slightly. 
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"So... what does it take to become a " Reserve "? '" 


"Nothing. " Fan Zong said. "Any Wudang disciple can do it at any time. If you have the confidence, you 
can declare your intention to become a "Temple Reserve" tomorrow. " 


It was a commonplace thing to say. However, Hou Yingzhi, who had personally witnessed Ye Chenyuan's 
amazing skills, clearly understood how much confidence and courage it takes to be a" Temple Reserve ". 
He thought back to the three senior brothers in the " Zhen Xian Hall" just now and couldn't help but 
admire them from the bottom of his heart. 


"That is to say..." said Gui Dan Lei, "Anyone in the Wudang Sect has the chance to become the Head 
Master at any time. " 


He pointed to the towering Tianzhu Peak. 


"To become the first person in the 'invincible' Wudang Sect who is truly ‘invincible’. 


These magnificent words hit Hou Yingzhi's heart like a heavy hammer. His eyes felt moist and his throat 
was choked, he could not reply for a while. 


Fan Zong noticed this and couldn't help but smile and pat his shoulder: "More than ten years ago, when 
| first heard these words, | was just like you are now. " 


Hou Yingzhi breathed deeply and silently followed his two brothers up the mountain. 


As he walked, he thought carefully: becoming a challenger "Dian Bei" naturally requires extremely high 
courage and self-confidence; but the leader of the Wudang Clan established and maintained such an 
open challenge system, but showed even more extraordinary magnanimity and confidence. ——When 
you are at the top, you still have to make unremitting efforts and meet the challenges of anyone below 
you at any time. This is not something that everyone who holds power is willing to accept. 
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--Wudang's strength is not a matter of chance or luck. 


"Master Gui..." asked Hou Yingzhi, "Until today... have you ever successfully defeated the Deputy 
Master's among ‘Temple Reserved’? " 


"Not a single one. " 


"Then..." Hou Yingzhi frowned. "What happened to them afterward? " 


Gui Dan Lei's face was solemn. 


"I'm taking you to them now. " 


The graveyard was on a gentle hillside with green grass, just west of the Yuan He Temple. As far as the 
eye could see, there were at least two to three hundred monuments. 


Hou Yingzhi stepped onto the grass, but felt soft to the touch. He lowered his head and looked at it. It 
was trimmed very short and flat. Looking at the tombstones, there were no weeds or vines growing 
wildly. It seemed that someone was diligently taking care of it day and night. 


He casually looked at one of the inscriptions. The name of the owner of the tombstone is "Gan Yingzhu", 
and his death date was nine years ago. Calculating the dates of birth and death, he was only twenty- 
three years old when he died. 


Gui Dan Lei did not explain. But Hou Yingzhi has long understood where these graves come from. 


--All of them are people who lost their lives in the Wudang Sect's cool practices and competitions. 


"Being a disciple of the Wudang School is no fun. " 
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Hou Yingzhi remembers that Ye Chenyuan said this on the day he accepted him as a disciple. 


Gui Dan Lei came over and gently touched the stone tablet of "Gan Ying Zhu". In addition to the names 
of the deceased and the dates of their deaths, there is also a "Taiji" emblem representing the Wudang 
School. 


Some of these people are very inexperienced and have not even practiced a little bit of martial arts," 
said Gui Danlei. Gui Dan Lei said: "But the people lying here, each and every one of them will always be a 
Wudang disciple." " 


He looked up at the sun. His brown hair was flying in disarray. 


"It was a necessary sacrifice to forge the strongest army of warriors. The blood and lives they gave will 
be remembered in the invincible legend of the Wudang School. " 


"Not only them. "Fan Zong added from the sidelines, "There are also dozens of disciples who have been 
disabled by injuries and are no longer able to practice martial arts, but they have not left and are still 
contributing to the Sect. Some of them are responsible for casting swords and blades, some of them are 
responsible for repairing equipment used for training, and some of them are even sewing robes and 
uniforms. " 


"Even if one cannot do anything..." added Gui Dan Lei, "even if one has no more arms and legs, no more 
eyes, tongue, ears, or nose... as long as he enters this mountain gate, he can stay. We never drive any 
disciple away. " 


He tapped the stone under his hand and added, "But if you enter this mountain gate and become a 
Wudang disciple, you must be prepared to lie here at any time. " 


"| have to first consider myself dead. "Hou Yingzhi nodded his head and said, "When Deputy 
Headmaster Ye accepted me, he already said that. " 


"That's good. " Gui Dan Lei smiled. "Then you will begin tomorrow. " 
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"The sun is still high. " Hou Yingzhi pointed to the sky. "I'd like to start today if | can. " 


Gui Dan Lei and Fan Zong looked at each other and smiled. 


At that moment, a figure came running from the other side of the mountain road, and the sound of its 
footsteps was so heavy that they could hear it clearly. 


The man came to the cemetery in a short while. It was a young man who seemed to be twenty-four or 
twenty-five years old, but he was already wearing the dark green uniform of " Town Turtle Road", his 
body was short and strong, and there was a beast-like toughness in his body. One of his right arms, | 
don't know whether it was due to injury, did not wear a robe sleeve, but flexed under the robe, as if 
holding his own belly, and wrapped with a black cloth belt outside. 


His chest was embroidered with a half of "Tai Chi", white body and black eye "Yang fish" pattern. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at the young man's appearance and posture, seemed to feel a little familiar, but 
could not recall where he had seen... 


The man's face is red, forehead is full of beads of sweat, the body is also slightly out of the fog, it seems 
not only because of running just now due to the previous must be practicing martial arts. 


"Did someone come back from Sichuan?" he asked under his breath, his eyes staring at Hou Yingzhi 
standing in the center. 


"It's Deputy Head Ye's new disciple..." Fan Zong was about to introduce him. 


But the man was very impatient, not waiting for Fan Zong's introduction, he asked Hou Yingzhi: "What 
news have you brought back from Sichuan? Was the battle against the Qingcheng Sect a good one? How 
was my brother's fight? How many did he kill? " 


My brother. Hou Yingzhi suddenly realized. No wonder he looked familiar... 


391 


"Xiaoyan..." Gui Dan Lei laughed, "How could he know who your brother is..." 


"| know. "Hou Yingzhi said. "It's Master Xizhao Ping, isn't it? " 


Xi Xiaoyan was delighted: "Yes! We look alike, don't we? Tell me, how is my brother in Sichuan? " 


"He was killed. "Hou Yingzhi said calmly. "On Mount Qingcheng. " 


Xi Xiaoyan took a quick step forward, tackled Hou Yingzhi's lapel with his left hand, and put his face in 
front of his nose. 


"You..." Xi Xiaoyan's furious voice came out from between his teeth, "...how did you know? " 


"Because | was originally a disciple of the Qingcheng Sect. "Hou Yingzhi's face did not change. 


Xixi Xiaoyan left wrist a twisting force, Hou Yingzhi upper body clothes are pulled tight. Although Hou 
Yingzhi was taller than Xi Xiaoyan, Xi Xiaoyan's arm reached upward and pulled him to the point where 
only his toes touched the ground. 


"Xiaoyan! "Gui Dan Lei shouted at the side to stop. 


Xi Xiaoyan turned a deaf ear. "Who killed him? " He pulled Hou Yingzhi close to him again. 


"Don't know. But it was definitely not someone from the Qingcheng Sect. "Hou Yingzhi's face was 
unmoved. "| heard Deputy Headmaster Ye and Senior Brother Jiang Yunlan talking, calling that murderer 
a 'hunter'..." 


"Hunter! "Gui Dan Lei, Fan Zong and Xi Xiaoyan called out at the same time. Xi Xiaoyan slowly lowered 
Hou Yingzhi down. 
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"No!" Xi Xiaoyan's face was sad and angry. "With brother's martial arts skill, he won't..." 


"The hunter is very cunning, perhaps Zhaoping was ambushed..." said Fan Zong and fell silent. 


--It seems that the martial arts skill of this "hunter" has to be re-estimated. 


"Xiaoyan. "Gui Dan Lei said, "You should first take this Master Hou to the Cang Yun Martial Arts Ground, 
so that he can start practicing. | have to talk to Master Fan about this matter. " 


--There are many disciples in Wudang, so the Wudang Sect has opened many training centers all over 
the mountain, and the "Cang Yun Martial Arts Center" is one of the first of its kind. 


Xi Xiaoyan once again looked at Hou Yingzhi angrily. Although his brother was not killed by the 
Qingcheng Sect, he was still killed because of the attack on Qingcheng, so he could not help but look at 
Hou Yingzhi in an unfavorable light. 


"Please lead the way, Master Xi. " Hou Yingzhi endured the gaze and respectfully arched his hand. 


Now that the Wudang Sect is managed by Gui Danlei on behalf of others, Xi Xiaoyan dare not disobey 
and angrily leaves the cemetery with Hou Yingzhi. 


"Junior Brother Fan, this is strange." Gui Danlei frowned and said, "This happened in Sichuan, why didn't 
Deputy Head Ye send a letter back immediately?" 


Fan Zong was also puzzled. What they didn't know was that after the bloody battle in Chengdu, Jiang 
Yunlan left the expeditionary force, and it was he who was responsible for personally bringing back the 
news about the "Hunter" Jingli, in person. 


--Jiang Yunlan knew his way back to Wudang Mountain, and should have returned sooner than Hou 
Yingzhi, who had left only one day earlier, but for unknown reasons, he has not yet returned. 
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"Let me go up to the Golden Peak and ask the master to come down to discuss it. "Fan Zong said. The 
Golden Peak is the top of Tianzhu Peak, the highest peak of Wudang Mountain. Fan Zong, being an elite 
member of the "First Serpent Road", was an excellent runner, so naturally he would be the fastest to go 


up. 


"Go up immediately. "Gui Dan Lei nodded. 


Fan Zong saluted, and his long legs sprang up, heading up the mountain. 


Gui Danlei looked at the forest-like stone tablets and pondered. 


He should be happy to have a disciple like Hou Yingzhi - although he has never seen Hou Yingzhi's skills, 
Ye Chenyuan rarely misjudges people. 


However, he had a bad feeling in his heart. 


--It can't be because of that "hunter"... Even if he can kill Xizhao Ping, it's nothing. It's impossible to 
shake the Wudang Sect... 


Gui Dan Lei raised his head and looked up at the clouds gathered on the top of Tianzhu Peak. 


Hou Yingzhi's eyes were opened to the "Cang Yun Martial Arts Stadium" located to the west of the " 
Revolving Dragon Temple". 


This "Cangyun Martial Field" was built according to the mountain wall on the west side. It took a lot of 
effort to dig out a large flat stone land among the rocks. The layers of sedimentary rocks surrounding 
the three sides of the martial arts field and covering half of the sky look like clouds, hence the name. At 
the back of the arena, there are statues of the Six Armored Guardians of the Law, each of them more 
than ten feet tall and powerful in appearance. 
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However, the most important thing about the magnificent martial arts arena is the people. 


Hou Yingzhi felt from a distance, that many people in the field of the body common heat. Stone ground 
are densely packed with young men, most of them bare-chested, each occupying a space, either alone 
to practice boxing legs weapons, is with the same door against the demolition of moves; or violently 
hitting sandbags, stakes, dummies, but also stone locks, rods and sticks, wooden knives and swords, 
such as training to boil the strength. Everywhere you look, you see disciples with bandages and 
medicines on their bodies, practicing without caring about their injuries. 


Hou Yingzhi failed to count, but looking around, he thought there were nearly two hundred people. 


——Wudang Sect, in this elementary martial arts training ground alone, the number of people is 
comparable to that of the entire Qingcheng Sect. 


The rising and falling sounds of exhalations and shouts, the rough breathing, coupled with the 
overwhelming heat emitted by the two hundred strong bodies, make this "Cang Yun Martial Arena" like 
a large furnace that is constantly blowing. 


--This furnace is forging the strongest martial arts in the world. 


Hou Yingzhi wanted to take off his shirt and throw himself into the furnace. Since leaving Mount 
Qingcheng, he hadn't practiced martial arts for more than two months (although he had practiced 
swordplay along the way). Seeing such a scene, the blood of a martial artist in his body could not help 
but boil. 


"Master Xie, how do | start? "Hou Yingzhi asked Xi Xiaoyan anxiously. 


After receiving the news of his brother's death, Xi Xiaoyan had not yet recovered and his chest was filled 
with anger. If it wasn't for Gui Dan Lei's personal instructions, he would have punched this brat from 
Qingcheng Sect in the face. 
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Xi Xiaoyan ignored him and leapt into the martial arts practice field, running in the middle of the field. 
When the disciples saw that it was the senior brother of " Turtle Town Road", they naturally stepped 
back to the two sides to make way for him. 


"Xiaoyan, what are you doing? "A Turtle Town Road master, who was also wearing a dark green martial 
arts uniform and was in charge of instructing the disciples today, called out from the side. 


Xi Xiaoyan ignored him and ran directly to the row of wooden piles. 


"What kind of sissy style of fighting is this?" he shouted angrily, and hit one of the junior disciples who 
was practicing piles on the shoulder with his left elbow. The disciple was no thinner than Xi Xiaoyan, but 
after taking this elbow, his body immediately flew several feet away from the ground, and he had to be 
supported by the other two people to stand firm. The two people did not expect the strength of the 
flying body, and they actually took two steps back after being supported. 


"Driving a wooden stake, you have to hit it like this!" Xi Xiaoyan moved his palm to the side and slashed 
at the protruding hand of the wooden stake. The hand, which was about the thickness of a wrist, broke 
immediately and half of it flew out horizontally; with his left hand, he twisted it inward, and then caught 
another pile hand with his fingers and palm, and with a sinking and twisting of his wrist, he twisted off 
this pile hand again. 


The material of these piles was made of mahogany specially transported from Jiangsu and Zhejiang, 
which was hard and heavy. These junior disciples could not strike the piles for too long every day, 
otherwise their fists, feet and hands would not be able to cope with it. When they saw this kind of 
power, they were dumbfounded. 


Hou Yingzhi also saw it from a distance. He had seen XI Zhaoping's kung fu in person, and compared to 
him, he felt that this younger brother was even better than his brother - the power of the killing palm 
strike should be comparable to XI Zhaoping's "Two Instruments of Robbery Fist", but the subsequent 
grappling and twisting of the force was much more difficult than the power of the palm strike, but XI 
Xiaoyan was the same. However, Xi Xiaoyan was just as relaxed. 


Before a few of the masters who were in charge of passing on the martial arts skills could criticize him, 
XI Xiaoyan had already left the "Cang Yun Martial Arts Stadium" and went down the mountain on his 
own. They seemed to be used to his temperament, and after a glance at each other, they ordered their 
brothers to practice as usual. 
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"Newcomer? "A voice rang out from behind Hou Yingzhi. Hou Yingzhi was attracted by the practice 
scene on the field, and did not pay attention to the house built next to the martial arts field. The person 
who spoke came out from that house. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at this person, thirty years old, one side of the right eye is blind, and do not use the 
eye mask to cover, revealing a cross of old scars. He walks with a limp, and his left knee can't be bent. 


Hou Yingzhi remembered that Fan Zong had said that some disciples who were disabled by martial arts 
practice still stayed in the Wudang Sect to serve, and thought that this senior must be one of them, and 
should be responsible for the chores of the "Cangyun Martial Arts Ground". 


"Yes." Hou Yingzhi cupped his hands and said his name. 


" Jiang Ning Er. "This one-eyed man also arched his fist. It was only then that he saw the stiffness of his 
left wrist and fingers, which had also been severely injured. 


Hou Yingzhi admired him very much. For Senior Brother Jiang, the injuries to his eyes, hands, and legs 
could not have been caused at the same time - that is to say, he had overcome two serious injuries 
before, and it was not until the third time that he had to give up pursuing martial arts. A terrible and 
admirable spirit. 


Jiang Ning'er smiled: "Aren't you tired of going up the mountain? Do you want to start now?" 


Hou Yingzhi nodded firmly. 


Jiang Ning pointed at the martial arts field: "After watching this, which martial arts do you most want to 
learn?" 


"Sword." Hou Yingzhi said without hesitation. 
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"Okay. | also learned swordsmanship before." Jiang Ning'er smiled bitterly and stroked his missing right 
eye. "But let me tell you first: Wudang sword is not easy to learn." 


"| know." Hou Yingzhi replied. He thought to himself, | am an expert who has been practicing 
swordsmanship for six or seven years. However, he had no intention of explaining his origin in a hurry. 
Anyway, the entire Wudang Sect would know sooner or later anyway. 


——What's more, Qingcheng swordsmanship has been defeated by Wudang sword. Not worth 
mentioning. 


"Can |...can | play?" he asked again. 


"Come in with me first." Jiang Ning'er smiled mysteriously and motioned for Hou Yingzhi to follow him 
into the house. Hou Yingzhi thought, probably going in to get uniforms and equipment. 


After entering the house, Jiang Ninger did not take him to the room where the equipment was placed, 
but to the kitchen. 


It's called a "kitchen," but it actually doubles as a dining hall, with three huge long tables placed on one 
side. Even though the table is so big, the disciples of "Cang Yun Martial Arts Center" have to eat three 
times on weekdays. Six or seven cooks were busy at the stove. 


"I'm not hungry." Hou Yingzhi said, "I just ate dry food before going up the mountain..." 


"It's not eating." Jiang Ning'er picked up an empty bowl with his right hand. "It's a drink." 


He walked to a large vat that was almost at chest height, opened the wooden lid, reached into it and 
scooped out half the bowl. 


"Drink before you practice." Jiang Ning handed the bowl to Hou Yingzhi. "| was going to drink a full bowl. 
It's your first time, so I'll give you half a bowl first." 
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Hou Yingzhi didn't know why, so he took the bowl with both hands. But when he saw that the bowl was 
filled with a liquid that was almost black, a pungent smell hit his nostrils. 


Hou Yingzhi didn't even think about it - he had been trained by the Qingcheng Sect since he was a child, 
which taught him to be absolutely obedient in martial arts - he drank up the contents of the bowl as 
soon as he raised his head. The thing had a spicy and strange smell, and he forced himself to swallow it, 
his face wrinkled. 


"Drink a few times and you'll get used to it." Jiang Ning'er took back the empty bowl. "This thing is called 
‘Xiong Sheng Liquor’. It is said to be wine, but it is actually medicine. There is not much wine, and you 
will never get drunk - how can you practice when you are drunk? The rules of this sect are that all 
newcomers must spend the first two years , you have to drink a bowl before practicing every day.” 


"Why...what...2" Hou Yingzhi felt a hot breath rising from his stomach, so hot that his heart beat faster. 
The hot breath seemed to come out of his nostrils, and his head seemed to be flashing with light and 
shadow. 


"Drink this..." Jiang Ning grinned: "...not afraid of pain. Not afraid of injury. Not afraid of death." 


He put down the bowl and reached out to pat the big vat gently. "This thing is very precious. The 
prescription is a treasure that the former head Gongsun took from Wu Shi Jiao." 


Hou Yingzhi felt his eardrums twitching. Suddenly the heat in his chest dissipated to his limbs, his 
heartbeat returned to normal, and his head stopped racing. At this moment, on the contrary, he felt 
that the limbs and muscles are like inflated up, which overflows with energy, the feeling is exceptionally 
comfortable and excited. 


"Okay. "Ginger Ning Er thumbs up. "Go. " 


Unable to restrain himself, Hou Yingzhi ran out of the house at full speed. 


He takes the first step to become the "strongest" in the world. 
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Although Fan Zong has been Wudang " First Snake Road " in the premier lightweight masters, but 
lightweight is not magic, Fan Zong after all, is only a person, but also with legs to run, with the hands to 
climb. That Tianzhu Peak towering 10,000 feet, the mountain road is dangerous, Fan Zong afternoon 
starting line, full speed to the peak, has been close to dusk. 


Under the setting sun, the "Golden Palace" on the top of Tianzhu Peak reflects a dazzling golden-red 
brilliance that is difficult to look directly at. 


This "Golden Palace" is a miracle that Emperor Yongle spent an astonishing amount of manpower and 
material resources to build on the top of Wudang. Standing on a stone platform is a palace made 
entirely of copper. The pillars, beams, ceilings, doors, and all the utensils in the palace are all made of 
copper, and the structure is exactly like a wooden palace. The bronze statue of Emperor Zhenwu is 
enshrined in the palace. It weighs more than 10,000 kilograms. The resources and determination 
required to build such a majestic copper palace on this dangerous peak are unimaginable. 


Since the entire temple is made of metal and stands on a high peak, it often attracts lightning strikes 
during summer thunderstorms."When the Golden Hall was struck by lightning, the ground exploded 
with electricity and thunder, and countless fireballs rolled around the hall. The most peculiar thing is 
that after each lightning strike, the patina accumulated on the pillars of the temple immediately 
disappeared and it looked brand-new, but the structure of the temple was not damaged at all, so this 
spectacle was called "Thunder and Fire Refining the Temple". 


Because the "Golden Palace" is a replica of a royal palace building and is an important place for royal 
ceremonies, it can only be viewed from a distance and no unauthorized entry is allowed. However, after 
the Wudang Sect returned to secular life and reformed, it was privately occupied as a retreat for the 
leader, and the government was helpless. 


Fan Zong half-knelt on the stone steps in front of the palace door, bowed his head and shouted: 
"Disciple Fan Zong, under the orders of my senior brother, | have urgent matters to report to the leader, 
and ask the leader to come down from the mountain to preside over it! Disturbing the Sect Leader's 
purification, disciple knows that he has offended and is willing to be punished! " 


For along time, there was no reply in the hall. 
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Fan Zong was sweating profusely, partly because he had spent a lot of energy climbing the mountain, 
and partly because he was nervous - any disciple who had witnessed the Headmaster's martial arts skills 
could not help but feel nervous every time he met him. 


At the moment, Fan Zong felt strange. With the master's keen sense, not to mention the shouting just 
now, Fan Zong ran to the temple in front of the footsteps, the master should have already heard. 


He hesitated for a while, but decided to push open the door. 


--Although Fan Zong knew that it was impossible for Sect Master Yao to be assassinated on Wudang 
Mountain, he still secretly prepared to draw his flying sword at any time when he entered the hall. 


The "Golden Hall" was made of copper, and there was a strange cool feeling inside. Fan Zong crossed 
the front door and entered the main hall, the statue of Zhen Wu was immediately in front of his eyes, 
and there were also bronze statues of golden girls and two generals of water and fire on the left and 
right. 


There is only one person in the hall. A figure huddled in a corner of the hall. 


Of course, that is not Master Yao. Fan Zong rushed forward and helped that person up. It was Lin 
Xiaoding, the only servant boy who accompanied Sect Leader Yao to close the door and was in charge of 
his daily life. 


"What are you doing? "Fan Zong grabbed Xiao Ding's collar with one hand, and this time, his other hand 
really put on the hilt of the flying sword at his waist. "Where is the Master? " 


Lin Xiaoding, who was only fourteen years old, looked at Fan Zong in panic and just shook his head. 


Fan Zong shook his body, "Speak quickly! " 


"He...he won't let me talk...he wants me to stay here and eat all the food | brought up before he allows 
me to go down..." 
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Fan Zong was full of questions, not knowing what Ding was talking about. However, Fan Zong's heart 
was relieved - it was the Sect Leader himself who descended the peak. 


"How long ago? " 


"Four...no..." Xiao Ding counted carefully in his mind, "| forget...five days ago, or six days ago..." 


Fan Zong looked around the temple. There were no weapons left behind, which meant that the 
Headmaster had taken his sword with him. 


--The Headmaster went down, but he didn't go back to the Palace of Encountering Truth...he took the 
sword with him... 


Fan Zong saw at this time that two pieces of paper were left on the altar. The paper was very small, but 
Fan Zong recognized it as the scroll of the Wudang Pigeon's letter. 


Fan Zong picked it up and looked at it. On one, the word "Qingcheng" was written with a cross in blood; 
on the other, the word " Emei" was written with a circle drawn in light ink. 


--" Qingcheng destroyed, Emei surrendered ". 


It suddenly occurred to Fan Zong that these two pieces of paper meant what Master Yao was thinking... 


"What did he say? "Fan Zong clenched the pieces of paper in his fist and asked Lin Xiaoding without 
looking back, "Did Master Yao say anything before he left? " 


Xiao Ding scratched his hair and tried to recall. That young face had a simple expression. 


"|,..cremember. That day before, | heard him talking to himself several times..." 
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"Saying what? "Fan Zong turned around and grabbed Lin Xiaoding's wrist. Xiao Ding cried out in pain. 


"It's too slow. " 


"What? " 


"He said, 'Too slow." "Dinky tried to get his hands free. "That's all he said. " 


--Too slow. 


Fan Zong realized where Master Yao had gone. 


Gui Dan Lei originally expected that Fan Zong would not accompany Grandmaster Yao back down the 
peak until after noon the following day. 


Therefore, when Fan Zong knocked on his door late at night, he already knew something was wrong. 


——Coming down from the dangerous Tianzhu Peak at night is extremely dangerous even for an expert 
like Fan Zong. 


When he saw Fan Zong's sweaty face and his red, nervous eyes, Gui Dan Lei knew that something was 
wrong. 


After listening to Fan Zong's report, he immediately summoned several senior Turtle Town Road 
disciples to gather in the " Zhen Xian Hall". 


The order of Wudang's attack on the various sects in the future was known only to the Headmaster and 
Vice Headmasters. In addition, it was recorded in Wudang's confidential dossier, which, again, only the 
top leaders had the right to open. 


403 


But Gui Danlei was determined to make an exception. 


"If the Headmaster wants to pursue the matter in the future, let him pursue me alone." Gui Danlei said 
to the crowd. "Gui Dan Lei held the dossier high in front of the crowd, bowed to Grandmaster San Feng, 
and then opened it. 


They read that, after Emei, this sect would be the next to be attacked. 


As soon as he saw those three words, Gui Dan Lei immediately covered up the scroll without looking at 
it, tied up the rope and put the scroll back into the cabinet. 


"Fan Zong, are you tired? "Gui Dan Lei asked. 


Fan Zong's brown robes were soaked through, but he shook his head vigorously. 


"You have the fastest footwork and equestrian skills. Let's set off first. We have gathered the people and 
prepared, and then we will go. We will go to Yunyang Qingtong Pass first to see if we can catch him. If 
we can't, we can also inquire. If there is news that he has entered the pass, we will pursue him 
westward. If there is no news, he will wait for us to meet up at Qingtong Pass." Gui Danlei said, and he 
had already put the money for travel expenses into Fan Zong's hand. 


Fan Zong nodded and ran out of the palace gate into the dark mountains without wasting any more 
time. 


"We don't want too many people. "Gui Dan Lei looked back at his fellow disciples and said. "If there are 
too many of us, people will notice us, and we may leak the news. " 


Gui Dan Lei was very nervous. If either of the two Deputy Headmasters, Ye Chenyuan and Shi Xinghao, 
were present, he would have been relieved. But at this very moment, something went wrong... 
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"Should we call...the Deputy Headmaster to come out? " said one of the Turtle Town Road disciples, 
Chen Daixiu. He then lowered his voice: "| mean, the one who is still at Wudang Mountain..." 


The third Vice Master. 


Everyone looked at each other in disbelief. 


--This is a taboo in Wudang. Chen Daixiu did not even dare to mention his surname. 


Gui Dan Lei thought for a moment. "No. If we let him out, we don't know how terrible things will 
happen... Only the Headmaster can control him. If the Sect Master is not here, he can't be released even 
more. "He stared with big eyes, and said: "The master is not here. , and it’s even more absolute that you 
can’t let him know. Everyone knows what the consequences will be.” 


He paced the boardwalk for a few moments. "You still have to guard Wudang Mountain, so | can't bring 
them all. | can't take them all. Just Chen Daixiu and me. In addition, | will bring five reservists from the 
Soldier's Crow Road, plus Fan Zong, for a total of eight men." Eight men in all." 


Another disciple of Turtle Town Road said, "For safety's sake, we should also send a letter to the disciple 
of Shou Snake Road who is stationed in the capital as soon as possible, so that he can notify the Deputy 
Master to come back in time to sit in the town. "Everyone nodded in agreement. 


"What was he thinking..." muttered a fellow disciple next to him, "If he wanted to go, he should have 
taken someone with him..." 


"Don't criticize him! " shouted Gui Dan Lei. "He is the invincible Master of the Wudang Sect. No one can 
control what he does or how he does it. " 


When the first ray of sunshine appeared, Gui Dan Lei, Chen Dai Xiu and the five disciples of " Soldier 
Raven Path " who did not follow Ye Chen Yuan in his expedition to Sichuan had already prepared their 
weapons and light traveling bags and set out on their way down the mountain. 
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Right beside the path of worshiping the mountain god, a short and stout figure with a long sword on his 
back stood on the slope and waited. 


Without taking a closer look at the figure with his left arm hanging down, Gui Dan Lei already knew who 
it was. 


"Who told you? "Gui Dan Lei asked. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not reply, but Chen Daixiu, who was standing beside Gui Danlei, hung her head in 
embarrassment. 


"Let me go too. " Xi Xiaoyan jumped down from the slope. 


"We are doing business." Gui Danlei said seriously: "We are not here to let you vent the pain of losing 
your brother." 


"lam also a disciple of Wudang. "| also understand the precepts of Wudang," Xi Xiaoyan said 
categorically. " 


Gui Danlei stared into Xi Xiaoyan's eyes. Then shook his head. 


Xi Xiaoyan was not convinced: "If you don't allow it, | will follow you. Going down the mountain without 
permission is a violation of the precepts. You can punish me when you come back." 


Gui Danlei sighed and shook his head. At the same time, he is also proud of his sect. 


--The Wudang Sect has been on this path for more than 20 years, in order to cultivate this kind of 
stubborn and proud martial artists. 


Without saying a word, Gui Dan Lei led the six to continue down the mountain path. 
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--But he didn't stop Xixiuyan from traveling with him. 


After leaving the mountain gate and descending from the foot of the mountain, the eight of them 
turned their backs to the rising sun and headed west. 


Destination: Guanzhong. West Mount Hua. 


Unbeknownst to the eight, as they left, an unidentified dove lifted its wings from Wudang Mountain and 
flew into the dawn sky. 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Jin Sword Hall - 12 


List of the "Nine Great Sects" of Wulin (above): 


(This list refers to the 8th year of Zhengde of the Ming Dynasty) 


Shaolin School 


The Shaolin Temple in Songshan, Henan Province, was founded in the Northern Wei Dynasty. Since 
ancient times, the monks of the temple have been practicing martial arts, and have been practicing Zen 
meditation with the spirit of martial arts that transcends life and death. It is said that the Shaolin 
Temple's most basic training techniques, the "Yi Jin Jing" and the "Marrow Cleansing Jing," were 
transmitted by Master Dharma from Tianzhu, and that they have given rise to other Shaolin martial arts 
techniques that are not actually known. 


The Shaolin martial arts were already famous in the Sui and Tang dynasties, dominating the martial arts 
world for nearly a thousand years, and had a profound influence on the martial arts schools in the 
Central Plains, thus earning it the title of "The World's Martial Arts Sect". 


The Shaolin School is an orthodox school of martial arts, which mainly follows the rigid and hard-line 
approach. The Shaolin monks practiced martial arts for Zen meditation and for the protection of the 
temple, but because they were too powerful and could easily kill, they did not spread the martial arts to 
the secular world. Buddhists abstain from killing, so their martial arts skills are less utilized with swords 
and knives, and they focus on the development of unarmed boxing and stick skills. The spirit of "Zen and 
Martial Arts" is the foundation of Shaolin Wushu, and the monks also practice Zen. 


The Shaolin School of martial arts is very profound and sophisticated, and there are a large number of 
weapons and various techniques hidden in the temple, known as the "72 techniques". However, it is 
said that some of these techniques are no longer practiced by anyone and are only found in the manuals 
of boxing and war, which have been lost. 


Famous martial arts: Shaolin Five Fist, Jin Luo Na King Stick, Eighteen Bronze Man Formation 
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Wudang School 


The Wudang Sect was founded by Quanzhen Taoist Zhang Sanfeng in Wudang Mountain, Hubei 
Province, in the late Yuan and early Ming dynasties. Zhang Sanfeng was a man of great stature and 
unusual physique who wore only a cassock and a straw raincoat in both summer and winter. It is said 
that his internal martial arts are based on the Taoist practice of internal elixir, which has been 
transformed into the art of strengthening the body, and it is recorded that he once had the courage to 
kill more than a hundred robbers by himself. 


After Zhang Zhenren entered Wudang Mountain to practice Taoism, one day he watched a snake and a 
crane fight. From the movements of the two, he understood the principles of strength and softness, and 
created Wudang's highest secret skill "Tai Chi", which established the Wudang Sect's two hundred years 
of martial arts status over the years. 


The Wudang sect is famous for its boxing and swordsmanship. It originally specialized in internal martial 
arts, using softness to overcome hardness and using strength to fight. All Wudang disciples were Taoist 
priests. However, after the massacre of the evil cult more than 20 years ago, the entire sect suddenly 
returned to secular life. , the martial arts style was further reformed, abandoning health-preserving 
techniques and focusing on actual combat. All boxing and sword skills were greatly reorganized and 
embarked on a violent and spicy road. A large number of disciples were trained in extremely cruel 
methods. As a result, the reputation of the Wudang Sect was greatly boosted, and the sect developed 
the ambition of being "invincible in the world and dominating the martial arts world". 


Famous Martial Arts: Tai Chi, Wudang Form Sword, Wudang Sword, Wudang Xing Sword, Wudang Flying 
Dragon Sword, Two Rites Robbery Fist 


Emei School 


Located on Emei Mountain, a famous Buddhist mountain in Sichuan Province, the actual history of its 
founding is not known. It is said that during the Spring and Autumn Period, the "White Ape Duke", Situ 
Xuankong, entered the mountain to establish the Emei School of Martial Arts. There is not enough 
evidence to prove this, but it is certain that monks and Taoist priests were already practicing martial arts 
on Emei Mountain during the Song Dynasty, at the latest. Over the centuries, the various martial arts 
schools on Emei Mountain and in the neighboring areas have gradually and naturally merged to form 
the Emei School. 
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The Emei School of Martial Arts is best known for its spear and stick skills. Emei's gunplay is unique in 
the world, emphasizing the subtle changes in control and execution. Among the long weapons of the 
martial arts schools, only the Shaolin Stick can compete with it. 


Although Emei martial arts originated from the Buddhist and Taoist religions, it has long since evolved 
into a secular school that accepts both male and female disciples, and is more open to tradition than 
other mountain schools. Since the spear is a long weapon, it is suitable for use in battle, and more Emei 
disciples join the army than other schools. 


Famous martial arts skills: Dragon Riding Gun, Big Arm, Round Machine Shooting. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 25 Chapter 2 - Witch Gorge Out of the 
River 


"Throw! " 


With a shout, the crew member nodded and threw a ball of dry mud the size of a rice bowl from the 
deck high into the air over the river. Jing Li immediately stepped on the deck and exerted his strength, 
waving his left arm vigorously, and an object with a long iron chain in his hand flew out towards the mud 
block like an arrow. 


The thing accurately hit the flying mud, and the mud fragments exploded and fell into the river. Jing Li 
didn't wait for the thing to fall into the water. He wrapped the iron chain around his left wrist and it flew 
back quickly. Jing Li freed up his left hand to catch it. 


"Come again!" Jing Li said, "I'm going to throw it! 


There were still more than ten clumps of mud of similar size piled up beside the crew member's feet, all 
of which were dug up and dried on the shore yesterday, ready to be used as flying targets for practicing. 
He immediately picked up another piece of clay, this time with a different strength and angle, and threw 
it to the river side of the ship. 


Jing Li threw it again, and it also hit and broke the mud mass. 


Tong Jing, who was watching from the side of the boat and leaning on the railing, clapped with joy. "The 
crew of the Minjiang Gang also applauded. 


"Brother Jing, you're great! "Yan Heng approached him. Jing Li had put back his weapon, and Yan Heng 
took it for a closer look. 


The black spearhead was glowing with a cold light, and the two ancient characters " Emei'" were 
engraved on it. It was the spearhead of the big iron spear, which was the legacy of Sun Wuyue, the old 
master of Emei Sect, the "Yizhang Banner". 
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"How did you know how to do this? "Yan Heng handed the spearhead back to Jing Li. 


"| learned some basic rope and dart techniques in the Tiger Honored Sect of the South Sea. Jing Li coiled 
the long iron chain around his left forearm and held the spearhead as if it were a short sword," he said. 
"Later, when | arrived in Medan, | learned the art of flying daggers from the Huihui people there, and | 
never thought | would be able to use the two together. " 


"Note 1: The island of Mindanao in the southern part of the Philippines is predominantly Muslim, and 
Islam was introduced to the island as early as the thirteenth century, long before Magellan arrived in the 
Philippines." 


He stroked the inscription on the butt of the gun. "This thing still has Sun's spirit attached to it. Every 
Wudang person | kill with it will be killed on behalf of Sun. " 


After the bloody battle in Chengdu that day, the Minjiang Gang not only recovered Jing Li's lost 
weapons, but also took away the blades left behind by the Emei Sect and the Wudang Sect. Initially, Jing 
Li only wanted to use the weapon as a reminder, but later, in a moment of inspiration, he asked a 
blacksmith to build a long iron chain to attach the spearhead to it when the cargo ship was berthing in 
the town for supplies, and turned it into a soft weapon that could be used away from his body. Today, 
when he tried it out for the first time, he was so comfortable with it that he hit the target five times out 
of the seven times he tried to throw it. 


Jing Li took off the chain and put the spearhead on the deck on one side, and with his left hand, he 
pulled out another blade from the back of his waist. It turned out to be the "Soldier's Crow Road" 
master Shi Hong's "Yuanyang" axe. Jing Li removed the cloth at the handle of the mandarin duck axe, 
asked the blacksmith to thin and lighten the whole weapon, and filed the "fishtail" blade at one of the 
ends bluntly as a handle, so that the mandarin duck axe was transformed into an extra large dart knife. 
That night, Jing Li saw Shi Hong throw the mandarin duck axe to kill Sun Qian, although he was sad, he 
really had to admire it, and he was so impressed that he wanted to learn how to do it. 


Jing Li threw the mandarin ducks’ axe into his hands. "We will go ashore to practice later and try this 
again. " 


Tong Jing watched Jing Li playing with various kinds of blades with his hands, learning very fast, and 
admired him in his heart, supporting himself on the railing with his hands on his cheeks and gazing at 
Jing Li's dashing style. 
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"| don't get it...why do you have to use your left hand? "She wiped the tip of her nose and asked, 
"Brother Jing isn't left-handed, I've seen him use his sword with his right hand. " 


"The right hand is reserved for holding knives. Shimazu Hu Linglan, who was standing next to her, said 
with her arms folded in front of her chest, "This kind of flying weapon is not the main force to kill the 
enemy after all, but is used to open up the road from a distance." She held out her hands and made a 
gesture. She stretched out her hands and gestured: "Throw your left hand to interfere with the enemy, 
and draw your sword with your right hand at the same time, waiting for the opportunity to attack." 


When Tong Jing and Yan Heng heard this, they suddenly realized. 


Tong Jing looked at this sister from Japan. As a girl, Hu Linglan's martial arts attainments and wisdom 
were much higher than hers, which made her feel a little ashamed - a feeling that Miss Tong of the 
"Minjiang Gang" had not felt in the past ten years. 


Hu Linglan turned to the riverbank to enjoy the view of the cliff. 


"So beautiful..." Hu Linglan gazed at the scenery, her lips couldn't help but mutter out a sigh of 
appreciation. 


The four of them left Chengdu on a cargo ship belonging to the "Minjiang Gang". Unknowingly, it had 
been more than three months. They first went south, and then sailed along the river to the northeast. 
They often stopped at towns along the shore to rest. It was not until now that they arrived in Kui. The 
boundary of the state capital is near the Wushan River Basin near Qutangguan. This is the northeastern 
tip of Sichuan Province. As soon as the boat leaves Wu Gorge, it enters Huguang, not far from Wudang 
Mountain. 


Although Jing Li decided not to pursue the Wudang Sect for the time being, and to rest and strengthen 
his martial arts skills for a period of time, he ordered the boat to come to this area in order to listen to 
the movements of Wudang at any time. 


The water in the Wushan area is beautiful, and the winding rivers are sandwiched between dangerous 
cliffs on both sides. The rocks on the cliffs are strange in shape, and they are covered with woods that 
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look like layers of green waves. Looking at the peaks in the distance, shrouded in clouds and mist, it’s no 
wonder that Poets of all ages praised it as a fairyland on earth. 


Over the past year, Hu Linglan had traveled across the ocean, alone and with hatred in her heart, she 
had not relaxed for a single moment on the way; now that she had found Jing Li, even though her 
revenge had not been avenged, most of her hatred had subsided, and she had practiced swordplay 
along the river in the past three months, her mood had been relaxed quite a bit, and when she saw such 
a beautiful scenery, she was so relaxed that she revealed a smile that she had rarely seen in normal 
times. 


Tong Jing saw Hu Linglan smile naturally, showing a mature beauty, she actually looked dumbfounded 
for a moment, and then blushed. 


--She was so beautiful that even a girl would blush at the sight of her... 


Tong Jing hurriedly turned her head away and looked towards the shore as well. 


"Let's go that way! "She pointed to the left bank, where there was a wide rocky beach underneath the 
rocky wall, a good place for practicing martial arts. 


Tong Jing walked to the helm of the ship and ordered the cargo ship to stop, and to prepare to lower the 
boat to shore. She also called on the crew to start preparing lunch, so that they could eat immediately 
after practicing martial arts. 


Yan Heng watched her from afar and could not help but look at Jing Li again. Brother Jing smiled at him. 


Yan Heng remembers that more than three months ago, Jing Lieven promised to bring Tong Jing along 
and teach her martial arts skills. This made Yan Heng very dissatisfied, and he felt that it was a big 
burden on his journey of revenge. 


"Idiot. "Jing Li explained to him, "If we bring this Miss Minjiang Gang's eldest daughter with us, it's just 
like bringing a money bag that can travel and move around, so we don't have to worry about food, 
clothing, housing and transportation. "Jing Li also explained that when they traveled across the state 
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and province, they would meet the inspection barriers of the county and township government, and 
they would need to check for the citation for permission. Although they are martial artists, the general 
county militia will never be able to stop them, but it is still not as convenient as having the Min Jiang 
Gang. 


"That's... not good, right? ..." Yan Heng understood at the time, but frowned and said, "It's like using 


her... 


"It's not like I'm using her for nothing. Just teach her martial arts. " Jing Li patted him on the shoulder. 
"I'm counting on you. " 


The blunt iron sword was vibrated, and the tip of the sword spun from outside to inside in a circle anda 
half, the trajectory was very graceful. It was the eighth stance of the Qingcheng Sect's entry sword 
technique, the "Wind and Fire Sword", the "Snake Entangling Branches". 


Yan Heng, who was standing nearby, shook his head and shouted, "No!" 


Tong Jing gritted her teeth and used her sword to perform "Snake Tangle" again. This time the tip of the 
sword turned faster and harder. 


"No!" Yan Heng still shook his head. 


"What's wrong?" Tong Jing stamped her feet angrily. 


"Have you forgotten again? | told you so! "Yan Heng gestured with the gray-black sword in his hand. 
"This 'Snake Stalking Branch’ is meant to strike the opponent's wrist vein, the key is to be skillful and 
subtle, not to be fast and furious! But you just keep trying to be fast, the circle of the sword is too big 
and loose, the opponent can easily notice it and retract his hand, what else do you want to do? " 


Tong Jing bit her lower lip. In the past, she had been with so many masters, but she had never been 
subjected to this kind of temper. 
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"Come again! "Yan Heng said, urging her on. 


"What's wrong..." Tong Jing said dissatisfied: "It took me so long to learn these ten and eight moves... 
My previous master, in three months, | learned a whole set of swordsmanship..." 


"Because all your previous masters were just rice bags." Yan Heng said disdainfully: "What they taught 
you were all tricks you could only watch. Those masters were all hired by your father with money, right? 
They were afraid that you would learn from them. Being bored and unhappy will cause them to lose 
their jobs, so of course they have to teach more and faster. This is not how real kung fu is learned. Do 
you think you are really a peerless genius in learning martial arts? " 


Yan Heng swung his sword and used the eight "Wind and Fire Sword" moves he had taught Tong Jing, 
from the first move "Half Block" to the eighth move "Snake Twisted Branch", in two breaths, he struck 
out continuously. Like clouds and flowing water, there is no stagnation. 


"Don't think that you can learn faster just because you have less experience with swords. In the past, 
you learned those fancy techniques and developed some bad habits, | still need to spend more time to 
correct them one by one," Yan Heng said as he withdrew his sword. 


When Tong Jing saw Yan Heng's skill, she was convinced. However, it was hard to swallow her anger 
when she was being criticized by a young man of similar age. 


That day in Chengdu, after witnessing Yan Heng's solo battle against the " Ma Pai Gang", Tong Jing had 
really admired this young knight of the Qingcheng Sect; however, during the days of practicing martial 
arts with him, she found that Jing Li's martial arts was even better than Yan Heng's. Moreover, she saw 
that Jing Li's martial arts practicing was so fresh and fun that she had shifted her admiration to Jing Li. 


Tong Jing watched from afar. On the other side of the rocky beach, Jing Li and Hu Ling Lan were fiercely 
chopping and blocking each other with their long wooden swords, and the sound of their clashing was 
so powerful that it could be seen from a distance. The crew members responsible for supporting the 
boat could not help but watch curiously from the side. 


However, the movements of the two men were getting faster and faster, their attacks and defenses 
were so dense that they seemed to be rehearsed in advance, and the styles of their moves were similar, 


so it was like they were fighting, but also like they were playing a game. 
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Tong Jing looked on with envy and muttered, "Why didn't Brother Jing teach me? He is much better 
than you. If he teaches me, | will definitely learn better. I'm sure I'll learn better if he teaches me." 


Yan Heng had never wanted to teach Tong Jing, he felt that it would hinder his own sword practice, and 
he was even more agitated when he heard this. 


"If you like him, just go find him! I'm too lazy to teach you any more!" Yan Heng said and turned around 
and walked away. 


His phrase "you like him" turned out to mean "you like to be taught by him". To Tong Jing's ears, her 
round face flushed red and she lowered her eyes shyly. Luckily, Yan Heng had already walked away and 
didn't see her. 


Yan Heng walked to the water's edge of the rocky beach, and with his left hand, he pulled out his short 
sword "Tiger Blade" from his back waist, turned his wrist and spun it around, and then began to move it 
around. 


Originally, Jing Li was against him practicing dual swords at such an early age. But after listening to Tong 
Jing's description of Yan Heng's great power in the " Ma Pai Gang", the next day he took the initiative to 
start teaching Yan Heng how to utilize both blades. 


"Perhaps you have a talent in this area. "Jing Li said. 


The first step in using dual swords was naturally to strengthen his left-handed sword. Over the past 
three months, he had been practicing with his left hand - using the short but thick and heavy "Tiger 
Blade" to re-practice every basic sword move. Sometimes he even practiced at night in his sleep. 


Hearing the wind-breaking sound of the blade of the "Tiger Blade" getting sharper and sharper with 
each day's practice, he knew that this left-handed sword was beginning to look like a good sword - only 
when the blade's slashing angle was correct and consistent would the wind-breaking sound become 
sharp. Yan Heng was excited. Next, he could begin to study the technique of matching the left and right 
swords with each other. 


417 


After practicing for a while, Yan Heng stopped to take a rest, mentally pondering over his sword moves. 
Then he couldn't help but look at Tong Jing in the distance. 


In his heart, he didn't like this arrogant Miss Tong, thinking that she was far worse than Song Xiaoli - 
although Xiaoli would occasionally play with him, she would always find a chance to make him happy 
afterwards, and after all, she still knew how to appreciate people. 


(——Thinking about it, | wonder how Xiaoli is doing in Weijiang Town now?...Has she calmed down?) 


But Yan Heng also realized that since he started teaching Tong Jing the sword, he had been thinking 
about her progress from time to time. Although he was reluctant to do so at first, since he had started 
teaching her, he wanted to teach her more seriously, hoping that Tong Jing would learn better. 


Yan Heng saw that although Tong Jing had just gambled, she was now practicing the eight strokes of the 
"Wind and Fire Sword" on her own. Yan Heng was glad to see that she was so dedicated to learning the 
Qingcheng School's swordsmanship. 


--As long as it was about the pursuit of martial arts, personal likes and dislikes would naturally be put 
aside. This is the nature of a martial artist. 


Yan Heng frowned as he watched the error in Tong Jing's sword strokes from afar. However, he had just 
finished a quarrel, so he was too embarrassed to go over and teach her, so he had to let her continue 
practicing on her own. 


Yan Heng practiced his left-handed sword for a while, then he put the Tiger's Blade back into the sheath 
at his waist, and lifted up the long, grayish-black sword again. This sword is the "Still Life Sword", a relic 
of Hu Yanda, a disciple of Wudang's "Soldier's Crow Road", and it was also picked up by the people of 
the "Minjiang Gang" after the battle of Chengdu. The four-foot "Dragon Thorn" was too long for Yan 
Heng to handle, so he took it as his sword for the time being. 


The "Still Life Sword" was a double sword, the one he was holding now had a very small "right" engraved 
at the root of the blade to identify it as a right-handed sword. The other "Still Life Left Sword" was 
hanging at his waist. 
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He raised the sword and stared at the matte-colored blade. On that day, the Qingcheng Sect was 
massacred, the situation was chaotic, he did not see every enemy, but this Hu Yanda must be in it. This 
"Twin Swords of Still Life" was stained with the blood of many Qingcheng disciples. Yan Heng was 
saddened by this thought. 


--| must become stronger as soon as possible. 


He lowered his sword and looked towards Jing Li and Hu Linglan. The wooden swords of the two were 
still clashing, and the sound seemed to carry a strange rhythm that was very pleasing to the ear. 


Yan Heng didn't know much about this Japanese swordswoman, only that her martial arts cultivation 
was directly after Jing Li and far superior to his own - thinking that such a delicate and beautiful sister 
was much stronger than himself, Yan Heng only felt that the world was too big, and there were many 
masters in the world, and that he was indeed too small... 


From this distance, he could not see their expressions. But he could feel that they seemed to be 
laughing. 


Indeed, between the blows of the wooden swords, Jing Li and Hu Linglan were laughing happily. 


--That smile was like two musicians finding their soulmates to play together. 


They had been fighting for a long time. Hu Linglan's arm strength was not as strong as Jing Li's, and the 
strength of the wooden sword began to weaken. Jing Li sensed this, and also restrained the strength of 
his attacks. However, Hu Linglan did not want to be let down, and immediately jumped back to retract 
her sword. 


"You are much better than you were a year ago." Hu Linglan knelt down, put the wooden knife on the 
ground beside her, took out a sweat towel from her belt, and wiped the sweat beads on her wheat- 
colored shoulders and neck. "You have completely integrated the "Yin Riu" into your own 
swordsmanship." 
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Hu Linglan spoke Chinese, and since she knew she was going to stay in China for a long time, she 
practiced speaking the language of China as much as possible, and spoke less Japanese to Jing Li. Only 
the word "Yinryu", which she did not know how to translate, was still pronounced in Japanese. 


"You didn't stop practicing your sword on your way to Sichuan, did you? "Jing Li responded with a smile. 


"Of course | did." Hu Linglan bit her lower lip, but it was actually a smile. "Don't forget, I'm here to kill 


you. 


She took back her sweatband, picked up her wooden sword and stood up, and couldn't help but look at 
the beautiful scenery on both sides of the Wushan Mountain again. It was springtime, and the clouds 
were thick, and the looming colors of the mountains and rivers give it a fantastic and unreal feeling. 


"Now | know what | have to do to stay in the Middle Kingdom. "Hu Linglan's Chinese language is still a 
little rusty. "I will follow you and keep practicing. Until | am as strong as you. "She pointed her wooden 
knife at Jing Li. "You won't tolerate a woman as strong as you, right? When that happens, you won't be 
able to help but fight me." 


"Good. " Jing Li ruffled his braided long hair. "| look forward to that day. " 


After saying that, he walked over to Yan Heng. 


"What's wrong? "Jing Li pointed his wooden sword at Tong Jing, who was practicing swordplay alone on 
the other side. "Don't you want to teach her? " 


Yan Heng sighed, "Brother Jing, you can teach her from now on. | don't want to waste this kind of time. | 
just want to focus on practicing my sword. " 


"Is that bad? " Jing Li asked with a smile. "She's cute. " 


"Not at all! " Yan Heng shouted as if in protest, "She's just a spoiled brat! " 
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Jing Li looked at Tong Jing again, "But she is really practicing the sword moves you taught her. " 


Yan Heng was speechless, only feeling that he was holding his breath. He didn't want to talk about Tong 
Jing anymore, so he changed the subject, "| saw you practicing with Ms. Shimazu just now, it was very 
impressive. " 


"Really? "Jing Li didn't think so, he waved his wooden sword and pondered over the sword technique he 
just used against Hu Linglan. 


"I've been watching carefully..." said Yan Heng, "The moves you used are similar to our Qingcheng Sect's 
sword moves. " 


"Not similar. "Jing Li confessed, "It is indeed the Qingcheng Sword Technique. | learned it from watching 
on Mount Qingcheng and practicing with you for a while. " 


"What? ..." Yan Heng's eyes widened. "This... can't be..." He was very nervous when he thought that 
Qingcheng swordsmanship was passed on to outsiders in his own hands and violated the sect's taboo. 
Tong Jing was also considered as a disciple, and she was only taught the most basic "Wind and Fire 
Sword", so it was fine; however, Jing Li was like this, but it was a sign of stealing martial arts. 


Faced with this big brother who saved his life and taught him, Yan Heng was too embarrassed to rebuke 
him, but he did not know what to say at the moment. 


"Are you trying to say that | am 'stealing' your Qingcheng Sect's martial arts? "Jing Li said seriously. "But 
what | taught you is not the Qingcheng School's martial arts. So do you want to learn it or not? " 


Yan Heng was speechless. 


"If you want to become stronger in the shortest possible time, you must leave this kind of boring 
sectarianism behind. "Jing Li admonished him, "Don't talk about the martial arts of your peers. | have 
studied the techniques of my enemy, the Wudang School, as well. You must do the same. " 
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Yan Heng looked at his hand, the sword that originally belonged to his enemy. 


--"Take everything that is available in your hands. This is how the path to power is traveled. 


Yan Heng recalled how Jing Li had encouraged him to revive the Qingcheng Sect and even create a 
stronger Qingcheng Sect when he first met him. 


Although it is far away, Yan Heng does have this ambition. And since it is "stronger", it means that it is 
different from the original Qingcheng Sect and must contain different things, and also include other 
people’s stuff. 


"| see what you're saying. "Yan Heng nodded his head as he thought of this. "| was thinking: before the 
establishment of the Qingcheng Sect, the founding fathers of Qingcheng could not have created all 
these martial arts out of thin air. They must have learned from others, right? " 


Jing Li shrugged his eyebrows. He was a bit surprised. This young swordsman had only gone through a 
very short period of experience, but his thinking had gradually become more open-minded. 


Jing Li reached out and drew another Still Life Sword from Yan Heng's right waist, turning it around and 
handing the hilt to his left hand. 


"Alright. Today, let's start teaching you the techniques of dual blades. " 


Yan Heng excitedly received the Still Life Left Sword. 


On the other side, Tong Jing practiced one more time and finally stopped when she got tired. When she 
looked towards Yan Heng's side, she saw Jing Li teaching him how to practice double swords, making her 
envious. 


--If Brother Jing was teaching me, | would have improved even faster. 
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She didn't want to look any further, so she turned her face to the other side and saw Hu Linglan standing 
alone on the shore, enjoying the landscape scenery. Tong Jing picked up the bamboo tube filled with 
fresh water and walked over. 


"Do you want to drink? "Tong Jing handed the bamboo tube to the beautiful swordsman, who was a 
head taller than her. 


"Thank you. "Hu Linglan took it. She uncorked the bamboo tube and took a sip of water, her eyes still 
not leaving the mountains on the other side of the river. 


Standing side-by-side on the bank, the pair of handsome girls, one athletic and one petite, could not 
help but peek at the boatman of the Minjiang Gang, who was watching over the boat. 


Tong Jing saw the direction of Hu Linglan's gaze and also looked across the river. 


"It's so beautiful. "Hu Linglan sighed again. 


"In your hometown..." asked Tong Jing curiously, "aren't there any mountains? " 


"Of course there are. "Hu Linglan looked at her and smiled, "But it's very different. Our mountains in 
Kagoshima breathe fire. " 


Tong Jing had never heard of mountains breathing fire. "Really? What is it like? " 


"When the fire erupted, the whole sky on the mountain turned red. "Hu Linglan's nostalgia washed over 
her face as she thought of her hometown. "It's so dangerous. When you look at it from a distance, it's 
awesome. But it's also beautiful. " 
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Tong Jing listened, imagining the picture of the erupting volcano in her mind. Then she looked at Hu 
Linglan's healthy and beautiful posture, and thought to herself, "It must be under such a majestic 
mountain that a girl like this could be born... 


"| want to go and see it..." Tong Jing said yearningly. 


"You're still so young, you'll have a chance. "Hu Linglan looked at her with a touching smile. "| saw you 
practicing hard just now. Not bad. " 


Tong Jing was especially happy to be praised by this powerful sister, and the depression from her 
argument with Yan Heng just now was swept away. "I really like swords. " 


Hu Linglan took Tong Jing's right hand and held the blunt iron sword in her hand for a closer look. "The 
swords of the Middle Kingdom are very different from those of Japan. | see that you are learning how to 
use it, and it is very different. " 


She handed the sword back to Tong Jing's hand, then raised the wooden blade. 


"Though the martial arts are different, | think | can still give you some pointers. " 


"Can Il?" Tong Jing's big eyes glowed. "Thank you! " 


"Why thank you? We're..." said Hu Linglan, trying to think of the correct Chinese way to say it. 
",.companions. " 


Tong Jing was happy to hold Hu Linglan's hand. It was only then that she realized: the skin on the back of 
Hu Linglan's palm was smooth and tight, but the fingers on the inside were full of calluses accumulated 
from practicing hard with swords. 


As they were about to begin, Hu Linglan suddenly withdrew her smile and looked into the distance of 
the river. 
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Although separated by fog, but born in an island country, experienced in sailing, she immediately saw 
that there was something strange in the upper reaches of the river. 


"Someone is coming. " Hu Linglan said. Tong Jing also looked up the river. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng on the other side of the beach also stopped their swords and looked at the river. 


Not long after, three large ships broke through the fog and appeared, sailing towards the "Minjiang 
Gang" cargo ship moored in the center of the river. 


On the three ships, the same flag of "Minjiang Gang" was hung. 


Hu Linglan felt that the child's jing palm in her hand became stiff. 


"| know. "Tong Jing hung her head with a blank expression. " It came after me. " 


"We of the Minjiang Clan do not have rules regarding heirs. | only have this daughter, and | have never 

thought of passing on the title of Gang Leader to her. Although my Tong family is not a respectable 

family, | only hope that my daughter will live a peaceful and happy life, grow up to be an ordinary girl, 

and marry a man with good fortune in the future, so | am satisfied, so | named her with the character 
[Jing as her name. " 


On the deck of the big ship, a sumptuous banquet was set up, with more than a dozen plates piled high 
with river-fresh beef and sheep, vegetables and fruits, and of course, good wine. A curtain of shade was 
raised above the feast. 


Tong Bo Xiong, the leader of the Minjiang Gang, who was sitting at the main seat, raised his glass to Jing 
Li, Yan Heng and Hu Linglan, who were present at the banquet, and drank it all in one go. Jing Liand Hu 
Linglan toasted back to him. Only Yan Heng, who was not very good at drinking, awkwardly raised his 
tea bowl and took a sip. 
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Yan Heng couldn't help but sneak a look at Tong Jing, who was standing at the far end of the boat. She 
was leaning on the railing with one hand resting on her bulging cheeks and the other holding a small 
knife, carving on the railing angrily. 


Her father, Tong Gang Master, was only about forty years old, with a rather handsome face and 
features, only that he had been walking on the river for a long time, and his face was extremely tanned. 
A long beard neatly combed, coupled with that tall and sturdy body and very well-dressed clothes, 
sitting on the seat of the extraordinary atmosphere, and he was worthy of being a hero who led a gang 
of thousands. The pair of big eyes that are quite similar to Tong Jing's are as bright as starry buckets, 
showing his shrewd and capable nature. 


After the three of them had finished drinking, the gang members beside them immediately refilled their 
drinks. Tong Bo Xiong sighed and continued to talk. 


"However, the heavens play tricks on me, this daughter of mine, nature and this 'jing' word does not 
have anything to do with it. | was widowed at an early age, and | have been in charge of the gang for 
many years, so | have pampered her too much. When she wanted to learn martial arts, | tried to find the 
best master for her. Alas, this is the only daughter in the entire Min Jiang Gang, so | have no choice. " 


Yan Heng couldn't help but agree in his heart. 


Jing Li was listening, but at the same time, he had already lifted his chopsticks to eat. In front of this 
Chengdu's No.1 gang leader, he did not show any courtesy. On the contrary, it was Hu Linglan beside 
him, who had been observing the manners of the nobles of the Wu family since she was a child, who 
was just sitting quietly, holding the wine cup with both hands. 


"Don't mind, let's talk while we eat. "Tong Bo Xiong smiled and gestured, but saw that Yan Heng and Hu 
Linglan were still too shy to pick up their chopsticks, so he moved his own chopsticks first and ate the 
food. Only then did the two of them start to eat. 


After a few bites and a sip of wine, Tong Bo Xiong continued, "In fact, Tong Mou returned to Chengdu 
two months ago and learned that my daughter was practicing with a few warriors... | have only come to 
pay a visit now, so please forgive me. " 
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"You want to wait for your daughter to get tired of practicing, or to go home on her own if she can't take 
it anymore, right? " Jing Li said with a smile, still chewing the beef in his mouth. "But after waiting for 
such a long time, you still can't wait for her to come home, so you are anxious, and you know that our 
ship is here, and it seems that we are about to leave the Sichuan province, so you came to look for her in 
a hurry? " 


"| know that the Jing warrior was experienced "Tong Bo Xiong arched his hand and smiled: "but don't 
get me wrong, I'm not blaming you. However... Jing is really arrogant, and has no experience in dealing 
with people, | am afraid that she will easily get into trouble outside. " 


"Your daughter is yours. Besides, she is so young, if you want to take her home, we have no room to say 
anything. " Jing Li said as he ate the roasted leg of lamb. "It's our fault for taking away your daughter and 
not informing you, her father, before and after the incident. I'll be punished with a drink. "He said, 
picking up his wine glass and drinking. 


Tong Bo Xiong also raised his glass to return the toast: "Jing warrior is really a reasonable person. You 
can use it whenever you like. If you want to go ashore and take the land route, Please feel free to tell my 
men to make preparations for the carriages and horses." 


When Yan Heng heard that Mr. Tong was going to take his daughter away, he couldn't help but look at 
Tong Jing again. Although he didn't like her personality, after all, they had been traveling and practicing 
together for many days, and he remembered that she had saved his life at the headquarters of the" Ma 
Pai Gang". Yan Heng was a bit sad that he had to part with her all of a sudden. 


So did Hu Linglan. She was quite fond of this young martial arts sister, but when she thought of parting 
ways, she couldn't eat any more and slowly put down her chopsticks. 


"There are still some things that Mr. Tong would like to talk to Young Swordsman Yan about. " Tong Bo 
Xiong respectfully arched his fist towards Yan Heng, causing Yan Heng to be flattered. "Mister Tong has 
already heard about the affairs of the Qingcheng Sect. | also know a little bit about the feud between 
Young Warrior and Jing Scholar and the Wudang Sect. | would venture a guess as to what Young Hero 
Yan will do in the future: will he rely on his own strength to seek justice from the Wudang Sect and 
revitalize the Qingcheng Sect’? " 
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Yan Heng's face was grim, he didn't say anything. In front of Jing Li, his companion, Yan Heng could still 
talk about such lofty aspirations, but to Tong Bo Xiong, an old man, Yan Heng thought that he was only a 
nobody in the martial arts world, and could not say such big words. 


However, his silence was equivalent to a tacit admission. 


"Originally, Tong is just a reckless person, and has no room for comment on such matters as martial arts 
competition. But to be honest, young knight Yan, don't you think this is too complicated? " 


Tong Bo Xiong said and stood up, walking to the edge of the boat. The river wind blew his long beard 
flying, vicissitudes of life eyes looking toward the river bank. 


"Men are born in the world, seeking not only power and wealth, but also the respect of the world. Yan's 
martial arts have already been proven in the battle of the Ma Pai Gang, and he may not have made a 
name for himself in the martial arts world, but in the eyes of the Jianghu people such as myself, such 
force is already beyond the reach of mere mortals. Isn't it a pity that such extraordinary talents are 
thrown away in the midst of feuds of killing each other? " 


Tong Bo Xiong walked up to Yan Heng. 


"| have a request to make: if you don't give up, | am willing to give my daughter to the young warrior, 
and give him the position of deputy gang leader, leading the Minjiang Gang with a thousand men. After 
another ten years or so, when | am old and decrepit, you will surely succeed the position of gang leader - 
even though there is no tradition of family succession in the Minjiang Gang, with the martial arts skill of 
the young knight, and being the son-in-law of the young knight, the whole gang will not object. " 


Yan Heng was stunned. He looked sharply at Tong Jing. She was standing far away and did not hear him. 


"This...this..." Yan Heng hadn't even taken a drop of wine, but his face was flushed red, and he was busy 
looking across the table to Jing Li for help. 
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Jing Li was also surprised by these words, not realizing that Tong Gangmaster would be so direct. The 
Minjiang Gang members around the banquet were also surprised to hear that the gang leader had 
suddenly proposed marriage. 


However, Tong Bo Xiong had already had this plan when he left Chengdu: it was a rare chance for his 
daughter to be able to make friends with Yan Heng, the heir to this famous sect When the Qingcheng 
sect was still around, the "Minjiang Gang" tried every means to gain some connections. Neither is 
possible. Although the Qingcheng Sect has perished today, the status of Qingcheng disciples is still no 
more than that of nobles in the eyes of the Jianghu people. The fact that Yan Heng defeated the "Ma Pai 
Gang" is also a testament to his martial arts and courage, as well as his character. To have such a good 
son-in-law and to add a young warrior to the Min Jiang Gang, Tong Bo Xiong was convinced that this was 
a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that should not be missed. 


"| know that Jing's personality is not that pleasing to the eye. But when a girl marries a man, she will 
naturally become a good girl. "Tong Bo Xiong looked at his daughter from afar and smiled. He opened 
his hands to the sides of the boat. Yan Heng looked over and saw that the two escort boats moored at 
the side had high sails and strong ships, their decks were filled with hundreds or dozens of brave crew 
members, and the two blue flags of the Minjiang Gang were flying high in the wind, with a grandeur that 
was no different from that of an official's navy warships. 


"You have also seen the grandeur of our city's [[Mantong Horn] gambling house, which rakes in 
thousands of dollars a day, haven't you? That's just a small business of our gang. We have more than 50 
big ships like this in Minjiang and Dajiang River, covering the river transportation in the middle of 
Sichuan and even out of Sichuan to the provinces, and even the government has to give face to them. 
Mr. Tong said with a big mouth: "Although the Minjiang Gang is not rich enough to rival the country, but 
the status of the gang leader can be called a party of heroes. In the future, when the young hero leads 
the "Minjiang Gang", he will be able to show off his talents even more, and it will be a great 
achievement that is worthy of his life. " 


Tong Bo Xiong tried his best to persuade him, showing his full sincerity. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan looked at each other. They remembered that the Shimazu Shouguo's marriage 
proposal was similar, and the two of them could not help but feel a bit embarrassed. 


"Brother Jing Li..." Yan Heng stood up and once again asked Jing Li for help. 
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"This is your own business. "Jing Li said indifferently. "No one else can help you with your life. If you 
have any thoughts, just talk to Tong Gangmaster directly. " 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing again and saw that she was looking curiously to his side, which intuitively 
told her that they were talking about her. Yan Heng was afraid that she might have heard a few words, 

so he asked Tong Bo Xiong to come to the bow of the boat to talk. Tong Bo Xiong also signaled the gang 
not to follow him. 


"Tong Gangmaster, | don't read much, and | don't know how to say polite things..." said Yan Heng as he 
reached the bow of the boat and looked out at the river in front of him, took a deep breath, and braced 
himself to say, "Tong Gangmaster's generosity is something that the junior cannot accept. " 


Tong Bo Xiong's eyebrows drooped, very disappointed. 


Yan Heng hurriedly added, "Please don't misunderstand, this has nothing to do with your daughter, and 
it's not that | look down on the Minjiang Gang. Just by looking at the grandeur of this ship, | can tell how 
rich your gang is. For a poor boy like me, who has nothing to offer, the offer of marriage from the Tong 
Gang master is probably like a fortune that fell from the sky, right? " 


He then patted the hilt of the "Tiger Penetrating" sword behind him. 


"Although | don't have anything valuable on me, | still have my sword. The sword is a favor given to me 
by my master. My name was also given to me by my master. If | can forget the blood feud of my 
master's clan in front of the wealth and riches, do | still have the qualification to be the Deputy Master 
of the Minjiang Gang? Would | still have the face to lead others? " 


Hearing this, Tong Bo Xiong was moved, his disappointment instantly turned into admiration. 


"Master is right. | have sworn to revive the Qingcheng Sect, to take revenge on the Wudang Sect. But 
you are wrong, Master. | am not relying on my own strength. "Yan Heng pointed to Jing Li. "| have 
friends to help me. Friends who share the same ambition. He helps me because he believes in my oath. 
If | give up halfway, it would be a betrayal not only of myself, but of him as well. " 
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Jing Li was drinking while looking at the two of them. Although he couldn't hear half of the words, he 
couldn't help but smile when he saw the respectful look on the face of Tong Bo Xiong, who was almost 
thirty years older than Yan Heng. 


--Of course Jing Li knew what Yan Heng's answer would be. He had never worried about it. 


Tong Bo Xiong stared at Yan Heng for a long time without saying a word. 


Yan Heng was a bit uncomfortable and arched his hand towards him, "Master Tong, | have to 
apologize..." 


"Do | look like I'm offended at all? "Tong Bo Xiong stroked his long beard and smiled boldly: "Yes, | am a 
bit disappointed. But | am happy. " 


He put his arm around Yan Heng's shoulders. 


"It seems that I, Tong Bo Xiong, haven't misjudged a single person in my entire life. " 


Yan Heng scratched his hair in embarrassment, never losing the shyness of a teenager. 


"That's right. In addition to picking up his daughter, Mr. Tong also has a great message for the several 
warriors. "Tong Bo Xiong said. 


Yan Heng's eyes lit up, "Is it about... Wudang Sect? " 


Tong Bo Xiong nodded. "It's no one else, it's the head of the Wudang Sect - the news says that he has 
left Wudang Mountain alone and is heading west to Guanzhong. " 


--Wudang Sect Master! 
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"Guanzhong? ..." Yan Heng was not familiar with geography and was puzzled. He immediately beckoned 
Jing Liand Hu Linglan to come over and told them. 


Jing Li clenched his fists in excitement as he listened. 


"Guanzhong..." said Jing Li, "Huashan Mountain. "Huashan. 


Among the "nine great sects" in the world, only the Huashan Sword Sect is located in Guanzhong, 
Shaanxi Province. 


Coincidentally, the road from here to Guanzhong is not very far: to the east, once out of the Wu Gorge, 
you will enter Jingzhou, and then to the north, through Xiangyang into Henan, you can go west, from the 
Wuguan into Qin. 


"| wonder who first learned of this news? Who started to spread it? "Jing Li asked. 


Tong Bo Xiong shook his head: "| don't know. However, when the news reached Sichuan, it seems that it 
has been circulating in the Jianghu for some days. " 


"If that is the case, then perhaps the martial arts practitioners in other provinces have already known 
about this shocking news. " Jing Li pondered. "| am afraid that many people have already rushed over to 
take advantage of the excitement and explore the reality. " 


"Brother Jing, we..." asked Yan Heng anxiously. 


"Of course we are going! "Jing Li smiled boldly, "The Wudang Sect's Headmaster himself is so powerful, 
don't you want to see it yourself? " 


Before Jing Li and the others left, Tong Bo Xiong ordered his men to send them new clothes and 
decorations. Yan Heng got a square scarf and tried to put it on with curiosity, looking like a young 
scholar. Jing Li took a look at the robes that were sent to him, the style and color of the cloth were 
simple, but once he touched them, he knew that they were made of the finest fabrics. Hu Linglan also 
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got a few sets of Han women's clothes, she picked up the new clothes and was very happy. The style of 
the clothes suited the three of them, showing that Tong Bo Xiong was well-prepared. 


He also presented Yan Heng with a bag of silver, which Yan Heng accepted with embarrassment. 


Yan Heng and Hu Linglan stepped over the diving board and boarded the original cargo ship. 


Jing Li turned back to look at Tong Jing, who was standing beside her father. 


Tong Jing was still clutching the blunt iron sword she had been practicing with. Her eyes were already 
red, but she bit down on her lower lip, forcing herself not to cry. 


Usually her father obeyed her in everything, but this time he had brought the fleet here to look for her 
in such a grand manner, and had not said a word to her since his arrival - Tong Jing knew that every time 
her father acted like this, it was the time when nothing could be said to change his mind. So she had not 
said a word of protest or request. 


Yan Heng looked across the boat at Tong Jing. She realized that the two of them were looking at each 
other from a distance. 


It was not long ago that they had a quarrel, but she was saddened to realize that it was the last thing 
they had said before they parted. 


Jing Li asked Tong Bo Xiong, "Master Tong, how old were you when you joined the Min Jiang Gang? " 


"Sixteen years old. | was sixteen years old." Tong Bo Xiong was reminiscing. "| have been in the gang for 
thirty years. " 


Jing Li looked at Tong Jing. 
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"Oh, that's only a year or two older than her, isn't it? You've been in the gang since you were so young, 
didn't you have a family? " 


"My parents died a long time ago and | was all alone. Otherwise, why would | have taken this path? " 


"That's really fate, isn't it? " Jing Li smiled. "But when you first joined the gang, you must have had some 
ambitions, right? Maybe you didn't think that you would become the leader of the gang one day, but 
you must have wanted to do something? " 


"This is natural. Otherwise, | would not be here today. ..." Tong Bo Xiong said, as if he felt that Jing Li's 
words had a deeper meaning. "Swordsman Jing, what are you trying to say..." 


"Nothing. | just want to say that thirty years ago, the sixteen year old Tong Baxiong also decided by 
himself where he wanted to go. " 


Jing Li said, looking at Tong Jing again. It was as if he was speaking towards her. 


"Everyone has his own path. " 


Tong Jing was a bit agitated, and her eyes became redder. 


But she had already decided that today, she would never cry. 


Tong Bo Xiong heard, lips pursed and did not open his mouth again, but his eyes looked down at the 
deck, seemingly chewing on these words. 


Jing Li did not say any more, turned back and jumped over the diving board in two steps, standing side 
by side with Yan Heng and Hu Linglan, and waved his hand towards the Tong's father and daughter. 


The springboard was pulled back. The ship anchored and set sail. 
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Yan Heng and Tong Jing exchanged glances across the ship. 


Yan Heng recalled the day when he was caught in a trap, and Tong Jing was guarding him with her 
sword, refusing to leave in the face of many strong bows and arrows...and her heroic expression at that 
time. 


--| won't let them hurt you! 


Yan Heng, whose sect had been destroyed and victimized by others, was so warmed up by her words... 


Yan Heng hurriedly reached to his waist, unhooked Wudang's "Still Life Left Sword", and before the boat 
had sailed far, he threw the sword and sheath across the river. 


Tong Jing reached out from the side of the boat and caught the "Still Life Left Sword". 


"You have to practise it well when you get back," Yan Heng shouted to the boat. 


Tong Jing took the "Still Life Left Sword" into her arms and nodded vigorously at Yan Heng, who was 
already moving away. 


The ship set sail and sailed slowly eastward. Not long afterward, the three large boats of the "Minjiang 
Gang" behind them had become smaller and were half-hidden in the dense sky. Yan Heng, Jing Li and Hu 
Linglan were still standing at the back of the boat, watching them. 


Jing Li pointed at the boats and asked Yan Heng, who was beside him, half jokingly: "Do you know what 
you have missed by refusing the Tong Gang Master? " 


Yan Heng looked away and tightened his gaze. 
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"It wasn't mine in the first place. There is nothing to miss. " 


The cargo ship traveled along the winding river, and the further it went, the higher the peaks on both 
sides of the Witch's Gorge seemed to rise, and the deeper and narrower the river valley became. The 
sails of the boat ride the wind and are taking Yan Heng out of Sichuan, which he has never left in his life, 
towards a wider and unknown Jianghu. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 26 Chapter 3 - The Hall of Witnesses 


Shaanxi Province, south of Huayin County. Western Mountain. 


Huashan Mountain is famous for its precipitous terrain, with thousands of towering cliffs everywhere, 
and has been known since ancient times as "the most dangerous mountain in the world". One of the 
main peaks, the West Peak, is shaped like a thousand-foot boulder. It is completely natural and has a tall 
and towering appearance, and is known as the "Lotus Mountain". 


Under the huge shadow of the West Peak, in the forest at the foot of the East Peak, there is a simple 
and solemn wooden house, with a very spacious building, which is built according to a clear stream. 
There were a few horses tethered to the trees beside it, lazily grazing with their heads bowed. From the 
outside, it looked like a peaceful and jingling environment for monks to practice. 


However, inside this wooden house, there was a series of fierce shouts with a sense of struggle. 


"Here!" came another yell. 


A wooden sword fell to the wooden floor. The tall and strong young man who had been holding the 
sword fell on his back, his left hand laying upon the right side of his chest where he had been struck, his 
fingers gripping his clothes tightly, his features wrinkled into a ball, his forehead covered with beads of 
sweat, and he was exerting himself to breathe in short bursts of quick, rapid and dense breaths, making 
it obvious that he was having difficulty breathing. 


Standing opposite him is a middle-aged Taoist, top wearing a Hunyuan scarf, but not wearing a Taoist 
robe, just a short coat, the right hand has a rough wooden sword hanging down. The front tip of the 
wooden sword wrapped in soft leather, the sword body is mottled with dents. It could be seen that it 
was a commonly used instrument in day and night competitions. The Taoist had a resolute face and dark 
complexion. He looked down at the fallen man expressionlessly. 


He shook his head and slightly waved his wooden sword. Two young Taoist priests immediately came 
forward and carried the fallen youth to the side of the wooden house. 
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"Next! " the Taoist shouted in a rough voice. 


There was a large crowd lined up next to the door of the wooden house. One of them, also in his early 
twenties, raised his hand ina slightly timid manner. Immediately, a young Taoist priest handed over to 
him the wooden sword that had just fallen to the ground. Before the young man reached the center of 
the field, the shirt on his back was already wet. 


This wooden house is called the "Hall of Seeing Nature" and belongs to the Huashan Sect. 


As the old martial arts saying goes, "The fist comes from Shaolin, the sword comes from Huashan. " 


The Huashan Sect, one of the "nine sects" today, has dominated the martial arts world with Taoist 
swordsmanship for more than 300 years since Hao Datong, a disciple of the founder of the Quanzhen 
Sect during the Jin Dynasty, Guangningzi Hao Datong, came to the mountain to found the sect. A total of 
forty-eight types of sword techniques and sword formations were created, which are equivalent to the 
"seventy-two skills" of the Shaolin School. Each is a representative of Buddhist and Taoist martial arts. 
Until the past hundred years, the Wudang School became prosperous, and the name of the Huashan 
School was slightly obscured. Although it has passed, it is still a great sword sect with a long history and 
deep roots, and is known as the "Sword Sect". 


Because of the great reputation of the Huashan Sword School, there were too many people who wanted 
to join the school and to learn the art of swordsmanship. Therefore, more than thirty years ago, the 
Huashan Sect built this "Hall of Seeing the Nature" at the foot of Xifeng Peak, which is open to any 
martial artist to try out their skills and to allow those who want to learn the art of swordsmanship to 
undergo the examination on the 7th and 22nd of each month so as not to disrupt the Taoist practice of 
the Huashan disciples on the mountain! --The Huashan Sect, like the Wudang Sect in the past, practiced 
martial arts as well as Taoism, and all Huashan Sect members were Quanzhen Taoists. 


Since the opening of the "Hall of Witness", no more than twenty people have been able to enter the 
Huashan Sect through this place every year. As for those who went to the door to seek instruction and 
were able to break the "Hall of Wisdom" and startle the "Zhen-Yue Palace" of the Huashan Sect on the 
mountain, there was never a single one. 


The middle-aged Taoist priest responsible for competing with others in the "Jianxing Pavilion" is named 
Chen Taikui. He was promoted to a "Taoist disciple" of the Huashan Sect a year ago after great 
hardships. His character has not been settled yet and he is very aggressive. The position of guarding the 
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"Jianxing Pavilion" portal is simply a privilege for him. He almost looked forward to these two days every 
other day of the month. 


There was another Taoist priest with a strong build and a kind face, sitting cross-legged on the wall 
behind Chen Taikui, with his hands folded in the wide sleeves of his Taoist robe, his eyes half-squinted, 
as if he was in trance, but also seemed to be smiling. He is Chen Taikui's senior brother Luo Taiqi. He has 
been the guard of the "Jianxing Pavilion" for two years. In these two years, he has not had to hold the 
wooden sword beside him once. 


The young man who walked to the center of the field, carrying the wooden sword upside down, humbly 
bowed to Chen Taikui with an arched fist. 


A piece of white cloth has already been tied to the young man's left upper arm. Anyone who enters the 
"Jianxing Pavilion" must first declare whether he wants to become a disciple of the Huashan Sect and 
accept a test, or whether he wants to learn the Huashan Swordsmanship. The former has a white cloth 
wrapped around his arm, while the latter has a red cloth wrapped around his arm. 


Usually, among the forty or fifty people who enter the "Jianxing Pavilion", not one of them is tied with a 
red cloth - Huashan's swordsmanship is famous all over the world, and his strength and status have long 
been transcendent. Who else will challenge him? However, occasionally there are ordinary folk martial 
arts idiots, or young guys who have practiced swordsmanship for several years and do not know the 
heights of the world, who have the courage to come and verify with their own bodies how big the real 
gap is between their own swordsmanship and that of famous sects. 


--Most of these people cannot walk home on their own legs. 


The man who had just been struck down was carried to the side of the pavilion, still moaning in pain. 


The young man with the wooden sword heard this moan, and his eyes grew more fearful. Facing Chen 
Taikui, he still did not dare to turn his wooden sword into a proper grip for the match. 


Chen Taikui only took one look and sighed, "Don't waste time. Next! " 
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The youth was frustrated, but also seemed to be relieved and handed the wooden sword back to the 
young Taoist priest. Luo Taiqi looked on with a look of contempt and disgust on his face. 


——Being knocked down is not a problem, it is a matter of course. Otherwise, would it still be used for 
learning? But if you don't even have the courage to be knocked down, then not only are you not 
qualified to practice Huashan Swordsmanship, you are not even qualified to set foot here! 


The name "Hall of Seeing Nature" is correct - this is the place to see the nature of those who come here. 


The timid young man's name was Wang Shixin, a native of Heyang County. He was just an ordinary boy 
from a farm family, but he had been restless since he was a child. Like many young people who came to 
the "Jianxing Pavilion", he firmly believed that he was not born to plow the fields, but to hold a sword. 
Ignoring his family's objections, he studied martial arts with the martial arts masters in the countryside, 
and practiced hard on his own for two years. He felt that he was almost ready, and he was determined 
to join the great Huashan Sword Sect. His original name was Wang Siniu - "Shi Xin". This name was given 
by himself. He thought this name was fitting for a swordsman. 


But when he saw that the man who was older, stronger, and faster than he was, being stabbed down by 
Chen Taikui's wooden sword in two moves, Wang Shixin's self-confidence collapsed: he was so 
insignificant in the world of real swordsmen, and he had been dreaming a boring dream all these years. 


Now, as soon as Wang Shixin stepped out of the door of the "Hall of Wisdom", this dream woke up. 


He remembered his father's scolding when he left home: 


"Idiot, it won't work!" 


Those words were like a punch to his heart. 


He began to regret: why had he been so afraid? The pain of the wooden sword on his body, compared 
to the pain now? The moment he handed the wooden sword back to the monk, the moment he gave up, 
everything was over. He personally confirmed his father's "no", and also overturned his past self. But 
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now it was too late to regret. There was no second chance, he could only give up the sword and go 
home to pick up the hoe... 


At the same time when Wang Shixin was walking towards the door of "Seen Nature Pavilion", there was 
a man who came to the door from outside and met him. 


Wang Shixin could not explain at the time or later why he felt like he was being electrocuted at the first 
glance. He was about to step out of the door and stopped momentarily. 


But the man didn't stop and kept walking toward the door, as if Wang Shixin's body didn't exist in his 
eyes. 


Wang Shixin scrambled to avoid him. One shoulder was about to touch the other, but it did not. 


Wang Shixin, who was about to collide with the other man, stumbled slightly because he missed. He 
could not see the man's evasive movements at all, only that he walked straight into the entrance of the 
"Hall of Seeing Nature". 


In that moment of passing, Wang Shixin felt that the person passing by was not a human being, but a 
cat. 


Wang Shixin was attracted and turned around. Now he could only see the man's back. His body, dressed 
in pure white robes, appeared slender, but not very tall. His long, dark, straight hair was not tied up ina 
bun, but simply hung behind his back with a black cloth belt. There is a long sword slung across his back, 
with a ring at the end of the handle and a "swastika"-shaped guard, and the handle and scabbard were 
encrusted with silver engraved with cloud patterns, in a very elegant and simple style. Look closely at 
the scabbard is not straight, but with a slight curve, seems to be like a knife. 


Wang Shixin glanced at the people in the "Jianxing Pavilion". Everyone was looking at this visitor in 
white, and they all looked exactly like Wang Shixin. The air in the hall seemed to be frozen. 


No one can ignore this person's existence. 
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Wang Shixin, who was about to leave, decided not to leave now. 


——Although he still doesn't know what this man is going to do. 


A young Taoist priest from the Huashan Sect, holding white and red strips of cloth in each hand, walked 
up to the man and gave him a choice. But the man didn't even look at it. 


Chen Taikui held the wooden sword tightly. He had a bold and aggressive temperament, and he was 
never nervous even if he was fighting swords with his senior brothers or elders who were much stronger 
than him on the mountain. Now he felt something strange in his heart. 


"What are you here for?" Chen Taikui shouted: "Come to take the exam? Or to ask for advice?" 


His voice was still stern. But unlike the strong shout just now, now it was faintly like a rebellious roar 
that was forced by someone. 


The man did not answer. His facial features are very handsome, his eyes are long, and his slightly thin 
lips are pursed. His skin color is fair, but it is not unhealthy, rather it gives people the wrong impression 
that it is glowing. 


Everyone was staring at this face, which made people feel a bit ashamed of themselves. 


Then he spoke. 


"The Huashan Sect's 'Zhen Yue Palace’ is on the west peak, right?" he said. "His voice was clear and his 
rhythm was unhurried: "Is it up this way? " 


Chen Taikui grinned. At least he knew where the other party was coming from. 


"You're wrong. "Chen Taikui vibrated the wooden sword in his hand, "It's not ‘from’ here. It's 'through' 
this place. " he said heavily, word by word. 
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The man looked around in the Hall of Wisdom and saw the rows of wooden swords hanging on the wall, 
and the group of young men waiting for their turn to compete. He raised his eyebrows slightly and made 
a blank expression, as if he hadn't realized what the purpose of this "Hall of Wisdom" was until now. 


"Don't waste your time. " the man said in a casual manner. "Just take me up. " 


That phrase "don't waste time" was exactly the same as what Chen Taikui had just said to Wang Shixin. 
Chen Taikui felt ridiculed. 


He extended his sword and pointed it straight at the man. 


"If you can get past me, | will naturally take you up. " 


Behind him sat Luo Taiqi, who had long since lost his usual casual smile, his eyes flashed out a powerful 
light, staring at this uninvited guest. 


--Definitely not an ordinary person... 


But so what? Luo Taiqi thought to himself. The entire Huashan Sword Sect isn't an ordinary person 
either. 


"Just pick it up. " said Chen Taikui. A small Taoist priest was handing the wooden sword to the man. 


The man did not even look at the hilt of the sword, but just stretched out a left hand and gently posed it 
in the shape of a sealing palm. 


The meaning is very clear. 


Unarmed against the Huashan Sword. 
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Even if it was just a wooden sword, it was still the behavior of a madman. 


"Unfortunately, there have been three deaths in the past in this 'Seen Nature Pavilion'," Chen Taikui's 
eyes were filled with murderous intent. "You are the fourth. Leave your name so that you know where 
to take the body. " 


"Remember this day well. The man didn't answer him, he just said, "Fighting me is the greatest honor of 


your life. 


Chen Taikui's eyes tightened and his will to fight shot out. 


However, he shouted twice before he struck his sword - it was the first time for him to use shouting to 
energize himself before attacking. 


That scream came from the dantian, catalyzing Chen Taikui's body's internal qi. The Huashan School 
practiced both internal alchemy and swordsmanship, emphasizing the "use of qi to control the sword", 
which is the essence of the Huashan Sword Dao. 


As soon as Chen Taikui drew his sword, he used his most proud "Yuanheng Sword Technique", the 
"Wandering Dragon Strikes the Waves". The wrist holding the sword was raised and raised again and 
again, and the leather-covered wooden sword tip was lifted from It rose from low in the abdomen and 
shot straight into the heart of the man. 


The result was: no one saw how the tip of the sword missed, but only saw that the man somehow 
snatched into the close distance, and the left hand gently held the bottom of the wrist of Chen Taikui's 
hand holding the sword. As if by magic, Chen Taikui's right arm was led by the palm of the hand under 
the joint bending, the tip of the sword reversed, already against Chen Taikui's own throat. At first 
glance, it looks like he is holding the sword to kill himself. 


Chen Taikui panicked struggle, want to swing out the wooden sword, but the man is a step ahead of the 
left foot inward kick, the inside of the foot swept behind Chen Taikui's right knee, Chen Taikui joints 
flaccid, the whole body forward to kneel down. 
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When Chen Taikui knelt down, his upper body was still in the posture of returning the sword to stab 
himself. The handle of the wooden sword hit the wooden floor, and the tip of the sword was pressed 
against his throat. Chen Taikui let out a hoarse cry like a choke. 


At the same time, the man's left hand made a half-arc upward in the air, and slapped Chen Taikui on the 
back of the head. 


Terrible sound. 


The wooden sword broke under the pressure between Chen Taikui's throat and the floor. 


Chen Taikui, body slowly fell to the side, until death still maintains that curled up kneeling posture. 


Luo Taiqi, who was sitting at the end, had eyes that were about to burst. 


"This is not a contest! " he glared at the man in grief and anger. 


The man did not look at him, but looked down at the body of Chen Taikui. 


"He was the one who said he wanted to kill. Still in a nice voice, the man said, "Since what he wants is a 
life-and-death duel, | accept it." 


Luo Taiqi knew that what he should do at this moment was to immediately lift his wooden sword and 
stand up. 


But he couldn't do it. 


Chen Taikui was one of the highest ranking "Taoist disciples" of the Huashan School. Although only one 
year old, he was undoubtedly one of the elite of the sect. 
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But he died at the palm of his opponent's hand. 


Luo Taiqi overflowed with horror. He did not even dare to reach out and touch the wooden sword on 
the ground beside him. 


The contempt he had for Wang Shixin not long ago was now being applied to himself. 


"| told you before, don't waste your time. "The man looked at Luo Taiqi. "Lead the way. " 


"It was only now that the rest of the people in the Seen Nature Pavilion called out in a chorus. The three 
young Taoist priests who were in charge of chores in the hall were the first to grab the door, and a few 
of those who had been waiting for the exam ran out as well. The others stared at the man in 
amazement. 


A presence beyond the limits of their imagination. 


The man looked back at Wang Shixin and the others. There was no emotion in his gaze, nor was there 
murderous intent. But as soon as their eyes made contact, they felt both danger and curiosity. 


--like primitive man, seeing fire for the first time. 


"If you have nothing else to do, come along. "| am going up to Mount Hua to bear witness to some 
unrelated people," said the man, lightly. "He seemed to think for a moment, and then said, as if to 
himself, "But it doesn't really matter if | don't have any. " 


Wang Shixin was the first to nod his head. 


His heart, which had cooled down not long ago, seemed to be on fire, and he felt his blood boiling all 
over his body. He was determined to go with him to see it even if he had to die. 


446 


The others felt the same way as Wang Shixin: they had a sneaking feeling that if they turned down this 
opportunity now, they would miss an experience that no one else would ever have in their lives. One by 
one, they were nervous and excited. 


The man who could set everyone around him on fire - that's the kind of energy this man has. 


Luo Taiqi finally stood up. He suddenly remembered the rumors of the martial arts in recent years - 
although long in the mountains, Huashan Sect still know these sensational news... 


His eyes fell on the man's white robe. 


On the left lapel, there was a pattern embroidered with black silk thread. A circular pattern, with black 
and white intersecting with yin and yang. 


This pattern, in the mountain cultivation Luo Taiqi, will see every day. 


But never as shocking as when | saw it at this moment. 


Taiji double fish picture. 
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The Great Dao Zhenjian Sword Hall Lecture - 13 


A list of the "Nine Great Sects" of the martial arts world (center): 


Huashan Sect 


The sect was founded by Hao Datong, a disciple of Wang Chongyang, the founder of Quanzhen Taoism 
and one of the "Seven North True Taoists" and "Guangningzi", who entered the mountains during the 
Jin Dynasty. It has a history of more than 300 years. Taoist swordsmanship was taught at the beginning 
of the sect. After dozens of generations of inheritance and research, a total of forty-eight sets of 
Huashan swordsmanship and sword formations were created. He is the oldest and most knowledgeable 
swordsman in the world. Therefore, he is known as the "Sword Sect" in the martial arts world. A famous 
martial arts proverb says: "Boxing comes from Shaolin, sword belongs to Huashan", which proves its 
unrivaled status. 


Huashan has studied swordsmanship intensively, and naturally has a wide variety of swordsmanship, 
ranging from light and swift to fierce and powerful swordsmanship; but when he reaches an advanced 
level, he specializes in "using Qi to control the sword" and uses Taoist inner elixirs to nourish Qi. This 
skill is combined with fencing techniques and uses breathing to stimulate the strength and speed of the 
sword. Therefore, when he makes a move, the sword edge often does not reach it, and the energy 
generated by it has already seized the momentum, which is the highest state of "qi and sword as one". 


All Huashan disciples are monks of Quanzhen Taoism, and usually do not leave the mountain for life 
after entering the sect. 


Famous martial arts skills: Flying Immortal Nine Positions, Dahui Sword, Yuanheng Sword Technique. 


Qingcheng Sect 


When the Eastern Han Taoist Zhang Ling (the first Zhang Tian Shi) entered Mount Qingcheng in Sichuan 
Province to practice Taoism, he already left behind legends of his "Female and Male Dragon and Tiger 
Swords" and "Demon Subduing Techniques", which show that the Qingcheng School of Taoism has a 
long history of martial arts. The current Qingcheng School has a long history of more than 300 years, 
with successive generations of masters. 
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After many years of refining martial arts, the Qingcheng School gradually focused on the study of 
swordsmanship, while boxing and other techniques fell into the background. Therefore, some people 
directly called the Qingcheng School the "Qingcheng Sword School". The beginning of Qingcheng 
swordsmanship emphasizes speed and accuracy, using attacks to stop attacks and interceptions. After 
reaching the master's level, he pursues the pursuit of shocking the opponent with unrivaled sword 
power, and his techniques return to their original nature without complicated changes. Qingcheng 
sword is unique in Sichuan Province, so it is known as "unparalleled in Bashu". 


Famous martial arts: male and female dragon and tiger swords, water and cloud swords, wind and fire 
swords 


Kongtong Sect 


The sect was founded in Kongtong Mountain, Pingliang, Gansu Province, and its origins are very far 
away. The ancient Qin and Han Dynasty dictionary "Erya" has a record of "Kong Tong Ren Wu". Today's 
Kongtong sect of martial arts was formed by the fusion of martial arts from Confucianism, Buddhism, 
and Taoism who practiced in the mountains over the past dynasties. They also studied the methods of 
foreign martial arts in the Western Regions. It was mastered by the founder Feiyunzi more than 160 
years ago. , founded the sect. 


Kongdong martial arts are known for their complexity and variety, with swords, guns, swords, sticks, 
fists and legs practiced, as well as a large number of cold and strange weapons, such as hooks, shovels, 
whips, thorns, iron fans, flying claws, wind and fire wheels, and judge pens all included. Its purpose is to 
practice to the hand at any time to take an object can be a weapon to hurt people; a single weapon can 
be used to play a different kind of fighting; equipment and boxing can be exchanged or mixed use, to 
mix the changes in the flower method to confuse the enemy, mysterious and unpredictable. 


Famous martial arts skills: The Eight Great Absolutes 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 27 Chapter 4: Discussing Sword on Mount 
Hua 


"Qi and Sword as One". 


This gold lacquer plaque hanging high on the front beam of the "Purple Qi Dong Lai Hall", each character 
is equivalent to the height of a person's waist. The plaque was even bigger than the burnt down "Ba Shu 
Unmatched" plaque of the Qingcheng Sword Sect. 


--certainly. When talking about swords in the world, Huashan Mountain is the most respected. 


The main headquarters of the Huashan Sect is the "Zhen Yue Palace" located under the east slope of the 
Huashan Mountain West Peak. In front of the main hall of the palace, there is a jade well with verdant 
water. Since the Tang Dynasty, there have been all kinds of miraculous legends, and a "Jade Well House" 
was built, which was originally a famous attraction for tourists and monks. Later, the Huashan Sect 
chose this blessed land and built a palace behind the building to serve as the main altar for their 
practice, which was closed to outsiders. 


The Taoists of the Huashan Sect practiced both Quanzhen internal alchemy and martial arts with 
swords. The most magnificent building in the "Zhen Yue Palace" is naturally the "Hua Temple" at the 
front, which enshrines the statue of "Xi Yue Da Di", a statue so imposing that it is comparable to that of 
the "Yu Zhen Palace" of the Wudang Sect. 


However, the main hall of Huashan martial arts is the "Hall of Purple Breath Coming from the East" 
located at the east end of the palace, which is the place where the masters of Huashan Sword Sect 
conduct their business, and is also the place where Huashan's most elite "disciples of the Taoist 
tradition" practice their sword skills. 


Like the "Hall of Guiyuan" of the Qingcheng Sect, one of the walls of the "Hall of Purple Breath and East- 
coming" is lined with many wooden nameplates of leaders and senior disciples, more than twice as 
many as in the Qingcheng Sect. -The Huashan Sect is full of talents, and there are 44 people who have 
become "Taoist disciples" in the current generation. 
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Among the 44 name tags, the ten at the top of the list are clearly separated from the 34 below them. 
These ten disciples with the highest seniority and cultivation are collectively known as the "Huashan Ten 
Venerable Ones", and have the qualification of acting as teachers, and are the future successors of the 
Huashan Sect. 


At this moment, in the "Purple Breath East Hall", as one of the "Ten Masters", Yang Tai-Lan, on the stone 
floor paved with eight trigrams, pacing around uneasily. 


Like all Huashan disciples, Yang Tai Lan already wore a sword on his waist. 


The three little Taoist priests who escaped from the "Hall of Seeing Nature" had long ago run back to the 
"Zhen Yue Palace" to report the news. At this moment, from the main door of the "Purple Breath 
Eastward Hall", all the way to the main door of the "Zhen Yue Palace", there are Huashan disciples with 
swords on guard every less than ten paces. The atmosphere was so heavy that it had not been seen in 
the past three hundred years of the Huashan Sect. 


Yang Tai Lan, dressed in Taoist robes, was under forty years old, with long arms and a quick gait. In 
terms of martial arts, he was definitely within the top five disciples of his generation, but he often failed 
because he was too impatient. 


"Don't walk around. " said Zhang Tailang, also one of the Ten Masters, with a frown. He was just sitting 
in his chair, placing his longsword across his knees and legs, not looking too worried. On his left side, the 
chief of the "Ten Commanders", the current senior disciple of the Huashan Sect, Sima Taiyuan, was 
resting on his seat with his eyes closed and his hands knotted into seals in his dantian, seemingly in 
meditation. 


"The matter of Wudang Sect seems to be true..." Yang Tai Lan did not pace any more, but still pinched 
his knuckles with his hands. 


"But..." said Song Taiyu, one of the younger Ten Wizards, "I only heard about their visit to Qingcheng 
and Emei not so long ago. Why did they come here so soon? " 


Song Taiyou's words caused the disciples in the hall to talk to each other. 


451 


Senior Brother Sima Taiyuan didn't open his eyes, but said, "We'll find out what's going onina little 
while. Why are you in such a rush? " 


His voice was not particularly loud, but it caused all the disciples to clam up. Sima Taiyuan's steady face 
and his low, mellow voice all hinted at the demeanor of the next generation of Huashan's leaders. 


"We are the Huashan Sect. " Sima Taiyuan added. "There is no enemy we cannot handle. But don't lose 
heart. The heart is the rudder of the qi, and the qi is the reins of the sword. If the heart is confused, the 
sword will be confused. " 


This is the basic principle of Huashan Swordsmanship. All the disciples were a bit ashamed to hear this. 


At that moment, several people entered the hall from the back room. Sima Taiyuan and other disciples 
immediately stood up and saluted. 


Naturally, those who entered were those whose name tags on the wall were higher than the "Ten 
Masters of Mount Hua". 


The first to appear are the four "Zongzhi" uncles: Huang Zongxuan, Zhao Zongshen, and the brothers 
Cheng Zongzhi and Cheng Zongxin, who are the "Four Refiners" of Huashan nowadays. The name 
"refining master" is second only to the headmaster, originally a Taoist title, but in the Huashan Sword 
Sect, it is equivalent to a teacher and protector - a status similar to that of the deputy headmaster of the 
Wudang Sect. 


Then there are the two remaining "Xiangzhi" elders of the Huashan School, Jin Xiangren and Li 
Xiangsheng. Both of them are in their seventies and their sword skills are not as good as they used to be, 
but in terms of seniority, they are the great uncles of their disciples, so they are naturally highly 
respected. 


Like the disciples and grandchildren below them, they carried long swords in their hands. If there is a 
foreign enemy, they have to join in the fight - they are Huashan swordsmen for one day and remain so 
until the moment they swallow their breath. 
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The last one to enter the hall is naturally Liu Zongwu, the current head of the Huashan Sword Sect. 


Liu Zongwu's body, dressed in a dark purple robe, wearing a square scarf, with a long beard, is very 
elegant and unassuming. However, there is a horizontal scar across the bridge of the nose, and he had a 
more powerful aura like an eagle and wolf than an ordinary Taoist priest who practiced alchemy. 


Liu Zongwu, known as "Yingwu Zi", nicknamed " Nine Appearances of the Divine Sword" in the martial 
arts world, is the direct disciple of the last Huashan master, Xiao Yu Zhenren1. His status and martial arts 
inheritance are extremely orthodox. 


"Note 1: In the Huashan Sect, only the head of the sect is posthumously honored with the title of "True 
Man" after his death. 


Liu Zongwu was closely followed by a young Taoist priest, who was holding the Huashan Sect Master's 
special sword, the "Yuke Sword", in both hands. The sword's chased silver guard and handle were in the 
shape of a flying crane, and the hilt's wood was a deep black color, making it an extraordinary object of 
great age. 


Liu Zongwu walked to the front seat of the "Purple Breath Hall" and waited for his two uncles to take 
their seats before sitting down himself. His four "refiner" brothers also sat down one by one. Inside the 
hall, the "Ten Masters" and other "disciples of the Way" were still standing. 


Liu Zongwu looked impatient and urged his disciples to report quickly. 


"Report to all the teachers." Zhang Tailang bowed his head and said: "This disciple has repeatedly asked 
the junior brother who is going to report... There is indeed only one person on the other side." 


"Is it Wudang?" Huang Zongxuan, the uncle next to him, asked anxiously. 


"This... is not certain. The other party did not give his name." 
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"One person? " Liu Zongwu said with a bit of anger. "Just for the sake of one person, the entire Huashan 
disciples have to be on such unprecedented alert? " 


"But, Sect Leader..." said Yang Tai Lan as he stepped forward, "Chen Tai Kui is already dead. " 


Liu Zongwu then made a "that's right" expression. 


His younger brother, Zhao Zongchen, sighed slightly and shook his head, thinking: this senior brother, his 
martial arts skills are indeed very high, but his cultivation is poor, and he doesn't know how to 
emphasize the importance of things, so when his master chose to appoint this master, he may have 
chosen wrongly... 


"Then where is he? "Liu Zongwu asked sternly. 


"They seem to be coming up the mountain..." reported Zhang Telang. 


"It seems to be coming up the mountain..." Zhang Tailang reported. 


At this moment, a person rushed in from the opened door of "Ziqi Donglai Hall". 


It was Luo Taiqi who was in charge of supervising the "Jianxing Pavilion" under the mountain. His burly 
body was soaked with sweat as he stumbled in. 


Everyone in the hall stared at him. But Luo Taiqi was panting and speechless for a moment. 


There is no need to say. 


The person he brought up the mountain, appeared immediately. 
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The figure in the fluttering white robe walked slowly and step by step to the center of the Bagua map on 
the ground. Behind his back, he was still carrying the curved sword with the swastika guard - he was the 
first person in the more than 300 years since the founding of the Huashan Sect to bring a sword to the 
mountain without authorization. 


He was followed by Wang Shixin and other 14 young people, all of whom looked fearfully and looked 
around in panic at the Huashan masters wearing real swords in the lobby. Even if they didn't have any 
martial arts skills, they could clearly feel the murderous aura in the hall. 


These young people, who originally wanted the opportunity to study under the Huashan Sect's walls, 
had dreamed for many years of being able to set foot in this "Hall of the Purple Breath of the East", and 
now it had suddenly come true. 


--But | never imagined it would be in such a way. 


A few Huashan disciples who had been guarding the door of the "Purple Breath East Hall" entered with 
the guests and stood on guard behind them. Outside the main entrance was also filled with over a 
hundred disciples guarding the "Zhen Yue Palace". Each of them was nervously holding the hilt of their 
swords at their waist. All they were waiting for was an order. 


The white-robed man was in the midst of a killing formation surrounded by enemies, but his face was 
calm and relaxed, as if he was just a visitor to the Taoist Temple. He glanced up at the plaque that read 
"Qi Jian Yi Yi" and then looked directly at Liu Zongwu on the throne. 


The people of Mount Hua had no doubt when they saw the Taiji symbol on his chest. 


Huang Zongxuan looked at his face. He looks young, like he is in his late twenties and a half, but he has a 
leisurely demeanor that young people don't have. His real age is definitely older than he looks, but | 
guess he is only in his early thirties, even younger than many of the Huashan School's "Taoist Disciples" 
here. 


Everyone in the martial arts world knows that since Master Zhang Sanfeng, only one person in the entire 
Wudang School is qualified to wear a pure white robe, symbolizing the realm of "Wuji". 
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This, coupled with his age, confirms the man's identity. 


"Yao Lianzhou, the head of the Wudang Sect, has come to Mount Hua today to discuss the sword and to 
test to the Way with all of you. " 


When he said that, he did not bow his hand to salute, not even slightly bowed his head, his face was 
calm, as if it was just a light and normal conversation. 


--But everyone in the audience knew what this "discussing swords to test the Way" meant. 


The Huashan swordsmen looked at Yao Lianzhou and then at the young men behind him. Indeed, none 
of them were carrying weapons, and judging from their clothes and expressions, they didn't seem to be 
Wudang disciples, really do not understand what they followed. The swordsmen also ignored the 
meeting, and their eyes were all on Yao Lianzhou alone. 


The fact that someone from a foreign sect dared to come up to the main palace of the Huashan Sect 
alone to challenge them - and that they actually managed to get in here - is something that the Huashan 
Sect members have never imagined in their lives. This person is the absolute number one in the Wudang 
Sect, which has become so famous and ambitious in recent years. The Huashan disciples looked at Yao 
Lianzhou with disbelief. 


Only Liu Zongwu was not shaken by the words "Wudang Headmaster" and only laughed coldly. 


"Sword discussion? Hey, hey, you came to my door and killed my disciple, but you didn't even send mea 
letter of challenge first. Wudang headmaster, does not even know the simplest rules of the martial arts, 
like a wild dog that likes to bite people, really laughable. " 


Yao Lianzhou had previously explained the reason for killing Chen Taikui to Luo Taiqi at the "Jianxing 
Pavilion", but now he was too lazy to repeat it again. 


"Boring rules will not make people stronger, so there is no need. "Yao Lianzhou said indifferently. 
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Huang Zongxuan frowned: after all, Huashan and Wudang were two famous sects, how could the two 
masters have such a conversation? Liu Zongwu spoke in a way that was not even remotely like that of a 
high priest. 


He then spoke on behalf of his elder brother, "Master Yao, although your school has returned to 
secularism, your school and my Huashan school are both from Quanzhen Tao, so it can be said that the 
origin is very deep, why do you want to hurt the peace? Master Yao killed and injured the disciples of 
our sect. Is there any misunderstanding? If you can explain this, we can avoid unnecessary disputes 
between the two schools. " 


Huang Zongxuan's words were clearly meant to give Yao Lianzhou a way out. All Huashan disciples heard 
this and felt indignant in their hearts, but Master Huang was the head of the "Four Refined Masters" and 
his words carried a lot of weight, so they did not dare to disagree. 


"There is no misunderstanding. "Yao Linzhou, however, didn't appreciate it. "If he wanted to kill me, | 
would have killed him. Isn't that what sword practitioners are supposed to do? " 


With these words, the "Purple Breath Eastward Hall" was filled with menace. Huang Zongxuan's face 
was even more embarrassed. 


"What a great phrase, 'If he wanted to kill me, so | killed him,'" Liu Zongwu laughed, his eyes filled with 
anger. "You are also bold enough to come up to my 'Zhen Yue Palace' alone! Have you ever thought that 
if | give the order, hundreds of disciples will draw their swords against you, and you will die for sure? " 


"Of course | have thought about it. But whether you can die or not, you won't know until you try. "Yao 
Lianzhou's bright eyes were like frost. "If you Huashan Sect likes it, it doesn't matter. " 


This is the most disturbing thing about Yao Lianzhou: his appearance and figure are obviously so 
handsome and elegant, but at any time, he can make people feel like a sword without a sheath. 


He looked around at the people in the "Purple Breath Eastward Hall" and said slowly: "I have traveled a 
long way to come here, not to listen to these boring words. | said that | want to ‘discuss swords to prove 
the Way', and what | want to prove is my own Way." He gestured to to Wang Shixin and other young 


people behind him. That's why | brought these people here to testify. 
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The whole room fell silent. 


"Your Way? " Liu Zongwu cut his teeth. 


"Fist comes from Shaolin, sword belongs to Huashan’, this saying will be changed from today on. " 


"Cheng Zongzhi, one of the "refining masters", sneered: "Do you want to change it to ‘Sword belongs to 
Wudang'? " 


"Wrong. " Yao Lianzhou shook his head. "Fist and sword will be revered in Wudang from now on. 
However, | just came to you Huashan Sect first. " 


He stretched out a finger and pointed it to his head. 


"What | want to prove is that the Wudang Sect is invincible in the world." 


"Master Sifu. "A man immediately stepped out from among the Huashan disciples. It was Sima Taiyuan, 
the chief disciple of the Ten Masters. "Please allow me to ‘discuss sword' with Master Yao. " 


Just now, when Sima Taiyuan was sitting, it was not obvious that he was huge. Now that he was 
standing, he appeared to be more than a head taller than all the disciples, and his chest and shoulders 
were broad, his waist was as strong as a bear, and his palms were as wide as fans. The sword in his hand 
is also much longer than other standard Huashan swords. It is four feet seven inches long with the 
handle, and just looking at the scabbard, you can tell that the blade is also exceptionally wide. 


The 42-year-old Sima Taiyuan has been personally taught by Master Liu Zongwu for more than fifteen 
years, and his martial arts skills are the best among his peers, and he is the longest-successful champion 
in the annual "Great School of Swordplay "2 of Huashan's disciples. What's even more rare is that he is 
also successful in learning Taoism, and his temperament and handling of affairs are much more stable 
than his master's. It has long been determined that he will take over the position of leader within ten 
years. 
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"Note 2: Huashan Sect organizes "Sword School" competitions every year in four seasons to assess the 
strength and progress of the disciples. Among them, the "Summer School" is the largest, also known as 
the "Great School of Sword". 


The leaders of Huashan have long heard that He Zisheng, the leader of the Qingcheng Sect, who was 
famous for his swordsmanship, was defeated by the sword of Ye Chenyuan, the deputy leader of 
Wudang. The person in front of him was the leader of Wudang himself, and he should not be treated 
lightly. Sending a second-level disciple to appear is just a useless sacrifice. It would be better to send the 
strongest one from the beginning. 


Liu Zongwu and his four junior brothers looked at each other, and then turned back to the two senior 
brothers with their eyes to ask for instructions. The old swordsmen Jin Xiangren and Li Xiangsheng, who 
were sitting beside him and had not said anything until now, nodded their heads for the first time at this 
moment. 


"Tai Yuan, let Sect Master Yao see why people in the martial arts world say that 'the sword belongs to 
Huashan'," Liu Zongwu waved his hand and ordered. 


Sima Taiyuan nodded and stepped out, bowing to the Sect Master, the two Great Uncles and the four 
Uncles before facing Yao Lianzhou. 


Although Sima Taiyuan was even older than Yao Lianzhou, there was a difference in status. However, 
when he looked directly at Yao Lin Zhou, his face did not show a trace of agitation or nervousness, and 
he was not overwhelmed by the name of "Wudang Headmaster", so he did have the style of a cultivator 
who holds the principle of unity and is fearless. All the disciples saw this and applauded in their hearts. 


The Huashan School is the Quanzhen Tao, an internal alchemy school, which does not advocate 
talismans and does not rely on external elixirs, but uses the human body as a cauldron to refine the 
body's essence, qi, and spirit, and to transcend life and death. This inner elixir technique, combined with 
the "meaning" of martial arts, created the unique Huashan Sword Path. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at Sima Taiyuan's stout figure; the large sword that ordinary people need to use 
both hands to move; that extraordinary bearing... 
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Yao Lianzhou smiled for the first time since he set foot on Mount Hua until now. 


--That smile is very similar to the one that Jing Li often reveals. 


Sima Taiyuan slowly drew his sword, revealing one by one the seven stars embedded in the broad blade. 
After drawing the sword, he gently threw the scabbard to the side. His younger brother, Zhang Tailang, 
caught it in his hand. 


Luo Taiqi, who was huddled in a corner, was the only Huashan disciple in the hall who had seen Yao 
Lianzhou take action, but he had never seen him use a sword - he had just witnessed Yao Lianzhou 
instantly kill Chen Taikui with "Tai Chi", and he still had lingering fears. 


——ls he still going to use his bare hands this time? ... 


Luo Taiqi looked at Yao Lianzhou in fear, and saw that Yao Lianzhou seemed to be really thinking about 
it. Then he extended his left hand. 


But it was not towards Sima Taiyuan. Instead, it was towards Wang Shixin's men at the back. 


"Watch carefully. "Yao Lianzhou said without looking back, "What you see here today, you must tell 
everyone you know in the future. And your children and grandchildren. " 


Wang Shixin nodded his head vigorously. 


--Not everyone in the world is lucky enough to witness history with their own eyes. 


Then Yao Lianzhou drew his sword. 


Behind his back, the swastika-guarded ring-head curved sword, the hilt protruded diagonally over his 
left shoulder. Sima Taiyuan had been paying attention for a long time and had been wondering if Yao 
Lianzhou was left-handed. 
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However, Yao Lian Zhou was extending his right arm. 


His right arm reached out to the left and crossed in front of his face, holding the hilt above his left 
shoulder. 


--Drawing his sword with his back? 


Sima Taiyuan has raised his sword to prevent his opponent from drawing his sword from his shoulder 
and striking immediately. 


But Yao Lian Zhou did not immediately draw his sword. His right hand pushed the hilt of the sword from 
the upper left towards the lower left side of his body, over his contracted left shoulder. The scabbard 
instantly turned upside down, and the hilt became at his left waist. 


--This strange movement, swift and smooth, fully demonstrated how soft his body's sinews and joints 
were. 


Yao Lianzhou's left waist was filled with cold light. 


Unsheathed. 


Sima Taiyuan had been guarding against his opponent's sword path, which came from the left shoulder 
from top to bottom. But Yao Lianzhou's miraculous skill suddenly caused the sword path to come from 
the middle and bottom. Sima Taiyuan hurriedly changed his stance. 


But Yao Lianzhou drew his sword with amazing speed. 


The sword light shot up from bottom to top in an instant, reaching Sima Taiyuan's face. 
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At the same time as Sima Taiyuan raised his sword, his head and face also moved sideways to his left 
and rear—— 


The sound of metal hitting each other. 


A few broken eyebrows fluttered in the surging sword wind. 


——lf it weren’t for the sideways dodge, Sima Taiyuan would have lost one of his right eyes. 


Yao Lianzhou's curved sword continued to swing to his right side after this blow. It was only then that 
the Huashan experts watching saw that Yao Lianzhou's right hand was not gripping the hilt of the sword, 
but rather, he was only using his index and middle fingers to hold the iron ring on the head of the hilt! 


——With the power of two fingers, he pulled the entire sword out of the sheath, and used all the power 
of inertial acceleration to deliver this extremely fast sword-drawing strike! 


Sima Taiyuan's right eyebrow was almost scratched by the opponent's sword tip, and a piece of it was 
cut off, but the flesh was not injured, all because of his extraordinary reaction. Although he was almost 
blinded, his mind was not shaken at all, and his breathing was not disordered at all. 


--This is the most important thing. The use of qi to power sword strokes is the foundation of Huashan's 
martial arts. 


His lower abdomen tightens. A sign that the qi is penetrating. 


The big sword, which was more than four feet long, changed from a quick parry to a forward thrust, 
aiming directly at Yao Lianzhou's face. This is the "Wandering Dragon Strikes the Waves" of the 
"Yuanheng Sword Technique" - the same technique used by Chen Taikui, but the speed and sword 
power are far superior to his junior brother, and it is performed with such a huge long sword. There is a 
tearing sound in the air! 


Yao Lianzhou's face disappeared in front of the tip of the sword. 
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Yao Lianzhou had already calculated Sima Taiyuan's counterattack. He took a step forward with his right 
leg diagonally to the right. He quickly lowered his body. The top of his head was lower than Sima 

Taiyuan's belt. His legs were spread almost in a straight line. His body was like an arrow snatched to the 
left side of the Sima Taiyuan, it is precisely the "Wudang line of the sword," the bizarre serpentine step. 


At the same time Yao Lian Zhou shook his right wrist, the curved sword to wear in the handle of the iron 
ring of the two fingers as the axis of the flip, followed by five fingers grasp, into a backhanded grip on 
the sword, from the outside to the inside of the blade of the sword back cutting toward Sima Tai Yuan's 
left waist and abdomen! 


This backhand chopping method is another strange move that violates the general sword theory and is 
extremely difficult to defend against. However, Sima Taiyuan's eyes were clear, and he was able to catch 
the angle of the sword's slash. Normal stance or retreat is too late, he uses the "Swimming Dragon 
Strikes Waves" forward stabbing momentum, his body like a gyroscope turning half a circle sideways. 
The blade of the curved sword only cut through his waist robe. 


Sima Taiyuan did not simply dodge. He took advantage of this turn to counter-attack Yao Lian Zhou's 
body, his long sword made a half-circle, a "Black Snake Strikes the Wind", vertically from the bottom to 
the top, counter-attacking Yao Lian Zhou's back! 


This move shows that Sima Taiyuan is really a first-class expert: Yao Lianzhou is now in a low stance, an 
ordinary martial artist will see this and without thinking, he will be on the top, chopping down from the 
top; but Sima Taiyuan calculates that after the opponent is so low down, he will definitely pull himself 
up to resume his standing position, and when he rises up he will naturally use his sword to arch over the 
top to protect it; Sima Taiyuan uses this downward and upward movement of the sword to tease the 
opponent. The opponent, on the contrary, did not expect it, and then wanted to lower his sword to 
block, but it was already too late. 


--A true master's move is like a game of chess, and he has already calculated his opponent's next move 
into it. 


Yao Lian Zhou saw that as soon as he raised his body, he would put himself on the edge of this "Black 
Snake Wind" move. 
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Instead of rising, Yao Linzhou fell even lower. 


His body plunged to the ground, and he fell down - but in fact, when he fell very close to the ground, he 
only used his left palm to support the ground in front of his chest. Sima Taiyuan's originally very low 
ruffled sword actually swept over him. 


Yao Lianzhou used the strength of his left palm to support his whole body to rotate on the ground. The 
backhanded blade, riding on the force of the rotation, cut out again, the blade was only a few inches off 
the ground, following an angle and route that no one at Mount Hua had ever seen before, cutting across 
Sima Taiyuan's left ankle like a lawn mower! 


Szema Taiyuan's huge body was surprisingly dexterous. The "Black Snake Wind" move was already 
exhausted, and it was not possible for him to take a horse stance to dodge so quickly, but he hardened 
his feet and jumped up on the ground, and the sole of his foot just dodged the sword chop! 


Yao Lianzhou's body had not stopped spinning. He pressed his left palm against the stone floor and 
exerted force. He raised his head and feet, and kicked out with his left leg with the power of rotation. 
Sima Taiyuan could no longer dodge in mid-air. This moment The leg kicked hard on his left rib, sending 
the whole person flying backwards! 


Sima Taiyuan's back hit the ground and rolled twice before kneeling down. He exhaled a long breath, 
and it seemed that he was not in any serious trouble - the Huashan School's qigong was excellent, and 
he was still able to withstand Yao Lianzhou's kick. 


However, once he had knelt down, he realized that something was wrong, and a coolness was seeping 
from the sole of his left foot. At a glance, it turned out that Yao Lianzhou's backhand sword had cut 
through the soles of his shoes and socks, and now his bare feet were stuck on the cold stone ground. 


Yao Lianzhou had also stood up, and his right hand quickly changed to a forehand grip with the sword, 
hanging downward at an angle, without any stance. 


Only then did everyone see the shape of Yao Lianzhou's sword: it turned out that the long, narrow, 
slightly curved body was half sword and half saber, with the outer curved side completely open like a 
saber up to the tip of the sword, while the inner curved side was the thick back of the saber, which did 


not open up until six or seven inches in front of the tip, making it a double-edged tip no different from 
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the usual straight sword, so it could be said that the front part was a sword, and the back part was a 
saber. Only when Liu Zongwu and the others took a closer look did they realize why Yao Lianzhou's 
sword was so fierce in its chopping and slashing. It turned out that the blade and moves were integrated 
with the long sword. 


--Naturally, the Huashan Sect had never seen such a strange sword shape: Yao Lianzhou had created the 
style of this sword himself and had ordered the craftsmen of the Wudang Sect to craft it. Although he 
had also taught the secret of using the curved sword to some of his elite disciples, he was the only one 
who knew how to use it, and so it had never appeared in the martial arts world. Yao Lianzhou simply 
named this unique blade "Single Back Sword". 


Although Sima Taiyuan had lost a piece of his foot, his confidence had been boosted by the first round of 
the fight. Yao Lianzhou's sword moves were certainly strange and extremely fast, but the fact that all 
three of his sword strikes ended up just skimming Sima Taiyuan's skin proved that Sima Taiyuan was 
able to adapt to the speed of his sword. 


--There is definitely a chance to win this battle. 


Inside the hall, the Huashan "Taoist disciples" watched with blood boiling. They all knew that once this 
duel started, no matter what the result was, the war between Huashan Sect and Wudang Sect had 
already begun - even if they succeeded in killing Yao Lianzhou in the "Hall of Purple Breath Coming from 
the East" today, there would still be countless vicious fights with the entire Wudang Sect in the future. 
There will be countless fierce battles and vendettas; but if today, a next-generation disciple of the 
Huashan Sect can defeat the mighty Wudang leader, the impact on the morale and fighting spirit of the 
two sects will be immeasurable. 


--And now it seems that Sima Taiyuan really does have the strength to fight. 


Of course, Sima Taiyuan also knows how much expectation he is carrying for his school. However, this 
pressure did not affect his mind at all. He was completely focused on "how to win". 


He thought: the reason why he was caught in a passive position just now was because of Yao Lianzhou's 
sudden and weird sword-drawing and chopping technique, which stole the lead. 


The best way to regain the situation is to attack first. 
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--What's more, with the advantage of height and sword length, he should have been the leading 
attacker! 


Sima Taiyuan had secretly slipped back his grip on the sword and turned it into a grip on the very end of 
the hilt. Seeing this, his master, Liu Zongwu, knew which sword technique his disciple was going to use, 
and he secretly praised him in his heart. 


Wang Shixin and the dozen or so "witnesses" who were watching were all sweating profusely. Their 
martial arts skills were too mediocre. When masters of the same level as Yao Lianzhou and Sima Taiyuan 
fought against each other, their moves were so fast that they could not catch them with their eyes. 


--But the cold killing intent of the two swords cutting through the air could be felt on their skin from 
afar. 


Wang Shixin tried his best not to blink. He was afraid that if he blinked, he would miss something that he 
would never have the chance to see again in his life. 


Although he was not good at martial arts, he saw that Sima Taiyuan was gradually raising his long sword 
and expected that he was about to attack. 


Even Wang Shixin could see that, how could Yao Lianzhou not? However, looking at him, he seemed to 
have no intention of trying to take the lead from Sima Taiyuan, and his expression was as if he was 
saying, "It's your turn to attack this time. 


Sima Taiyuan had no intention to cover up either. His abdomen was tightening and bulging, and he 
inhaled fiercely. 


He started. His tall and sturdy body ran forward violently. In his mind's eye, he imagined that a huge 
rock had crumbled and rolled down from the Huashan cliffs. The whole body rides on that unreal and 
terrifying momentum and energy to attack. 


The four-foot-seven-inch sword was raised above my head and extended behind the back. 
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Exhale. 


Sima Taiyuan's right hand gripped the very end of the hilt, utilizing the entire weight and length of the 
sword, and acting like a whip, he swung the longsword out from his back, and chopped it head on 
towards Yao Lianzhou! 


--This is one of Sima Taiyuan's most proud of Huashan's sword technique, the "Great Returning Sword". 
This sword technique is originally a saber technique, and it is not from the Huashan School. It was 
acquired by Tongji Zhenren, the previous leader of the Huashan Sect, who had a good relationship with 
a famous figure in the Kongtong Sect and exchanged it for a set of Huashan Swordsmanship. Master 
Tongji first learned this sword technique just to commemorate this friendship, but later he became 
more and more aware of its power and integrated it with the Huashan School's mental skills and qigong 
to create this set of "Great Return of the Sword". Because of the ferocity of the attack, ordinary long 
swords could not withstand its force, so the Huashan School stipulated that the use of this sword should 
be accompanied by a special heavy iron sword. But Sima Taiyuan's sword is even heavier than the 
required heavy sword, so there is no problem in using it. 


Sima Taiyuan's move "Rock Breaking Chop", body, steps, hands, and mind were completely coordinated, 
and with his natural talent, along with the swallowing and exhaling of breath, the heavy and long rigid 
sword seemed to have really turned into a soft whip, and with the sound of cracking silk breaking 
through the air and chopping down, it was indeed worthy of the four big words on the top of his head, 
"Qi and Sword is One"! 


Yao Lianzhou's starry eyes saw the sword coming head-on, and the corner of his mouth curled up 
slightly. 


——This sword finally looks interesting. 


His body retreated two steps backward at a strange speed, and his neck, chest, and abdomen 
contracted in an unusually soft manner, and the tip of the long sword swept perpendicularly only two 
inches in front of his body. 


The "Rock Crushing Slash" fell short, and for the first time, a trace of doubt arose in Sima Taiyuan's 
mind, which was originally as still as water. 
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--How could it be so fast? ... 


This was the first time Yao Lianzhou only dodged without attacking. As the Huashan disciples watched, 
their hearts cried out in admiration. 


--But it was only once. 


Sima Taiyuan didn't wait for this "Rock Crushing Chop" to get exhausted, he turned his feet into a cross- 
step, turned to the right in a half circle, and then led his sword horizontally into a sideways backhand 
horizontal chop.... 


But that backhand chop was only halfway done, Sima Taiyuan felt a needle-like chill on his right elbow. 


He squinted and saw that Yao Lianzhou's "single-backed sword", the tip of the sword has indeed pointed 
straight at his elbow, just to block this horizontal chop. If Sima Taiyuan continued to slice through, 
before the long sword reached the enemy, his own elbow would be sent to the tip of the other party's 
sword first. 


--Yao Lian Zhou's technique is exactly the "Chasing Forms and Intercepting Pulse" from the "Wudang 
Formal Sword" that Ye Chen Yuan used against He Zi Sheng on that day. 


Sima Taiyuan's "Great Return of the Sword" was full of force in every move. It was originally difficult to 
withdraw the move halfway; but he was born with extraordinary arm strength and forcefully pulled back 
the horizontal slash. His stance changed again, this time to the left. Turning around, he made a forehand 
chop in the opposite direction, trying to cut Yao Lianzhou's left shoulder. 


Yao Lianzhou again used the "chasing form and intercepting pulse", this time pointing at Sima Taiyuan's 
right wrist pulse. Szema Taiyuan was forced to retract his stance again, but was unable to return the 
blow. 


Sima Taiyuan himself knows that this set of "Great Returning Sword" is strong in both energy and speed, 
and the only weakness is the slightly large amount of energy stored before each strike. Yao Lianzhou this 
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interception technique, is precisely its nemesis, this set of "Great Return Sword" has been completely 
broken, it is pointless to continue. 


His sword path suddenly change, from big cut big chop, to using the elasticity of the wrist to strike with 
the tip of the sword. This is another set of swordsmanship with a very different style in Huashan, the 
"Starling Sword". The attack method only uses the front three inches of the sword blade. It is light and 
dense, and it attacks in a series. Although it is not strong, it is very difficult to defend. 


However, every time he punched, Yao Lian Zhou's "Wudang Shaped Sword" was still able to obtain the 
best angle and accurately intercepted and stabbed Sima Tai Yuan's wrist vein or the fingers holding the 
sword, forcing the long sword away. 


Sima Taiyuan knew that he could not succeed, and changed his sword position again. This time, he used 
the "Hua Shan Flower Sword", mixed with a lot of false moves and feints, and also used a lot of chaotic 
rhythms to try to make Yao Lian Zhou make a mistake. 


But Yao Lianzhou's eyes were as bright as a hawk's, and he seemed to have a very accurate premonition, 
completely ignoring those false moves. As soon as Sima Taiyuan launched his real attack, the "Chasing 
Forms and Intercepting Veins" was activated, and the "Flower Sword" was also broken to pieces. 


Sima Taiyuan became anxious. His heart began to be confused. He changed nine types of Huashan 
swordsmanship in succession: the "Moon Condensation Sword Technique" with its rounded sword path; 
the "Flying Bird Through Forest Sword" with its walking and jumping; and the "Sealing Door Sword", 
which specializes in attacking the enemy's lower abdomen. ... Each set of style tactics is very different - 
Huashan's swordsmanship is so rich and varied that it is no wonder that it has won the title of "Sword 
Sect" since ancient times. 


But no matter how varied his swordsmanship was, in Yao Lianzhou's eyes, it was all reduced to simple 
routes, angles and timing. And then it was followed by an accurate "Pulse Intercept". It was like being 
able to read Sima Taiyuan's mind. 


The two of them had already exchanged 40 to 50 strokes, but the two swords did not touch each other 
once, as if they were dancing face to face in the air. But in the eyes of the Huashan swordsmen, they can 
see: 
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Huashan chief disciple, is being toyed with. 


Sima Taiyuan gradually felt a chill in his heart. With his first body against the enemy, he felt that Yao 
Lianzhou's hands and mind reaction, is getting faster and faster, Sima Taiyuan many times can not even 
half out of the move, just a shoulder movement, Yao Lianzhou's interception has already come. 


--how fast is he...... in the end? ... 


--...IS this the legendary "Sword of Yao Xuan", which is beyond the " Hao" and "Hu"? " 


Sima Taiyuan recalled the three swords that crossed his skin at the beginning of the fight. 


--It wasn't even that | dodged fast enough. It was because his sword deliberately did not use full speed! 


Before Yao Lianzhou could defeat Sima Taiyuan's sword, he had already broken his will. 


Yao Lianzhou did deliberately slow down the speed of his sword from the beginning, in order to allow 
Sima Taiyuan to use the Huashan sword techniques one by one, and then break them one by one - on 
the surface, he only used the method of intercepting the first opportunity to take advantage of Sima 
Taiyuan. Every move was in vain, but all the Huashan masters present could see that if Yao Lianzhou 
increased his speed, Sima Taiyuan would have been hit by countless times with the sword in the arm! 


Seeing this school's senior disciple use eleven sets of the highest level of Huashan swordsmanship, all 
easily defeated by a single set of "Wudang form sword", the Huashan masters on the scene all feel 
unprecedented shock. 


At this moment, the smile at the corner of Yao Lianzhou's mouth disappeared. 


--He has seen enough. 
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The "Single Backed Sword" suddenly changed. Instead of using the "Wudang Form Sword", it used the 
blunt back of the middle part of the sword to overlap Sima Taiyuan's Seven Star Long Sword. 


Sima Taiyuan exhaled and tried to bounce the "single back sword" away. But once he exhaled his sword, 
the force was absorbed by the "single-backed sword" and led, and the seven-star long sword, which was 
much thicker and heavier, was compressed by a force of gravity and involuntarily slammed on the 
ground. The blade of the sword hacked through the taiji sign surrounded by eight trigrams in the center 
of the floor of the stone masonry, and black and white debris flew. 


The two swords stood still. The "single backed sword" still suppressed the seven star long sword 
underneath. 


Yao Lianzhou said as if sighing, "If at the end, | didn't let you see the Tai Chi Sword, it seemed unfair, 
didn't it? " 


Sima Taiyuan fearfully and hastily exerted his force, wanting to remove the 'single back sword' that was 
pressing on top and pull back the Seven Star Long Sword. 


However, at the moment when he sent out this challenge, Sima Taiyuan felt that his power was like 
entering the void, and the other party's sword was as light as nothing. 


Yao Lianzhou's "Single Back Sword" had subtly and skillfully guided Sima Taiyuan's power, turning the 
upward thrust into a sideways arc. The "Single Back Sword" was like sticking to the long sword, not 
dropping it and not topping it, leading it to keep circling between the two of them. 


"Tai Chi Sword":The method of "transforming energy"! 


--In order for a practitioner of Taijiquan to be able to skillfully "neutralize the bodily force", he or she 
must first develop a very sensitive and accurate "listening". The "listening" is the ability to sense the 
strength and direction of the enemy's bodily force through contact with the limbs or even any part of 
the body, so that it can be eliminated and even borrowed to feed back to the opponent, so that the 
opponent cannot advance or retreat. The harder you use it, the more controlled you will be. It is already 
difficult to rely on the sense of touch of the body's skin to listen to bodily energy in boxing; but to 
extend the ability of "Ting Jin" to swords and dead objects is an extremely advanced and difficult martial 


art. In the Wudang Sect, even the Deputy Head of the Sect, Ye Chenyuan, has not yet reached the pure 
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state of his "Taiji Sword" technique - otherwise, when he challenged the Qingcheng Sect, his "Taiji 
Sword" would not have been so easily defeated by He Zi Sheng's "Shaking Scale", and he would have 
been caught in a bitter battle. 


Yao Lianzhou, on the other hand, was in a completely different realm. 


Sima Taiyuan was very anxious, the sword in his hand kept on exerting force in various ways and 
directions, wanting to break away from the control of the "Single Back Sword". But every time he 
exhaled and exerted energy, it was still absorbed and borrowed silently, and the long sword was always 
led by the "single-backed sword", constantly stirring and spinning around. 


--Sima Taiyuan felt that the long sword in his hand was like being plunged into a whirlpool of mud. 


Yao Lianzhou utilized this "Taiji Sword", without taking half a step off the ground, the waist, hips, and leg 
joints rotated in a very soft circle, and the whole body led the right hand's sword stance. The circle 
movement was not very fast, even Wang Shixin could see it clearly, and felt it was more elegant than 
any dance. 


The two swords were sticking together and constantly stirring, gradually spinning faster and faster, and 
the circle of swords was also getting smaller and smaller. 


Sima Taiyuan is drenched in cold sweat. As he watched the circle of swords continue to shrink, his entire 
body also felt an invisible pressure that continued to intensify. 


He had never seen the "Taiji Sword" in his life. But the swordsman's instincts told him clearly: you have 
already lost... 


Liu Zongwu also saw it. 


Behind him, the little Taoist priest holding the "Yu Ke Sword" had only the scabbard left in his hand. 


The circle of swords was rapidly shrinking towards the center. 
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Finally, it became a point. 


When all the energy is released. 


Yao Lianzhou exhaled lightly for the first time. 


"The Single Back Sword" struck violently. Sima Taiyuan's right hand was severed at the wrist. 


The broken palm still holding the sword flew into the air. Yao Lianzhou returned his sword and exerted 
his energy to slash at the longsword's frame guard, the longsword was hit by this long-accumulated 
energy slash, and flew to the upper right with the severed hand like an arrow, suddenly piercing through 
the roof of "Purple Breath Eastward" and went away! 


Sima Taiyuan holding the blood gushing broken wrist, rolled away with a mournful scream. 


Yao Lian Zhou still maintained the horizontal chopping stance. The blade of the "single backed sword" 
pointing out diagonally was still bouncing. From the broken roof, a sunlight with thousands of dusts 
shone down, casting down on Yao Lianzhou's body, making the white robe glow. 


——tThe posture is so beautiful that it seems to be otherworldly. 


This image was forever burned into Wang Shixin's heart. 


Liu Zongwu, who was already holding the " Yuke Sword " in his hand, could not save his beloved disciple 
in time, and his face was so angry that it was even more purple than his Taoist robe. 


He exhaled fiercely, and the five long strands of his beard were launched automatically without any 
wind. Without any warning, the sitting body was ejected forward! 
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In Liu Zongwu's hand, the "Yu Ke Sword" with a crane-shaped hilt and a light green brilliance on the 
blade became one with the person. With the "Borrowing Phase" momentum of the frenzy and violent 
waves, he quickly took a straight line and stood in the "Purple Qi Donglai Hall" Yao Lianzhou in the 
center! 


Before the sword arrives, there is a strong qi, causing Yao Lianzhou's white robe to flutter. 


The highest secret technique of Huashan Sword School - "Flying Immortal Nine Positions". The third 
stance, "Wave Breaking Stance". 


--In the eyes of Wang Shixin and others, and even some of the Huashan disciples, Liu Zongwu's stance 
was so fast that it was a blur, and so fierce that it was like a wave running towards the shore. 


The blade of the " Yuke sword " instantly reached Yao Lianzhou's face. 


Yao Lianzhou has quickly turned the tip of the "single-backed sword" downwards, pressed his left palm 
on the blunt back of the sword body, and formed an oblique parrying shape above his head. The 
"Breaking Wave" stance is met head-on by the "Wudang Sword of Strength" stance! 


--The duel between the two great masters of the martial arts world has begun without a word being 
spoken. 


--As Yao Lianzhou said earlier, this battle will determine who is the number one sword school in the 
world at any time! 


The two swords clashed in lightning. 


The powerful blade of the " Yuke Sword " and the " Single Back Sword " hit each other, scraping 
diagonally downward, with sparks of fire falling to the left side of Yao Lianzhou's body. 


Yao Lianzhou's move is the secret technique of "breaking straight with angle" in "Wudang's Sword of 
Strength", and although it is a good way to deal with the enemy's straight chops, it is in fact very 
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dangerous in the face of Liu Zongwu's level of fierce attacks. As long as the angle of the slanting sword is 
a little bit wrong, or the strength of the arm and wrist is a little bit lacking, at any time, the sword and 
the person will be cut open. However, Yao Lianzhou's sword breaking position was accurate and just 
right, dislodging Liu Zongwu's " Wave Breaking Position" to one side. 


Although Liu Zongwu had full confidence in Hua Shan's "Flying Immortal Nine Positions", he had not 
underestimated his opponent - his eldest disciple, Sima Taiyuan, had already sacrificed one of his palms 
to give his master a chance to see Yao Lianzhou's strength. Liu Zongwu had already thought that the first 
sword "Breaking Waves" might not be able to hurt Yao Lianzhou, and had already predicted the next 
step. 


As soon as the " Yuke's Sword" dropped, he immediately used his left palm to hold the right wrist of the 
sword to help, and drew the blade back horizontally; at the same time, at the same time, the imaginary 
wave in his mind changed from rushing forward to swallowing it backwards, with the sword's edge level. 
Taking advantage of this "borrowing power", he wiped Yao Lianzhou's left thigh. This style of wiping the 
sword even faintly causes the surrounding air to suck in. This is exactly the fourth stance in the "Nine 
Stances of the Flying Immortal" that follows the "Breaking Waves Stance" - the "Swallowing Clouds 
Stance"! 


Between these two stances, Liu Zongwu's transitions have no trace of stopping and condensing, as if 
they were a single move, showing the purity of his "Flying Immortal's Nine Stances", and living up to his 
title of "Nine Presentations of the Divine Sword". " Each sword of "Flying Immortal Nine Positions", the 
force can drive the air nearby, the momentum of the force of the fierce, completely realized the " qi and 
sword as one " of the highest state! 


Seeing the "Yu Ke Sword" rolling horizontally towards the bottom lane, Yao Lianzhou did not dodge or 
avoid it. The already inverted curved sword stabbed downwards, using the "Wudang strength sword" " 
Ding Hai Needle" move. 


The tip of the sword stabbed down vertically, and in a flash of lightning, it accurately stabbed on the 
spine of the " Yu Ke Sword ", and eliminated the wiping force of the sword! 


--In such a high-speed battle, stabbing the enemy's sword with the tip of the sword is considered a 
divine skill. 
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Liu Zonggu was also stunned that Yao Lianzhou was able to perform such a difficult and skillful 
elimination technique. He originally thought that his opponent would definitely lower his sword to the 
ground, and then his "Cloud Swallowing Stance" could be immediately followed by an upward pick, 
transforming into the eighth stance of the "Nine Stances of the Flying Immortal", "Shooting the Sun 
Stance", which would be like an arrow going straight for the throat. However, the "Fei Ke Sword" was 
stabbed by Yao Lian Zhou, and the strength of the sword was interrupted, so it could no longer connect 
to the "Shooting Sun Stance". 


After all, Liu Zongwu is still a great expert in "using qi to control the sword", he exhales a residual qi 
from his stomach, and uses it to generate a strong energy, the sword in his hand comes alive again, and 
changes it to stab out from the middle of the road, and then he takes Yao Lianzhou's lower abdomen in 
the seventh position, "Optimizing Electricity Position", with the sharp sound of cracking the air and silk! - 


The straight line of this " Optimizing Electricity" stabbing sword somehow changed into an arc halfway 
through, deviating from the original path of the sword and stabbing diagonally to the right side of Yao 
Lianzhou's right side of the empty space. 


Liu Zongwu took a look and saw that Yao Lianzhou's "single-backed sword" was already resting on top of 
his " Yuke sword". The skewing of the " Optimizing Electricity Stance" was the result of the sword's 
energy being guided by the other party. 


"Taiji Sword" - the technique of "Introducing the Missing". 


As with Sima Taiyuan earlier, Yao Lianzhou's curved sword again clung to Liu Zongwu's sword, twisting 
and turning! 


Has Liu Zongwu not heard of the power of the Wudang School's "Taiji Harmonizing Force" in controlling 
opponents? He had already seen it once, and knew that Yao Lianzhou's "Taiji Sword" must not be 
allowed to complete this "chaotic ring". He inhaled and exhaled in short bursts, and then summoned up 
his energy, his wrist and arm violently vibrated, and the body of the " Yu Ke Sword " was like a bamboo 
branch, oscillating and bouncing on its own, and he wanted to use this bouncing force to shake the 
curved sword away! 


--This move is similar to He Zi Sheng's "Shaking Scale" of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" to 
break Ye Chen Yuan's "Small Chaotic Circle". It's the same thing. 
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——But he is not He Zisheng. His opponent is not Ye Chenyuan either. 


Although the power of the flicking sword was short and fast, it was still absorbed by Yao Lianzhou's "Tai 
Chi Sword" and was invisible. The "single-backed sword" still stuck to the "Yu Ke Sword", spinning one 
after another between the two people. . 


Sima Taiyuan, who was still holding his bleeding arm and groaning on the ground, couldn't help but let 
out a groan of fear when he saw the terrifying sword move reappearing. 


Liu Zongwu only felt that the continuous sword circles put great pressure on his wrist joints holding the 
sword. 


In more than forty years of learning the sword at Mount Hua, he had never tasted a situation like the 
one he was in now, where the three-foot blade in his hand was completely out of control. 


--Is this... "Tai Chi"? ... 


Seeing that the master is in the same danger as Sima Taiyuan just now, the whole Huashan Sect is 
anxious, and each one of them is holding the handle of the sword. 


Every time this "Taiji Sword" is performed in Yao Lianzhou's hands, as long as the move is completed, it 
seems that there is no possibility of getting out. 


Liu Zongwu who felt it; Sima Taiyuan who felt it; Huashan people who witnessed it; Wang Shixin's 
dozens of people who watched it... They were anxious, angry, fearful, excited, but all of them 
unanimously had one adjective in mind: 


--"invincible". 
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Lecture on the Sword Hall of the Great Taoist Temple - 14 


Although the Wudang School of Swordsmanship is famous all over the world, there are only four sets of 
swordplay (not including the "Taiji Fist" which evolved into the "Taiji Sword"), collectively known as the 
"Four Swords of Wudang": 


Wudang Xingjian 


Wudang Xingjian is the entry sword style of Wudang swordsmen. Like the mainstream swordsmanship 
of other sects, it makes good use of the lightness and delicacy of the sword, and emphasizes the speed 
and angle of the sword. Wudang Xingjian is fast and swift in striking and difficult to defend against 
angles, and its key lies in the word "Xing", which means "step". 


"Wudang Xingjian's footwork is characterized by the "Snake Steps", that is, like a snake, not attacking or 
retreating in a straight line, but with a zigzag triangular step. Instead of attacking or retreating in a 
straight line, the triangular zigzag stance is used to avoid the enemy's frontal attack and at the same 
time to counterattack diagonally to the weaker side of the enemy. 


"Wudang Xing Jian" is a must for beginner swordsmen to improve their self-protection ability because of 
the many body movements and the fact that it is also very suitable for fighting when one is 
outnumbered by many. 


Wudang Sword of Strength 


The opposite of the "Wudang Xingjian" sword, focusing on the fierce sword force and solid stakes, with 
a frontal blocking or chopping to break the enemy's position, never retreat half a step when running the 
sword, immobile as a mountain. This kind of tactic requires a very high internal energy, the wrist arm 
waist and horse unity, and spirit to break the situation head on are required. Therefore, it is a higher 
level of Wudang swordsmanship. 


Since "Wudang Sword" emphasizes the hard catching of the enemy's sword, the swordsman needs to 
use a Wudang long sword with a thicker spine that is specially cast, or such as the "Kan and Iron Sword 
of Water and Fire" or the "Double Sword of Still Life", The "Single Back Sword" is a good sword with 
special material, otherwise the sword cannot withstand the heavy blows. 
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"The Wudang Potent Sword" is often used when the enemy has been surrounded into a dead end; when 
the fighting terrain is too narrow to allow for significant movement; or when it is necessary to protect an 
injured disciple, and it is not possible to retreat and dodge. 


Wudang Flying Dragon Sword 


"Wudang Xingjian and Wudang Shengjian are combined to form a more advanced form of 
swordsmanship. With the "Xingjian" swift sword moves, with the "Shengjian" of the fierce heart, no 
longer take the zigzagging "snake step", but a long distance with a straight line of jumping step attack. It 
is like a flying dragon in the sky, striking from a height in mid-air, doubling the energy of the sword. 


Because the "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" often uses the whole body to jump and strike, there is no 
return, and can be said to be a kind of gambling sword of sacrifice. Either the battle is urgent and can 
not be reserved, or in the face of stronger than their own opponents, have no choice but to use the "life 
in death" method to pull back to the balance, so in the Wudang school is also known as the "absolute 
sword". 


Wudang Shaped Sword 


The most advanced swordsmanship among the "Four Swords of Wudang": having insight into the 
opponent's movements and even consciousness, one's own attack comes first, and intercepts the 
opponent's attacking limbs (such as the wrist veins and arms holding the sword) at clever angles, 
blocking Its attack can even cause the opponent's limbs to be sent to the sword's edge, which is the so- 
called "chasing the shape and cutting off the pulse". 


"Wudang Shaping Sword" focuses on mental skills and has no fixed moves. Those who "follow shapes" 
are like the reflection in a mirror, always moving according to the opponent's movements, like water 
without form. "Xingjian" is all an interception method based on offense and defense, and there is no 
passive defense in any move. 


To achieve accurate "shape chasing" requires instantaneous vision and judgment, one must have rich 
practical experience. Only advanced disciples can practice successfully. 
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Although this method of stopping attacks by attacking is invincible, the only disadvantage is that it 
requires extremely concentrated observation of the opponent, so it is only suitable for fighting alone 
and not for group battles. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 28 Chapter 5 - Breaking the Formation 


He suddenly remembered the first time he held a sword. 


It was when he was twelve years old. Forty-two years ago. 


On that day in the school grounds, his master, Lu Xiangkong - later named Xiao Yu Zhenren - placed the 
sword, which was still too long and too heavy for a child, into his small hand with a large, warm palm. 


At that time, he was still young, of course, he could not fully understand what holding this sword would 
mean to him; what this sword would bring to him in the next forty-two years... 


All he knew at that time was that this sword symbolized that he had become a member of a powerful 
group. He would never feel fear again in his life... 


--This is the brief recollection of Liu Zongwu, the "Nine Divine Swords of the Nine Appearances", the 
master of Mount Hua, when his career as a swordsman was on the brink of extinction. 


The "Yuke Sword" in his hand is still being pulled in a circle by Yao Linzhou's "Taiji Sword". The circle was 
spinning faster and faster. It is getting smaller and smaller. 


It has already reached the limit. 


Huashan Sect's "four refiners" saw that the master's brother was caught by the "Taiji" skill, no longer 
hesitant, all four of them "choked" and drew their swords at the same time. Huang Zongxuan also 
shouted: 


"Set up the formation!" 


"Zhang Tai Lang, Yang Tai Lan, and Song Tai You, all disciples of the Ten Ways and Means, also drew 
their swords. Seven Huashan swords shone in the Hall of Purple Breath. 
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--But it was still too late. 


Huang Zongxuan's shout, heard in Yao Lianzhou's ears, actually triggered his eyes to flash with 
murderous intent. 


Yao Lianzhou made a fierce step, and snatched the distance between him and Liu Zongwu in a close 
combat. 


Before Liu Zongwu could react, Yao Lianzhou had already stretched out his left palm and grabbed his 
right elbow which was holding the sword. At the same time, the "single-backed sword" slid down 
against the blade of the " Yuke sword", and with the reverse hook of the swastika guard, clasped the 
"Yuke sword" at the root of the blade. 


Yao Lianzhou turned and shook his waist and hips, driving his hands to utilize the " Eight Power" of the 
"Thirteen Taiji Positions". 


Liu Zongwu only felt that his right arm was attacked by a twisting force, and his elbow and wrist joints 
were thwarted at the same time. Under the severe pain, his five fingers were loosened - the Sword of 
the Sect Leader, which symbolized the dignity of the entire Huashan Sect, suddenly fell out of his hand! 


Yao Lianzhou's left hand swiftly caught the hilt of the " Yuke Sword " in the air. 


He exhaled and shouted, and the two swords in his hands violently split left and right! 


The chest of Liu Zongwu's purple robe split into two cross slashes. His body fell backwards. A fountain of 
blood gushed into the sky. 


A generation leader of Huashan, one of the few swordsmen in the world, he only used three moves of 
his most proud secret skill. He lost his sword and died. 
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The "Nine Strengths of Flying Immortal" was broken. This is the first great shame of Huashan Sect in 
more than 300 years. 


Uncle Jin Xiangren's withered body stood up and struck the end of the sword's sheath on the ground. 


"Kill! " hissed a hoarse old voice. 


Huang Zongxuan and the other seven people, at the same time, ran into the field, and once they were 
on the ground, they had already formed a formation to surround Yao Linzhou, and all seven swords 
were ready to attack. 


This is the Huashan Sect's "forbidden technique", the "Huashan Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation". 


Since the Yuan Dynasty, when the ancestor Yufeng Zhenzhen created this sword formation, there has 
been a strict precept: from the Huashan "Taoist disciples" and above, they must practice this sword 
formation; but only when the Huashan Sect is in great danger, they can use it. 


--And now, it is the time to lift the ban! 


The seven of them have been familiar with the "Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation" for many years, 
and they already know their roles in the formation when they stand in the right position. 


Whenever there is a formation, everyone in the formation moves, attacks and defends according to the 
pre-set way and route. Because there is no need to rely on thinking and personal response, all of them 
can work closely with each other to produce multiplied power - the timing and orientation of the seven 
swords' attacks, as long as they are perfectly combined, is even better than the usual siege attack with 
seventy swords. The enemy surrounded in the center of the formation is surrounded on all sides by a 
dead zone, without a single chance of survival. 


This " Worshiping and Fighting Sword Formation " is equivalent to combining seven people and seven 
swords into a large killing mechanism that does not care about thinking - this is why the Huashan Sect, 
which cultivates the true nature, strictly prohibits the use of casual use. 
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However, there is another important key to the sword formation: the seven swords must initially be 
activated at the same time. Therefore, one of the seven people must take the lead and start the sword 
formation first. 


Yao Lianzhou was surrounded by the seven Huashan swords, his eyes looking around. 


For the first time since he came to Mount Hua, he showed his face and smiled. 


It was the first time he had encountered real danger. 


He rejoiced. Because there are fewer and fewer battles in the world that make him break out in a cold 
sweat like this. 


The last time was three years ago, when the Deputy Headmaster, Ye Chenyuan, formally challenged the 
Headmaster. 


The battle was held behind closed doors and no third person saw it. 


After the match, Ye Chenyuan stepped out of the "True Immortal Hall" and only said faintly: 


"As long as Yao Lian Zhou is in Wudang Mountain, | will not challenge for the position of Sect Master 
again. " 


In the past three years, Yao Lianzhou had never tasted any really interesting fights. For a martial artist 
like him, this is extremely boring. 


Thus the present scene finally stimulated Yao Lian Zhou's mind and body into complete concentration. 


There is an unimaginable talent in the world: if he is a scholar, he will know the merits and demerits of 

someone else's poems and essays at a glance, and he can immediately emphasize the key by making a 

few changes; if he is a craftsman, he will be able to point out where the construction is wrong and how 
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to repair it at the sight of a house, a car or a ship; if he is a businessman who is in charge of accounts, he 
will be able to tell, by scanning through the dense numbers of the account book, which account has 
been falsified, and which expense can be reduced in less time. ... 


This kind of talent, if used in the ordinary civilian world, is not so amazing; but if it is used in martial arts, 
then it is very scary: any martial arts he has never seen before, just take a look at it, or even just look at 
its preparations before starting, he can judge its strengths and loopholes and flaws. 


This kind of person, even "genius" is not enough to describe. 


Yao Lianzhou could tell at a glance: of the seven people in the "Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation" in 
front of him, who was the "eye of the formation" that was leading the formation. 


Although Huang Zongxuan was the leader of the Four Refiners, he was not the "eye of the formation". 


Yao Lianzhou's white-robed figure flashed, and with his dual swords, he trailed out, aiming directly at 
Zhao Zongchen, who stood behind him on the right! 


As the "eye of the formation", Zhao Zongchen was about to activate his sword formation, but Yao 
Lianzhou saw through his identity and attacked him with the swift "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" ina 
big leap. The cold aura of the two swords flashed in front of his eyes, Zhao Zongchen's original sword 
move was broken, and he was forced to return his sword to block! 


Before the "Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation" was activated, the other party had suppressed the 
most crucial "Formation Eye", and the other six people rushed forward to help. 


The fastest to come to their aid was Song Taiyou, who stood on Zhao Zongshen's left side, and he quickly 
swung his sword at Yao Lianzhou's right neck in an attempt to relieve him of the threat. 


Yao Lianzhou's left-handed "Yuke Sword" pressed down on Zhao Zongshen's face, forcing him to block 
with his crossed swords; in the same instant, without looking, he used his right-handed "Single-backed 
Sword" to make a half-circle upwards, and blocked the tip of Sung Taiyu's sword that was coming from 
the side of Zhao's neck. 
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Zhao Zongchen blocked and then tried to revive his sword to counterattack, while Song Taiyou tried to 
take advantage of the situation to make a series of attacks. But they both realized that they could not 
control their swords at the same time. 


Both of their swords were being pulled by Yao Lianzhou's swords, each following a different path to the 
empty space. 


Yao Lian Zhou was able to use different "transforming force" stances of "Tai Chi Sword" in both his right 
and left hands to deal with two different enemies! 


On the other side, Cheng Zongzhi's fast sword also came to the rescue! 


Yao Lianzhou's left and right swords were both busy with "transforming energy", and it was impossible 
to deal with the third sword. However, he was able to use his left hand's " Yuke Sword" to guide Zhao 
Zongchen's longsword and use it to block Cheng Zongzhi's stab! 


The fourth Huashan swordsman, Zhang Tailang, also reached Yao Lianzhou's back and raised his sword 
to slash vertically. 


Yao Lianzhou's right hand did the same thing again, the "Taiji Sword" twisted Song Taiyou's long sword 
up, blocking Zhang Tailang's chopping sword! 


Yao Lianzhou's "Taiji Swords" made the four master swordsmen of Huashan fight as if they were fighting 
amongst themselves. 


The strength of Wudang's master was brought into full play. 


Huang Zongxuan and the other three also attacked. The "Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation" was 
already in a mess, the formation was not a formation, they only wanted to rely on the number of people 
to overwhelm this horrible enemy. 


486 


Yao Lianzhou, however, did not stay put. Taking advantage of the gap between Song Taiyou's and Zhang 
Telang's swords, he withdrew his swords and dodged to Song Taiyou's rear with the snake step of the 
Wudang Xingjian, breaking away from the siege and utilizing Song Taiyou's body to block the other six 
men. 


--In a lone combat, the footwork and position are very important. As long as you move fast enough, not 
only can you get out of the siege, but you can also overlap your opponents on the same line, so that you 
only have to deal with the enemy closest to you. 


Song Taiyou was tampered by such a terrible enemy to the weak point of his back, so he turned around 
in fear and dared not even look at him, but only waved a big round of sword to protect his body in front, 
wanting to retreat. 


But in terms of one-on-one combat, the gap between him and Yao Lianzhou is really too great. 


Each set of swordsmanship in the Wudang Sect can be transformed into a pair of swords. The left and 
right swords can be combined with each other to more than double the power. 


Yao Lianzhou attacked with "Wudang Sword", his right hand "Single Back Sword" opened the way first, 
with a chopping force equivalent to that of a saber, Song Taiyou's saber flew out of his hand; and his left 
hand " Yuke's Sword" stabbed Song Taiyou with three consecutive blows to the shoulder, the right side 
of his chest, and the right side of his face, and blood splattered on Song Taiyou's body! 


Zhao Zongshen, who was standing closer, was able to rescue him, but Song Taiyou's long sword, which 
had been knocked out of his hand, was shot at his heart and chest like a powerful arrow. Zhao Zongshen 
braked his sword and blocked the flying sword, and when he looked back, he saw that the disciple had 
been seriously injured. 


--Yao Lianzhou's every move has been precisely calculated. 


The other five were furious, and all of them chased after Yao Lianzhou. However, Yao Lianzhou was no 
longer in his former position, and once again used the "Wudang Xingjian" footwork to move. This time 
he was facing Zhang Tai Lang. 
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"Wudang Flying Dragon Sword". Yao Lian Zhou jumped up and slashed vertically with both swords. 


Zhang Tailang crossed his sword upwards to form a block. Unexpectedly, as soon as he made contact, he 
felt the powerful force of the opponent's two swords. He knew that he could not resist it. In 
desperation, he stretched out his left hand to support the forward edge of his sword. He would rather 
use this palm to hold it back with the strength of his arms against this chopping attack! 


Under the strong pressure, the blade cut into the left palm. Zhang Tailang endured the pain and tried his 
best to hold on. 


The center of the sword bends. It breaks. 


Yao Lianzhou's "Wudang Flying Dragon Double Swords" cuts through both sides of Zhang Tailang's neck. 
Bathed in blood. 


Huang Zongxuan, Cheng Zongzhi, Cheng Zongxin and Yang Tai Lan were able to attack together at this 
moment. Huang Zongxuan was the first to attack Yao Lianzhou with a "Crane Swept by the Mist", a long 
thrusting sword straight at Yao Lianzhou's chest! 


Yao Lianzhou dragged the two swords out of Zhang Tailang's body, moved his steps to the left, and then 
ducked and hid behind Zhang Tailang's dying body. Huang Zongxuan's thrust missed the target and 
returned in vain. 


Cheng Zongzhi and Cheng Zongxin, on the other hand, circled around from the left and right, 
respectively, to pincer attack. These two are twin brothers, they share the same mind, although the 
"Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation" has been broken, their combined attacks are still perfectly 
coordinated. Cheng Zongzhi's sword to Yao Lianzhou's shoulder and neck at the same time, Cheng 
Zongxin's sword back to the back of his knee. The angles of the two swords were extremely skillful, 
covering all the gaps for Yao Lian Zhou to dodge. 


Yao Linzhou's two swords immediately drew different circles. The "Taiji Twin Swords" were activated 
again. 
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The left hand sword was using the "Hie Jin" of the "Thirteen Positions" to break straightness with a 
circle, using the curved sword force to bounce Cheng Zongzhi's thrusting sword outwards like a ball; the 
right hand sword was using the "Stroke Jin" to push Cheng Zongxin's lower sword inward. His right and 
left hands performed very different "Taiji" techniques, and the "transforming force" on both sides was 
not even the slightest different, as if the left and right hands belonged to two different people. 


Cheng Zongxin's sword was led out of control by the "Taiji Sword" technique, and the blade was like an 
unbridled horse. Before he could see what was happening, he already felt the tip of the sword piercing 
into an object. 


It was his brother's lower abdomen. 


Taking advantage of the moment when Cheng Zongxin stayed on the spot, Yao Lianzhou's left hand " 
Yuke Sword " immediately followed by a downward slashing attack, and cut Cheng Zongxin's right wrist 
vein, spurting out a splash of bloody red. 


Yang Tai Lan was originally going to take the opportunity of the Cheng brothers’ attack to attack Yao Lian 
Zhou's back, but when he saw that the two masters were killed in front of the enemy in a flash, he was 
so scared that he retreated in a hurry, he tripped and sat on his butt on the ground. 


Huang Zongxuan and Zhao Zongshen, the two "refiners", saw Yao Linzhou's extraordinary "Taiji Double 
Swords", their hearts were shocked, and their will to fight was completely lost, so they withdrew their 
swords in frustration. 


Of course, Wang Shixin could not have seen the high-speed eight-man melee just now. All he could see 
was a ball of white shadows flying around in his eyes. There were splashes of blood everywhere he 
passed. His heart felt like it was beating from his mouth to jump out. 


At this moment, Yao Lianzhou is still holding his blood-stained swords, his white robe is also stained with 
blood, his long hair is spread out, and his handsome white face is filled with murderous intent. Before, 
he was as elegant as an immortal, but now he was like a demonic warrior. 


Huashan's last secret weapon, the "Worshipful Fighting Sword Formation", in which three of the seven 
swords are dead and one is disabled, has been broken cleanly. 
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Jin Xiangren, who was still standing, witnessed the defeat of Huashan's swordsmanship, spat out blood 
and fell into a chair. Next to him sat his younger brother, Li Xiangsheng, who was shivering like a sick 
man. 


The dozens of "Taoist disciples" in the "Purple Breath Eastward Hall" were still holding the hilt of their 
swords, but their wrists were also trembling. 


After a series of battles, Yao Lianzhou was puffing lightly, and seemed to have expended a lot of energy. 


Huang Zongxuan thought: If seven more people are summoned now to set up a "Sword Worship 
Formation" one more time; or dozens of "Taoist disciples" besiege them together; or even hundreds of 
Huashan disciples attack one after another... Although | am afraid that we would have to build a 
mountain of corpses, Yao Lianzhou, no matter how powerful he is, is still a human being and will be tired 
after all. In the end, he can be killed and the signature of the Huashan Sect can be preserved... 


--But what kind of Huashan Sword Sect can be preserved in this way? ... 


He decisively returned his long sword to the scabbard on his waist. 


When the disciples in the "Purple Breath Eastward Hall" saw this, they all hung their heads and put their 
palms away from the hilt of their swords. A few of them hurried forward to stop the bleeding of the 
injured Sima Taiyuan and Cheng Zongxin, and to examine the dead Headmaster and the three fellow 
disciples. 


The murderous intent in Yao Lianzhou's eyes faded. 


He jumped to the wall with the disciples' nameplates hanging on it, and with two swords dancing wildly, 
he swept down all the dozens of wooden plaques on it, leaving an empty white wall. 


He then raised the "Yu Ke Sword" in his left hand horizontally in front of him, shouted fiercely, and 
slashed down the "Single Back Sword" in his right hand, cutting off the treasure of the Huashan Sect. 
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When the people of Mount Hua saw this, their hearts felt like they were being stabbed by a sharp awl. 


Yao Lianzhou shook off the bloodstains on the " Single Back Sword" and put it back into the scabbard 
behind his back, and then handed over only half of the "Yuke Sword" to his right hand and began to use 
the broken edge to carve words on the white wall: 


Wudang Yao Lianzhou broke the Huashan School's swordsmanship. 


He didn't use a pen, and the strokes of the font were naturally rough, but it also gave off a unique flavor 
of seeking his own way and looking down on the world. 


After carving the characters, Yao Lianzhou casually threw away the broken sword. He picked up the 
black cloth band that had fallen to the ground and re-tied his long hair, restoring his original elegant 
appearance. 


"In a few days, my disciples will come to Huashan again. "There are only two choices for you: to be 
taken over by the Wudang Sect and become the Wudang Huashan Sect, or to disband the Huashan Sect 
on your own. It is up to you to decide. " 


After Yao Lianzhou finished speaking, he headed for the main door of the "Purple Breath Eastward Hall". 


The Huashan disciples who crowded outside the door retreated in panic. 


Wang Shixin and others, who had been huddled in the hall, finally dared to step out again and hurriedly 
followed Yao Lianzhou away. 


Wang Shixin, before leaving, looked back at the "Purple Breath East Hall" that he had longed for: the 
penetrating tile roof, the broken floor of the Eight Trigrams, the crouching body and the broken sword. 
And the line carved on the wall. 
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It was like being swept away by a storm. 


Until he got off Huashan Mountain, Wang Shixin was looking at the back of the white robe in front of 
him from a distance. 


From behind, the figure walking in front of the mountain road was clearly lower than him. 


But in his eyes, what he saw was a being standing at the pinnacle of martial arts. 


After witnessing this poignant martial arts battle, Wang Shixin and a dozen other young witnesses 
hurriedly returned to their nearby hometowns. For the first few days, they hid in their homes and kept 
quiet because they were so shocked. 


Then, the shocking news that the head of Wudang defeated the Huashan Sect alone began to spread 
gradually in the Guanzhong area. 


A month later, the Huashan Sect demolished the "Hall of Purple Breath and East Coming", burned the 
plaque of "Qi and Sword as One", broke all the swords on the mountain, destroyed all the martial arts 
books, and declared that from now on, they would only cultivate Taoism, and give up the practice of 
martial arts and swordsmanship forever. 


The 300-year history of Huashan Sword Path came to an end. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 29 Chapter 6 - Entering the Gate 


It was the third time Yan Heng had fallen off the horse's back. 


With his superior reflexes, he flipped his body like a cat a split second before hitting the ground, landing 
feet first and removing most of the force before tumbling out to the side. Yan Heng was afraid of being 
hit by the horse's hooves, so he rolled away a few feet before coming to a halt. But he was too slow to 
react, the brown horse had already taken more than ten paces, and then slowly stopped. 


After the horse stopped, it turned around and looked at the fallen rider. This shows that the horse has a 
docile temperament and it was not the horse that knocked Yan Heng down. 


In fact, Yan Heng had never ridden on a horse in his life - there was a precept in the Qingcheng Sect that 
except for those who had completed their apprenticeship, they were not allowed to ride on horses or 
carts. 


In fact, very few disciples of the Qingcheng Sect had ever left Mount Qingcheng after completing their 
apprenticeship. However, in order to prepare for emergency needs, the more senior disciples of the 
Qingcheng Sect would learn to ride. Yan Heng had only been a Taoist disciple of Qingcheng for a day, so 
of course, he had not learned any riding skills. Before being brought to Mount Qingcheng by He Zisheng, 
he was just a poor peasant boy, and riding a horse was even more remote than a dream. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan turned their horses' heads and paced back to see if Yan Heng was injured. 


Yan Heng stood up dejectedly, patting the yellow soil on his clothes. 


Jing Li sighed and shook his head, "If you continue like this, we won't be able to reach Guanzhong ina 
month. " 


The three of them have been away from Sichuan for seven days. The crew of "Minjiang Gang" is really a 
good sailor, the cargo ship has been out of the Wu Gorge, along the river east into Jingshou, Hunan 
Province, from Jingshou to the tributaries of the Han River, up the river to the northwest, through the 
Xiangyang Province to the Laohekou, the sailing speed is very fast, it took less than ten days. 
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After disembarking at Laohekou, the three of them had to start traveling by land, intending to cross the 
Qinling Mountains from Wuguan into Shaanxi. Before the three of them got off the boat, the people 
from the "Minjiang Gang" were already at the dock at Laohekou, preparing horses and all the necessary 
items for a long journey, as well as permission documents for passing various checkpoints. They were 
very thoughtful. 


They sailed continuously for many days without stopping during the journey. Yan Heng had long felt that 
his feet were floating on the deck. As soon as he stepped onto the land of the dock, he immediately 
breathed a sigh of relief and felt a very solid sense of security. But then he saw a horse with dark brown 
fur and a tall body right in front of him. Yan Heng couldn't help but feel so nervous that his stomach 
shrank. 


At the dock, Yan Heng looked at Jing Li's graceful posture on horseback and was very envious; but what 
surprised him even more was that Hu Linglan's riding skills seemed to be even more proficient than Jing 
Li's. 


Hu Linglan had not ridden a horse for a long time. She was very happy after getting on the saddle. She 
leaned down and hugged the horse's neck, stroking the mane back and forth with her palms. 


When she was eight years old, she followed the Shimazu brothers without telling her father, Satsuma 
Mamoru, and sat on horseback for the first time, even before she started practicing swordsmanship. 
When her father found out, it was too late to stop her. He knew then that the daughter of a concubine, 
who had inherited the Shimazu family's tall stature, would not grow up to be an ordinary young lady, so 
he allowed her to learn all kinds of martial arts with bow, horse, sword, and saber freely. 


Seeing Hu Linglan's riding style, Yan Heng was even more embarrassed to say that he could not ride a 
horse, so he had to try. 


--| can learn what any girl can do, right? ... 


As a result, every time he sat on the back of that unfamiliar animal, he was so nervous that he felt like 
he was losing control of his body. Although he had memorized the basic riding skills taught by Brother 
Jing, the more he tried to sit still, the more he felt he was about to fall off. In the end, he did fall down. 
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Hu Linglan brought the horse back for him. She hung her wild sword beside the saddle, but on her back 
was a long horned bow and a quiver of arrows. This was what she had asked the Minjiang Gang to find 
when she was getting ready at Laohekou. 


—-—"You have a weapon for long-distance shooting." Hu Linglan smiled at that time and pointed at the 
mandarin duck dart knife that Jing Li was carrying. "| have to get a set too. Otherwise | will lose to you." 


Yan Heng, angry with himself, took the reins from Hu Linglan. 


"There's nothing | can do. " Jing Li stroked the beard on his chin. "We won't be able to make the journey 
this way. You'd better sit behind me. "Or do you want to sit behind her?" he added, pointing to Hu 
Linglan. " 


"| don't care." Hu Linglan said with a clear smile, making Yan Heng blush. 


"Let me try again!" Yan Heng said with determination in his eyes, holding the horse's rein tightly with his 
fingers. 


——I can’t always rely on others for everything. 


"All right. "" Jing Li said, and turned the horse's head. 


Yan Heng climbed into the saddle. Hu Linglan, who was beside him, reached out to him and helped him 
sit down. 


"Thank you. "Yan Heng said, releasing Hu Linglan's hand right away. It was embarrassing for him to hold 
hands with this beautiful sister. 


"I'll tell you what. "Hu Linglan sidled up in the saddle and came closer to Yan Heng. Yan Heng could smell 
the light fragrance from her hair. "Don't be too nervous when you're riding. " 
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"Yes? "Yan Heng gathered his thoughts and gazed at the reins in his hand. 


"Let it run, don't try to control it every moment. "Hu Linglan stroked the mane of Yan Heng's horse. 
"Relax and let him lead you. Just give him cues so he knows how fast you want to go and which way to 
go. It's a good horse, don't worry. " 


Yan Heng seemed to understand somewhat and nodded. 


Hu Linglan set her horse in motion, but deliberately walked a little slower, leading Yan Heng's horse. 


Yan Heng remembered that Jing Li had once said that a martial artist's mind should be like a floating 
boat. He thought that this might be similar to the way of riding a horse. 


His body began to relax a bit. Before, whenever the horse started to run, he instinctively fought against 
the bumps, but the more he tried to sit still, the more he was hardened by the swaying force, and that's 
why he fell down; now that his body was relaxed and absorbed the force of the swaying bumps, he felt 
that his center of gravity was more stable. After Hu Linglan's advice and his own careful thinking, he 
gradually began to grasp the key to riding a horse, and he was very excited, but he didn't dare to be 
careless, and remained fully concentrated. 


After a while, Yan Heng rode more smoothly. After all, he was a highly trained martial artist, who had 
been dealing with body manipulation methods all day long, and as soon as he caught the knack, his body 
was able to learn and maintain the correct posture very quickly. The horse also felt its rider begin to 
adapt, and its hooves gradually quickened. Yan Heng was a little frightened, but he knew that since he 
had to get to Guanzhong in a hurry, sooner or later he would have to get used to a faster pace, and held 
back the reins, concentrating his efforts on the ride. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan looked back at Yan Heng from time to time and smiled when they saw that he was 
finally able to stay in the saddle. 


Though he was not yet proficient, Yan Heng could gradually feel the pleasure of riding a horse: his four 
hooves carried him across the road as fast as he could. The distant view of the yellow mountains and the 
vast expanse of land, which used to be so far away on foot, now seemed to be within easy reach of 
everywhere. The road has become shorter, and the world has become larger. 
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This is the feeling of freedom. 


Yan Heng clenched his thighs again and urged the horse to speed up. Without realizing it, he naturally 
leaned forward, his buttocks slightly off the saddle. The horse was finally running at full speed. 


"Brother Jing! Can you see? | can ride! "Yan Heng shouted in excitement, like a child. 


"Idiot! "Jing Li shouted back, "Don't talk on a horse! You'll bite your tongue! " 


Yan Heng shut up right away, but in his heart, he was laughing: "Brother Jing, didn't you just become a 
fool too? ... 


The three riders gradually ran into the border of Henan Province, heading towards the direction of 
entering the Wu Pass. 


Jing Li and the three of them are martial artists, their physical strength is superb, they rode for a long 
time during the two days, they were not tired, but the horses under their crotches were tired. 


When we arrived at Xixiakou, Henan, people from the local "Nanyang Gang" were already waiting, and 
horses were prepared for them to transfer. Although the power of the "Minjiang Gang" is limited to 
Sichuan Province, it operates river transportation and has connections with gangs in neighboring 
provinces (so cargo ships entering Huguang Province can pass without hindrance). The "Nanyang Gang" 
has a business relationship with the "Minjiang Gang", and had already received a letter from a flying 
pigeon to receive Jing Li and others at the mouth of the West Gorge. 


After a quick meal and changing horses, the three of them continued on their way. The further west 
they went, the more dangerous and strange mountain roads they took, and soon they finally reached 
the magnificent Wuguan Castle. 


This Wuguan is known as one of the "Four Passes of Qinzhou", and has been a place of contention for 
soldiers since ancient times. The walls of the fortress are much higher and thicker than the walls of 
Chengdu that Yan Heng had seen earlier, which was an eye-opening experience for him. 
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Hu Linglan was also mesmerized. This mountainous fortress in the Middle Kingdom was far more 
imposing than the one in her Satsuma Kingdom. Looking at the wall, Hu Linglan was reminded of her 
hometown and felt a bit sad. 


Jing Li showed the customs document prepared for them by the Minjiang Gang to the military officer 
guarding the customs, and then led the two of them to enter the customs. 


"If we weren't in a hurry, we would have tried to go up to the top of the city to have a look. The view 
from the top of the gate is sure to be very beautiful. "Jing Li smiled, looked at Yan Heng and added: 
"Appreciating this kind of scenery is one of the cultivation exercises, as it can increase one's moral 
character. " 


Hearing this, Yan Heng couldn't help but think, "Brother Jing's extraordinary temperament must have 
been cultivated by years of exposure to the ocean's scenery, right? ... 


--After Yan Heng learned how to ride a horse, he only felt his admiration and envy for Jing Li intensified, 
and wanted to follow his example and see more of the world. 


The three of them crossed the border without stopping and continued westward in Shaanxi Province. 
They arrived in Shangzhou before nightfall and officially entered the Guanzhong Basin. 


"Rest here tonight. "Jing Li said, picking up the map given to him by the Minjiang Gang: "Tomorrow we 
will arrive in Xi'an Prefecture. " 


"Aren't we going to Mount Hua? "Yan Heng asked. 


"The road to Mount Hua also passes through Xi'an. " Jing Li put away the map. "Besides, after so many 
days, it's hard to say whether the Wudang Master is at Mount Hua or not. Let's go to Xi'an Prefecture 
first and ask for news. "He was silent for a while, then added, "| guess many martial artists have 
gathered in Xian. " 
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The thought that he might run into martial artists from other sects tomorrow, and that among them 
there might be martial arts seniors of a far higher rank than him, made Yan Heng nervous. 


--| can't afford to lose face for the Qingcheng Sect. 


When they entered Shangzhou County, it was already late. Jing Li didn't spend much time, so he took 
out his silver and ordered the pawn at the city gate to take them to "the best inn here". Seeing the 
silver, the pawn was of course happy to lead the way. "The Minjiang Gang gave them plenty of money, 
so it was naturally convenient for them to act. 


In the store, they only called the store assistant to bring a few ordinary food, and prepared to go to bed 
after a simple meal. 


When the three of them were eating, Hu Linglan suddenly smiled and said, "We have been eating much 
faster these days. " 


"That's right. "Yan Heng ate the popular Shaanxi mutton dumplings, while also smiling, said: "If that 
person was here, we have not yet decided what to eat..." Then fell silent, the smile also disappeared. 


During the journey from Chengdu to Wushan, whether the crew was cooking on the ship or 
disembarking to visit restaurants in the towns along the river, Tong Jing was very picky about what she 
ate for every meal, choosing from left to right. Every meal is different, and Yan Heng gets annoyed every 
time he waits for her to order. 


——Just eat enough. Why do you have to put so much thought into eating? 


But now she's gone. Thinking back to how lively Tong Jing was when she was ordering, and how excited 
she looked when she got the good stuff, it was funny again... 


"That's right..." Hu Linglan smiled bitterly again, "Now we eat more quietly than before. " 
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"Isn't that better? "Yan Heng said, "We're here to do some serious business, we don't have time to mess 
around with her..." 


But he looked a bit forlorn. 


"Really? ... "Jing Li stuffed a piece of scone into his mouth. "I do miss her. " 


Jing Li admitted so directly, making Yan Heng feel like he was being petty. 


"Do you think she was just playing around? " Jing Li added, lifting up the goose-plume sword in its cloth 
pouch and walking over to the dining table. "Here. Pick up the Dragon's Thorn. " 


Yan Heng did not know what to do, but he did as he was told and picked up the Dragon Thorn wrapped 
in a cloth bag, stood up and walked over to Jing Li. 


It was getting late, and they were the only ones left in the inn. The store assistant hurriedly ran over and 
begged Jing Li with a bitter face, "Sir, please don't stay in my store..." 


"Don't worry. We'll only play a few rounds, we won't damage anything here." Jing Li smiled and pointed 
his sword with its sheath and cloth bag at Yan Heng, " C'mon. "When the store assistant saw this, he 
immediately retreated to a corner in fear. 


Yan Heng did not know why Jing Li suddenly wanted to spar. Yan Heng's hands had been itching for a 
long time, so he gladly raised his Dragon Thorns, and started with a "Thunder Falls from the Mountain", 
which struck Jingli's head head-on with the sheath attached. 


Jing Li raised his saber to hold the Dragon Thorn horizontally. As soon as the two of them started to 
attack, they entered into a chain of back-and-forth attacks and defenses, one saber and one sword were 
not at full strength, but their speeds were not slow either. The store assistant and the shopkeeper who 
was sitting in the distance could not see these fast moves at all, and their eyes were blurred. 
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After thirty or so moves, Jing Li made a saber splash and leapt away to put away his sword. Yan Heng's 
sword also stopped. 


"How is it? "Jing Li put his saber on his shoulder and smiled. 


Yan Heng looked at his palm with surprise. 


For some reason, he felt that his sword strokes seemed smoother and less effortful than before, and 
that he was able to change them at will. Although it couldn't be said to be a great leap forward, it was 
obvious that there was a change. 


--Especially when using the first few moves of the "Wind and Fire Sword". 


--The sword moves | taught Tong Jing. 


"As a martial artist progresses and learns more advanced techniques, it is often easy to overlook the 
basics of what one has learned in the past," Jing Li explained. ""Of course, it's not that we have 
forgotten all the basics, but some details are easily overlooked. Or in the process of progress, we have 
inadvertently developed some subtle bad habits and have not corrected them from the beginning. 
These problems may not be noticed at first. But if we continue, these small deficiencies in the 
foundation will become obstacles to further progress. Just like building a house, if there are a few small 
holes in the soil at the bottom, it will be impossible to build the house high. 


"At this point, it is necessary to review what you have learned in the past, to refresh your memory and 
to correct your basic movements. "You've heard the old saying, 'Learn from the past' before, haven't 
you? 


"One of the most effective ways to revisit what you have learned is to teach it to others. Students are 
like the mirror of a teacher, allowing you to recognize your own deviations. "Jing Li smiled and added, 
"Now you understand why | asked you to teach Ms. Tong, don't you? " 


Yan Heng suddenly realized. 
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He recalled: on the first day he became a "Taoist disciple" of the Qingcheng Sect, the first thing his 
master, He Zisheng, did was not to teach him any new martial arts or swordsmanship, but rather to send 
him to teach his younger brothers who had just joined the sect. 


"Brother Jing Li...you didn't let Tong Jing follow us for money..." he looked at Jing Li's eyes with 
admiration and emotion, "All along, it was to help me..." he said. "Thinking that Jing Li's teaching 
method was exactly the same as his master's, Yan Heng felt a special warmth in his heart - it was as if 
following Jing Li was equivalent to following one of his fellow masters. 


"Half of it is for you. "Jing Li put his saber back on the dining table and sat down, eating another scone, 
"And because she's not playing around. She really likes practicing martial arts and wants to become 
stronger. | have no reason to refuse her. " 


Yan Heng also sat back at the table. As he ate, he thought back to the way Tong Jing practiced martial 
arts and couldn't help but nod his head. 


"But after all, she is still a child. " Hu Linglan sighed, "Her father's wishes. There's nothing we can do 
about it. " 


The three of them finished the meal in silence. 


That night, Yan Heng could not sleep well. He was nervous about going to Xi'an tomorrow. 


It was also because of the Tong Jing, which made him think about it. 


The next day, Jing Li and the other three riders left Shang Zhou early in the morning, followed the official 
road westward, and crossed the Lantian Mountain area before noon. The ancient capital of Xi'an was in 
sight. 


At this moment, two riders came from a branch road in the east, just a few tens of feet behind Jing Li 
and the three of them. Both of them kept their distance and walked together for a while in the direction 
of Xi'an Capital. One of the two riders shouted to them: "Friends in front, please stay!" 
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The voice was loud and powerful, and it sounded like it was no ordinary traveler. 


Jing Li took the lead in reining in his horse. Hu Linglan and Yan Heng also stopped. 


As the two riders approached, they were both middle-aged men in their thirties, wearing similar light 
yellow robes, fast boots, wrist guards and sleeves, and scarves, neither of them being Confucians or 
merchants. They were carrying long bags on their backs, and it was obvious at a glance that there were 
weapons inside. 


They both stopped ten feet in front of Jing Li's horse - it is the rule of the Jianghu that people who do not 
know each other should not drive their horses too close. 


The tough man on the left with a full beard was the first to arch his hand and said, "Seeing that the three 
of you are dressed up and are on their way to Xi'an, you must be fellow martial arts practitioners. 
"Listening to his voice from a close distance, | realized that his voice was thick and rich, and he must be 
quite advanced in cultivation. 


Although Jing Li's three men have hidden their weapons with cloth bags, their clothes, dress and 
demeanor all reveal their identity as martial artists. 


Another man had a large red birthmark on his right cheek. He saw a large oar hanging beside Jing Li's 
saddle, and his eyebrows couldn't help but raise a bit. 


"I've practiced a little bit," Jing Li replied with a broad smile. 


The bearded man was dumbfounded. Jing Li's words were not offensive, but they lacked some martial 
arts etiquette. He also looked at the braids hanging below his turban, but he could not tell where his 
braids came from. 


The bearded man raised his hands and said, "| am Dai Kui, a disciple of the Xinyi Sect in Shanxi. This is my 
junior brother Li Wenqiong. I'm not sure how many of you are here. 
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The famous Xingyi Sect is one of the "Nine Great Sects", with many disciples in the Central Plains, 
especially in Shanxi Province, where it originated, it is the number one sect. Judging from the calmness 
of these two men, who claimed to be from Shanxi, their status within the sect must not be low. 


Jing Li also arched his fist. 


"South Sea Tiger Respect Sect, Jing Li. "As he said, he also raised his hand to Hu Linglan, "This is..." He 


thought for a moment before saying: "Hu Linglan of the ‘Shadow Sect'." Because " The Japanese 
pronunciation of "Yinliu" is difficult to pronounce, so he simply translated it into "Shadow School". 


"Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong had never heard of the names of the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect and the 
Shadow Sect, so they didn't react much, but only nodded politely. 


Then all four of them set their eyes on Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng knew that the disgrace of the Qingcheng Sect's tragic destruction by Wudang had long been 
widely publicized. He wondered if he would be slighted if he declared the name of the Qingcheng Sect. 
But he could not deliberately hide his sect, could he? It would be a great disrespect to the dead master. 


Therefore, he arched his hand and said, "Disciple of the Qingcheng Sect, Yan Heng. " 


The two disciples of the Xinyi Sect, once they heard the words "Qingcheng Sect", had expressions of 
both surprise and respect. They immediately dismounted from their horses and bowed their fists to Yan 
Heng. Yan Heng, taken aback, also clumsily dismounted and bowed back to them. 


"So the young knight is a swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect! My respects! My respects! "Dai Kui said. 


The "Nine Schools" in the martial arts world are also known as the "Six Mountains and Three Gates": the 
"Six Mountains" are the Shaolin, Wudang, Huashan, Omei, Qingcheng, and Kongtong Schools, while the 
"Three Sects" are the Bagua, Xingyi and Mizhong Sects. 
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As the name suggests, the "Six Mountains" are the base for the sects to live in seclusion in the 
mountains, practicing martial arts; the "Three Gates" are those whose martial arts have been widely 
spread throughout the world, and have even spawned offshoots in different parts of the world, and are 
therefore known as "Gates" rather than "Sects". Although the number of disciples of the "Three Gates" 
is far greater than that of the "Six Mountains", on the one hand, they are not concentrated in a single 
place, and on the other hand, their standards vary, unlike the disciples of the "Six Mountains" who 
specialize in training in isolated mountains, so in the eyes of the world, the status of the "Three Gates" is 
slightly inferior to that of "Six Mountains". 


Nevertheless, each of the Three Gates has its own headquarter in its birthplace, where the best disciples 
of the Three Gates are gathered to further their studies and training. For example, Dai Kui and Li 
Wengiong are the members of the Xi Men Headquarter in Qi County, Shanxi Province. The martial arts 
skills of the disciples of the three headquartered centers are not necessarily inferior to those of the 
disciples of the "Six Mountains". 


"Although the Qingcheng Sword Sect has disappeared, its original reputation and status is higher than 
that of the Xingyi Sect, and Dai and Li still respect Yan Heng a lot. They both knew about the destruction 
of the Qingcheng Sect, but naturally they were not in a position to ask detailed questions at their first 
meeting, so they did not inquire Yan Heng in detail. They only wondered why a swordsman of the 
famous Qingcheng Sect would be walking with two strange men and women. 


"You must have come to Guanzhong for..." Dai Kui hesitated for a moment. "...That Yao surname 
matter..." they knew that Yan Heng was a Qingcheng disciple, so they were already 90% sure about it. 


"Of course. " Jing Li said, "Maybe we'll go up to Mount Hua tomorrow to take a look. " 


"No need." Li Wenqiong sighed and said, "We came from Tongguan, and we happened to pass through 
Huayin... We have already heard the news from there..." 


"What newse" Yan Heng asked anxiously. 


"Yao Lianzhou single-handedly overthrew the entire Huashan sect." Although it was not the first day Dai 
Kui knew about this, he still felt his hair stand on end when he recounted it. "This happened more than 
ten days ago. | can't believe it." 


505 


Yan Heng was shocked when he heard this. 


"The fist comes from Shaolin, the sword goes to Huashan." The Huashan Sect's martial arts status is 
even higher than the Qingcheng Sect. 


And the Wudang master, with one man and one sword, had defeated it completely. 


Yan Heng couldn't imagine what kind of battle it was. What level of martial arts was Wudang Master Yao 
Lianzhou's? 


He was only sure of one thing: the gap between himself and the Wudang Sect was far greater than he 
had imagined... The feeling of powerlessness that he had felt that day in the tomb of the Qingcheng Sect 
had returned. 


However, Jing Li's face showed a look of excitement. Even such shocking news had not shaken his 
confidence. 


--The higher the mountain in front of him, the stronger his desire to climb it. 


Jing Li only hated that he didn't have the time to go to Mount Hua to see the battle for himself. There 
must have been a lot of subtle maneuvers from both schools, right? 


"Do you two know whether Yao Lianzhou has left the gate after his victory over the Huashan Sect? "Jing 
Li asked. 


"| did not find out. "Li Wenqiong replied. "But | have heard that Yao Lianzhou left Huashan and traveled 
to the west. " 


"It can't be that he went to the Kongdong Sect on the way, right? " Dai Kui smiled bitterly. Kongtong 
Mountain is located in the neighboring province of Gansu to the west and within Pingliang Prefecture in 
Longdong. 
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"Then why are you two rushing to Xi'an Capital? " Jing Li asked. At this moment, he did not know what 
to expect. 


"We have an elder brother, Mr. Yan, who is originally from Shaanxi Province, and has come back to Xi'an 
Province to open a dart shop after he has completed his art, so we have already made an appointment 
with him to meet him in the city. He has been operating in Guanzhong for many years and has deep 
connections in the Jianghu, so he should have heard a lot of news, so it's a good time to ask him. "Dai 
Kui replied. "What's more, the news of Wudang's entry into Guanzhong has been widely circulated, and 
it is known that fellow disciples from various sects have already arrived, so it's a good time for us to 
meet up with them. " 


He looked at Yan Heng and said solemnly, "After all these events, we must have realized that the 
movement of the Wudang Sect has a major impact on the entire martial arts world. | think it's time for 
all the sects to have a good discussion. " 


Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong looked at each other, and then at Yan Heng. Li Wenqiong then began, "Young 
warrior Yan, it is better to meet by chance than to be invited, why don't we go into Xi'an together, so 
that my master Yan can receive the guests and also have a meeting with all the sects that have come to 
Guanzhong to share the friendship of the martial arts? " 


Yan Heng looked at Jing Li and asked him with his eyes. Dai and Li realized that this Qingcheng young 
warrior seemed to be under the command of a strange man from an unknown sect, which was very 
strange. 


"We don't know our way around. This is a very good idea. "Jing Li said with a smile. "Hurry up, I'm 
starving to death. " 


Dai and Li frowned slightly at this, but they immediately smiled and got on their horses. 


Jing Li noticed that Dai Kui and Li Wengiong, no matter what they did when they jumped off the horse 
just now or when they got on the horse's back now, they were steady in their gait, and did not move at 
all once they landed on the ground or in the saddle. The Xingyi Sect has always been famous for its 
ability to generate energy from the whole body, and their strength was indeed true. 
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Yan Heng also hurriedly mounted his horse. He tried to keep his posture as natural as possible, so as not 
to let the two new acquaintances see that he was a novice rider. 


The five riders formed a line on the main road and continued to gallop towards Xi'an Prefecture. 


Xi'an, or Chang'an1, has been the capital of kings for more than a thousand years since the Western 
Zhou Dynasty, especially during the Tang Dynasty, when it was the most prosperous, and its grandeur 
was unrivaled by that of the metropolis of the Yuan Dynasty or the southern city of Beijing in the current 
dynasty. 


[Note (1): In the second year of Hongwu in the Ming Dynasty, Chang'an was renamed Xi'an Prefecture, 
taking its meaning of "stabilizing the northwest". 


As he approached, Yan Heng looked out from his saddle and gradually saw the tall walls of Xi'an 
Prefecture. The existing city wall was in fact rebuilt during the reign of Hongwu, based on the imperial 
city of Chang'an in the Tang Dynasty, and still displays the atmosphere of an ancient royal family, 
especially the city is situated in the hinterland of Guanzhong, surrounded by mountains, with an 
extraordinary atmosphere, no wonder it has the reputation of being a "state of the emperors and kings 
in the Qinzhong region since ancient times". 


After entering the Changle Gate in the eastern part of the city, the five of them led their horses through 
the city. Yan Heng was even more surprised to see the wide and straight avenues in the city of Xi'an. 
Compared with Chengdu, which is in Sichuan Province, the ancient capital of Xi'an has a stronger and 
more robust flavor, which invigorated Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng sometimes wondered: if it weren't for the disaster of the Qingcheng Sect, he might have 
stayed in the Qingcheng Mountains for the rest of his life, and would never have had the chance to see 
such magnificent landscapes as the Wushan Gorge or the Xi'an Capital... 


--When he thought about it, he felt a bit guilty: should | be happy for this experience? ... 


It was not the first time for Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong to come to Xi'an, so naturally they led the three of 
them along the avenue. 
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"My senior brother, Yan Qingtong, owns the Zhenxi Dart Company, which is located in the eastern part 
of the city, not far from here," Dai Kui said as they walked. "Master Yan is a very hospitable man, and 
there must be quite a number of fellow martial artists staying with him nowadays. We'll be able to make 
a few more friends later on. " 


At this moment, two men hurriedly came from the back, although they did not have weapons, they 
were still dressed as martial arts masters. 


"May | ask if you are our Master Yan's fellow disciples, Swordsman Dai and Swordsman Li? "One of the 
men asked respectfully. As soon as Dai Kui heard this, he knew that they were dart masters from the 
"Zhenxi Dart Company". 


"Is it Master Yan who told you to wait at the city gate?" smiled Dai Kui. 


The two bodyguards hurriedly took the reins from Dai and Li. "Master Yan knew that the two of you 
would be arriving in the next few days, so he ordered us to wait near the city gates every day..." the dart 
master who spoke took a look at Jing Li and the other three. "Are these people also the warriors of the 
Xingyi Sect? " 


"They are martial arts friends | met on the road. "Dai Kui proudly introduced, "This Young Hero Yan is a 
Qingcheng Swordsman from Sichuan! " 


When the two escorts heard about the "Qingcheng faction", their reaction was stronger than that of Dai 
Kui and Li Wenqiong before. They immediately led Yan Heng's horse over and lowered their heads so 
much that their buns were pointed towards him: "Young Master Yan, | apologize for missing welcome! 
I'm sorry! "Both of them were at least twenty years older than Yan Heng, making him a bit 
uncomfortable. 


However, Dai Kui did not introduce Jing Li and Hu Linglan to them. Jing Li didn't care either. 


"Let's go back to the dart shop first," Li Wenqiong urged. 
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"No! "The dart master hurriedly explained. "Because there are so many heroes from different sects 
coming to Guanzhong, it's not easy to serve them in the dart shop, so the Big Boss has chartered the 
Linmen Inn in the south of the city to host them. At the moment, the master is also there, and has 
instructed us to take the two of you to a reception. " 


"Going directly to the inn, that would be even better. " Li Wenqiong arched his fist at Yan Heng: "How 
about we go together and have a drink?"" 


"Thank you. " Yan Heng replied hastily. Qingcheng's respected elders had not yet taught him how to say 
the polite replies of the Jianghu, and ever since the Wulitian Pavilion martial arts fight, he felt that he 
was tongue-tied every time he spoke to someone. 


The two dart masters led the five men forward. Jing Li gave the horse's reins to Hu Linglan, pulled Yan 
Heng behind him, and quietly said to him, "Don't tell anyone that | saved you, and don't tell them that | 
defeated a member of the Wudang Sect. " 


"Why? " Yan Heng wondered. 


"I'm afraid there will be a lot of people here. Not all of them are trustworthy. Remember when | was 
attacked in Chengdu? If you cannot see where someone is coming from, it's good enough to talk to 
them. " 


Yan Heng thought back to his own experience of being cheated by the "Horse Brand Gang" and deeply 
realized the consequences of trusting others. He nodded his head to Jing Li. 


Yan Heng is gradually learning the meaning of "Jianghu". 


Jing Li looked at Yan Heng's hesitant expression and knew that he was nervous again, so he smiled and 
put a hand on his shoulder and asked, "What's wrong? Are you afraid of gathering with other sects? " 


Yan Heng nodded, "I'm afraid...I'm not qualified to represent the Qingcheng Sect..." 
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"What does it take to be qualified? " 


Yan Heng thought for a moment, but it was difficult for him to give a concrete answer, he only said, 


"Although | am a ‘disciple of the Dao’, my qualifications are really too shallow... 


Jing Li patted the "Dragon Thorn" hanging behind his back. 


"Have you ever thought that you are a genius? " 


Yan Heng was stunned and waved his hand, "How could I..." 


"| remember you said that your senior brother, Song Dehai, is recognized by the Qingcheng Sect as one 
of the most talented people in recent generations, and the future master of the sect, isn't that right? His 
father is your uncle, Song Zhen, so he must have been learning martial arts since he was a few years old, 
right? " 


"Yes...S0 what? " 


"But Song Dehai didn't become a disciple of the Qingcheng Sect until he was twenty years old. If | 
remember correctly, you are seventeen this year. " 


Yan Heng's face tightened. 


He suddenly recalled: when Master He Zisheng stroked his head in the "Hall of Returning Origin", that 
day, he had that expectant expression... 


"Do you remember that Xi Zhaoping from Wudang? "Jing Li added, "The one who crippled your senior 
brother Song. But you once stabbed him through the jaw with your sword. " 


Yan Heng remembered that fateful day. He couldn't help but touch the Dragon Thorn with his palm. 
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"Humility is a good thing, it allows one to see oneself clearly. But to be too humble is to underestimate 
oneself, and it will damage one's confidence when practicing martial arts and fighting. " 


Jing Li looked at Yan Heng seriously. His eyes and expression resembled that day's He Zisheng. 


"Those who believe they are geniuses are not necessarily true geniuses; but true geniuses are sure to 
believe they are geniuses. " 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall - 15 


A list of the "Nine Great Sects" of the martial arts world (below): 


Bagua 


"Baguaquan" is a martial art that appeared in Anhui and Jiangsu areas. Its origin cannot be verified. It 
may have been related to Taoist thought at first. However, when it developed into the Bagua sect in 
later generations, it has become a completely secular martial art without religious content. The so-called 
"Bagua" is just a demonstration of the route of the footwork by using the trigrams as a symbol. Bagua 
door headquartered in Anhui (Ming Dynasty South Zhili province) in the south of Huizhou Province. 


The Bagua sect martial arts is world-famous for its exquisite "Bagua footwork". When exercising, it is 
based on walking in circles. In actual combat, it is good at swimming around the enemy's sides or even 
behind, making it difficult to defend. Its boxing technique actually mostly uses palms (so it is also called 
"Baguazhang"), which combines hardness and softness; opening the palms is not only for powerful 
strikes, but also for displaying various bone-grabbing techniques, combined with the footwork of 
tripping, kicking and sweeping, and can be transformed into a throwing move. "Baguaquan" is unique in 
both long-range attacks from the body and short attacks close to the body. 


The Bagua Sect's weapons are mainly sabers and swords, and there is a double dagger method, which 
uses the blade instead of the palm. There is also a giant "Bagua Sword" five feet away. It was originally a 
heavy instrument used for practicing inside the door, but occasionally there are masters who can use it 
in actual combat. 


Famous martial arts skills: Bagua Sinking Thunder Palm, Bagua Traveling Body Palm, Dragon Claw Ten 
Stalks, Bagua Body Breaking Saber. 


Xingyi Quan 


"Xingyiquan is an ancient martial art, the origin of which is unknown. It is said to be the result of the 
outflow of Shaolin martial arts; it is also said to be the creation of Yue Fei, a famous general of the Song 
Dynasty who fought against the Jin Dynasty, based on the art of marksmanship, which is probably a false 
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claim. Xingyi Men based in Qixian County, Shanxi Province, and spread far and wide in Henan Province, 
Hebei Province, Shaanxi Province, and other places. 


"Xingyiquan" is a simple and ancient method, and practitioners often focus on the "five elements of the 
mother fist" and "twelve major forms" single-form repetitive exercises, without the complexity of 
continuous sets of moves. Tactics emphasize the whole body as a whole to develop a powerful force, a 
step straight into the middle door (the so-called "hit like walking"), with the pressure of the fighting 
method, not the opponent space, hard into the hard fight, no move not frame. 


The Xingyi Sect is based on the principle of generating energy in boxing, and the weapons created by the 
Sect also use heavy blades, with its two-handed long sabers and big guns being the most famous. 


Famous martial arts skills: Five Elements Mother Fist, Twelve Great Forms, Xingyi Sanhe Saber, Six 
Harmonies Great Pistol. 


Mizong Sect 


It originated in the vicinity of Changzhou Prefecture in Hebei Province, which is known as the 
"Hometown of Martial Arts" (in the Ming Dynasty, it belonged to the Northern Zhili Province). According 
to legend, "Secret Sect Fist" first appeared in the Tang Dynasty, and was created by imitating the 
movements of apes and monkeys in a fight, hence the names "Yizong Boxing". The name "Yizong 
Boxing" was created to describe its flexible, jumping, and unpredictable style. According to records, 
Zhou Dong, a boxer in the Song Dynasty, was the most skillful in this art, and passed it on to Lu Junyi, the 
"Jade Unicorn" of the Liangshan Mountain heroes, and then to the prodigal son, Yan Qing, but the 
history of this art has not been verified. 


The martial arts of the Secret Sect can be said to have synthesized the essence of the martial arts of the 
northern part of the Central Plains, with the body and footwork emphasizing on flickering and moving, 
tampering and jumping, and attaching great importance to kicking and cupping with the legs, and 
specializing in long-handed and far-reaching strikes away from the body, and quick and continuous 
strikes to control the enemy. Based on boxing, they have evolved a variety of weapons, such as swords, 
sabers, lances, and so on, and they also follow the style of lightness and dexterity to win. They also 
practiced darts and hidden weapons. 


Famous martial arts skills: Half Cloak Fist, Liwai Battle, Mingtang Quick Saber. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 30 Chapter 7 - Linmen Inn 


The three-story "Linmen Inn" is located in the center of Nanmen Street, the busiest street in Xi'an. A 
gold-lettered signboard hangs high. There are long rows of red lanterns on both sides of the vermillion- 
lacquered door. The doorposts and roof eaves are decorated with unicorn carvings. It is so majestic that 
it is no wonder that it is the most famous store in Xi'an. 


When Jing Li and the others reached a few dozen paces away, they could already see a large number of 
people gathered in front of the inn. When they looked closer, all of them were dressed as martial artists, 
and many of them were carrying cloth-bagged weapons. Some of them were talking to each other, while 
some of them kept reaching out to look inside the inn door. 


The dart master who was leading the horse explained, "They are all martial artists who have come to 
join us. Even though the inn is big, it cannot accommodate all the guests, so these less famous guests 
can only..." He smiled but did not say anything, he just handed the reins in his hand to the servant 
waiting in front of the inn, and asked him to take the horse to the back to feed it with grass. 


Although the dart master didn't say it, the meaning was obvious: not everyone is qualified to enter the 
Linmen Inn today. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan handed over their horses to the innkeeper. The weapons that were originally hung 
on their saddles were of course on their bodies. 


The two dart masters pushed through the crowd in front of the door and led Dai Kui, Jing Li and the 
other three through the door. People on both sides of the door looked at Jing Li, Yan Heng and Hu 
Linglan with curiosity, as if they were saying, "He can get in, but why can't | get in? 


When they entered the restaurant on the lower floor of Linmen Inn, the hall was indeed filled with 
people sitting or standing, all of them were known to be martial artists from the Jianghu, at least sixty to 
seventy of them. Many of them entered the inn and unpacked their weapons, showing off a variety of 
blades. The shopkeeper was busy between the tables, and had to be extra careful not to knock these 
warriors' weapons down. 


Once someone came in, it attracted the attention of a pairs of eyes from each table. The eyes of wolves, 
surveying their gait and weapons, seemed to be secretly evaluating their strength. 
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This kind of look and reaction is like instinct for martial artists. Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Yan Heng were also 
the same, scanning the people in the inn with these slightly wary eyes. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan were particularly eye-catching. Although Hu Linglan had changed into Chinese 
clothing, her hair and shoes were still from the East, and with her tall figure and behavior that did not 
resemble that of a Chinese woman, one could tell at a glance that she was a woman of a different race. 
Her beautiful appearance was also a major attraction to these bloodthirsty men. 


As to why Jing Li's clothes and jewelry attracted attention, it is needless to say. 


As for Dai Kui and Li Wenqgiong, some people had already recognized them as masters of the Xingyi Sect 
and hurriedly bowed their fists and saluted them. The two of them returned the salute. 


The dart master led the five of them up the side stairs to the second floor of the restaurant. 


The people downstairs all stared at them - they were not qualified to go up to the second floor. The two 
disciples were fine, but the three strange men following them made them suspicious. 


The second floor occupies half of the upper part of the restaurant. There is a railing on one side, 
overlooking the hall downstairs. Since there was only half a floor, only five or six tables were set up. 


A tall and strong man, who looked like a bear in his prime, had already greeted them in front of the 
stairs, enthusiastically holding the hands of Dai Kui and Li Wengiong. 


"Junior Brother Dai! Junior Brother Li! You've come a long way from Qi County, and it's been hard work. 

"This person is the owner of the "Zhenxi Dart Company" (also known as the "Grand Master"), the master 
of the Xingyi Sect, Mr. Yan Qingtong. Dai and Li hadn't seen him for more than two years, so they smiled 
and put their hands together. 


Yan Qingtong was overjoyed when his two junior brothers arrived from Shanxi, not only because they 

reunited with old friends, but also because he was lucky to have two more powerful and kindred spirits 

in this martial arts gathering. Although Yan Qingtong is a senior brother in terms of seniority, in fact, in 
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terms of martial arts attainment, he is lower than the two junior brothers who are still at the Shanxi 
Xinyimen Headquarters: More than ten years ago, Yan Qingtong knew that his qualifications were 
limited and it was difficult to pursue higher martial arts skills. In this situation, he bid farewell to his 
master and returned to his hometown to start this escort business - a true seeker of the Way would not 
be interested in this kind of work, where one is paid to work for the sake of others. 


Yan Qingtong holds the identity of the authentic descendant of the Xinyi Sect, and was once an "internal 
disciple" of the Shanxi General Hall(@. In this escort business, it can be said that he is always successful. 
The heroes in the green forest are all afraid of that resounding martial name. How can the escort car not 
give him enough face when passing by? What's more, the Xinyi Sect's martial arts spread widely in 
several neighboring provinces, and there were many members of the branch, including many who were 
officials or joined the army. Yan Qingtong relied on his connections with the same sect to increase his 
backing in the government. Under such conditions, his "Zhenxi Escort Agency" business is getting bigger 
and bigger. Just look at the pomp and splendor of the "Linmen Inn" he booked, and you can already see 
it. 


[Note (1): Equivalent to the "Taoist disciples" of Qingcheng and Huashan sects. J] 


"Junior brother, what happened with the Huashan Sect..." Yan Qingtong originally had a loud voice, but 
when he mentioned this, his voice dropped. 


"We heard about it on the road." Dai Kui said, "Do you know the whereabouts of Yao Lianzhou?" 


"We don't know yet. Maybe it's still in Guanzhong." Yan Qingtong explained. "| have people at various 
checkpoints. If such a conspicuous guy leaves the customs, they will definitely find it and report it to me 
quickly... Many martial arts colleagues here are also waiting for the news, and they also come to a rare 
gathering of heroes, haha..." he laughed, and his eyes fell on Jing Li and the other three of them. 


"Ah, sorry! | was so focused on reminiscing that | forgot to introduce them..." Dai Kui owed, "These are 
the martial arts friends | met on my way to the city. It's really fate....... Elder brother, what do you think 
is this young knight's lineage? "He pulled Yan Heng forward, "It's the famous 'Taoist disciple’ of the 
Qingcheng Sword Sect in Sichuan, Yan Heng! " 


Yan Qingtong was first stunned by this statement, and then his smile became even brighter than before. 
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At the same time, the guests at the tables on the second floor, who had been chatting with their heads 
down, immediately quieted down when they heard the name "Qingcheng Sword Sect", and all looked at 
Yan Heng standing in front of the stairs. Yan Heng was at a loss as to what to do with the attention of 
the crowd, and he was not sure what they were thinking. 


"|..." Yan Heng arched his fist to the four sides, "Yan Heng of the Qingcheng Sect. " 


"I'm so glad to see you! " Yan Qingtong laughed happily, pulling Yan Heng towards the biggest table. 
"Even the swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect has come to Xi'an, so all the heroes here must be happy." 
he said! "As he said this, he turned back to look at Jing Li and Hu Linglan, who had come with him. He 
was afraid that he might have been mistaken, so he hurriedly asked Dai Kui again, "Are these two...?" 


Dai Kui thought for a moment before he remembered, "They're the Hero of the South Sea Sect and the 
Heroine of the Shadow Sect." 


As soon as they heard that they were from a lesser-known sect, they lost interest in them and continued 
to watch Yan Heng. Yan Heng took off his three swords and was pulled by Yan Qingtong to sit beside 
him. Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong also sat down. 


Apparently, they had no intention to greet Jing Li and Hu Linglan at the banquet table. Yan Heng, who 
had already sat down, looked at Jing Li anxiously. Jing Li, however, only shrugged his shoulders and 
waved his hand to Yan Heng, signaling that "it doesn't matter", and then sat down with Hu Linglan at 
another table. There were only three men sitting at that table, and all of them were looking at them. 
There was also a big oar in Jing Li's hand, which was even taller than him. 


Jing Li ignored the three men and picked up the wine pot and poured a glass for himself and Hu Linglan. 
He drank it all in one go, picked up another bun and stuffed it into his mouth, then touched Hu Linglan's 
elbow. 


"Look, there's a funny guy. " he said in Japanese as he swallowed the bun. 


Hu Linglan followed Jing Li's gaze and realized that there was a monk sitting at the host's table, standing 
out among the guests. 
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The monk seemed to be quite young, only in his twenties, about the same age as Jing Li and Hu Linglan. 
The monk's robe was slightly torn due to the wind and frost of the journey, and his bald head hadn't 
been shaved for a while, with a short piece of coarse, hard, messy hair, and a bushy beard on his chin 
and lips, with two eyebrows that were thick and long, and a disorganized tail, which made him obviously 
a naturally hairy person. His eyes were big and bright, his ears were round and his face was wide, and his 
facial features were so imposing that he was reminiscent of the angry-eyed Golden Vajra in a Buddhist 
temple. 


Interestingly enough, while everyone else on the table was drinking and talking, this monk alone was 
just holding a big bowl of rice and poking it violently with his chopsticks. On top of the white rice, half of 
it was piled up with vegetables, and there was also a large piece of roast lamb, so it seems that this 
monk does not abstain from eating meat. 


When he was trying to eat, his weapon was not leaving his body, a hexagonal Qi Mei stick @ was still 
resting between his right shoulder and chest, his right foot was lifted up and placed flat on the chair, like 
the Buddha's cross-legged sitting method, and he hijacked the long stick in the bend of his knees. The 
two ends of the staff were covered with iron sheets, with round nails made of copper lined up on them. 
Besides, there was a big cloth bag beside his chair, | don't know what was inside, but it looked very 
heavy. 


The monk had already grabbed a piece of leg of mutton and chewed half of it in one mouthful. As his 
mouth moved, a grain of rice fell from the corner of his mouth onto his shirt, and he quickly picked it up 
with his chopsticks and returned it to his mouth in a practiced, natural motion. 


"It's really funny. " Hu Linglan snickered, unable to resist responding in Japanese as well. 


As soon as Yan Heng sat down at the table, Yan Qingtong poured a full glass of wine for him first, and 
poured a glass for himself, drinking it in honor of Yan Heng. Yan Heng had never been a drinker, but in 
this case, he had to drink it, feeling that it was very spicy, and he had to hold it back so that it did not 
spurt out. 


Yan Qingtong was about to introduce the guests at the table, when one of the people on the other side 
of the table suddenly and coldly said: "Disciple of the Qingcheng School, really? " 
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The man was tall and thin, with a strong face, a long hooked nose, and small eyes. The knuckles of the 
hand holding the wine glass were covered with thick calluses. It was obvious at a glance that he was a 
good hand in boxing. 


"Don't talk nonsense." An old man beside the man scolded. This old man had a half-white beard, and 
there were small scars on his forehead and the right side of his face, showing that he was a senior with 
considerable practical experience. The old man wore leather wristbands on his hands that almost 
reached his elbows. He seemed to be a boxer just like the hawk-nosed man. 


Dai Kui was stunned when he heard this. Come to think of it, he has not confirmed Yan Heng's identity 
yet. 


Yan Qingtong smiled and introduced the man who spoke to Yan Heng: "This is the heir to the Mysterious 
Sect from Cangzhou, Hejian Prefecture, Zhili, Brother Dong Sanqiao. The old boxer next to him is Dong's 
uncle, Han Tianbao. " 


This Dong Sanqiao is a new generation of outstanding boxer in the Mysterious Sect of the "Nine Great 
Sects", formerly known as Dong Chao, after his completion of his art, he became famous for his 
swiftness, and was described as being as fast as three arms in close combat, and was named Dong 
Sanqiao from then on. 


"| did not mean to offend this little brother. "Dong Sanqiao said coldly again. "But this gathering of the 
best of the best in Xi'an to meet the Wudang Master is no joke. We are all famous people in the martial 
arts world, if some imposters are mixed in, will it become a joke? "He looked at Jing Li and Hu Linglan at 
the neighboring table. "I just wondered how the Qingcheng Sect's swordsman could mix with some 
weird men and women, so | had this question, and I'm not doubting little brother. " 


Hearing Dong Sanqiao disparage Brother Jing Li and the others in his speech - the others looked at the 
Jing Li duo with the same general disdain - Yan Heng was infuriated. However, he thought that his 
seniority was not high enough to be vented here, so he did not counter-argue. 


He picked up a long cloth bag in his hand, pulled the rope to untie the knot, and the bag faded a little, 
revealing a classically shaped sword handle and a lotus-shaped round hand guard. 
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"Note @): When the end of the stick is erected on the ground, the head of the stick is equal to the 
height of the user's eye brows, i.e., the "Qi Mei Stick", so it is generally about 5 feet long. 


"A token of this clan, the ‘Dragon Thorn Sword. "As soon as he finished speaking, he pulled back the 
cloth bag. 


The people only took a glance at it, but they could not see it for real. Even if they did, no one here has 
ever seen a Male or Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, so there is no way to judge. But they see this 
sword handle, absolutely not like a mortal weapon, heart already believe a few points. 


"It is really a Qingcheng Sect treasure. "That Mysterious Sect's old boxer Han Tianbao immediately 
arched his fist and said. In fact, he has never seen the Qingcheng sword, how can he tell? But his disciple 
was rude before, so he spoke first to round off the scene: "Even if you don't look at the sword, but just 
look at his demeanor and cultivation, you can be sure that young warrior Yan is from a famous school. 
"Yan Heng was very grateful for the sincere look he gave Yan Heng, and the fact that he was so favorable 
to the Qingcheng Sect, Yan Heng immediately bowed his hand in return. 


On top of the banquet table, there were more than ten plates of dishes and snacks, such as meat 
dumplings, meat with preserved juice, steamed buns, and sandwiches, all of which were famous in the 
Guanzhong area. Yan Heng had been hungry for a long time, but he did not dare to use his chopsticks in 
this situation. 


Yan Qingtong introduced the people at the table again. Two of them were also from the Mysterious 
Sect, but from the Shanxi and Henan branches. They had brought more than a dozen other sect 
members with them, who were sitting at the neighboring table. 


"This..." Yan Qingtong turned toward the other side of the table, "is the senior Yin Yingchuan from the 
Bagua Gate Headquarters in Huizhou Prefecture, South Zhili. " 


Yan Heng saluted over there again. | saw that Yin Yingchuan was not tall, especially the proportions of 
his head and face were extremely small. He looked like a thin-skinned monkey, but his shoulders and 
arms were particularly developed, and his back was slightly raised. He looked to be in his fifties, with a 
very ugly face. What was strange was that of his two eyebrows, only the left one turned white, the left 
and right eyebrows a black and white, short and thick, half hidden a pair of shining eyes. Behind him 
there is a young disciple for him to hold the blade: a super huge Bagua single blade, with a handle of five 
feet long, perhaps more than seven or eight pounds, the blade is so large that it exaggerated Hu 
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Linglan's Nodachi. The disciple couldn't hold the sword in his hand for a long time, so he just put the end 
of the scabbard on the ground and held it with both hands. 


Yin Yingchuan is the younger brother of Yin Yingfeng, the current leader of the Bagua Sect. He is famous 
in the main hall of the Huizhou Bagua Sect. He is famous in Jiangsu and Anhui Province, especially for his 
giant Bagua Sword, which is nicknamed "water cut the moon" - the ordinary people often can not 
imagine, he is such a skinny monkey, how can he use such a sword? 


Yin Yingchuan brought a total of thirty-two Bagua disciples from the main hall and summoned from 
various branches this time, the largest number among all the sects. The news that Du Yanfeng, the Jin Yi 
guard of the Bagua Sect, was defeated by a Wudang sect boxer in front of the emperor has spread from 
the capital to all directions. The Bagua Sect is eager to restore the reputation of the sect, so this time it 
is the most active. 


Yan Qingtong then introduces Yan Heng to some of his fellow members of the Xingyi Sect who are sitting 
at the neighboring table, all of whom are from the Henan branch of the sect. 


Jing Li ate and drank at the neighboring table while listening to Yan Qingtong's introduction of the 
guests from the various sects. Jing Li was also observing the differences between the members of the 
three major Gates. 


Sure enough, just like Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong, each of the Xinyi disciples in the field looked stable, and 
their movements seemed to contain three points of strength, and they would not explode easily, fully 
demonstrating the martial arts skills of their sect. 


On the other hand, the Mysterious Sect members, such as Han Tianbao and Dong Sanqiao, were just the 
opposite, with a light and quick stance, even when they were sitting down, they gave people the 
impression that they could get up at any time, and they were more hasty in their speech, and they were 
quick in their eye movements. According to legend, the Secret Sect, originally known as "Geibi" or "Geibi 
Sect," was a Monkeyish Fist school of martial arts that evolved and absorbed the essence of many 
northern martial arts, emphasizing off-the-body fighting, swift footwork, and punching in all directions. 
These qualities are fully displayed in the behavior of the Mysterious Sect disciples. 


As for the Bagua Sect members, their posture seemed to be somewhere between the two. However, 
Jing Li especially noticed that when the Bagua Sect members left the table and walked, the soles of their 
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feet hit the ground in a peculiar way, as if they were ready to change direction at any time with each 
step. The Bagua Sect's footwork was unique in the world, and these people had practiced it to the bone. 


After Yan Qingtong had finished introducing the three great sects, he added, "Young Hero Yan, don't 
think we are the only ones from the three sects here in Xi'an." He pointed at the monk. "This one is none 
other than Master Yuan Xing who came down from the Shaolin Temple. He is a master among the 
younger generation of monks in the temple. He is here on behalf of the Shaolin Temple to discuss plans 
with our various factions and uphold justice in the martial arts world!" 


Yan Heng was surprised to hear this - he could not have imagined that this scruffy monk, who only cared 
about his food, was a martial arts monk from the Shaolin Temple. 


Jing Li also heard it, but did not look surprised - who else but Shaolin monks could sit at this banquet? 


The monk Yuanxing ignored Yan Qingtong's introduction and continued to eat alone, which made Yan 
Qingtong very embarrassed. Yan Heng didn't feel embarrassed when he saw Yuan Xing ignoring him. 
Instead, he found the way he was eating very interesting and tried not to laugh. 


Yan Qingtong and the others initially did not quite believe that such a young and unkempt monk could 
be a representative of the Shaolin Temple, and thought that he was a wild monk who came from 
nowhere to cheat for food; but the document that Yuan Xing was carrying was not a fake, and it was 
clearly written that it was the "Shaoshishan Shaolin Temple passed down the treasure certificate", and 
looking at his tall and strong body, he really has the posture of a warrior in his steps. 


More importantly, when he lifted up the sleeves of his monk's robe while eating, everyone could see 
two muscular forearms on the left and right, with a clear mark on the inside of each: 


The left is the Green Dragon and the right is the White Tiger. 


——Evidence that he has passed the most severe test in Shaolin Temple, "Woodman Alley". 


At this moment, the Yuanxing monk still only ate and did not talk. Yan Qingtong had no choice but to 
ignore him, cleared his throat and said: "| also received great news: the Gansu Kongtong Sect will also 
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send swordsmen down the mountain to help! Although | am not sure, the news is that even Mr. 
Feihong, the current head of the Kongtong Sect, will come in person!" 


As soon as the news was announced, everyone present, except Yuan Xing, took a deep breath. Some 
people were so excited that they clapped their hands. 


Although the Kongdong Sect is located in a remote area in the western part of the country, its "Eight 
Great Absolutes" martial arts are renowned throughout the world, and the history of its founding is not 
a short one. If Mr. Fei Hong, the head of Kongdong, really came in person, the weight of this gathering of 
Guanzhong's heroes would be greatly increased. 


Although the Qingcheng Sect is located in Sichuan, Yan Heng had heard his uncle and elder brother 
mention this Mr. Fei Hong a few times in the Master's Sect. It was said that when his master, He 
Zisheng, was a young man, he traveled and practiced martial arts with Mr. Fei Hong, and they discussed 
swords with each other, and when He Zisheng returned to Qingcheng, he was very much impressed by 
his martial arts skills. Yan Heng was excited at the thought of having the opportunity to meet this 
famous martial artist, who was also a former friend of his master. 


However, there was one person who was not too happy about the news, namely Yin Yingchuan of the 
Bagua Sect: at this gathering of heroes, his status, position and reputation are the most exalted; if Mr. 
Fei Hong were to arrive in person, he would immediately be outclassed, and the Bagua Sect's lead would 
probably be overtaken by the Kongdong Sect... 


After a round of conversation about this news, Dai Kui looked at Yan Heng with a solemn face and said, 
"We in the martial arts world share the same feeling of regret that the Qingcheng Sect has suffered a 
great change. If you are able to avoid the Wudang Sect's harm, and if you have been entrusted with the 
sect's most precious treasure, the 'Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword' by Sect Master He, then 
you must be an outstanding artist! " 


Yan Heng did not know how to reply. Jing Li had instructed him not to tell these people that he had 
saved his life and killed Xi Zhaoping, and Yan Heng did not want to retell the story of the massacre on 
Mount Qingcheng, so he just hung his head and muttered. 


"| heard that Sect Master He Zisheng was defeated by Wudang's Ye Chenyuan's sword," Dong Sanqiao 
said coldly. "What a pity. " He said, but there was a hint of mockery in his words. 
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Yan Heng stared at Dong Sanqiao angrily, and almost blurted out, "If my master had not been sick in the 
eyes, he would never have lost! 


But he did not forget one of the major precepts of the Qingcheng Sect: after winning or losing a match, 
one should not harbor old grudges or make excuses. 


He recalled a past event: last year, during the Qingcheng Sect's "Summer School" competition, he had a 
recurrence of an old shoulder problem and thought of giving up; however, his senior brother Zhang 
Peng rebuked him: "Xiaoliu, in the future, would you rather tell others that you tried your best this 
summer and lost, or that you were injured and withdrew? "So Yan Heng went out injured and won all 
three matches. Had it not been for this summer school, Yan Heng would not have become a "disciple of 
the Way" a few months later. 


He recalled the confident expression of his master, He Zisheng, on that day when he had fought at the 
Xuanmen Shelter's training ground, and how he had never given the eye disease a second thought - 
when a martial artist stepped into the battlefield, he was confirming that he was in the best condition to 
fight. 


--If Master is alive and well, he would never want me to use his eyes as an excuse to lose a battle. 


So Yan Heng swallowed his anger and did not say a word in response to Dong Sanqiao. 


"If their strengths are similar, the situation during the fight will change so much that it will be difficult to 
predict whether they will win or lose," said Han Tianbao categorically. "Sect Master He was a great 
swordsman whom | admired. He died fighting hard, and he must have no regrets." With that, he stood 
up and laid a cup of wine on the floor. 


Yan Heng was thrilled to hear this and returned Han Tianbao's salute. Everyone else on the table also 
stood up and laid a cup of wine to He Zisheng, and even Yuan Xing, who paid no attention to others, 
temporarily put down his rice bowl and chopsticks and picked up the teacup in front of him, laying a cup 
of tea instead of wine. 
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Since Yan Heng had lost the Qingcheng Sect, although he was accompanied by Jing Li, he still felt lonely 
and unsupported. Now that he had the support of such a large group of senior masters of the famous 
sect, his heart was greatly comforted. 


--lam not at all alone in this battle. 


Yin Yingchuan then said, "News from Huashan, that Wudang master Yao Lianzhou has openly said: 
‘Boxing is from Shaolin, sword is from Huashan', he wants to change it..." He looked at monk Yuanxing, 
and then said, " He will go to Shaolin next too. The ambition of the Wudang Sect is not trivial at all. " 


Everyone was moved. The Shaolin Temple, the "World's Martial Arts Sect", has been the world's leading 
martial arts institution for nearly a thousand years, and no one has ever been able to touch it. Although 
there is no official ranking of the "Nine Great Sects", the world agrees that Shaolin is the undisputed 
leader of the nine. Now this Yao Lianzhou said that he wants to pick on Shaolin, how arrogant is his 
heart? 


"Ye Chenyuan also said in our 'Guiyuan Hall'..." Yan Heng's eyes flared up with anger again because of 


that reminiscence. "...The goal of their Wudang Sect is to prove themselves, ‘invincible’. 


As soon as these words came out, everyone at the table turned pale. Others at the next table also heard 
it, some were inexplicably angry, and some were stunned. 


Li Wenqiong asked again: "| heard that the Emei sect from the same province as your sect has opened its 
mountain gate and surrendered to Ye Chenyuan. Is it true?" 


Yan Heng nodded sadly. 


"Everyone!" Yan Qingtong stood up and looked around at the heroes at the table. "Now it is clear that 
this is no longer a matter of one sect in Qingcheng or Huashan, but concerns all the martial arts sects in 
the world! To put it bluntly, the Wudang sect wants to dominate the martial arts! Taking advantage of 
this opportunity for heroes from all over the world to gather in Guanzhong, our various sects must unite 


to fight against the ambitions of the Wudang Clan 
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The so-called "dominance of the martial arts world" was mostly heard in martial arts legends or 
anecdotes about the martial arts world. Most of them were nothing more than wild words from evil 
factions; it has never been imagined by the great heroes in this room that there is a madman in the 
world who would really implement the words "dominance of the martial arts world"! But the fact is in 
front of us, no matter how crazy it is, the actions of the Wudang sect do threaten all sects in the world. 


The entire second floor was silent. At this time, there was another "ding-dong" sound, and it turned out 
that the monk Yuanxing was eating again. Hu Linglan at the next table couldn't help laughing. Yan 
Qingtong looked back at her with irritation, but seeing that she was a delicate woman and Yan Heng's 
friend, he was not in a position to make a scene. 


He patted Yan Heng's shoulder beside him and continued, "It's good now! With the Qingcheng Sect's 
remaining ‘Taoist disciples’ joining us, we have a new name to live up to! Under the banner of avenging 
our fellow Qingcheng Sect members, we don't have to be polite to Yao Lianzhou and the Wudang Sect. " 


Many people at the table applauded. Yan Heng, however, felt something wrong in his ears. 


--"They think so highly of me, do they only want to capitalize on the Qingcheng Sect's grudge so that 
they can make a name for themselves? ... 


Jing Li laughed coldly when he heard this. 


"Senior Yan..." asked Yan Heng anxiously, "What are your plans? ... 


"Young warrior Yan, why do you have to be so formal? "Yan Qingtong hugged him on the shoulder 
again, and Yan Heng felt a bit uncomfortable with the excessive enthusiasm. "It's not 'you’, it's 'us'! " 


He put away his smile and said sternly: "| have spread my contacts widely and kept an eye out 
everywhere. It is estimated that Yao Lianzhou has not left Guanzhong yet... As soon as | find him..." He 
suddenly fell silent and turned around to look at Jing Li and Hu Linglan again, asking quietly: "Young 
Hero Yan... they... your friends... " 
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Yan Heng heard that the other party was doubting his elder brother Jing, who had been helping him all 
along, which made him very unhappy, so he deliberately arched his hand to the people on all sides and 
said loudly, "Like me, my elder brother Jing has an undeniable hatred for the Wudang Sect. In the past 
few months, | had to be taken care of by him, otherwise | would not have been able to come to this 
pass." He gazed at Jing and said, "| have absolute trust in him. " 


The two of them looked at each other and smiled, and at the same time they picked up a glass of wine 
and dried it. 


This was the second time that Monk Yuanxing had stopped eating. He seemed to be unable to resist 
taking a look at Jing Li. Jing Li gently nodded his head. However, Yuanxing was expressionless and 
grabbed another piece of meat and stuffed it into his mouth. 


"|... didn't mean to offend..." Yan Qingtong coughed dryly: "But | want to make it clear... this is the best. 
As for Yao Lianzhou's matter..." 


At this moment, Yin Yingchuan interrupted him, "Master Yan, may | ask if you will preside over this 
alliance and command all of us? " 


Yan Qingtong was stunned. He was originally relying on the fact that he was the master of the Dongdao 
and had spent a lot of money to greet all the great masters, taking advantage of this Heroes' Meeting to 
greatly enhance his status and prestige in the Jianghu, but he did not want to cause Yin Yingchuan's 
dissatisfaction. 


"Of course | don't dare! "Yan Qingtong hurriedly waved his hand and said: "I am only familiar with 
Guanzhong, so | dare to speak more....... In terms of reputation here, where can | be ranked? Especially 
when there is a famous martial arts star of Senior Yin's level!" 


Yin Yingchuan just wanted to save some face. He was very satisfied when he heard this. He did not 
embarrass Yan Qingtong, but said in a tone that sounded like an order: "You can continue to talk." 


"Okay..." Yan Qingtong swallowed his Adam's apple: "That Yao Lianzhou defeated the Huashan sect with 
a single sword. It's easy to imagine how extraordinary his martial arts skills are, he is still just one 
person..." he raised his hand, gesturing to the various tables, and then to the many more visitors 
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downstairs. "As long as we, the heroes from all over the world, work together, that Yao Lianzhou, 
despite his three heads and six arms, will have to succumb. " 


At this moment, Yuanxing suddenly stood up, and everyone looked at him. But he did not look at 
anyone, just put the chopsticks between the fingers of his left hand holding the bowl, picked up the 
hexagonal Qi Mei stick and the cloth bag beside him with his free right hand, and left the table. 


He looked around, then casually sat down at the empty seat at Jing Hui's table and continued eating. 


Yan Qingtong's face turned red. Although Monk Yuanxing didn't mean anything, his behavior seemed to 
show disdain to sit at the same table with him. 


"Ignore him." Yin Yingchuan said coldly. 


Yan Qingtong nodded, and when he was about to continue speaking, Yan Heng interrupted him: "Senior 
Yan... you mean... to face Yao Lianzhou, all of us here... have to swarm together? " 


"This is something that | have already discussed with Han, Mr. Yan and a few others a few days ago. "Yin 
Yingchuan said without changing his face, "This Wudang sect's crazy ambition does not start today. As 
far as | know, it is the result of the fact that the head of the Wudang Sect, Gongsun Qing, who 
eliminated the evil cult, obtained a number of books of the evil cult's practicing methods, and was 
changed by these evil methods. Nowadays, the Wudang Sect has obviously fallen into the demonic path. 
There is no need for us, the righteous, to talk to them about the morality of the martial arts. " 


On the other side, Dai Kui also said, "Young Swordsman Yan, Wudang's Ye Chenyuan defeated your 
Qingcheng Sect and should have stopped there, but instead he went ona killing spree, do you think they 
are still concerned about morality and righteousness?" 


Yan Heng naturally hated the murderer of Qingcheng Sect's masters and brothers who were killed by 
Wudang. Every time he remembers the arrogant words of the Wudang master when he came to Mount 
Qingcheng to challenge, he practiced his sword even more fiercely, wishing to become stronger one day, 
and then prove to the Wudang Sect that the Qingcheng Sect is still alive by using this pair of " Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" with his own hands! 
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However, Yan Heng felt that it was not right to listen to Yan Qingtong's and Yin Yingchuan's strategy: just 
as Xi Zhaoping had said on Mount Qingcheng that day, Wudang's victory over the Qingcheng Sect was 
indeed based on their excellent martial arts skills, either fighting alone or winning with fewer people; it 
was even more exaggerated for Yao Lianzhou to take on the Huashan Sect alone. 


——If we deal with Yao Lianzhou now, we rely on strength in numbers, which seems not fair enough... 


Yan Heng knew that he was not of a high rank, so he did not dare to raise this idea here, but just 
remained silent. Everyone saw that he had stopped talking and believed that he had been convinced. 


"We are not trying to kill Yao Lianzhou." Yan Qingtong said: "Otherwise, this hatred will never end. We 
want to capture the Wudang leader alive and force the Wudang sect to sign a city alliance with other 
sects, promising never to invade each other." 


--Although the Wudang Sect is now relying on its strong force to dominate the martial arts world, it 
cannot completely disregard the school's promises and credibility, and once a peace treaty is signed, it 
cannot be torn up casually; moreover, after the commencement of the campaign, it is tantamount to 
the formation of the "Anti-Wudang Alliance", which includes the Shaolin Sect, and it will not be easy for 
the Wudang Sect to make trouble again even after a while. 


Jing Li heard this strategy of threatening the Wudang Sect at the other table and once again shook his 
head and laughed coldly. 


Yan Qingtong patted Yan Heng's shoulder and said, "After the world is at peace, all the allies here will 
definitely assist Young Hero Yan Heng to revive the Qingcheng Sword Sect! " 


Yan Heng stared at all of them with surprise. Yin Yingchuan, Han Tianbao and the others nodded their 
heads at him. 


The words "revive the Qingcheng Sword Sect" sounded like thunder in Yan Heng's ears, making his heart 
beat faster. 
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Yan Heng thought carefully: these three sects, if we add the Kongdong Sect which is coming soon, there 
would be more than a thousand disciples in every province in the world; these four sects accounted for 
half of the nine major sects in the martial arts world, and their credibility was even greater; looking at 
Yan Qingtong's style of organization, there was no lack of financial and material resources. With all these 
favorable conditions, the rebuilding of the Qingcheng Sect is not far away at all! 


As for their siege strategy, Yan Heng thought again: Didn't the Wudang Sect also send a number of 
assassins to attack Jing Li in order to take revenge? We can't say that we are more despicable than the 
Wudang sect if we are besieging Yao Lianzhou now...not to mention that we are not trying to kill him at 
all... 


Yan Heng was confused as he thought about it, and looked over to Jing Li to see how he would react to 
this matter. Jing Li, however, did not look over, seemingly no longer interested in what the master of the 
house had to say, and was only looking at the monk eating his meal across the table. 


"You're a good eater. " Jing Li said as he picked up a piece of beef sandwich in the center of the table 
and put it into his mouth. 


"Not bad, | guess. "Yuan Xing didn't raise his eyes and swallowed his rice before answering. 


"| didn't hear that the monks of Shaolin Temple also eat meat. "Jing Li ate another piece of meat cake. 


"Usually they have to abstain from it. " Yuan Xing said as he bit into the mutton. "But if you eat meat, 
you'll be more powerful when you fight. " 


Jing Li and Hu Ling Lan looked at each other and smiled, thinking that this monk was extremely 
interesting. 


Yuanxing finally ate the entire bowl of rice, exhaled, and put down the empty bowl and chopsticks. 


"There's no way. | am more focused on my martial arts than on my Zen. "Then he added, "On balance, 
I'll have to eat the meat. They're all slaughtered anyway. I'll just recite a sutra before | eat them. 
Amitabha. " 
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The few martial artists at the same table frowned, never imagining that a Shaolin monk would talk such 
nonsense. Jing Li, on the other hand, laughed out loud, and even the people at the neighboring table 
were paying attention. 


"So, do you want to drink? "Jing Li picked up his glass. 


Yuan Xing shook his head. "If it helps my martial arts, | will drink it." 


Jing Li smiled, " Not really. "He tilted his head back and drank up the wine. 


There was a big discussion going on at the master's table, but Jing Li was talking and laughing loudly as if 
no one was there, causing a few Xingyi Sect disciples sitting at the other table to be very dissatisfied. 


They came from the Henan branch of the Xingyi Sect, their status was not high enough, so they were not 
able to sit at the main table, and they were already in a bad mood; when they saw that Jing Li and Hu 
Linglan, who came from an unknown background, were sitting on an equal footing with them on the 
second floor, they were even more furious, and wanted to make a scene long ago. 


"Our senior brother Yan is talking, but you have been laughing just now." One of them said from a 
distance with a livid face. "I advise you to talk less and drink more." 


After saying that, the two disciples beside him took the wine bottle and the wine glass and threw them 
towards Jing Li. 


Jing Li was unmoved. 


The wine bottle and the wine cup flew out flatly, and the momentum seemed to be very strong, but 
they landed safely on the table, right in front of Jing Li, the wine bottle had not tipped over, and the 
wine in the cup had not spilled out, which was really a very skillful work. 
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"Not everyone has the chance to drink the wine on this second floor. Thanks to your friend from the 
Qingcheng Sect. "That Sect Leader said coldly again. 


When the other tables saw this, they secretly applauded in their hearts. 


Jing Liand Hu Ling Lan laughed out loud when they saw this. This time, even Yuan Xing, who was sitting 
on the opposite side of the table, covered his mouth and laughed. 


"What are you laughing at?" the Xinyi Sect member said angrily. 


"Nothing. "Jing Li picked up the wine and drank it down, and showed the glass to the three of them, 
"You guys have practiced this for quite a number of days, haven't you? " 


He picked up the wine bottle and drank a full glass, then raised it to the Xinyi Sect member, "I'll offer 
you a drink as well." After that, he also threw his glass to the table. 


The three Xingxi Sect members were waiting to see if Jing Li had such a skill, but the wine glass was so 
powerful that it fell on the table, and the wine in the glass splashed and wetted the clothes of the three 
of them. They stood up from their chairs in embarrassment. 


"What are you doing? " 


Jing Li deliberately made a surprised expression and said with a smile: "Ah! I'm sorry! I'm usually busy 
practicing real martial arts, and | haven't practiced this kind of wine glass throwing skill." 


The mockery in Jing Li's words was obvious. The three Xingyi Sect members had already copied their 
swords and knives. However, Yan Qingtong stepped out and stood between the two tables. 


"Is this man here to cause trouble? " 


Jing Li stood up and sighed. 
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"I've heard you guys talk for a long time, but in the end, | didn't hear who gathered such a large group of 
people. " 


"We are all..." 


"| know. " Jing Li interrupted Yan Qingtong. "Everyone has heard the news that the Wudang master has 
come to Guanzhong, so they have rushed here from all directions, right? But who has asked: who spread 
this news? " 


He looked around the inn and said, "Has it ever occurred to you that the news was originally sent out by 
the Wudang sect itself? Is it to attract us to gather together in Guanzhong? Or is it someone else who 
has another purpose? " 


Yan Qingtong was speechless. 


"Even if Yao Lianzhou was indeed alone when he went to Mount Hua, can you be sure that his Wudang 
disciples have not come to his aid by now? If Yao Lianzhou were to add ten or eight of his hand-picked 
Wudang disciples, would you still be able to capture him alive? Do you still have the determination to 
cooperate? "Jing Li continued to count down the people of the various sects present at the scene. "Who 
among you has actually fought with a Wudang disciple? " 


"Have you? "Li Wenqiong of the Xingyi Sect sneered. 


Jing Li smiled but did not answer, lifting up his large oar that had eight engravings memorized on it and 
shaking his head. "| came here just to hear how much new news you guys have about Yao Lianzhou. It 
turns out that you don't know where he is. I'm not interested in your alliance, so I'll leave you here." he 
said, packing up his other weapons and going downstairs with Hu Linglan. 


"This is not a place where you can come and go as you please," said Yin Yingchuan coldly. The people at 
the tables all stood up, seeming to surround Jing Li and the others. 
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Seeing this, Hu Linglan immediately unwrapped the cloth bag on her hand, revealing the long hilt of her 
Nodachi sword, and scanned the crowd with a pair of heroic and marvelous eyes. Seeing the special hilt 
of the sword, all the martial artists were shocked. 


"It's a Japanese sword! "One of the Bagua Gate men cried out. The headquarter of Bagua Gate is near 
Jiangsu and Zhejiang, and this Bagua Gate man is from Zhejiang. Japanese pirates since the years of 
Chengzu, often colluding with Chinese pirates, invading and plundering the coastal area, especially fierce 
today, the local people hate it to the bone, the Japanese sword shape, he recognized at once. 


Once he heard the phrase "Japanese pirates", the hostility in "Linmen Inn" increased. Although the 
people downstairs could not hear it clearly, they knew that there was a conflict up there, and they all 
looked up to watch the fun. 


Yan Heng saw Jing Li and Hu Linglan not getting along with the great masters of the different factions, so 


he anxiously got up, "Brother Jing Li! ... 


A Bagua Sect disciple sitting next to him put his arm around his shoulders and pushed him down. At the 
same time, Yin Yingchuan glared at Yan Heng and said: "Qingcheng Sect and my Bagua Sect are both in 
the "Nine Sects", so Yin is also your senior teacher after all. | advise you not to hang out with such 
heretical people. Yes. You are not deeply involved in the world. If you make the mistake of befriending 
such a person, you will not only ruin your reputation, but also tarnish the reputation of the Qingcheng 
Sect. " 


"That's not true, Brother Jing..." Yan Heng wanted to stand up again. 


"Sit down and be quiet," Yin Yingchuan said sternly, this time obviously utilizing his martial arts senior's 
authority. Yan Heng had been taught since he was a child at Mount Qingcheng that he must respect the 
senior members of his sect, especially the "Nine Great Sects" and other famous sects, and must not lose 
his manners. Although Yan Heng was concerned about Jing Li's safety, he did not know how to refute 
him politely. 


Jing Li looked left and right, then scratched his beard and said with a smile, "| am not Yao Lianzhou. Do 
you not need to follow the rules of the martial arts in order to attack me? " 


This remark was as sharp as a needle, piercing everyone's heart, and some of them lowered their heads. 
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The one who was splashed with wine said angrily, "Then | will fight with you one on one! " 


Jing Li looked him up and down a few times, then shook his head. 


"I'm not interested. "With that, he and Hu Linglan stepped down the stairs. 


When the two of them were walking in the restaurant below the Lin Gate Inn, many martial artists from 
the small sects were looking at them with strange eyes. Regardless of their origins, how dare they 
offend the Bagua, the Xinyi, the Mysterious Sect " three major gate's " masters, it really makes them 
curious. 


At this time, a figure jumped over the railing on the second floor, jumped directly downstairs, and 
landed on a square table without making much sound. Even the cups and plates on the table did not 
bounce up, which shows the profoundness of his skills. The four warriors who were originally sitting at 
this table were surprised and ran away. 


This man was the bearded Dai Kui, a master of the "inner disciples" of the Shanxi Headquarter of the 
Xingyi Sect. He had no weapon in his hand. 


"You have repeatedly insulted my fellow disciples of the Xingyi Sect, how can | let you go like this? "Dai 
Kui kicked and swept everything off the table, leaving it empty. "Now, let's let you come up here and 
learn whether my school's Xingyi Fist Technique is a 'real martial art' or not. Let's also see if your fists 
are as good as your mouth. " 


Jing Li pointed to the table, "Come up here? " 


I'm afraid to fight for too long and spoil the fun of the heroes here." Dai Kui said, "Whoever falls first 
loses. Dai Kui said, "Whoever falls down first, loses." " 


"At one time you say that there is no need for martial arts ethics to fight your enemies, but at another 
time you have to fight, and then you have such a boring rule. "Jing Li sighed and handed his weapon to 
Hu Linglan. "Alright, I'll play with you. " 
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The large group of martial artists in the inn had been bored of sitting there for a long time, and now that 
they had the chance to watch the authentic boxing of Xingyi Sect and see the martial arts of this strange 
man, they naturally all shouted out in favor of the game. 


Jing Li ran and jumped to the table, where Dai Kui had already set up his boxing stance and stood on 
guard. 


When Jing Li leaped to the table, he kicked the edge of the table with his left foot in mid-air, and Dai Kui 
was shocked, and sank into a horse stance to keep his balance. 


Jing Li's right foot immediately stepped onto the table, seizing the opportunity, and hit the chest with 
the "Five Thunder Tiger Fist" of the South China Sea Tiger Respected School! 


Dai Kui did something extraordinary. He raised his upper arm to block the punch, but at the same time 
he attacked with his lower body. He swept out his left leg low and used his foot to bend inward to 
shovel towards Jing Li's right tibia, which was standing on one foot! 


Xinyimen's boxing technique emphasizes the consolidation of strength and steady stances. Therefore, 
the kicking techniques used are such that the high leg is no more than the navel, and the low leg is no 
more than the knee. Low kicks from the bottom and top techniques are closely coordinated at the same 
time, leaving the enemy with no chance to breathe. 


Jing Li was very agile, his right foot only stepped on the tabletop, and then he immediately leapt up with 
one foot to dodge this shoveling foot, and then his left foot immediately stood on the edge of the table 
again. 


Dai Kui didn't let this opportunity pass and took advantage of this kick to turn into an upward step, and 
then his left hand launched a "crashing fist", striking Jing Li's chest! 


Jing Li raised his right elbow and blocked this powerful punch in time. However, Dai Kui's upward step 
had robbed him of his footing, and he could only stand on the edge of the table with the tip of his foot 
as he dropped his right foot. 
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This kind of frontal up and down pressure at the same time, is the essence of Xingyimen Boxing, so that 
the opponent has no foothold, and its momentum will be broken. This tactic is even more effective ona 
square table. There is a kind of Xingyimen sparring practice where the two players have to seize each 
other's horse stance on a small eight-immortal table, not giving up half an inch. Naturally, Dai Kui was 
well versed in this technique, and he wanted Jing Li to come to the table to compete with him. 


Yan Heng, who was upstairs, stood in front of the railing and watched the fist fight below. He was very 
worried when he saw that Brother Jing was at a disadvantage. In the past, he mainly saw Jing's sword 
skills. Only when he faced Xi Zhaoping, he saw his elbow technique, but it was unknown how good his 
actual boxing skills were. 


Jing Li's balance was very good, just using the toes of his feet, he could still stabilize his body on the edge 
of the table and take the force of Dai Kui's "collapsing fist". 


Dai Kui immediately went up to the right "Tiger Shape Step", his left hand's "Avalanche Fist" was 
transformed into a palm pressing Jing Li's arm, and his right hand sent out a "Drill Fist" from under his 
belly with a spiral force, like a cone, straight to Jing Li's stomach and abdomen! 


"Note (3): "Yin Hands Punch" is the opposite of the normal punch, with the back of the fist facing the 
ground. 


Jing Li's bridge hand was blocked and he couldn't block any more, but under this unsteady posture, he 
still dared to kick up with one foot, and raised his left knee high up, knocking away the force of this 
"Drilling Fist" from the bottom to the top. 


However, after Jing Li raised his knee, there was no more room for his feet to stand, all of them were 
taken away by Dai Kui, and he only stood on the edge of the table with his right leg. Dai Kui had already 
prepared for a "Double Push Palm", once the whole body's strength was released, Jing Li's body would 
have to fly out of the table even if he was able to block it. 


Jing Li's left foot, however, still stepped firmly on the table. 


Not on the table. It was between Dai Kui's thigh and crotch. 
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This footstep had cut off Dai Kui's upward momentum from the horse stance, and he was unable to 
launch his double push palms for a moment! 


Jing Li used Dai Kui's leg and crotch as a stepping stone, his right leg also jumped up and left the table, 
his posture was like a monkey climbing up a tree, and his right knee flew fiercely into Dai Kui's face! 


Dai Kui is also a famous expert, facing such a close distance between the flying knee, he still reacted in 
time, his palms crossed forward, sealing the knee strike! 


However, Jing Li had already climbed up above Dai Kui's head, grabbed the back of his neck with his left 
hand, and raised his right elbow high up, breaking Dai Kui's skull from top to bottom! 


--Jing Li's strange move was the "Eight Arms Fist Technique "4 he learned from Siam Logic, which Dai Kui 
and everyone else in the audience had never seen before. 


"Note 4: Jing Li uses Muay Boran (ancient Thai boxing), and "Eight Arms" refers to the eight attacking 
weapons of two fists, two legs, two elbows, and two knees. 


This elbow blow to the head was no small matter. Dai Kui hurriedly raised his crossed arms above his 
head. He would rather suffer the pain on his arm, because he was already prepared for his arm bones to 
be cracked. 


Jing Li, however, had no intention of smashing his elbow down. When his right elbow was halfway 
down, he opened his arm and turned it into a twisting position, coercing Dai Kui's head between his 
right armpit and elbow bend, his arm like a ring firmly twisting his neck. Jing Li jumped in the air at the 
same time, his waist was like a dragon flipping, the strength and weight of his whole body fell on Dai 
Kui's neck, how could Dai Kui withstand it, he could only follow his twisting force, his body also flipped, 
and his back fell heavily on the tabletop! 


--This is a wrestling technique Jing Li learned from a Buddhist monk when he was wandering in 
Mannaraka. 
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How could the table withstand this fall? All four legs broke at the same time, the tabletop cracked open, 
and the two of them were entangled into a ball and fell to the ground together! 


"The people of Lin Men Inn were dumbfounded, and no one dared to applaud. 


They separated and stood up at the same time. Dai Kui patted the clothes on his body and turned his 
neck, looking dumbfounded. He wasn't actually hurt - the table had taken away most of the force of the 
fall. 


However, in the eyes of Yin Yingchuan, Yuan Shi, Han Tianbao and the others upstairs, they could see 
that Jing Li's fall in the air just now only needed to change the angle a little bit, forcing Dai Kui to fall 
onto the table with his head on top instead of his back, and Dai Kui must have fainted to death at this 
moment. Jing Li had left a lot of room for mercy. 


Jing Li kicked the table fragments on the floor and said with a smile, "We fell off the table together. Let's 
call it a tie. " 


Dai Kui knew that he was defeated and looked embarrassed, not saying a word. On the second floor, Li 
Wengiong and the other disciples of the Xingyi Sect also looked gloomy. 


At this moment, Yan Qingtong walked to Yan Heng's side and said to him softly, "This friend of yours is 
an expert, keep him, he will be useful in dealing with Yao Linzhou. "Yin Yingchuan nodded to him from 
the other side. 


Yan Heng did not say anything, but just picked up the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" 
placed on the table and ran down the stairs. 


Jing Li took back his own weapon from Hu Ling Lan, who gave him a small smile of appreciation. 


Yan Heng walked up to Jing Li. 
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"Brother Jing...didn't you say that the more companions you have the better when fighting against the 
Wudang Sect? Now these people are determined to fight against Wudang... Maybe the method is not 
fair, but Wudang has sent many people to attack you before, isn't it the same? "Yan Heng spoke as softly 
as he could, so that no one could hear the details. 


"You are right. "Jing Li put a hand on his shoulder. "There's no such thing as fair or unfair revenge. It's 
just that | don't like it myself. There are also things like capturing Yao Linzhou alive and forcing the 
Wudang Sect to negotiate, which are even more not to my liking. " 


"If you don't like it, | will go with you now..." 


Jing Li shook his head, "We are companions, but that doesn't mean you have to listen to what | say. That 
would make you my subordinate. " 


He looked at those people upstairs and added, "With so many big sects assisting you, no matter what 
manpower, material resources, and prestige, it is indeed not difficult to revive the Qingcheng Sword 
Sect. Don't you want to consider it? " 


Yan Heng lowered his head. 


Before, when Tong wanted to recruit him as a son-in-law and offer him the position of vice-chief of the 
Minjiang Gang, he could easily refuse; however, the affairs of the Qingcheng Sect were not his own. He 
was shouldering the responsibility of all the sect's deceased teachers and teachers. The inheritance and 
reputation of the same sect, as well as the ancestors of Qingcheng throughout the generations, cannot 
be decided based on personal intuition, likes and dislikes. 


--Yan Heng felt that the "Female and Male Dragon Tiger Sword" in his hand was even heavier than 
before. 


Jing Li stroked his head in understanding, "As | told Tong Gangmaster, everyone has his own path to 
follow. How to decide, you think about it carefully. " 


"Where are you going? " 
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"Don't worry. As long as | don't know where Yao Linzhou is, | won't leave Xi'an. How hard is it for you to 
find me? We're not separated like this. " 


Jing Li smiled and said loudly to everyone in the inn, "Who else wants to compete? If not, | am leaving. " 


The people on the second floor could see that even the "inner disciple" of the Xingyi Gate Headquarter, 
Boxer Dai, who was quite famous in the martial arts world, had lost to this man from the Nanhai Sect in 
just a few moves, so naturally, they all kept quiet. Even if people like Yin Yingchuan or Dong Sanqiao 
were confident about victory, they still felt that they couldn't risk a contest in front of so many people 
with a man who was not actually an enemy. 


At that moment, the monk Yuanxing also jumped down from the second floor, carrying a stick anda 
cloth bag. 


Everyone stared in disbelief: was the Shaolin monk going to fight? 


Yuanxing grabbed a round of hair from his head and said to Jing Li, "Originally, after eating the meat, | 
would like to fight. But | have a commandment: | will only fight with the Wudang Sect this time. Let's 
wait until things are over. " 


Jing Li smiled and replied, "| will wait for you. "This Shaolin monk reminds him of Sun Wu Yue and his 
son from Emei Sect. 


After that, he and Hu Linglan left through the door of Linmen Inn side by side. 


Yan Heng and Yuanxing, just like everyone else in the audience, stared at their backs. Only everyone's 
mood was different. 


"He is a good man. " Yuanxing couldn't help but say. 
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Yan Heng nodded vigorously. 


Yan Qingtong couldn't help but pause as he lost the chance to get two strong supporters; the people 
downstairs were all talking about how the match went; Dai Kui returned to the second floor with a 
dejected look; Yan Heng looked preoccupied; Yuanxing was sipping his tea alone... 


Gradually, the atmosphere in the "Linmen Inn" returned to normal, with people talking about various 
martial arts gossips. People from the three major sects came over one after another to greet Yan Heng 
and to get to know this heir to the Qingcheng Sect. Yan Heng looked like he had swallowed a lead 
weight in his stomach, and barely managed to keep his spirits up to deal with these people. 


Not long afterward, a dart master from the "Zhenxi Dart Company" ran upstairs and whispered a few 
words in Yan Qingtong's ear. Yan Qingtong looked down from the railing and saw a middle-aged man 
dressed as a Jianghu man, who had just entered the restaurant through the main door, but had not sat 
down and was just standing in a corner. The man's eyes kept looking around, looking very alert. 


"Excuse me." Yan Qingtong said and hurried downstairs to the man, pulling him to a deeper corner. 


This man is a small leader of the "Beijie Gang" in Xi'an Prefecture, named Liang Si. He has a friendship 
with Yan Qingtong because of business relations. Yan Qingtong used him to make inquiries in the city. 


"Found him. It's that guy. "Liang Si's mouth was almost on Yan Qingtong's ear. 


Yan Qingtong's eyes lit up: "Where? " 


"After breaking through the iron shoes, it turns out that Zhengzheng is in the brothel where we are 
responsible for the security." Liang Si whispered a name in Yan Qingtong's ear again. 


"Alone? " Yan Qingtong asked. He was surprised to hear he was in a brothel. 


Liang Si nodded: "It seems to have been living for some time. " 
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Yan Qingtong bowed his head and pondered for a while, seemingly to make a major decision. 


This time the heroes from all over the world gathered in Yan Qingtong's hometown of Xi'an Province, 
fighting that Wudang sect master, to him is simply a golden opportunity to fall from the sky - this battle 
can successfully pull together the alliance of various factions, and even contribute to the peace in the 
martial arts world, he is the host, and his reputation in the Jianghu will certainly be greatly enhanced. 
This is the key to the future expansion of the "Zhenxi Dart Company" business. His martial arts skills 
were not outstanding, but he would never have such a chance in his life. 


--It's worth the risk... 


Yan Qingtong said with a gloomy face, "Since that is your place...it is not difficult for you to do the thing | 
mentioned earlier, right? " 


"As long as there is enough money. " Liang Si rubbed his fingers together, his eyes flashing with greed. 


"According to the amount you mentioned. "Yan Qingtong said, taking out a small thing from a hidden 
pocket in his belt and secretly handed it to Liang Si. 


"Remember, you must do it yourself. Go alone, no one else can know about this. " 


"Have | ever disappointed the boss?" Liang Si put the thing in his lapel and said with a smile: "Go and do 
it now." 


Yan Qingtong watched Liang Si disappear from the door, and then winked at the two bodyguards 
guarding downstairs. The two understood, and then followed behind and left the inn. 


Yan Qingtong took a deep breath, rubbed his face with his palms, returned to his heroic smile, and went 
back upstairs. 
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"Good news." Yan Qingtong announced to everyone: "The leader of Wudang has been found. He is in 
this city!" 


There was a nervous cry. Dong Sanqiao is gearing up. Yin Yingchuan stood up. Yan Heng clutched the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" nervously. 


"Don't be impatient." Yan Qingtong waved hurriedly. "The exact location has not been found yet. But it 
will be soon. Probably today." 


The bodies of all the martial artists on the field simultaneously emitted the body odor of preparation for 
battle. 


This would be a battle that would shake the entire martial arts world. 


But what they didn't know was that Yan Qingtong already knew where Yao Lianzhou was. 


East of the city, Dachan City, "Ying Hua Pavilion". 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 31 Chapter 8 - Ying Hua Pavilion 


Only three blocks away from the "Linmen Inn", is a much smaller "Windward Inn", mostly for ordinary 
merchants to stay in the ordinary inn. 


Fang Jijie, a disciple of Wudang's "Shou She Dao" stationed in Xi'an Mansion, walked to the door of a 
room on the second floor of the inn and knocked on the door with a predetermined code. 


The person who opened the door was a young man with a tanned face and rough cheek skin. He was 
Jiao Hongye, a disciple of Wudang's "Soldier's Crow Road". Fang Jijie nodded and hurriedly entered, and 
brought the door closed. 


Guidan Lei was sitting quietly in the room with his eyes closed, but he had already opened his eyes at 
this moment. Next to him, Xi Xiaoyan was making moves in the air with his left hand, looking anxious, as 
if he wanted to fight quickly. 


"How is it? "Gui Dan Lei's withered hair was wrapped up under a bandana to avoid attracting attention. 


Fang Jijie shook his head. 


"Those people from the Linmen Inn haven't mobilized yet. Looks like they haven't found him yet. " 


Gui Dan Lei was slightly relieved. However, as long as he had not found the Sect Leader, he still could 
not feel at ease for a moment. 


"| can't believe that there are so many people from different sects coming here. How did this news leak 
out? ... "Gui Dan Lei wondered. "It should have been known only to our group..." 


The Wudang disciples who came with them, Chen Daixiu of Turtle Town Dao and four other members of 
Soldier's Crow Dao, stayed in the other two rooms. They didn't want too many people to gather 
together so as not to arouse suspicion. 
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Xi Xiaoyan stopped at this time. He lowered his head and said, "Senior Brother Gui, I'm sorry... When | 
was packing my bags, | told a few of my classmates..." 


"Reckless!" Gui Danlei scolded, but seeing Xi Xiaoyan's face full of guilt, he couldn't blame him anymore. 
"Forget it...you wouldn't have thought that there would be spies in Wudang Mountain..." 


As Wudang disciples, everyone undergoes very hard training. Without a strong will, it is impossible to 
stay in Wudang Mountain for a long time. It’s hard to imagine anyone among them accepting bribes 
from outsiders. 


--Unless one starts out with a purpose in mind... 


"Brother Gui, | would like to propose some ideas. "Fang Jijie has been in the Jianghu for a long time, so 
naturally he is more thoughtful: "These people come from all over the provinces, which means that the 
news of the Sect Master's entry into Guanzhong spread quickly and simultaneously in all directions. I'm 
afraid that the only people in the world with this kind of ability are..." 


"It's someone from the imperial court. "Gui Dan Lei tapped his knee. 


"Have we, the Wudang Sect, made enemies in the imperial court? " Jiao Hongye asked. 


Gui Dan Lei sighed and shook his head, "We'll have to wait for the Vice Head Master to come back from 
the capital before we'll know... That's not the most important thing right now. The most important thing 
is to find the Headmaster before them." He frowned and added, "There are so many enemies... If | had 


known that, | would have brought at least thirty men with me. 


"So what if there are many enemies? " Xi Xiaoyan sneered proudly, "| don't believe that their martial 
arts can control the Headmaster! " 


"What | am afraid of is not their martial arts. " Gui Dan Lei's face was worried: "Even a tiger may be 
caught in an invisible trap. " 
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Yin Xiaoyan has thought about it many times, but still can't figure it out: this strange guest who has been 
living here for more than ten days, what exactly is he? 


She only knew two things: first, the gold this guest gave was enough to book the wing for a long time, 
and also the most popular book girl here; second, he never drank, but the wine, what he drank was 
more expensive than any other wine - the tea. 


In this kind of place, as long as you can afford to spend this kind of money, no one will ask you who you 
are. 


Xiaoyan is Shuqiao girl's close friend. So now she has become a maid serving this guest. 


By the way, she knew one more thing: this guest loved taking a bath. There was a big bathtub in the 
wing room, and he had to take a bath every time with very hot water, which made his body, which 
looked like carved white jade, turn red with blood. 


Every time she added water, Xiaoyan's face turned red when she saw the guest's body. She works ina 
place like this and has seen a lot of naked men. But she had never seen such perfect lines and texture. It 
was hard for Xiaoyan to imagine how a man could develop such a beautiful body. 


Though Miss Shuqiao had been hired, she had only slept in the guest's room for two nights in the past 
ten days or so. Every night, he only listened to her play the zither. 


Every guest who came here to see Miss Shuqiao was sure to hear her famous zither playing. But Miss 
Shuqiao told Xiaoyan that she knew that most of the guests were not listening at all, either because they 
wanted to pretend to be elegant or because they were looking for a chance to flatter her. 


As for this guest, he just closed his eyes while listening to the music, and he didn't praise Miss Shuqiao 
afterward. But Xiaoyan could feel that he seemed to really enjoy it. 
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Only once, after listening to the music, the guest was silent for a long time, and then said with a sigh: 


"| like all beautiful things. The most beautiful things are unembellished, so they often appear in the most 
extreme situations." 


Xiaoyan didn't understand at all. 


When the guests were in the room with Miss Shuqiao, they never talked much. Originally, a girl as 
popular as Shuqiao had the freedom to refuse guests even if they could afford the money. But Miss 
Shuqiao didn't refuse. She patiently stayed with him in the room every day, sometimes painting, 
sometimes writing poems, sometimes even just sitting, silently sipping tea, and she didn't seem to feel 
bored. 


One time Xiaoyan couldn't help but ask her. She smiled and answered Xiaoyan: 


"You are still young and don't know how to distinguish between men. There is a kind of man. As long as 
you are with him, even if he doesn't say a word, you will be very happy." 


For most of the day, the guest closed the door and hid alone in his room. Xiaoyan didn't know what he 
was doing inside. Once when she was passing by, she seemed to hear a low shout coming from the door. 


This guest has a long cloth bag placed on the table. This cloth bag would never be opened when Shuqiao 
or Xiaoyan were in the room. 


A customer once asked her to wash a set of clothes. It was a strange white robe, like the kind worn by 
Taoist priests, with a strange symbol on the chest. He told Xiaoyan not to dry it outside after washing, 
but to hang it in the room. When Xiaoyan was washing, she found that the robe was stained with a faint 
red color, which was difficult to wash off. 


Now she was walking on the corridor holding another basin of hot water, about to put it into the large 
bathtub in that room. 
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She lowered her head and saw her reflection in the water. She knew that she was becoming more and 
more beautiful. Soon, she will no longer be a maid. Then she will become the sister of Shuqiao. 


Maybe that's not such a bad thing, is it? Xiaoyan thought. It's better than being ugly and remaining a 
servant girl. Girls who work here don't have much of a choice. 


But still, Xiaoyan couldn't erase the sadness in her heart: she couldn't obediently accept that she 
couldn't take her fate into her own hands. 


Xiaoyan was about to walk to the door of her room. She told herself to lift her spirits. She must not look 
like this to the guests. If the madam saw her, she would be scolded again. 


Xiaoyan also reminded herself that after serving the guest in the bath, she should go to the kitchen to 
make tea. 
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Jing Liand Hu Linglan were walking aimlessly along the streets of Xi'an with their horses in tow. They 
hadn't talked to each other since they left the Linmen Inn. Jing Li did not smile anymore. 


At this moment, Hu Linglan couldn't help but speak up. 


"If you had asked him to come along, he would have followed you. " 


Jing Li thought for a moment. "Maybe. " 


"Then you..." 
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"I can only teach him martial arts. " Jing Li shook his head. "I can't tell him what to do with his life. He 
has to make his own choice. " 


Hu Linglan nodded her head and said no word. 


After the two of them walked for a while, Jing Li said, "It's time to find a place to stay. " 


At this moment, someone behind them shouted, "It's you guys! " 


Everyone on the busy street turned their heads to look. 


They only saw a figure that looked like a young boy, leading a tall white horse, walking towards Jing Li 
and the others with quick steps. 


"Brother Jing! Sister Lan! " 


Hu Linglan was overjoyed and let go of the horse's bridle to welcome her. The two of them held hands 
happily in the center of the street. The "boy" even jumped up and down in excitement. 


Who else could it be but Miss Tong? She was dressed in men's clothing, wearing a turban, and her face 
was covered with a scarf, so those who didn't recognize her couldn't tell if she was a man or a woman. 
Behind her, she was carrying two swords: one was the blunt iron sword used for martial arts practice; 
the other was naturally the Still Life Left Sword that Yan Heng had given her when they separated at 
Wushan. 


"How did you get here? Your father..." asked Hu Linglan in disbelief. At the same time, Jing Li also led 
the two horses over. 


"Originally, my father was going to take me back to Chengdu. But two days later, he suddenly said to 
me, "Go and find them! | rushed here right away, but | couldn't catch up with you guys on the way..." 
Tong Jing hadn't talked to anyone for a long time on her journey, so she spoke so fast and furiously that 
both Jing Li and Hu Linglan could barely hear her. 
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She pulled down her scarf and looked at Jing Li, her face a bit shy: "I think it's because of the words that 
Brother Jing said to Father before he said goodbye... Brother Jing, thank you! " 


Jing Li shrugged his shoulders and just looked at Hu Ling Lan and smiled, "Well, someone else will be in 
charge of ordering the food from now on." Hu Linglan giggled and laughed out loud. Tong Jing couldn't 
understand and scratched her head. 


"| was worried that | wouldn't be able to find you guys... Xi'an Capital is so big..." she looked around, 
"Ah, where's Brother Yan? Where did he go? " 


Jing Li put away his smile. 


Tong Jing had never seen the ever-energetic and smiling Brother Jing show such a forlorn look before. 
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Fan Zong squatted in that narrow alley, examining Liang Si's body lying on the ground. 


Of course, he didn't know this man's name was Liang Si. But across the street from the Linmen Inn, he 
had noticed that this man was acting strangely. 


Fan Zong had been at the corner of the bazaar opposite the inn, monitoring the movements of the 
martial arts practitioners at the "Linmen Inn". The city of Xi'an was too big and he was not sure if Master 
Yao was in the city. He and the three Xi'an-based disciples of the "First Snake Path" could not find out 
his whereabouts on their own, so they decided to focus on snooping on the movements of these 
enemies. 


Fan Zong dressed up as a merchant and hid his weapons in his bag so as not to attract the attention of 
the enemies. 
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On this day, there were many people coming in and out of the Linmen Inn, and there were also many 
strange characters. He had seen a few oddly dressed man and woman enter the inn. Soon afterward, a 
pair left again. Although these two people were suspicious, they were not in a hurry. They seemed to 
have no mission, so Fan Zong gave up the idea of following them. 


--If Fan Zong had known that the man was a "Wudang hunter", he would have decided differently. 


Then he saw the way Liang Si went in and came out. Obviously, he shrank from the scene, trying not to 
draw attention to himself, and his expression was tense. 


Sure enough, not long afterward, two more martial artists came out, hanging on to him from a distance - 
Fan Zong could tell that they were dart masters from the local "Zhenxi Dart Company". And the fellow 
disciples of the "First Snake Road" had already found out that the head of the "Zhenxi Dart Company", 
the mind of the doorkeeper, Yan Qingtong, was the master of this gathering of martial artists of various 
sects. 


--Very suspicious. 


So Fan Zong decided to follow him. In broad daylight, of course, he could not use his light power, but 
could only follow him inconspicuously like a normal person. 


This Liang Si went all the way to the east of the city, entered a back alley and disappeared. The two dart 
masters were on guard at the entrance of the alley. Fan Zong was even more sure that these people 
were strange, so he waited patiently at a distance. 


After a while, Liang Si reappeared and walked on the street again. He was even more furtive, looking 
back from time to time. The two bodyguards followed him more carefully and stayed farther away from 
him. It became difficult for Fan Zong not to be discovered by one of them, so he had to move farther 
away, so that he could only see the two bodyguards but not Liang Si. 


After walking for a long time, he suddenly saw the two bodyguards stepping forward quickly, and 
seemed to be pulling something out from under their robes and hiding it inside their arms. 
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Fan Zong had already guessed what would happen. 


It was probably too late for him to stop it. With his martial arts skills in guarding Wudang Mountain, it 
would be easier for him to deal with these two unusual dart masters than with two small insects. 
However, he did not want to risk exposing the fact that the Wudang disciples had already arrived in 
Xi'an unless he had to. 


So when he entered this deserted alley, he saw Liang Si's body. 


His intuition told this elite disciple of the "First Snake Path" that this matter was extremely unusual. He 
searched through Liang Si's clothes - careful not to touch the blood from his neck - to see if there were 
any clues. 


Finding nothing, Fan Zong was distressed. 


Then he noticed: Liang Si's left hand had a long pointed fingernail on the tail finger. There seemed to be 
something yellow-colored stuck on it. 


Fan Zong picked up the hand and took a closer look. There was some residual powder hidden inside the 
nail. 


He brought the last finger close to his nose and sniffed it lightly. Then he frowned sharply and 
immediately threw the hand away. 


"Poison!" 


Although Fan Zong had not yet pieced together the whole story, he already had a clear feeling that it 
was ominous. 


He recalled the place where Liang Si had stayed just now. 
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One of the skills of the elite of the "First Snake Path" was the ability to memorize the environment. 


He remembered. 


--A large signboard hanging on the street, swaying in the wind. Three big words were written on it: 


"Ying Hua Pavilion." 


It was no longer a time for scruples. Fan Zong fully utilized his "Ladder Cloud Vertical Flying" lightweight 

skill, and his long and thin mantis-like body climbed up to the roof of the house with a single step on the 
wall of the alleyway. At the same time, he had already pulled out the belt full of short flying swords from 
his bag and quickly hung it on his body. 


Without stopping, he crossed the roof tiles one after another without a sound, and ran straight towards 
the east of the city. 


Liang Si's body is still left in the narrow alley, beginning to turn cold. 


He definitely won't be the only dead person in Xi'an today. 
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Epilogue 


In the old days, there was a saying that "the poor were rich in literature and the rich in martial arts", 
which meant that the children of poor families often studied literature to get a title and a way to make a 
fortune; on the other hand, those who practiced martial arts had to have a lot of money in order to 
make a success of it. 


Thinking about it, it also makes sense: in the past, martial arts practitioners had to pay tribute to a 
famous master and spend a lot of money on offerings; moreover, the hard work of practicing martial 
arts consumes a lot of energy, and daily nutrition and rest are also indispensable. It can be seen that 
they really have no worries about food and clothing. Leisure class stuff - watch the recent movie "Ip 
Man" or the plot of "Nine-Patterned Dragon" Shi Jin's apprenticeship in "Water Margin", you can see 
something about it. Of course, this statement is not absolute, but it is somewhat true. 


The top martial arts sects described in martial arts novels also have a similar flavor: a large group of 
people live in the mountains and study martial arts all day long. They are neither engaged in production 
nor have political power like the Japanese samurai class. Where do they come from for food, clothing, 
and money? Assuming that such a "warrior group" did exist in ancient times, it required abundant 
economic support and must have a very special social status. In "Poetry of Martial Arts Madness", the 
description of martial arts sects and warriors as a kind of "nobles without hereditary system" is based on 
this kind of thinking. 


Of course, my idea of " imaginary martial arts" is not mainly to establish any reasonable principles, but 
in the end to increase the reading interest of the novel (just like the real martial arts materials | added in 
the book). The essence of martial arts is romance and fantasy. If everything is taken too seriously, it will 
ruin the scenery; but sometimes adding some real basis will make it easier for readers to invest in the 
imaginary part. 


This volume covers many more martial arts schools, many of which are based on real martial arts 
schools that still exist today and have the same names. To avoid misunderstanding, | have to give some 
more explanations. 


Many existing martial arts schools can only trace their inheritance or founders to the Qing Dynasty. For 
example, Dong Haichuan, the founder of "Bagua Zhang", or Ji Jike, the founder of 
"Xinyiquan/Xingyiquan", were both from the Qing Dynasty. But the era in this novel is the Zhengde 
period of the Ming Dynasty, so where do the "Bagua Gate" and "Xinyi Gate" come from? Am | writing 
randomly? 
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In fact, | believe that a martial art cannot be created out of thin air by one person at a time. Before these 
founders of the sect, there must have been similar martial arts, and after each generation of 
accumulation and evolution, it became the subsequent sect. Based on this idea, this book not only refers 
to the characteristics of existing martial arts, but also creates large-scale creations to fictionalize these 
"older sects that once existed" in the middle of the Ming Dynasty. As | said above, mixing the real with 
the fake is the fun of fiction, so | don't think you will mind too much if you read something that is not 
true, right? 


The day before | wrote this article, senior Shi Jian, who was well-known in the film and martial arts 
circles, passed away at the age of ninety-six. 


Uncle Jian was not only a martial arts movie star who excelled in playing villains, but also a real martial 
artist. When he was young, he studied at the famous Jingwu Athletic Association, and specialized in 
various martial arts such as Eagle Claw, Praying Mantis, and Luohan, etc., and his fights on the screen 
were all real martial arts. 


--In the old days of Cantonese martial arts films, the production conditions were not abundant, and 
there was no precise and detailed martial arts action design and editing like today's movies. Many of the 
fighting moves had to be performed semi-improvisationally in long shots, and the realism of the fights 
depended on personal skills and on-the-spot reactions. As Uncle Jian often plays the role of an outlaw 
who has to be knocked down, one can imagine that the difficulty is even higher. 


It goes without saying that Uncle Jian's "traitor" image in the "Wong Fei Hung" series is very popular. His 
performance as Xie Xun, the "Golden Lion King" in both the movie and TV version of "The Chronicle of 
Yitian and the Dragon Slayer" was highly praised by the original author, Jin Yong; his performance as Mr. 
Han, the arch-enemy of Li Xiaolong, in "The Dragon War" was a world classic of the "strongest villain" in 
Kung Fu movies. The role of Mr. Han in "Dragon vs. Tiger" is one of the world's classics of kung-fu movies 
as the "strongest villain". 


| would like to pay tribute to this outstanding martial artist and superstar of character. 


Mr. Qiao Jingfu (@ vax) 


June 5, 2009 
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Volume 4 Streets of Heroes 


The husband holds his teeth and wears horns, his front paws are spaced apart from each other, he joins 
when he is happy, and he fights when he is angry. 


The way of heaven cannot be stopped. 


—"Qi Sunzi-Shi Bei" (74 AF-S)" (FRR F-Als) 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 32 Chapter 1: Going into battle 


The scorching sun is shining in the sky, shining on the wide streets of the ancient city of Xi'an, casting 
shadows of houses on the ground. Each loess wall reflects a strange color like it is burning in the 
sunlight. 


The chessboard-like city streets are shrouded in a strong opposition between light and darkness. 


It was clearly an afternoon in broad daylight, but there was a strong and solemn atmosphere on the 
street. 


It's duel time. 


"Linmen Inn" has been open on Nanmen Street for more than fifteen years. In the past fifteen years, 
there has never been an afternoon where the silence inside and outside the inn was so terrifying. 


The eerie silence even infected the streets within a few dozen steps. As if they were collectively 
escaping from something, the streets were deserted and the shops on both sides were closed one by 


one. Even the sound of the signboards facing the street slowly swaying in the spring breeze can be heard 


clearly. 


Most of the few people still gathering on the street were foreign warriors who had come to the "Linmen 


Inn" to join in the fun, but were unable to get in. They remained silent, closed their mouths tightly one 


by one, and silently stared at the vermilion door of the "Linmen Inn". 


Looking at the gate with them, there were three dozen uniformed police officers. They didn't even have 


whistle sticks in their hands, they just stood quietly in the corner of the street like ordinary people, not 


talking to each other. 


These officials naturally knew what was going to happen today. 
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Mr. Yan Qingtong, the head of Zhenxi Dart Company, had already used his favors and money to notify 
the Xi'an government. The governor of Xi'an ordered the following: no matter what happens in the city 
today, the public security guards and the militia are not allowed to go out. 


The reason for this is clear to everyone. 


—-—tThere is no room for their interference in the martial arts grievances. 


The two rows of red lanterns hanging outside the "Linmen Inn" continued to sway in the wind in this 
silence. 


The red-lacquered door finally opened. 


Everyone on the street opened their mouths at the same time and let out a low cry. 


The first to step out of the large open door were the sixty to seventy warriors from various sects sitting 
in the lower hall of the "Linmen Inn". They did not put their weapons in their bags, but hung them on 
their waists or backs, taking advantage of this rare opportunity to show off their power on the city 
streets in broad daylight. 


——They knew that they were far from qualified to fight today. But it is an honor to be among this 
martial arts alliance. 


At the previous gathering in the inn, they were all in a mood to join in the fun, and they were as cheerful 
as a festive banquet. But now, all of them looked solemn, and no one talked to each other. They just 
stepped out of the inn door one by one and walked to the east and west of Nanmen Street respectively. 
At both ends, they lined up at the street corner, forming a formation like defending an inn. 


Each of them had a piece of white cloth tied to their upper left arm. 


After all these dozens of people went out and stood still on the street, the real protagonist came on 
stage. 
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Yan Heng, who was wearing three swords and a plain white cloth scarf on his head, and Yan Qingtong 
walked out of the main door of the Linmen Inn, holding hands. 


Suddenly exposed to the fierce sunlight, Yan Heng's thick eyebrows were tightly frowned, but his 
squinting eyes flashed with the sharpness of a sword. 


Yan Heng should have felt embarrassed or unhappy when a man like Yan Qingtong held his hand and led 
the heroes from various sects to set off first. But at this moment, his heart was overwhelmed by another 
emotion. 


Maybe it was because of the few glasses of wine he had just managed to drink at the table, or maybe it 
was the array of warriors arrayed on the street in front of him... Yan Heng felt his heart beating so hard, 
and every breath he took out was as hot as steam. It was an excitement that | couldn't describe in 
words. 


--No. And not just because of the alcohol. It's not just because of this grand battle. 


Yan Heng's freed left hand couldn't help but grip the hilt of his Tiger's Blade at the back of his waist. 


--The chance to avenge his death is just in front of him. 


Yan Heng's palm was trembling slightly when he thought of the enemy he had never met. 


--Today, I'm going to see that Wudang Sect Leader with my own eyes. The leader of my enemies. The 
culprit of the destruction of the Sect. 


The many martial artists on the street were all staring at this young swordsman who was not yet 
eighteen years old. The white cloth on each arm was tied for his master. 


563 


Next to him was Yan Qingtong, who was also excited at the moment. Seeing these respectful gazes, Yan 
Qingtong raised Yan Heng's right hand toward the sky. 


All the martial artists raised their arms and shouted at the same time, resonating through the street. 


Instead of being shy as before, Yan Heng excitedly clasped his raised palm. That emotion, coupled with 


the strength of the Qingcheng Sect's "Taoist disciple's" grip, caused even Yan Qingtong to frown slightly 
in pain. 


Yan Heng knew that it was his lifelong responsibility to bear this kind of attention. 


--l am the Qingcheng Sect. 


Immediately behind Yan and Yan were Yan Qingtong's classmates Dai Kui and Li Wengiong, as well as 
the other sixteen Xinyi Sect disciples. Of course, they all also wore weapons. Dai Kui had a single sword 
hanging on his waist, and Li Wenqiong carried a pair of heavy four-sided iron maces. 


[Note (1): Mace is a heavy blunt weapon, made of copper or iron, with a cylindrical or angular shape. It 


was originally a battlefield weapon, used to break enemy armor. J 


Everyone in the Xinyi Sect was also infected by the atmosphere of the battle, and their faces were full of 
fighting spirit. Only Dai Kui, who had suffered a great loss at the hands of Jing Li not long ago, was still 
unhappy and gripped the hilt of his sword tightly in his palm. 


Li Wenqiong, who was beside him and had studied with him for twenty years, could not notice his mood 
and comforted him softly: "Brother, our Xinyi Sect will definitely come back with this breath later." 


After hearing this, Dai Kui knew that as the chief representative of the Xinyi Sect, he had to cheer up, so 
he nodded heavily. 


Then more than thirty masters of the Bagua Sect stepped out of the inn: seven or eight disciples opened 
the way first. Yin Yingchuan, a famous disciple of the Bagua Sect who "cuts the moon in the water," just 
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crossed the threshold with his hands behind his back and stepped onto the street. The disciple closely 
behind him naturally carried his huge Bagua single sword on his shoulders. 


Although Yin Yingchuan was not tall, his whole body exuded an air of master that could not be 
concealed. Coupled with the numerous disciples who supported him, the warriors on the street were 
immediately moved. When everyone looked at Yan Heng just now, they were somewhat intimidated by 
the Qingcheng Sect's "Ba Shu Wushuang" title; but now when they look at Yin Yingchuan, they are 
completely attracted by his own style. Many people were looking forward to the moment when the old 
man with the face of a thin monkey would pull out the huge sword. 


Yan Heng was the first to go out in front of Yin Yingchuan, but he did not show any displeasure. The 
heroes had already agreed in the inn that they would fight Yao Lianzhou under the banner of "avenging 
the Qingcheng Sect", so it was only natural to let Yan Heng take the lead. 


There was one person who stepped out amongst the thirty or so Bagua Sect martial artists, and 
originally he would not have been noticed. 


However, he was too conspicuous - it was the tall and strong young Shaolin monk, Yuan Xing. 


Yuan Xing stripped off the upper part of the monk's robe and tied it around his waist, exposing his chest 
and shoulders, his developed muscles taut and smooth as pebbles, and his arms crawling with thick 
tendons and veins, showing the fruits of authentic external martial arts training. 


The left half of his body reflected a reddish-golden light under the sun. Upon closer inspection, it turned 
out that the left side of his face was covered with a copper mask that looked like a ferocious Yaksha; the 
entire left arm, from the shoulder to the back of the fist, was covered with an armor made of iron sheets 
inlaid with copper, one after another, and there were joints at the shoulder, elbow, and wrist, which 
was a clever design; and then he looked at the lower part of his body, and his left leg was covered with a 
copper armor, which made the sound of metal clinking against metal every time he took a step. It was 
only then that it dawned on everyone: the heavy cloth bag that Yuan Xing had been carrying around 
with him contained this "Shaolin Bronze Half-body Armor". Looking at his armor, it was full of scratches, 
so it was obvious that he often wore it for battle practice. 


This armor seems to be quite light, and it is difficult for a person to walk with such an unbalanced load, 
but Yuan Xing's posture is very healthy as he walks like a tiger, which shows that his cultivation is not 
shallow. 
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The right hand, branded with a white tiger scar, tightly gripped the hexagonal iron Qi Mei stick. The 
exposed right half of his face was wrinkled. The dull expression he had when eating in the inn was no 
longer there. Instead, he looked like a monk. The killing spirit that should be there. Coupled with the 
equipment, it reminds people of the statue of Arhat in a Buddhist temple with a majestic appearance, 
subduing dragons and tigers. 


Although Yuan Xing is a Shaolin disciple, he used to behave rudely and weirdly in the inn, the group of 
heroes looked down on him; however, now that Yuan Xing looks like this, no one can despise him any 
more. The Shaolin School's Zen fists and sticks are famous all over the world, but few monks have ever 
come down to the mountains to show their skills. Seeing Yuan Xing with such a strong fighting spirit, 
everyone is more excited about Shaolin martial arts than Yin Yingchuan's Eight Trigrams Sword 
Technique. Even Yin Yingchuan, an experienced senior, has never been to Shaolin before, and today he 
is eager to see how the Shaolin arts compare to the Bagua Sect's martial arts. 


Compared to the previous figures, the last of the Mysterious Sect's members to leave was not as eye- 
catching. 


Dong Sanqiao of the Mysterious Sect, with his nine-sectioned steel whip wrapped around his left 
forearm, and his uncle Han Tianbao, who was wearing a wild goose-plume sword at his waist, went out 
side by side, followed by sixteen members of the Mysterious Sect from all over the world. Dong Sanqiao 
tilted his eagle's hook nose up high, his face was pale, and he was obviously very unhappy about being 
placed at the end of the line. 


"Don't make such a bad face," said Han Tianbao. "Han Tianbao early to notice, secretly pull the sleeve of 
the master nephew. "If people see you, they will laugh at us and say that our Mysterious Sect has no 
dignity. " 


Dong Sanqiao, however, did not have any intention of hiding his mood. 


"If you want to laugh, laugh in front of me. Let's see whose fist is hard. " 


The group of heroes had already left the Linmen Inn and split into two groups on South Gate Street: the 
eastern group was led by Yan Qingtong, including his fellow minders, Yan Heng, and the Mysterious 
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Sect, totaling thirty-nine people; while the western group was led by Yin Yingchuan, with a large number 
of Bagua Sect members, plus Shaolin Sect's Yuan Xing. 


The two armies, the east and the west, were each joined by more than thirty martial arts comrades from 
other sects to help out. There were also more than a dozen escorts from Zhenxi escort agency who were 
responsible for leading the way and reporting the news. Each army had nearly a hundred people, 
including the elites of the five major sects, which was a battle not seen in the martial arts world in the 
past 20 years. 


Split the alliance into two armies, east and west, is Yan Qingtong's suggestion: not immediately find out 
where Yao Lianzhou's hiding place, first divide the brigade into two sub-troops stationed in Xi'an, east 
and west of the city; as soon as there is any news, the side closest to it can go to round up and arrest 
him, preventing Yao from shifting his location or fleeing; even if he wants to escape, it will be 
advantageous to have two armies to form an ambush and intercepting situation. 


When Yin Yingchuan heard this suggestion, he felt that it made sense and agreed. He was not worried 
that the Eastern Army would be the first to capture the leader of Wudang alive: he believed that with 
Yao Lianzhou's astonishing strength in defeating the Huashan Sect alone, it would be impossible to 
suppress it without Yin Yingchuan in charge. 


——But he didn't expect that Yan Qingtong had many plans in his mind that he didn't know about, and 
even Yao Lianzhou's whereabouts had been found out... 


Seeing that the distribution of the eastern and western armies was decided, Yan Qingtong handed over 
to Yin Yingchuan. 


"We split up and went separately. As soon as my men outside got the confirmed information, they 
immediately notified the nearest party. At the same time, they also reported to the other party and 
summoned them to come for assistance." 


Yan Qingtong said, paused, and then looked at the martial arts heroes surrounding the street. He raised 
his fist again, raised his arms and shouted: 


"Today is the day that we defeat the Wudang Sect and bring justice to the martial arts world! " 
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More than two hundred people chimed in at the same time. 


Yan Heng was so excited that he almost burst into tears. 


Yan Qingtong was intoxicated in this scene of responses, and his face turned red as if he was drunk. 


--As for Fang Jijie, a disciple of Wudang's "First Snake Road" who had been watching the "Linmen Inn" 
from the street corner, after seeing this show of force, he had already left quietly and hurriedly. He did 
not hear the phrase "Down with the Wudang Sect". 


At the same time, a man was at the second-floor window of the Linxian Building at the western end of 
South Gate Street, a few dozen feet away from the Linmen Inn, monitoring the spectacle of the martial 
arts heroes in action. 


This man is about forty years old, dressed as a scribe, but look closely at the material of the clothes and 
shoes is very expensive, is not what the poor scholar, the belt is also wearing a piece of half a palm-sized 
jade, color translucent, worth a lot of money. 


The same in this room of the Jinyiwei deputy thousand tenant Wang Fang, has been standing beside this 
scribe, sometimes looking out the window, sometimes squinting and secretly measuring this piece of 
jade, seems to be calculating how to get it into the hands with his mind. 


"Ah, it looks like a fight is really about to begin." The scribe looked at the street from a distance and said 
slowly in a relaxed tone. He seemed concerned about the scene of swords and guns in the distance in 
front of him, but it also didn't seem to be a personal matter. 


"We are not just freeloaders." Wang Fang smiled. Since he has been an official in the court for many 
years, claiming credit at the right time is his specialty. "After receiving the personal order from Governor 
Qian, we made full use of the notification network of various health stations to transmit the news about 
Yao Lianzhou to all directions. People from the Xi'an Prefecture told me that the warriors gathered on 
the opposite street came from at least four provinces." The "Qian Dudu" he refers to is naturally the 
favorite minister of the Emperor, the head of the Jinyiwei, Lord Qian Ning. 
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The scribe nodded his head in satisfaction. However, his eyes were still on the martial artists on the 
street. 


"There are indeed a lot of people... but | wonder how many of them can be used? ... 


Wang Fang's eyebrows rose at these words. 


When he initially received this strange mission, Wang Fang had been unable to understand the meaning 
of the above. Although the Jinyiwei is full of eyes all over the world, but the main investigation of the 
target are officials and soldiers, and not many ordinary people are implicated in the imperial edict; as for 
the martial arts characters, especially the "Nine Sects" of the top experts, the court was regarded as 
"people outside the world". The Jinyiwei never intervene in their affairs. 


A few months ago, Wudang fighters defeated Du Yanfeng, the representative of the Jinyiwei, in an 
imperial contest, and Wang Fang watched from the schoolyard of the Leopard Room. After the contest, 
although the Wudang fighters were favored by the Emperor, they were not given any official positions 
and did not threaten Qian Ning's position. Though Lord Qian was a man with a grudge, he would not 
have taken such pains for such a trivial matter. 


--What's this Wudang Sect's headmaster got to do with us? ... 


However, the order did come from Governor Qian himself, so it's no ordinary order. 


Soon after the news of the Wudang master's entry into Guanzhong was widely publicized, Wang Fang 
was ordered to follow the movements of the martial artists to Xi'an. At this point, he felt even more 
strange - in order to know what was happening in Xi'an, it would have been enough to send his spies in 
the city to inquire, so why did he have to travel all the way from the capital to find out what was going 
on there? 


Upon arrival, he realized that the person who really wanted to monitor the situation was the scribe 
named Li Junyuan, and he himself was only responsible for the introduction and contact. The superiors 
did not tell Wang Fang what official position this Li Junyuan had, only that he was a member of the Ning 
Wang family. 
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——Zhu Chenhao, King Ning of Nanchang. The man with heroic aspirations. 


Hearing the words "Ning Wangfu", Wang Fang's mind suddenly solved many doubts. 


It is said that a hundred years ago, Emperor Taizong Zhu Di launched the "Jingnan Campaign"@) After 
seizing power, he was afraid that other princes would also take effect in the future, so he greatly 
reduced the military strength of each vassal. Among them, Prince Ning's Mansion in Jiangxi later even 
had its guards eliminated and reorganized into the "Nanchang Left Guard" directly under the imperial 
court. 


"Note: After the death of Ming Emperor Zhu Yuanzhang, his eldest grandson Zhu Yunwen succeeded to 
the throne as Emperor Hui (courtesy name Jianwen), and after his accession to the throne, he cut down 
the clans, which caused unrest among the feudal lords, and his uncle Zhu Di, the King of Yan, revolted 
and seized the throne, ascending to the throne as the Emperor of Yongle (courtesy name Taizong, 
renamed as Chenggzu in the later generations), which is called the "Battle of pacifying the difficulties". 


Zhu Quan, King of Ning, was the seventeenth son of Emperor Taizu, and was highly valued by his father 
for his tactics, and with his fourth brother Zhu Di, King of Yan, who was a warlike warrior, he was the 
twin masters of the princes; During the "Battle of Jingnan", there was a mutiny and Zhu Quan was half- 
coerced. Joining the King of Yan's camp was also quite meritorious. After Zhu Di won the throne, he had 
many suspicions about him, so he changed the title of Prince Ning's palace from Daning to Jiangxi, and 
removed all military power. Generations of King Ning's descendants were aggrieved by this humiliation. 


Nowadays, Zhu Chenhao, the King of Ning, is determined to revitalize his ancestor's ambition, and the 
first step of his ambition is naturally to rebuild the military power of the Ning royal family. In order to 
restore the military power of his personal guards, he bribed the Emperor's number one favorite 
minister, Qian Ning, with a large sum of money, and got him to put in all the good word before the 
Emperor, and finally relaxed the restriction on the maintenance of troops by the Ning Royal Household. 


After all, Wang Fang was also a close associate of Lord Qian, so he naturally knew about the relationship 
between Lord Qian and the King of Ning. 


Wang Fang deduced from this that the King of Ning had bribed Qian Ning to use his Jinyiwei to spread 
the news of the Wudang master's descent to the martial arts world. 
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But why? Wang Fang has been puzzled. 


Until now, when he heard Li Junyuan say "how many can be used", he finally understood: 


--The King of Ning intends to take these martial artists and swordsmen for his own use. 


Wang Fang figured this out and knew it was an excellent opportunity to ask for bribes. He looked at the 
warriors on the street who had gradually divided into east and west groups, and tentatively asked Li 
Junyuan: "Mr. Li, Wang has always had a question: How did the palace first learn about the news that 


Yao Lianzhou went down the mountain alone, and then entrusted us to spread the news? ... 


Li Junyuan is the son of Li Shishi, the first counselor under Prince Ning, and has been the prince's 
confidant for many years. How could he not understand the meaning of Wang Fang's question? Li 
Junyuan smiled and did not answer, but asked: "Mr. Wang, what do you think?" 


Wang Fang is not polite to show his intelligence: "I dare to guess....... Master Wang has placed people in 
Wudang Mountain, right? " 


When Li Junyuan heard this, he finally moved his eyes away from the window and looked at Wang Fang. 


Wang Fang continued: "To be able to stay in Wudang Mountain for a long time and to inquire about 
such important news, this spy must not be some kind of laborer, but a disciple of Wudang. A sect like 
Wudang that lives in seclusion in the mountains has a strict order, to be able to insert or to buy a 
disciple is not easy, and not something that happens overnight... " 


Speaking here, Wang Fang had already stared at the piece of jade on Li Junyuan's body without any fear. 


"Master Ning wants to recruit people from the martial arts world, it seems that he has been planning for 
a long time. " 
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Li Junyuan smiled, unclasped the jade from his waist and gently slipped it into Wang Fang's palm. 


"His Highness loves the world's heroes and is never stingy in taking action." 


Wang Fang's mouth smiled like it was splitting open. The piece of jade disappeared into his lapel without 
a sound. 


"There's only one thing that | can't figure out, and | need to ask Mr. Li for advice..." said Wang Fang, 
pointing out the window with his hand. 


Of course, Li Junyuan knew what Wang Fang was asking about: the Ning King was only trying to draw in 
this group of powerful martial artists, so why did he have to bring about a big war? 


Li Junyuan put his palms together into his sleeves, holding his arms in front of his chest, and watched 
this army of martial artists marching from the east and west ends of South Gate Street. The ones 
approaching here are the Western Army. Yin Yingchuan from the Bagua Sect and Shaolin monk Yuan 
Xing are particularly conspicuous among the dozens of people. Li Junyuan paid special attention to Yuan 
Xing, who was half-clad in bronze armor and had a brave face. That momentum made Li Junyuan show a 
satisfied expression. 


"There are some very strange people in the world who cannot be bought with gold and silver, and 
cannot be bought with official titles and positions. Only dignity, victory, and struggle can teach such 
people to boil with desire; when they have desire, we have the opportunity to give it to them something 
they want." 


Li Junyuan looked down at the ranks of warriors who walked below the "Linxian Tower". 


At the same time, Yuan Xing was walking under the window, his whole body entered a fighting state, his 
five senses were extremely sharp, and he immediately noticed Li Junyuan's gaze from the second floor. 
Yuan Xing stopped, raised his half-masked face, and looked directly at him with a pair of big eyes. 


Li Junyuan was glared at by the monk. Cold sweat broke out on his back and he couldn't accept those 
words for a moment. He managed to maintain a smile, but slowly lowered his gaze. 
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When Yuan Xing saw it, he was like a wild beast discovering that the person in front of him was not a 
fighting opponent. The alert expression on his face disappeared. He ignored Li Junyuan and continued to 
move forward with the brigade. 


Feeling that the pressure was gone, Li Junyuan took a deep breath. He left the window and went into 
the shadows of the compartment, wiping the beads of sweat on his forehead with his sleeve. 


Wang Fang saw this scene in his eyes. He didn't find it strange - he had already seen the extraordinary 
strength of the Wudang masters during the competition in the Leopard Room. 


Li Junyuan took a sip of tea and composed himself so that he could continue with what he had just said. 


"You've seen it. They are such madmen. In order to recruit this kind of person, you must first create an 
opportunity. The best way to do that is to get them to fight. " 
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The enemy army is on the move. It is no longer a time for avoidance. 


As soon as we received Fang Jijie's urgent report, Gui Danlei, Chen Daixiu, Xi Xiaoyan and five "Soldier's 
Crow Road" martial artists quickly assembled in front of the stables in the backyard of the "Windward 


Inn". 


The eight of them did not care about attracting the attention of the people in the inn, and each of them 
brought their blades, and tied up the sleeves and hems of their civilian clothes. Among them, the tallest 
of them, Fu Yuanba, a disciple of the "Soldier's Crow Road", even tore off his sleeves, revealing his two 
strong arms. Like his fellow disciple Li Shanyang, who died in Chengdu, he specialized in the "Wudang 
Chopping Horse Sword Technique", and his long-handled plain sword was raised up to the height of his 
nose, and even though the blade was wrapped in cloth, it still attracted a lot of attention. 


The eight Wudang warriors had to fight against 200 people with less than ten men. However, these 
eight Wudang warriors did not show the slightest bit of anxiety. 
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--This confidence is the strongest weapon of the Wudang Sect. 


Jiao Hong Ye, Fu Yuanba and other five "Bing A Road" martial artists, earlier failed to accompany Ye 
Chenyuan expedition to Sichuan, not because of the lack of strength, but at that time just because of 
training injuries, forced to stay in Wudang Mountain. Now, the injury has long been healed, and they 
were filled with the regret of not being able to go on the expedition with the team, and they have 
already built up an overflowing energy and will to fight. 


On the other hand, XI Xiaoyan, since learning of the death of his brother, XI Zhaoping, has no place to 
vent his hatred, and has traveled all the way from Wudang Mountain to Xi'an, dreaming at night of 
fighting with other sects, and waking up with eyes that are red in color. 


-- like a wolf pack that had been starved. 


"Is the Sect Master really in Xi'an? " Jiao Hongye's rough brown face wrinkled, and his palms clenched 


the scabbard at his waist. "Are those people going out of the city?... 


"If they were going out of the city, there would be no need for them to travel in two groups. And they 
didn't bring any horses or carriages with them. "Gui Dan Lei shook his curly hair. "If they're traveling in 
two groups, it seems they're searching for the Master's place in the city. " 


Chen Daixiu, who is also a senior disciple of Zhengui Dao, said, "| am worried that this is a ploy... Perhaps 
they have guessed that our reinforcements from Wudang Sect have already come to Xi'an, so they 
pretended to attack and lured us out first. Splitting up into two groups is to disperse our forces. " 


Among the eight people present, Chen Daixiu was the most unremarkable one. The white face is slightly 
thin, not very characteristic atmosphere, even with the long sword of Wudang on the belt, how to look 
like a scholar, more than a martial artist every day living with a sword. 


However, Gui Danlei had studied with him for many years and knew that this junior disciple had a 
brilliant mind. Even the deputy master, Xinghao, relied heavily on Chen Daixiu in handling daily affairs. 
So this time when he came down to help the leader, Gui Danlei picked him first without saying a word. 
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Gui Dan Lei thought that what Chen Daixiu said was not impossible, and also had no words to consider. 


"So, what are we waiting for? " 


The one who said this without a smile was Xi Xiaoyan. His right arm was still wrapped in black cloth in 
front of his waist and stomach, his left hand was spread out, his eyebrows were down, and he wore an 
expression of displeasure. 


"Even if it is a trap, so what? Whether it is or not, are we not going to go? If we don't have to choose, it 
doesn't make a difference. There's no need to pay attention to what they're trying to do. " 


He reached out and patted the tangled hilt of the long sword behind his back. 


"We're Wudang. " 


When Gui Dan Lei heard this, he glared at Xi Xiaoyan with a pair of big round eyes. 


However, the mouth underneath his eyes was grinning widely. 


"Damn. "Gui Dan Lei said, "I can't believe | had to be reminded by a brat like you. | feel ashamed. " 


The eight of them looked at each other and laughed heroically. 


"Where is Fan Zong? "Chen Daixiu asked. 


Gui Dan Lei shook his head. "Fang Jijie is already looking for him. But we can't wait. " 
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He said, squeezing his hands together. Among the eight people, he was the only one without a weapon. 
But just one look at the surprisingly thick and mottled fleshy palms is enough to conclude: they are 
definitely weapons. 


"Regardless of which side is virtual and which side is real, we have to split up and go after them. Gui Dan 
Lei scanned his fellow disciples and gave the order: "Chen Dai Xiu, Xi Xiaoyan, Tang Jiong, Fu Yuanba, the 


four of you will go after the team on the east side. 


He looked at the remaining three Soldier's Avenger disciples, Jiao Hongye, Shang Silang, and Li Dong: 
"You follow me, to the west." 


Gui Dan Lei's distribution was mainly based on the balance of power. 


"Are we going to go after them now? " Li Dong asked. 


"Don't be in a hurry to start the war first," said Chen Daixiu. "Try not to be discovered by them. First of 
all, we still have to let them lead us to where the Headmaster is. " 


"What do you think should be done? "Gui Dan Lei asked his younger brother. 


Chen Daixiu thought briefly. "We should leave the tracking of the two groups of enemies to our fellow 
disciples of the First Snake Path. We'll take a shortcut to the east and west of the city and find a place to 
hide, ready to respond at any time. " 


"Good, let's do it. "Gui Dan Lei, seeing Xixiu Yan's impatient expression, patted his shoulder and said, 
"But once we find the Headmaster, we don't have to be polite to those guys anymore. " 


"Hmph! "Xi Xiaoyan sneered, "I'm just afraid that once the Head Master makes his move, we won't even 
have a chance to play. " 


Gui Dan Lei's eyes like copper bells once again scanned the fellow disciples, a head of brown curly hair 
flared. The line of runic tattoos on his forehead crinkled into a deep pit. 


576 


"Since those people dare to touch our Wudang School's headmaster, we might as well turn the streets 
of Xi'an into a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 33 Chapter 2 - The Eastern Army 


Yan Qingtong had already ordered the escorts leading the way to speed up their pace as much as 
possible, so this Eastern Army advanced very quickly on the street, gradually heading towards Dacha 
City in the east of the city. 


Yan Heng, Dai Kui, and Li Wenqiong all had solemn expressions on their faces and were extremely 
focused, not paying attention to their walking speed. Although they had a large number of people, their 
opponent was Yao Lianzhou who destroyed the entire Huashan Sword Sect with one person, so they 
couldn't help but feel nervous. 


However, Han Tianbao from the secret sect who followed closely behind him had rich experience in the 
world and noticed something strange. 


"This person named Yan... is a bit weird." He whispered to Dong Sanqiao beside him. Dong Sanqiao 
thought the same thing and nodded to his uncle. 


At this moment, the sound of horse hooves came from far away in the street behind. 


Even on weekdays, it is unusual for someone to ride a horse on the streets of the city. What's more, ona 
day like this? The warriors at the end of the team immediately became nervous. They turned around 
and raised their weapons, watching who was coming. 


——ls it from the Wudang Clan? ... 


What came straight towards him was a very tall white horse with a very graceful running posture, but it 
was obvious that the rider was small in stature, and a pair of swords could be faintly seen behind him 
undulating as it galloped. 


The horse ran to a few paces behind the rear of the Eastern Army's column, and then the rider reined in 
his mount and stopped. After the front hoof touched the ground again, the petite figure jumped off the 
saddle. Her riding skills and agility were very dexterous. It was Tong Jing who was carrying two swords 
on her back. 
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The heroes were all astonished when they saw that it was a pretty and young girl. Although the Wudang 
Sect never accepts female disciples, this girl is still very suspicious because she is dressed as a warrior. 


"Who are you? "A disciple of the Mysterious Sect was the first to ask, "Are you here to cause trouble? " 


"I'm looking for someone. "Tong Jing's handsome eyebrows were raised, and her eyes were wide as she 
scanned the crowd, "Yan Heng of the Qingcheng Sect. " 


Girl, do you have anything to do with Young Master Yan? "Han Tianbao stepped forward, but he was still 
seven steps away from Tong Jing, so he was afraid of being deceived. 


"1..." Tong Jing didn't know how to explain the relationship between the two. After thinking about it, she 
said, "| learned the sword from him." 


"Nonsense." Dong Sanqiao responded coldly: "I've never heard of any female disciples of the Qingcheng 
Sect." 


Tong Jing patted the "Still Life Left Sword" on her back, turned around and showed it to everyone. "He 
gave me this sword." 


Han Tianbao looked carefully and found that it was exactly the same as the "Still Life Right Sword" worn 
on Yan Heng's waist. Moreover, hearing that this girl sooke cheerfully and had a similar temperament to 
Yan Heng's two companions just now, his vigilance immediately dropped. 


Tong Jing was already impatient, so she ignored him and walked into the queue after crowding out. 
After all, she was Miss Tong of the Minjiang Clan. Even if everyone felt it was inappropriate, her aura 
made them hesitant. 


Yan Heng, who was walking at the front, had already noticed something behind him and stopped. 
However, because Tong Jing was short, he could not see who was coming, so he just stood there and 
looked back. 
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Several Xinyi disciples moved out of the way, and only then did Yan Heng see Tong Jing standing in front 
of him with her hands on her hips. 


"You..." Yan Heng's tongue seemed to be knotted: "What are you doing here?" 


They broke up more than ten days ago and thought it was an eternity. Tong Jing chased Yan Heng all the 
way to Guanzhong. When she saw Yan Heng again, she originally expected him to be surprised and 
happy, or at least ask, "How did you get here?" Did your father let you out?" That sort of thing. 
Unexpectedly, Yan Heng's first question was "What are you doing here?" As if he didn't want to see her, 
Tong Jing looked angry. 


"It's my turn to ask you! "She paused. "Why did you break up with Brother Jing and the others? What 
are you doing here? " 


Yan Heng, who had been concentrating on preparing for the battle, was very upset by Tong Jing's 
sudden appearance. He reached out and grabbed Tong Jing's sleeve, pulled her close to him, and 
hurriedly said, "Don't make a scene! We are doing something serious here, don't yell here. " 


"Young Swordsman Yan... this girl is your...2 "Yan Qingtong asked. 


"I'm sorry, Mr. Yan, she..." Yan Heng looked around. Dai Kui and others were also looking at him, 
seeming to blame him for being entangled with a girl in the face of a powerful enemy. He hurriedly 
explained: "She is my friend...she once helped me." 


Yan Qingtong was not concerned about the relationship between the young man and woman. "Young 
Master Yan, no matter what it is, please talk to this girl as we walk... I'm afraid I'll delay everyone." 


"Sorry." Yan Heng blushed and pulled Tong Jing away with him. Yan Qingtong immediately ordered the 
escort leading the way to continue moving forward, and then ordered the subordinates behind him to 
take Tong Jing's white horse with them. 
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Tong Jing threw Yan Heng's hand away and said angrily: "I originally went to the Linmen Inn to look for 
you, but | didn't know you guys would come out so soon. You haven't answered me yet: Why did you 
break up with Brother Jing?" 


Yan Heng motioned to her to speak softly. "We are not separated... Brother Jing asked me to stay here 
temporarily. He asked me to think about it carefully." He could tell that Tong Jing had met up with Jing Li 
and Hu Ling Lan, and probably knew what had happened earlier. 


Sure enough, Tong Jing said, "| heard that you are going to fight the Wudang Sect Master with these 
people. "She looked around. "There are more than a hundred people here, right? So many people to 
surround one person, really a group of heroes, ah. " 


Tong Jing's voice didn't lighten up at all, the martial artists on the side could hear her clearly, and each of 
them stared at her in anger. Tong Jing, however, was not at all displeased. 


"What do you mean by 'considering'? You have already joined them in the war, which means you have 
become a gang." Tong Jing continued to say unscrupulously. 


Yan Qingtong, who had been listening by the side, finally couldn't help but interject: "Girl, what a 'gang', 
please speak more politely. This is a matter decided by all the martial arts sects, and it's not up to you to 
judge." 


Yan Heng hurriedly pulled Tong Jing to the side of the team. Yan Qingtong still didn't forget to watch 
them. 


"Do you still consider Brother Jing a friend?" Tong Jing asked eagerly. 


"Of course!" Yan Heng replied decisively: "But...he doesn't like the things here, and there's nothing | can 
do about it..." 


"What can't be done? "Tong Jing's clear eyes looked straight into Yan Heng's. "What about you? Do you 
like it? " 
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Yan Heng was dumbfounded by the question. Ever since he had arrived in Xi'an, he had never thought 
about what he wanted to do with his life, all he could think about was his status as the representative of 
the Qingcheng Sect. 


"lam different from Brother Jing. "Yan Heng hung his head and said, "| am carrying something different 
from him. " 


"I'm asking you if you like to do this. " 


"It's not my own business. " 


Yan Heng touched the "Female and Male Dragon and Tiger Swords" on his body. 


"This is a great opportunity to rebuild the Qingcheng Sect, which is related to the three hundred years of 
Qingcheng martial arts. As a Qingcheng disciple, | have no right to refuse." 


Such a heavy answer made Tong Jing's anger disappear, and she became somewhat understanding of 
Yan Heng's thoughts. 


The two of them walked in silence with the group. 


"Brother Jing also told me about his past." Tong Jing added, "His experience is similar to yours, right? 
The Tiger Respected Sect of the South Sea was also destroyed by the Wudang Sect. He is carrying the 
same burden as you. " 


"But I've never heard him talk about reviving the Tiger Respected Sect. "Yan Heng refuted, "I think 
maybe he has been wandering around for many years, and his feelings for his own sect have faded. " 


"Haven't you noticed? "Tong Jing sighed and shook her head, "Every time Brother Jing declared his 
name to someone, he never forgot to mention the name of his sect. " 
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Yan Heng remembered that Jing Li was indeed like that. He couldn't help but wonder: was it possible 
that Brother Jing, who often faced his enemies with a smile on his face, was only hiding his sadness and 
anger deep inside his heart? 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing. 


--Perhaps she knows Brother Jing better than | do. 


"When | met them again just now, | was very happy," Tong Jing said. "But | saw that Brother Jing, who 
has always loved to smile, didn't smile anymore. That's why | rushed over to you to find out what was 
going on." 


Yan Heng was silent. He recalled the past few months, when the four of them traveled along the river to 
practice their swords. At that time, he was preoccupied with practicing his left-handed sword, and 
teaching Tong Jing how to use the sword every day was quite a chore, so his mood wasn't very relaxed; 
however, when he thought back to it now, he suddenly felt very nostalgic. 


"Do you remember what Brother Jing said to your father when we separated at the Witch Gorge that 
day? "Yan Heng asked. 


Tong Jing nodded vigorously, "How could | forget? It was because of his words that my father let me 
come out. Brother Jing said, ‘Everyone has his own path.'" " 


"Brother Jing said the same thing to me just now. " 


Yan Heng took a look at the group behind him. He also looked at the street in front of him. 


"This is the path I'm going to take. "Whether | like it or not," Yan Heng said gravely. " 


"Is that so? ..." Tong Jing's eyebrows dropped in disappointment. "After Father told me to come and find 
you, I've been thinking about Brother Jing's words over and over again in the past ten days or so while 
I've been hurrying along the road, and it's been very interesting . "She paused for a moment and looked 
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at Yan Heng and smiled, "But now it seems that this sentence means something different to you, doesn't 
it?" 


Yan Heng gave her a slightly bitter smile. 


The smile broke the gap between the two. Tong Jing looked at Yan Heng's expression, and suddenly 
wanted to ask him, "Have you thought of me in the past few days since we parted? 


--Of course, she could never ask such a question. 


It was Yan Heng who asked first: "Have you listened to me and practiced your sword properly in the past 
few days? " 


"Of course | did! "She patted the Still Life Sword he had given her on the back . "When | was riding my 
horse, | was still thinking about the sword moves. I've memorized the eight 'Wind and Fire Swords' 


moves. 


"| don't believe it. "Yan Heng deliberately irritated her. 


Tong Jing bites her lower lip, her hand gripping the hilt of her sword. "Good! Now | will fight once to 
show you! " 


Yan Heng hurriedly waved his hand to stop her, "Not now. " 


Tong Jing looked at the crowd, "All right. But before you leave Xi'an, you must see me fight once. " 


Yan Heng nodded, but was silent again. 


--The day he left Xi'an might be the day he really broke up with them. 
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Yan Heng waved his hand without words and walked forward with quickened steps. 


Tong Jing tugged on his sleeve from behind. 


Yan Heng turned back. 


"| still believe..." said Tong Jing with a smile, "That Yan Heng who thought nothing of killing the Ma Pai 
Gang all by himself is the real you. " 


Yan Heng froze for a while, but couldn't say anything, then left Tong Jing behind and continued to follow 
the group. 


As Tong Jing stood still, one by one, the martial artists brushed past her, and Yan Heng's back soon 
disappeared in the crowd. 


As the procession passed, the dart master handed the reins of the white horse back to Tong Jing. Tong 
Jing led the horse, still standing and gazing at the gradually fading Eastern Army. 


--Through the thicket of people, she did not know that Yan Heng was also looking back in her direction 
as he walked along. 


Tong Jing thought that Brother Jing and Sister Lan were still waiting for her at the inn where she stayed, 
and it was time to go back and meet them. When she came out just now, Tong Jing said boldly: "I will 
definitely bring Yan Heng back!" At this moment, she felt particularly lost. 


Tong Jing turned around. But she couldn't take the first step. She looked back at the distant group, and 
finally, with a clench of her teeth, she decided to go after them. 


Just now, while Yan Heng and Tong Jing were talking, Yan Qingtong had been watching secretly, worried 
that Yan Heng would be taken away by this girl of unknown origin. It was only when they broke up that 
Yan Qingtong breathed a sigh of relief. 
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--Although Yan Heng was not the only one who had to be in the center of this "good show", with the 
addition of this young knight of the Qingcheng School, it would only be more legitimate when he spread 
the word in the martial arts world in the future. 


Yan Qingtong calculated in his heart that the time was almost up, so he extended his left finger and 
wiped it on his left eyebrow three times in succession. 


Seeing this sign, a dart master who had been following the Eastern Army in the alleys along the street 
ran out from the entrance of the alley. He put on a very nervous face. 


"Master! "The dart master ran straight to Yan Qingtong. Yan Qingtong also wore an expectant 
expression. The heroes stopped and looked at the dart master one by one. 


The dart master whispered in Yan Qingtong's ear. 


Yan Qingtong stared with excitement. 


"Go to the west side of the city right away and inform Senior Yin! " Yan Qingtong ordered the dart 
master. The bodyguard nodded and ran into the alleyway to the west. 


"Brother Yan, what's going on? "Dai Kui asked nervously. 


"We've found him! " Yan Qingtong raised his arms and shouted. The crowd of heroes all cheered at the 
same time. 


Yan Heng held the hilt of the Still Life Right Sword tightly. 


Yan Qingtong pointed to the northeast: "It's right over there in Dacha City! Let's go and attack! " 
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——In fact, he already knew where Yao Lianzhou was, and secretly ordered the escort leading the way 
to approach Dacha City. This scene of reporting was just a show. 


"Aren't you waiting for Senior Yin's Western Army to arrive?" Li Wenqiong asked. The palms of his hands 
holding the mace were sweating. 


"I've asked my men to notify him, and they will be here soon!" Yan Qingtong said, "Let's restrain Yao 
Lianzhou first to prevent him from escaping." 


"He won't run away." Yan Heng interjected: "| have been thinking, it has been so many days since 
Wudang Master defeated the Huashan Sect, why is he still staying in Xi'an? | figured it out. He is 
deliberately staying here. He is waiting for us to gather our men and horses to find him. " 


"What proof do you have for this? " Dong Sanqiao asked coldly. 


"No proof." Yan Heng replied, "But | know that the Wudang sect is like that. " 


Of the hundred people present, Yan Heng was the only one who had actually fought against the Wudang 
Sect, so his words carried a lot of weight. 


"That makes sense. " Han Tianbao nodded in agreement. 


"Then we should not disappoint him. Dai Kui gritted his teeth and his beard seemed to stand up, "Let's 
hurry over to meet this Wudang Sect Master," he said. "He was encouraged by his brother, Li Wenqiong, 
and was eager to save the face of the Xingyi Sect, so he was full of fighting spirit at the moment. 


The group of heroes shouted in unison, and under the guidance of the dart master, they accelerated 
their pace towards the direction of the Dachan Market, walking faster and faster, almost turning into 
running. 


Yan Qingtong hurriedly approached Dai Kui and said quietly beside him, "Senior...when we surround Yao 
Linzhou's place later, you must lead your fellow disciples to be the first to kill. " Yan Qingtong slipped a 
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handful of ox-tendon ropes into his hand. "Capturing the Wudang Sect Master alive is a great feat that 
will shake the heavens, so our Xingyi Sect will take the credit for this. " 


"Are you crazy? "Dai Kui said, "This is not the time to show off! Let's wait for him to show up and see 
how we can convince him. | don't want to lead my fellow disciples to their deaths. " 


"No problem. " Yan Qingtong walked along, while looking around to see if anyone was around. "Because 
| know something that no one else knows. " 


"What is it? " 


Yan Qingtong lowered his voice even lower. 


"Yao Lianzhou has been poisoned and has no power to resist." 


"What?" Dai Kui shouted, and Yan Qingtong hurriedly motioned for him to keep quiet. Dai Kui hurriedly 


asked: "How did you know?... 


",..| just know." Yan Qingtong replied calmly. There is a deep meaning in the eyes. 


Dai Kui took a look, thought about it again, and suddenly realized. He stopped and grabbed Yan 
Qingtong's lapel with one hand. 


"Junior brother, don't be like this..." Yan Qingtong reached out and pushed Dai Kui's arm away. 


Dai Kui looked to the side and saw a few people looking at them with strange eyes. He endured the 
attack and continued to move forward with Yan Qingtong. 


When no one was paying attention anymore, Dai Kuicai said in a low voice and sadly: "The reputation of 
Xinyi Sect has been completely ruined by you bastard." 
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"No one knows about it. " Yan Qingtong had no shame on his face. "Master Dai, that's why it's all the 
more important for you to lead the people of this Sect and attack first. If people from other sects see 
Yao Lianzhou first, this matter may be exposed. " 


He also pulled out a small yellow paper bag from the inside of his belt and secretly extended it to Dai 
Kui. 


"After you have captured Yao Linzhou alive and tied him up, feed him this antidote. The matter will then 
go unnoticed. " 


"Yao Lianzhou himself knows about it," Dai Kui said. 


"Could he have said so? People would only hear it as an excuse for his defeat and capture," Yan 
Qingtong smiled and waved the antidote in front of Dai Kui. "The poison has been cast, and there is no 
room for turning back. It's up to you to decide whether we, the Xingyi Sect, would like to be cursed for 
being mean and nasty, or whether we would like to be the heroes who defeated Wudang in the first 
place. " 


Dai Kui thought about it, but in the end, he still took the antidote with hatred and clenched it in his fist. 


"After today, | never want to see you again." Dai Kui walked towards Li Wenqiong and his fellow 
disciples without even looking at Yan Qingtong. 


Yan Qingtong looked at Dai Kui with a smile. Everything is within his calculation: Dong Sanqiao and Han 
Tianbao of the Secret Sect are both shrewd people, and they will definitely not be the vanguard later; 
Yan Heng is the only one, so there is no need to worry; the Kongtong Sect is not even a shadow. As for 
the Western Army, he had just ordered the bodyguard to report quickly, but in fact he had already 
ordered him to delay for a round before reporting. By the time Yin Yingchuan and Yuan Xing arrived in 
Dacha City, Yao Lianzhou had already become a prisoner. 
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——tThe Eastern Army, led by me, was the first to capture the leader of Wudang; the one who took 
action was my fellow disciple... From now on, who in the world of martial arts will not recognize me, Yan 
Qingtong? 


Ever since he gave up halfway and left the Xinyimen Main Hall in Qixian County, Shanxi Province, 
although running the escort agency has been smooth sailing, he has always felt that his status in the 
martial arts is inferior to others. This time he can seize this huge opportunity and bring many martial 
arts masters who are stronger than himself With everything in hand, Yan Qingtong was very proud. 


Since a few years ago, he has not personally escorted the bodyguards of Zhenxi Dart Company, and has 
been so pampered that he has been negligent in practicing his martial arts. Now he is running on the 
street with a group of heroes, and his fat body is already sweating profusely. 


But he didn't feel hard at all. Compared to all the people present, he was more eagerly looking forward 
to seeing the big signboard of "Ying Hua Restaurant". 


Yan Qingtong didn't know that there were three groups of people in the Guanzhong Basin outside the 
city, coming from the west, east and south at the same time, riding horses or running toward Xi'an. 
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In accordance with the guest's instructions, Yin Xiaoyan used bed sheets to cover all the windows facing 
the street in the room. The room suddenly became dark. 


After hanging up the tent, Xiaoyan immediately returned to Miss Shuqiao. Shuqiao was lying on the bed, 
her body huddled up as if it was cold, tightly wrapped in the quilt, her originally beautiful face was as 
white as paper, wrinkled with hard work, and there were beads of sweat on her forehead. Her bloodless 
lips were open and she was breathing in short bursts. 


Xiao Yan held up her palm. The palm of her hand is slippery and cold. 


Xiaoyan's eyes reddened with anxiety, but she forced herself not to cry out. She looks back at the guest. 
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The guest was sitting upright in the dark corner next to the door, his face completely hidden in the 
shadows, and his appearance and expression could not be seen; he was wearing a strange pure white 
robe on his shoulders; the mysterious long cloth bag was lying flat on his lap. His right palm rested 
lightly on the bag. 


That palm was trembling slightly. 


"1...1..." Xiaoyan looked at the overturned teapot on the table again. "I...really...really don't know what 
this tea...is about..." 


Although she couldn't see it, Xiaoyan vaguely felt that the guest's eyes were looking at her, judging 
whether she was lying. 


Xiaoyan knew that as long as this guest made a decision, she would bid farewell to this world faster than 
Miss Shuqiao. 


After a while, the guest's palm moved away from the long cloth bag. 


"Are you scared?" The guest's voice sounded faster than usual. 


Xiaoyan shook her head. "Should I...g0 to the doctor for help?" she asked. Right now, her biggest worry 
is the poisoned girl, Shuqiao. 


"Do not leave this room without my permission. Keep an eye on her. It's all right. It's not you they're 
after. " 


The guest paused for a moment, seeming to take several hard breaths, before continuing, "Don't blame 
yourself. It was not because of you. It's because of me. " 


Xiaoyan nodded vigorously. She had no idea who the "they" he was referring to were. She just felt that 
even in such a situation, this guest's words still had a calming power. 
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In fact, Xiaoyan would not leave even without the guest's order - Miss Shuqiao is the only person in 
"Yinghua Pavilion" who treats her well. 


Suddenly, the guest's right hand quickly put on the long cloth bag. He moved a little in the chair. 


Xiaoyan instantly sensed that the guest in the darkness was suddenly pouncing towards the closed door 
of the room. When she looked carefully, she saw that his body was still sitting in the same position. 


--lt was only the murderous intent that shot out. 


At the same time, a man's voice came from behind the door: 


" Xuanwu is on the Earth. " 


When the guest heard this cryptic message, his murderous intent immediately dissipated. But his hand 
didn't leave the bag. 


"Open the door. " he instructed to Xiao Yan. 


Xiaoyan stepped forward and lifted the door latch tremblingly. The door was only half open, and a figure 
had already come in silently and passed by Xiaoyan. Xiaoyan closed the door, turned around and took a 
closer look, and then she saw the appearance of the tall, thin, white-faced man. The man held a short 
sword less than two feet long in his right hand, and kept the shining blade under his forearm. There 
were five other flying swords of the same style stuck on the belts on his shoulders and waist. 


The man returned the sword in his right hand to the scabbard on his left shoulder and half-knelt towards 
the guest. 


"Disciple [The First Snake Way,] Fan Zong, along with eight of his fellow disciples, have traveled down 
the mountain to come to your aid. " 
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Xiao Yan was surprised to hear this. This man was even older than the guest, yet he was the guest's 
"disciple". 


Fan Zong continued, "| was aware of the enemy's plots and tricks, so | tracked them here. | don't know, 
if Master..." He turned his head and saw the teapot on the table, and knew something was wrong. 


Xiaoyan looked at the guest again, still sitting in the darkness, not saying a word. 


"Before the enemy comes, let my disciples take the Headmaster to escape first-" Fan Zong said here, 
suddenly stopped as if he had said something wrong, and then reached out his hand to scrape two slaps 
on his face. 


Xiao Yan looked dumbfounded: this guy is not a crazy person? 


--She did not know: Wudang disciples in front of the master, this "escape" word, is a forbidden word. 


The room was silent for a long time. Then the guest finally opened his mouth. 


"| stayed in Xi'an because | wanted to wait for people from all the sects to gather together and defeat 
them in one fell swoop. | just didn't expect that they would use such methods... In my situation, I'd 
rather stay here than risk encountering enemies on the streets." he said, pointing to the girl lying on the 
bed. "Besides, I'm waiting for the antidote to be delivered. " 


Fan Zong stood up and said nothing more. The words of the Headmaster were absolutely 
unquestionable to the disciples of Wudang. 


The guest pointed to the pen and ink on the table. Originally, it was meant for Miss Shuqiao to write a 
poem. 


"Xiao Yan, can you write? " 
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"Miss Shuqiao taught me. " she replied doubtfully. "But | can't write words that are too complicated. " 


"All right. " 


With his left hand, the guest removed the ravishing white robe draped over his shoulders and flung it to 
the ground in front of him. 


"Write a few words on it for me. " 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 34 Chapter 3 - The Western Army 


The Western Army led by Yin Yingchuan walked along West Street under the leadership of the 
bodyguard. The Bagua Sect sent a large group of elite disciples this time, eager to compete for credit, so 
they walked in a hurry and soon arrived at Zhuba City in the west of the city. 


Zhupa City is very busy every day, but pedestrians saw a large group of warriors coming from the east in 
the distance. They hid in the alleys or shops on the side of the street, leaving an empty street and 
watched with bated breath as the warrior army passed by. They were especially intrigued by the tall, 
bare-chested Yuan Xing, who was clad in "half-body bronze armor". 


"Look at that sword, how big it is! "A young boy stuck his head out of the alleyway and looked closely at 
the large sword that the Bagua Sect disciples were carrying for Uncle Yin, and couldn't help but exclaim 
quietly to his playmate beside him. Among the nearly a hundred warriors, some were armed with iron 
laos, judge pens, tiger-headed double hooks and other strange weapons. These ordinary young people 
had never seen them before, and they excitedly pointed out and talked about them one by one. 


Some warriors felt secretly proud when they heard the young man's praise. One of them, a master of 
the Lushan sect from Wuyang, Henan, held a conspicuous copper shield with an animal face in his hand. 
After hearing this, he deliberately raised his shield to the young men, then pretended to be angry and 
glared at them. The young man was so frightened that he fled into the alley, terrified and amused at the 
same time. The heroes also burst into laughter. 


Yin Yingchuan turned back to see those martial artists from small sects with such lax discipline and 
sighed, shaking his head. 


"Master Uncle. "Ding Junqi, the "inner disciple" of the Huizhou Bagua Sect's headquarter beside him, 
said, "In fact, if we make such a fuss in Xi'an, Yao Lianzhou will know that we are here from afar. How 
can we catch him? " 


"That's why it's good to make so much noise. "On the other side of the room, YuanXing heard this and 
said coldly, "Let him know that we are here. " 


Ding Junqi was puzzled. Yin Yingchuan took a look at Yuanxing, and then explained to his nephew: "What 
he means is that Yao Lianzhou has no intention of escaping." 
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"Uncle Master..." 


"| have the same general idea." Yin Yingchuan said: "| didn't expect to rely on Yan Qingtong's people to 
find out Yao Lianzhou's whereabouts. Since we know that he is in the city, it is better to just call him 
out." His black and white eyebrows furrowed, and his gaze tightened as he added, "He's waiting for us in 
Xi'an, isn't he?" " 


"Senior Yin. "Yuan Xing didn't look at Yin Yingchuan, still focusing on the street in front of him, "Can you 
promise me one thing? If our western army meets the Wudang master first, please let me fight first. " 


"| don't know the status of your young master in Shaolin Temple..." Yin Yingchuan smiled, "But do you 
think you are as good as Liu Zongwu, the head of Huashan Sect? Don't die. " 


"If he can kill me, I'll let him. "Yuan Xing spoke in a normal tone, half of his face did not show anger, nor 
the excitement of death. "Just let me fight. " 


"You are already fully armed. It seems that | can't stop you." Yin Yingchuan put away his smile and 
nodded. He wondered in his heart: What is going on with this monk Yuan Xing? | have never heard of 
any serious enmity between the Shaolin and Wudang sects in the past. Although | heard that Yao 
Lianzhou had announced in Huashan that he would cause trouble for the Shaolin sect, after all, it was 
just words and no action yet. Why did Yuan Xing insist on fighting with the Wudang sect at the risk of his 
life? Did he have a personal grudge against the Wudang Sect before he became a monk? Or is it 
something from a previous generation? ... 


"Master..." although Yuan Xing was much younger than Yin Yingchuan, he had shaved his head in the 
world-famous Shaolin Temple, and Yin Yingchuan could not help but respect him. "I've been thinking, if 
your sect really joined this expedition to conquer Wudang, you would not have been the only one sent... 
I've guessed correctly that Master went down to the mountain on his own, right? " 


YuanXing was not the least bit moved, but he did not answer Yin Yingchuan either. 


The group had long since passed through Zhuba City and continued along West Main Street, 
approaching Qiaozikou. 
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This is a wide stone bridge on West Main Street. Underneath the bridge is a large, clear canal called the 
Tongji Drainage Canal, whose water is brought in from outside the West City Gate for the consumption 
of the people in the ancient Imperial City and the neighboring area, and along the north and south 
streets on both sides of the canal, there are wells every ten or so houses. 


As before, the people around Qiaozikou had already retreated, and it was deserted. But there was only 
one person, sitting cross-legged in the middle of the stone bridge, holding a long stick in his hand. The 
escort leading the way stopped immediately when saw this figure. 


Yin Yingchuan and Yuan Xing were the first to go forward and watch. 


The person sitting on the bridge was Jing Li, who was holding the oar that was taller than him with one 
hand. 


"It's you again!" Yin Yingchuan frowned and shouted: "Didn't you quit? Why did you come again?" 


When Yuan Xing saw Jing Li, it was the first time since he walked out of the "Linmen Inn" that half of his 
mouth smiled. 


Jing Li stood up on the bridge, walked to the stone railings beside the bridge, leaned halfway and said 
easily, "| am clearly in front of you. How can you say I'm following you?" 


Yin Yingchuan had no time for such nonsense and stopped arguing with him, only asking, "If you want to 
join, come over. Otherwise, don't block the way. "He had seen how Jing Li defeated Dai Kui before and 
knew that Jing Li was an expert, so he hoped that he would join. 


"You also said that it was me who 'blocked the way’. "Jing Li laughed as he flicked his braids, "That is to 
say, admitting that | arrived first, and definitely didn't follow you guys. " 


Jing Li's words were not as meaningful as he said, and many of his faction members behind Yin 
Yingchuan couldn't help but laugh. However, Yin Yingchuan was so angry that his face turned pale. 
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"This is Brother Jing." Ding Junqi came forward on behalf of his uncle: "Looking at your appearance, you 
should be a bold person, but unexpectedly, your words are so confusing. We..." 


Jing Li interrupted him: "I'm not the one following you. There's someone else." 


As he spoke, he suddenly used the oar to push up and jumped onto the stone railing with his legs. As 
soon as the soles of his feet landed on the railing, Jing Li jumped up again and leaped to a higher place. 
At the same time, his right hand had already pulled out the large dart knife from the mandarin duck Yue 
from his lower back. With the help of his body's jumping power, and with the help of the force of his 
body, he swung his arm fiercely at the highest point and flung the dart knife out in the direction of the 
Western Army group of heroes! 


Many people in the team hurriedly lowered their bodies and held their heads, or used the weapons in 
their hands to counter the dart knife that came flying in a rapid spiral; the dart masters of the Western 
Dart Company and some of the less powerful martial artists were simply unable to react, and stayed in 
their original positions. 


Yin Yingchuan and Yuan Xing also remained motionless. 


Of course, they were not dumbfounded, but from Jing Li's gesture of sending darts in mid-air, they had 
already concluded that the darts were not aimed at them. 


Sure enough, the Yuanyang archery dart whizzed over the heads of the heroes and continued to fly in an 
arc until it reached the entrance of an alley two blocks behind the rear of the team, where the antler- 
shaped blade of the dart was nailed deeply into one side of the earthen wall. 


Yuan Xing and Yin Yingchuan looked back following the trajectory of the dart knife, and happened to see 
the dart blade inserted into the wall of the alley, and a figure flashed past very quickly behind the alley. 


"Someone is following!" Yin Yingchuan shouted. 


——ls it Yao Lianzhou? Or a Wudang disciple? 
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The warriors at the rear of the Western Army turned around immediately, raised their weapons and 
rushed towards the alley. But there were more than a dozen people in the alley, all of them were people 
hiding to watch the fun, among them there were old people and children, each of them crouching 
beside the alley in panic. 


When they saw these ferocious warriors charging towards them, they were so frightened that they 
could not speak. A few of them just pointed to the roof above. 


"Go up!" the warriors shouted. One of the disciples of the Bagua sect from Pingyang, Shanxi Province, 
was good at Qinggong. He stepped on the wall and climbed onto the roof tiles first, and at the same 
time wielded a knife to reach over the roof to prevent him from being attacked by the opponent when 
he reached the roof. The Bagua sect squatted on the roof tiles, but saw a figure that had already crossed 
two rows of houses and fled into the distance. 


"So fast!" the Bagua disciple whispered, thinking that it was probably Wudang's famous "ladder cloud 
vertical" light power. You must know that the roof tiles of an ordinary house like this are very thin. If you 
use ordinary running methods, you will have to step through a big hole and fall down. This spy must 
have specialized in advanced light body skills. 


Yin Yingchuan was well aware of the Qinggong attainments of this disciple of his sect, but he was also 
surprised when he was escaped by this mysterious spy. 


"No need to be surprised. "Jing Li leaped up and threw a dart before landing gently on the stone bridge. 
"As far as | know, the Wudang Sect has deployed a group of disciples who specialize in tracking 
intelligence and are stationed in the major cities of each province. They are really well-prepared for this 
goal of being 'invincible and dominating the martial arts world'." 


Yin Yingchuan asked, "So clear...have you ever fought with Wudang disciples? " 


Jing Li smiled and did not deny it. 


"The Wudang disciples have already come to Xi'an. "Yuan Xing seems to be talking to himself. He did not 
look nervous, but rather slightly excited. 
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However, Yin Yingchuan was worried: "If Yao Lianzhou has already met up with his disciples and is no 
longer alone, then it will be very difficult to capture him. " 


"Master, didn't you say just now that Yao Lianzhou is waiting for us? "Ding Junqi said, "Then he can just 
show up, there is no need to send disciples to follow him. | was thinking..." 


"They haven't found their own Sect Leader. " Yin Yingchuan nodded. 


"This is the only explanation. "Jing Li said, "It is not the Wudang Clan's style to hide their heads and show 
their tails. They usually like to fight directly." 


Yin Yingchuan raised his left white eyebrow and sized up Jing Li. "You guy, you are unwilling to join us, 
but you help us expose the spy who is following us. What are your intentions?" 


"| just had a companion who didn't return after the agreed time, so | came out to look for her. | found 
out that you had already left the Linmen Inn." "Jing Li smiled and said, "Luckily, | was able to catch up 
with you guys and watch the fun. | even found that Wudang scout on my way, what a good luck. " 


"Since you found the scout, why didn't you subdue him secretly? "Yin Yingchuan looked unhappy. If Jing 
Li had captured the scout, he could have asked many questions. 


"I'm not sure. That person is not like you guys who go out on patrol, but he is very vigilant. "Jing Li 
teased and added, "And if we don't drive him away in public like this, we won't be able to watch the rest 
of the show. " 


"What good show? "Ding Junqi asked indignantly. 


"The Wudang sect's behavior has been revealed, so they will not hide anymore. " 


He pointed to the east end of the street. 
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Everyone looked back. Sure enough, on the far side of the street, there were already five figures in a 
row, walking straight towards the Western Army as if they were walking in their own halls. Three of 
them were armed with swords and weapons. 


The one walking in the center of the five, with long curly hair, a line of runic tattoos on his forehead, and 
a body like a round iron ball, is the master of the Wudang School's "Zhengui Dao", Gui Danlei, leading 
three fellow members of the " Soldier Raven Path", Jiao Hongye, Shang Silang, and Li Dong, and Zhao 
Kun, a disciple of the "Shou Snake Dao" who failed to follow and escaped just now, stopped when they 
reached the distance of Zhang Xu, a group of powerful men from the Western Army. 


People from the Wudang Sect suddenly appeared in front of them, and each one of them had 
extraordinary momentum. Especially the unarmed Gui Danlei, who exuded the aura of fighting. The 
heroes couldn't help but become very nervous. The Western Army of nearly a hundred people was 
defeated by these five people. The formation was deterred. Especially those from the small sects of 
martial artists and Zhenxi Dart Company dart masters, have gradually retreated to the back of the Bagua 
Sect people. 


Yin Yingchuan had known that these guys could only cheer, and if there was a fight, six or seven out of 
ten would be useless. He had never thought of relying on them; but now these guys failed to cheer, but 
instead let the army lose its authority. He shook his head and sighed. 


Gui Danlei shouted to the group of heroes in a very powerful voice: "Leave Xi'an Mansion immediately 
and go back to your respective hometowns." The sound echoed through West Street, which showed 
that he was full of vitality. 


"Xi'an is not Wudang Mountain. We can live here as long as we like." Ding Junqi sneered. 


"The Bagua sect has been defeated by my faction in the capital and is not qualified to talk to me." Gui 
Danlei didn't even look at Ding Junqi. "Once again: get out! Whichever sect is the last to walk out of the 
gates of Xi'an Prefecture, we, the Wudang Sect, will be the first to destroy it next time. " 


The word "exterminate" was said with a sense of pride, which was against the rules of the world's 
martial arts. On the contrary, it aroused the emotions of the heroes. All of them remembered that 
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today's battle is not about showing off and making a name for themselves, but how to survive in the 
face of the dominating Wudang Sect and how to form an alliance. 


There was a single figure among them, rushing out from the group of heroes, making a cry like a war cry, 
and with the sound of footsteps like a hammer striking stone, it rushed towards the five Wudang 
people! 


The sunlight reflected the golden-red light on the left side of his body, which was Yuanxing! 


For him, one more word is a waste of time. 


--| came down from the mountain to fight the Wudang people; now that the Wudang people are in front 
of me, why don't | fight them? 


The five Wudang disciples were staring at Yuan Xing oncoming. Gui Dan Lei quickly called out, "Si Lang. " 


"Shaolin monk. Not bad. "The Soldier's Crow Road disciple, Shang Si Lang, spat out a sentence from the 
corner of his mouth, and immediately stepped out from among his fellow disciples, drew a thick-backed 
ghost head sword from his waist, and took up a stance against Yuanxing. This Shang Shilang was a man 
of medium stature, but he did not want to use such a heavy blade. His eyes were very small, and his flat 
face was expressionless, and he was extremely inward-looking. 


Yuanxing stared straight at Shang Silang, running with his hands already holding the iron hexagonal stick 
above his head, The expression on the right side of his howling face was actually the same as the Yasha 
mask on the left. 


Jiao Hongye and Li Dong, behind Shang Silang, stared at the Yuanxing. This was the first time in the 
history of Shaolin and Wudang that the two sects had actually met, and they were not chosen, so their 
hearts were filled with regret. But since it was Master Gui's decision, they did not object. 


Although Shaolin is a worldly Zen temple, the authentic Shaolin martial arts are famous for their fierce 
and advanced punches and sticks. Yuanxing was well aware of the essence of the martial arts, and took 
the lead in the attack, holding the end of the stick in both hands, and jumping forward with the 
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momentum of the run, gathering the strength of his whole body, and slashing vertically towards Shang 
Silang! 


--This vertical leap of Yuanxing was in his mind a "borrowed phase" jump from the cliff to the abyss of 
ten thousand fathoms, with no back or front, no fear and no terror. 


Shang Silang judged that this unreserved chopping stick, the blade in his hand could not withstand, the 
palm of his hand quickly turned the ghost head knife into the thick back of the knife forward, his left 
hand on the right wrist of the knife to assist, the horizontal knife facing upward to meet the block! 


The end of the iron stick and the back of the knife violently intersected with each other, and the sound 
of metal echoed in the street. 


The body of the eyebrow-raising stick is made of tough wood and is elastic. It will rebound upward when 
struck with strong force. Yuan Xing was familiar with the material of the stick. Taking advantage of the 
rebound force, he twisted his hands and drew a half-circle with the tip of the stick from top to bottom. 
He quickly changed the move into a pick stick and used a "Flying Fork" to hit Shang Shiro's lower 
abdomen. ! 


Yuan Xing's move is the Shaolin School's famous "King Kinara Stick". According to an inscription in the 
temple, the Shaolin Temple was once robbed by thieves and besieged by a large group of thieves and 
bandits; suddenly a man rose up and stood on the wall of the temple with a stick, and with his 
appearance and power, he was able to scare off the thieves and win the battle without a fight. The 
monks claimed that this was Avalokiteshvara, who incarnated as King Kinara1, and saved the temple by 
repelling the bandits with his divine power. Since then, the Shaolin monks have been studying and 
practicing their fists and sticks even more closely in order to prevent further calamities, and the set of 
sticks created by them is named after this allusion as a memorial. 


"Note 1: Kinara is the Sanskrit word for "non-human", and is one of the "Eight Divisions of the Dragon", 
which are the Buddhist deities that protect the Dharma. According to legend, it is a god of music with 
one horn and good at singing, dancing and performing. 


--The truth is that a group of Shaolin monks fought against a group of robbers and only repelled them 
when blood flowed in a river outside the mountain gate. At that time, the abbot of Shaolin Temple was 
deeply concerned that this battle was too heavy, so he hid the story and replaced it with the story of 
Bodhisattva's manifestation. This set of "Kinnara King Stick" was created by the Shaolin monks who 
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improved the Shaolin stick technique based on their experience in that bloody battle. Therefore, it is the 
most powerful and fierce, every style and every position is a fight of the actual battle stick, no 
reservation. 


Shang Silang is a disciple of " Soldier Raven Road", he is not a mediocre person, just now when he went 
up to fight, his mind had already been thinking about the way down, and he saw that Yuan Xing had 
changed his move to picking the stick, he made an arc of the ghost head sword, and blocked the second 
stick with the flat side of the blade downward. 


The moment the ghost head sword touched the stick, Shang Silang stepped forward and pressed the Qi 
Mei stick with the blade near the root of his guarding hand, and at the same time, the blade slid forward 
against the stick, and the tip of the sword cut into the left hand of Yuan Xing who was holding the stick! 


Yuan Xing's left hand was clad in bronze armor, so he didn't shrink or dodge, he held his breath, and in 
his mind, he "borrowed the phases" to visualize that his left hand had turned into a piece of metal and 
iron. 


--Shaolin hard kung fu - "iron cloth shirt". 


Shang Silang's ghost head sword has a thick spine and a wide blade, it is quite heavy, even if this move is 
not a big action, the strength of the attack is definitely not light, plus it is chopped on the palm of a fist 
with small bones, even if it is through the copper armor, the blade is still strong enough to bruise the 
palm and fingers. But Yuan Xing's "Iron Cloth Shirt" carried out his energy, and the ghost-headed sword 
was cut on the fist armor. Not only did the fist not move at all, the blade was bounced away! 


As soon as the knife bounced off, the Qi Mei stick was not suppressed, Yuan Xing took advantage of the 
situation to raise the head of the stick diagonally upwards, and with the end of the stick held in his right 
hand, he rushed out, with a style of "through the sleeve", the hexagonal head of the iron stick was like a 
javelin thrusting at Shang Si Lang's face! 


Shang Si Lang's statue-like face was completely impassive, and he calmly tilted his head, and the Qi Mei 
stick only skimmed the right side of his neck. 


Yuan Xing did not let go of his advantage, and sank down with his legs in a horse stance, pressing the 


head of the stick on Shang Si Lang's shoulders and neck, and the middle part of the stick restraining the 
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ghost-head sword on his chest, in order to use his whole body to sit on the horse's sinking force, to press 
Shang Si Lang down to the ground with the sword! 


Before Yuan Xing could complete his suppression, Shang Si Lang raised his sword upside down and used 
a "head wrapping knife" to slash diagonally upward to the right to remove the Qi Mei stick, and at the 
same time jumped back a step, easily escaping from Yuan Xing's suppression of the stick. 


Yuan Xing had just sunk his horse and was unable to take another step to pursue the attack, and with his 
stick broken, he had no choice but to resume his stance. He raised his Qi Mei Stick, and assumed a 
center-flat stance, with the head of the stick pointing towards his opponent's face, heart and chest. His 
body stood on the side of the horse, the left front side of his body was protected from head to toe by 
the "Bronze Man Armor", and the man and the stick were combined to form a perfect stance that could 
not be exploited for both offense and defense. 


Jing Li, Yin Yingchuan and the other martial artists from different schools of thought were all watching 
this historic battle between Shaolin and Wudang. Yuan Xing took the lead in the battle without any 
discussion. Yin Ying Chuan was very upset and was worried that he would be surrounded by Wudang 
masters and was ready to draw his sword to help him, but when he saw that the other side had only 
sent one person to fight alone, he was a bit relieved and stood still to watch the martial arts of the two 
schools. 


Yuan Xing's "King of Kinara's Stick" is a direct and hard attack, breaking down the momentum with the 
momentum, without any trickery, which makes the blood of all the martial artists boil. 


——Shaolin is known as the “Martial Sect of the World”, and it is definitely not in vain. 


On the other hand, that Shang Si Lang, in the few rounds of the battle, had more moves than counter- 
attacks, and his sword moves were not very special. Although it is said that he faced the Shaolin monks 
and remained unharmed in a few moves, which is considered to be an excellent defense, but if this is 
the elite martial artist of the Wudang School who claimed to be "invincible", then it is really 
disappointing. 


Seeing that the Wudang disciples were just like that, the heroes of various sects regained their 
confidence in today's battle in Xi'an, and all of them shouted and cheered for Yuan Xing. 
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Only Jing Li looked at Shang Silang with doubt. He had fought with Wudang masters many times and was 
convinced that his skills were not that simple. 


Looking at the other four members of the Wudang School, Jing Li was even more certain when he saw 
that his fellow disciples were in a defensive position, but they did not look worried. 


Shang Silang stood in a backward bowing stance with a three-quarter forward and seven-quarter 
backward stance, his ghost head sword was set diagonally in front of his chest, his left palm lightly 
pressed on the back of the sword, still in a guarding stance, with a pair of fine eyes that did not show the 
slightest bit of emotion, but his thin lips spat out a sentence: 


"Alright. Now we can start. " 


--Now is the time to start? What did he mean? 


Yuan Xing, after all, is young, and having gained the upper hand in a few moves, he was filled with 
fighting spirit and paid no attention to Shang Silang's words. He danced with a stick and stepped 
forward, utilizing the first move he had used just now, the "Splitting Mountain Stance", and slashed 
vertically from the front again! 


This time Shang Si Lang did not use his sword as a cross-bladed weapon, but made a diagonal arc of his 
sword to meet the stick from the side. 


When Jing Li saw this way of starting, he only felt that it was familiar to him... 


--"Tai Chi"! 


There was no sound when the swords and sticks clashed. 


Yuan Xing only felt that the stick in his hand was strong, but when it landed on the sword, it was skewed. 
The chopping stick was detached from the back of the "Tai Chi Sword", passed by Shang Shilang's side, 
and hit the bluestone floor of the street. The broken stones flew away! 
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--It turns out that Shang Si Lang's previous defensive stance was intentional. The purpose of blocking the 
stick moves several times was to test how strong Yuan Xing's stick was. Only then did he use the "Tai Chi 
Knife" with confidence in his heart. 


As soon as Shang Silang dislodged Yuan Xing's chopping stick, the ghost head knife was turned over, 
taking advantage of the gap created by this "introduction into the void", and then wiping the blade 
towards Yuan Xing's neck in a smooth manner! 


--The "Tai Chi" is a killing blow. 


Seeing that Yuan Xing had lost control of both hand and stick by the transforming force, and that the 
blade was already at his neck. However, at this critical moment, he mounted his horse and exerted his 
strength, forcibly pulling up the eyebrow-raising stick that had fallen to the ground. He twitched his right 
hand and slid his left hand over the stick. , with both hands open, holding the two ends of the stick and 
raising it up, while raising the head and bending the waist, using a move of "raising the cauldron", 
holding the blade with the center of the stick just two inches in front of the head and neck! 


Shang Si Lang thought he had broken Yuan Xing's position with the "Tai Chi Blade", and that this slash 
would be a sure hit, but Yuan Xing still tilted his body back and pulled the stick back, blocking the blade 
at the last minute, he was a little bit surprised, but he didn't hesitate, and he immediately bowed 
forward, slapped his left palm onto the back of the blade, and with the strength of his hands and his 
body, he continued to press the ghost head blade down, wanting to imprint the blade into Yuan Xing's 
neck! 


Under this strong pressure, Yuan Xing was not in the right posture, and the elbows of his arms were 
bent, so it was not easy for him to exert any force, and his two-legged stance was immediately pressed 
even lower, and he was almost about to fall down on his knees. He was desperately trying to hold on to 
the heavy ghost head sword, and the left blue dragon and right white tiger brands on the inside of his 
arms were all red. 


Shang Silang's fine eyes shot out a ferocious light, and both of his heels rose off the ground, adding his 
body weight to the sword, vowing to achieve this glorious victory for the Wudang Sect. 


--The Shaolin Sect will be defeated! 
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The blade of the sword had already touched the skin of Yuan Xing's neck. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 35 Chapter 4: A Thousand Mountains Are 
Not as High as This Mountain 


In the street under the big signboard of "Yinghua Pavilion", the surrounding Eastern Army heroes raised 
their swords and guns, and the blades reflected a sea of light. 


The people guarding the south side all raised their heads and stared nervously at the row of closed 
paper windows in one of the rooms on the second floor. 


No one made a sound. Even the guests and prostitutes who had fled in a panic were silenced at the sight 
of this army of warriors, and they shrank their heads and walked in panic through the clumps of blades. 
The martial artists paid close attention to each person coming out of the "Ying Hua Pavilion", judging 
from their walking posture whether any of them knew martial arts, so as to prevent any Wudang people 
from mixing with them. TThere were several younger benefactors who walked a little more nimbly, but 
the warriors grabbed them and inspected them carefully, and only let them go after they were sure that 
they were not sect members. 


The madam of "Yinghua Pavilion" brought several turtle slaves. As soon as she saw Yan Qingtong, she 
couldn't wait to walk up to him: "Master Yan——" 


Yan Qingtong didn't even look at her. He still stared at the row of windows. He just raised a palm and 
said, "Any loss here today will be covered by me." He lifted his chin and pointed towards those windows, 
"There's a strange guest staying in that room? " 


The madam nodded. Yan Qingtong did not speak to her again, only waved his hand to signal her to leave 
quickly. Then he turned his sweaty face to Dai Kui. 


Dai Kui only gave Yan Qingtong a resentful glance, and then led Li Wenqiong and the other sixteen Xinyi 
Sect masters towards the main door of the "Ying Hua Pavilion". 


Just now, Dai Kui had already ordered the Xinyi Sect to take the lead in this battle. Of course, he didn't 
explain why. Although Li Wenqiong and the others were puzzled and nervous, they couldn't disobey 
Master Dai's order. 
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Dai Kui handed over the bundle of ox-tendon ropes to a young disciple: "If we subdue Yao Lianzhou 
later, you will be the one to tie him up. " 


Li Wenqiong heard his brother's tone, seems to be quite sure of capturing the Wudang master, can not 
help but look at him. 


Dai Kui avoided Master Li's gaze. 


"I'll tell you later." Dai Kui still walked towards the brothel door and said softly to Li Wenqiong. Li 
Wengiong knew that Senior Brother Dai was always upright and didn't like to hide it. He knew that there 
must be some secret behind this matter, so he stopped asking questions and walked side by side with 
his senior brother. 


Dong Sanqiao was very surprised when he saw that the Xinyi disciples actually volunteered to be the 
vanguard but did not explain anything to him. He asked Yan Qingtong, "What's going on?" 


"Brother Dong, |, Master Dai, said that we have to find out the truth about Yao Lianzhou for all of 
you,' Yan Qingtong replied. 


Dong Sanqiao couldn't figure out the details, but since Xinyi Sect was willing to take the risk, there was 
no reason for him to stop it. Dong Sanqiao turned back and whispered a few words to Han Tianbao. Han 
Tianbao nodded and secretly gave orders to the four Secret Sect disciples, who immediately approached 
the bottom of the row of south windows. 


Seeing that Xinyi Sect's disciples were the first to attack, they all cheered and supported them. 


"Xinyi Sect of Shanxi is really a good man! "To Dai Kui's ears, such praises were bitter. He secretly 
touched the belt that contained the antidote, and hoped that this matter would soon come to an end. 


Yan Heng was also extremely surprised. As he watched Dai Kui walk by, he remembered that this Xinyi 
Sect senior had always respected himself since they met on the road in the morning, and with his blood 
welling up in his heart, he couldn't help but say, "Brother Dai, let me go in with you! " 
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Dai Kui saw that each of his fellow martial arts practitioners only stood and shouted in support; the only 
one who volunteered to help was Yan Heng, the youngest of them all, for which he was very grateful in 
his heart. However, this matter was related to the honor and disgrace of the Xinyi Sect, and outsiders 
were not allowed to be present. Dai Kui just shook his head at Yan Heng in silence, then pulled out his 
sword and led his fellow disciples into the gate of "Yinghua Pavilion". 


After the last Xinyi Sect member disappeared out of the door, the crowd outside immediately quieted 
down. 


Han Tianbao waved his hand. Four Secret Sect members jumped onto the wall at the same time, 
crawling to the bottom of the row of closed paper windows with hands and feet, crouching on the eaves 
of the lower windows. In their hands, they were already holding darts. 


The Secret Sect's lightweight kung fu was famous in the north, and people in the martial arts world had 
already known about it. Now that they had seen the four of them flying and walking without making a 
sound, the heroes all praised them, but did not applaud them for fear that they would be discovered by 
the people in the room. 


Yan Heng listened attentively to the movements in the "Flower Pavilion" and was concerned about the 
safety of Xinyi Sect's members, not realizing that at the end of the surrounded crowd, Tong Jing was also 
pulling her horse to watch. 


Yan Qingtong's face was full of expectations, eagerly waiting for the sounds of fighting to come out of 
the brothel. 


Downstairs in the ornate hall of the "Ying Hua Pavilion", which was covered with red tents, Dai Kui 
quietly tilted his head and stared at the wooden steps leading to the second floor. 


Perhaps it was an illusion, but he seemed to hear the rapid heartbeats of the seventeen people around 
him. 


However, this matter was related to the honor and disgrace of the Xinyi Sect, and outsiders were not 
allowed to be present. Dai Kui just shook his head at Yan Heng in silence, then pulled out his sword and 
led his fellow disciples into the gate of "Yinghua Pavilion". 
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After saying that, he took the first step on the stairs. 


Li Wengiong still couldn't figure out why Senior Brother Dai wanted to dominate the limelight. He only 
knew that it had nothing to do with his previous loss to Jing Li. But now that he was in enemy territory, it 
was not the right time to ask questions. He had no choice but to follow his senior closely. 


In the corridor on the second floor, the sunlight came in from the windows on the west side of the 
building, and there was not a single breeze in the corridor, with dust floating under the beams of light, 
and the surrounding area was terribly quiet. 


Dai Kui knew that at this point, the other party must have realized that they were coming up, and he had 
no intention of hiding the sound of their footsteps. He secretly adjusted his breathing and lowered the 
center of gravity of his whole body, each step on the wooden floor was very heavy, which was the 
famous "Chicken Shape Step" of Xinyi Sect martial arts. Dai Kui was slowly advancing towards the 
southernmost room at the end of the corridor in this fighting stance. 


When Li Wengiong and the other sixteen men saw their brother's stance, they followed suit, as if they 
were in the habit of practicing, and set up their swords and blades. 


Dai Kui's Xinyimen waist knife is different from the ordinary single sword. The whole sword is three feet 
nine inches long, and the handle is also slightly longer, so it can be held with one or two hands for 
fighting. At this moment, Dai Kui holds the knife with both hands, with the blade tip upward, and slowly 
sinks the handle of the knife to the Dantian at the bottom of his abdomen. The front of the back of the 
knife is almost close to his right chest and shoulder, as if he is holding the entire waist knife in his arms. 
It is the "Three Thoughts of the Heart". The battle preparation posture of "joining the sword". 


Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong continued to advance cautiously with "chicken steps", and soon the closed door 
was in front of them. 


There was no sound inside the door. 


It was not hot in the corridor, but Dai Kui's eyes were drenched in sweat. 
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Although the purpose of this alliance was to capture Yao Lianzhou alive, Dai Kui could no longer care. 


——lf necessary, cut him off. 


He and Li Wenqiong looked at each other. The two of them had been practicing together for countless 
days and nights at the Shanxi Main Hall. They had already connected with each other with a look in their 
eyes, and knew what moves they would use to coordinate with each other later. 


Dai Kui took a deep breath, then said through the door, "Master Yao, | know what your situation is at 
the moment. As long as Master Yao throws his weapon out the window, we will not fight each other 

with swords. Today, the heroes of all sects have gathered in Xi'an, but they just want to make things 

clear to the Wudang Sect," Dai Kui spoke vaguely, without identifying himself or his sect, otherwise it 
would be like admitting that the poisoning was the work of the Xinyi Sect. 


The room was silent. Dai Kui waited patiently, trying his best to avoid this battle. 


After a long time, a voice came from inside the door. 


"Since you've already resorted to such tactics, what's the point of all this nonsense? If you want to come 
in, come in. " 


The place where the voice came from was very close behind the door. 


Dai Kui and Li Wenqiong were startled to realize that their enemy was right in front of them, less than 
seven paces away from the door, and immediately reacted to protect themselves! 


Li Wenqiong took the lead in wielding the heavy four-edged iron mace and smashed it against the door 
to clear the way. Wherever the iron mace touched, the door panels were like rotten wood, shattering 
inward and flying in all directions! 
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At the moment of breaking the door, Dai Kui's eyes were fully focused on the inside of the room. 
Unexpectedly, the room was unusually dark, Dai Kui had been acting in the sunlight, his eyes were not 
well adapted to it, but he still caught a slender figure standing behind the door. Without hesitation, he 
took a swift step towards the door, his whole body also exerting a strong force as he did so, and his long 
waist sword was pushed out with this force, which was the most basic and powerful style of the "Xingyi 
Three Hearts Blade", the "Avalanche Blade"! 


--Xinyi Sect's martial arts emphasizes the "unity of fists and weapons", which means that the weapons 
and blades are connected with the fists. The body and blade of the "Avalanche Sword" are united in the 


same way as the "Avalanche Fist" in Xinyi Sect's "Five Elements Mother Fist". 


The so-called "Three Harmonies" of the "Mindfulness Three Harmonies Knife" means "the heart and the 
mind harmonize, the mind harmonizes with the qi, and the qi harmonizes with the force", and although 
the knife moves are simple and straightforward, each style brings the heart and the body to their fullest 
potential. Dai Kui knew that this was probably the most important battle of his life, so he had no 
reservations. 


This move, "Avalanche Blade", appeared to be an arc of the blade from the right shoulder, but in reality, 
it was a straight thrust of the blade's front tip a few inches in front of the blade, shooting towards the 
figure! 


The slender figure did not move or fight, but his whole body flew back towards the depths of the room 
to avoid this "Avalanche Knife". He was so skillful that Dai Kui was astonished. 


——ls he really poisoned? ...so fast...but he didn't dare to parry, it seemed like he really couldn't fight 
back... 


Dai Kui raised his fighting spirit and stepped forward to pursue the retreating figure. He turned the blade 
of the sword upward and slashed out with a "gun knife" diagonally. 


Li Wenqiong also used his maces in front of him, covering Dai Kui's left side to attack. 


When Dai Kui's "gun knife" attack was about to be completed, he caught a glimpse from the corner of 
his eye: there was another figure sitting in a darker corner of the room on the left. 
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"Junior brother!" Dai Kui shouted. 


At the same time, the second figure was seen, with sword light blooming from his hand. 


Li Wenqiong was alert and faced the sword light with both maces. 


Dai Kui watched the sword light draw a strange circle. 


He had never seen such a beautiful trajectory in his life. 


As soon as they heard the sound of a broken door coming from upstairs, all the heroes outside were 
shocked. 


Yan Heng had already drawn the "Still Life Right Sword" from his waist, ready to rush in to help at any 
time. 


"Go! "At Han Tianbao's order, the four Secret Sect members who were ambushed under the window 
rose to the window at the same time, ready to break the paper window and send darts inside to help. 


--But they didn't know: the room was dark, and the four of them, who were outside in the sunlight, were 
immediately seen through the paper window and the cloth tent. 


When they hear the sound of breaking wind, they have no time to dodge. 


Two of them were struck by objects coming through the window, one in the throat and the other in the 
heart, and immediately fell out of the window with a cry of misery, and landed heavily on the ground; 
the other two were also surprised by the flying objects, and only hastily threw darts at the window and 
jumped down. 
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Of the two secret sect disciples who fell to the ground, the one who was hit by a hidden weapon in the 
chest was still struggling in pain; the one who was hit in the throat was already dead. It could be seen 
that the thing stuck in his throat was a broken porcelain piece from a tea bowl. 


——Being able to use porcelain pieces to turn into such a powerful hidden weapon, the enemy's 
strength in the room is very terrifying! 


When Dong Sangiao saw his fellow disciples being killed and injured, before he could get angry, he 
heard that a row of windows on the west side of the "Yinghua Pavilion" had broken, and two figures 
were entangled in a ball and fell through the window! 


There happened to be a group of warriors surrounding them below. The two fell into the crowd and 
collided into a pile. Some of them were injured and cried out in pain. 


Yan Qingtong saw at a glance that the two people who fell down were none other than Dai Kui and Li 
Wenaiong, his two "disciples" from the Shanxi General Hall. The two of them were covered in blood and 
looked very embarrassed. Dai Kui's hands were empty, his left forearm had been broken, and his sleeve 
was wet with blood from the broken bone. 


Dai Kui's waist knife stabbed Li Wenqiong in the abdomen. 


Dai Kui's right arm was still holding his junior brother tightly - he was actually holding Li Wenqiong with 
one arm and escaped through the window just now. He kept calling his junior brother's name excitedly, 
but he saw that Li Wenqiong's face was as white as paper, and he was breathing more out than in. 


"What's going on?" Yan Qingtong stepped forward to look at the two of them in panic. When Dai Kui 
saw him, he forgot about the severe pain of broken bones. He jumped up and punched Yan Qingtong on 
the head and face. After all, Yan Qingtong was also a good fighter from the Xinyi Sect, and the punch he 
received was another one from his sect. He stretched out his arm in time to block the punch. 


The group of heroes were very surprised to see that the Xinyi disciples were coaxing for no reason at 
this juncture. 
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The fighting and shouting upstairs continued. Dai Kui turned around and stared above with concerned 
eyes, worried about the dozen fellow disciples who were still above. 


After a while, the fighting stopped suddenly. 


The crowd looked up with bated breath. 


Then someone came out from the door of the "Ying Hua Pavilion". 


It was the Xinyi Sect. Eight of them were injured in various ways, some of them had to be supported by 
their fellow disciples, and one by one they fled out of the door in an awkward manner, and two of them 
even carried the body of a fellow disciple. Their bodies were bloodstained and shocking in the sunlight. 


--In one battle, half of the 18 Xinyi Sect fighters could never return home. 


No one asked if the enemy up there was the real Wudang Master. There was no need to ask. 


Han Tianbao was still taking care of his nephew, who had been hit by a concealed weapon in his chest. 
Dong Sanqiao, on the other hand, ran to Dai Kui and asked, "Is there more than one enemy up there? " 


Dai Kui nodded and held up two fingers. 


Sure enough, Dong Sanqiao thought. While Yao Lianzhou was resisting the Xinyi Sect's men, there must 
have been another master of the dark weapon who struck down the four men of the Secret Sect. 


He took a closer look at Dai Kui's broken left arm. It wasn't a wound sustained when he fell from the 
second floor. 


--lt was broken by Li Wenqiong's weapon. 
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Dong Sanqiao then looked at Li Wenqiong's fatal wound. It was indeed Dai Kui's knife. 


"This is..." asked Dong Sanqiao. 


Dai Kui looked at his defeated disciple with a pained look, recalled the light of the sword he had just 
faced on the second floor, and then said in a voice that sounded like a moan and trembled: 


... Taiji Sword’. " 


At that moment, there was another cry of surprise from the martial artists guarding the south side of 
the street. 


One of the windows in the room opened. An object hung out from the window threshold. 


It was a pure white robe, with a symbol of Taiji double fish on one of the lapels. 


On the white robe, there was a childish handwriting with two lines of fourteen ink-black characters: 


There is no such thing as a strong one among the strong. 


Thousands of mountains are not as high as this mountain 


Yin Xiaoyan stared with a pair of big beautiful eyes, as if she had just woken up from a very shocking 
dream. 


There were a few splashes of blood on her face. 


Xiaoyan looked at the guest again. He had returned to his chair as if he had never stood up. 
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But she did see the flickering figure and the sword's light. Then there was a muffled cry of pain. The 
sound of bone cracking through metal. The sound of blades piercing flesh. Figures rushing through the 
door, retreating or falling. Then all was quiet again. 


In that brief moment, Yin Xiaoyan felt that she had suddenly entered a world that she had not even 
imagined in her dreams for sixteen years. A realm of myths. 


The strange curved sword in the guest's hand had already been returned to its sheath. He was panting 
heavily, and seemed to be unable to sit still in his chair, using the scabbard to support himself on the 
floor. His face was fairer than usual, but it had lost its usual radiance and was replaced by a bloodless 
pallor. 


Fan Zong was very worried and approached to inspect the Sect Master's condition. 


"Like this... they don't dare to come up again for the time being." Fan Zong said, but his brows were 
furrowed. He could see that the leader had just defeated a large group of enemies with his single sword, 
which had consumed a lot of energy and stimulated the circulation of blood energy, and he could no 
longer suppress the toxins in his body. 


Yao Lianzhou's hair was loose and his eyes were hidden under the shadow of his hair. 


Although Yin Xiaoyan didn't know the circumstances of the incident, looking at Yao Lianzhou was like 
looking at a wounded tiger that had fallen into a trap. 


The bodies of the two Xinyi Sect members were still lying in the room. Xiao Yan did not dare to look 
over. It was not that she had never seen a dead person before - she had dug the hole for her father who 
had died of illness - but it was the first time that she had seen a living person killed in an instant, and her 
heart was still pounding. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at her and then waved his hand toward Fan Zong. Fan Zong understood and closed 
the eyes of the two dead men, then carried them one by one to the corridor outside the room. He 
carried the bodies as gently as possible. Even if it was the body of an enemy, there was still a need to 
show respect, not to mention the fact that it was the head of the Wudang Sect that they had dared to 
challenge. 
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Xiao Yan saw this and looked at Yao Lian Zhou, whose face was covered in cold sweat, and gave hima 
slight nod. 


--At this juncture, he even cared that | was uncomfortable. 


Yao Lianzhou's panting had slowed down. But Fan Zong could hear that his breathing was still shallow. 
His body was fighting against the poison, and it was continuously depleting his energy and essence. 


"Sect Master, please be patient. "The rest of the disciples must be on their way," Fan Zong said. " 


Yao Lianzhou shook his head. 


"|,..am not worried..." he stretched out his trembling left hand and pointed to the big bed in the room, 
"What | am worried about...is her... " 


Fan Zong and Yin Xiaoyan looked over. Miss Shuqiao had no strength to struggle, and was spread out 
softly on the bed. Her white face was slightly gray. 


"She...can't wait. " Yao Lian Zhou said, biting his lower lip. 


Xiao Yan's eyes reddened with emotion. 


Even the most popular girl in the "Yinghua Pavilion", the largest brothel in Xi'an Prefecture, anda 
woman who has fallen into prostitution, her fate is like a flower falling in the wind; but such a 
swordsman with amazing skills is enough to attract hundreds of powerful enemies to encircle and 
suppress him, when he was in the most danger, the first thing that worried him in his heart was the 
safety of a prostitute. 


Xiaoyan held Shuqiao's hand and stared at Yao Lianzhou's face that seemed to be seriously ill but still 
handsome. She finally understood why Shuqiao looked at this man differently. 
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——lf it were me lying on this bed, would he be the same? ... 


After she was sold to the "Yinghua Pavilion" at the age of twelve in order to pay off her late father's 
gambling debts, her world has become colder than Shuqiao's palms in the past four years. 


But the man in front of him was like a burning fire. 


"Miss Xiaoyan..." Yao Lianzhou called. Xiaoyan was stunned. He had not called her name once in the 
past ten days or so since he had lived in "Yinghua Pavilion". She thought he never remembered. 


Yao Lianzhou tried her best to smile, looked at her and asked, "Do you still have the strength?" 


Xiaoyan nodded vigorously. 


"There is something | want you to do." 


Yao Lianzhou said, handing the "single back sword" with the scabbard in his hand to Xiao Yan's direction. 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall - 16 


"Xingyi Quanfa" is extremely ancient, and there are generally two theories for its origin: one is that it 
was created by Yue Fei, the famous general of the Song Dynasty who fought against the Jin Dynasty; the 
other is that Shaolin Quanfa techniques flowed out of the community and evolved. Neither of them can 
be proved. Later generations of Xinyi Sect martial arts, is gradually formed in Shanxi Province, and in 
Qixian set and create a school. 


Xinyimen is all based on boxing. Its method is very simple. There are only five styles of "Five Elements 
Mother Boxing", namely "splitting, collapse, drilling, cannon and horizontal". These five simple boxings 
cover various striking angles and Methods of exerting force: "Splitting Fist" is like cutting with an ax 
blade, "Beng Fist" is like an arrow shooting rapidly, "Drilling Fist" is like a sharp cone rotating deeply, 
"Cannon Fist" is like a cannonball shooting out of the sky, "Heng Fist" is equipped with iron As heavy as a 
beam. These five movements each correspond to the five elements of "metal, wood, water, fire and 
earth". They can not only produce different moves in a chain, but also have the principle of mutual 
restraint. Although the moves are simple, the boxing principles are profound. 


After the Xinyi Gate was established, he summarized the sparring application methods and variations of 
the "Five Elements Mother Boxing", coupled with the changes in body and footwork, and created the 
"Twelve Forms", each with dragon, tiger, monkey, horse, Twelve kinds of birds and animals are named, 
including harriers, eagles, and snakes. Although it is said to be "pictographic", it is not really trying to 
imitate the appearance and movements of animals. It is just a series of twelve sets of boxing moves, 
each named after a similar animal and based on its image. After all, boxing is a human fighting art, and it 
is impractical to pay too much attention to imitating animals. 


Xinyi Sect also emphasizes the "unity of fists and weapons", and the methods of swords, guns, swords 
and clubs are also based on fist moves. For example, the "Avalanche Fist" is derived from the "Avalanche 
Knife", "Avalanche Gun", and "Avalanche Sword" stances, and the method of generating energy is 
basically similar. The method of generating energy is basically similar. 


Of course, different weapons have their own strengths and weaknesses; the principles and tactics of 
hand-to-hand combat and blade-to-blade combat are even more different. It is impossible to simply 
apply boxing to swordplay or marksmanship, and it is still necessary to specialize in individual studies. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 36 Chapter 5 Shaolin vs Wudang 


Life and death are at stake. No thoughts, no feelings. 


At the moment when the blade was at his neck, Yuan Xing's mind became clear and a vision naturally 
appeared. 


--It was the meditating monk (@ he had seen in the Shaolin Temple's "Luohan Hall" when he was only a 
few years old. 


"Note 1: The Meditating Luohan is the fifth of the Eighteen Luohan of Buddhism, and is also known as 
Venerable Nokala, also known as Vigorous Luohan, and was a warrior of great strength before he 
became a Buddhist monk." 


Yuan Xing stopped howling. His angry face changed to one of peace. 


The direction in which Gui Dan Lei and the other four Wudang men were standing was exactly facing 
Yuan Xing's face. When they saw Yuan Xing's expression, they thought Shang Si Lang had already won 
the battle. 


However, Shang Si Lang himself felt that the Qi Mei Stick under his sword seemed to have turned into a 
block of steel together with Yuan Xing's arm and body, and it was difficult for him to press down the 
Ghost Head Sword in his hand any further. 


--What kind of power is this...? 


Yuan Xing's waist slowly straightened. His bent legs began to straighten up one by one. 


His face changed, his eyes suddenly glared, and he resumed his previous courageous appearance, 
shouted and exhaled, and with the force of his whole body in his arms, the Qi Mei Stick rebounded the 
Ghost Head Sword that was pressed on top of it! 
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Shang Si Lang controlled the rebounding blade, but Yuan Xing had already counterattacked at the same 
time, holding the middle part of the stick with both hands, and smashing Shang Si Lang's body with both 
ends of the stick in a series of blows on both sides! 


Shang Si Lang hastily swung his ghost head sword and blocked each stick in time. However, Yuan Xing's 
energy was so strong that it rained down a series of sweeping blows, not allowing him to take a 
moment's respite, and Shang Si Lang was again in a defensive position. 


Yuan Xing's five-foot-long eyebrow-leveling stick is a double-headed stick. Its usage is different from the 
single-headed long spear stick of the Emei School. You can hold one end of the stick for long strikes, or 
you can hold the middle of the stick for short strikes with both ends. Accomplishments The taller one 
can keep "sliding the handle" with both hands on the stick, changing the grip between moves, 
sometimes long and sometimes short, the yin and yang handles change each other@), and the angle 
and method of attack make the enemy unpredictable and difficult to defend. 


[Note @): "Sliding handle" means that the palm of your hand slides over the stick to change the 
position of holding the stick. "Yang handle" is a forehand, with the tiger's mouth facing the head of the 
stick; "Yin handle" is a backhand, with the tail finger facing the head of the stick. J 


Shang Silang's "Tai Chi Sword" was not yet pure, otherwise he would not have to measure the Yuan 
Xing's stick strength before he could use it; now in such a close and chaotic battle, he could not use it 
any more, but simply kept swinging his sword to deflect the attacking stick heads from both sides. 


He knew that something would eventually happen if he stayed for such a long time. He gritted his teeth 
and waved a "head-wrapped knife" to protect himself, then rushed into the center of Yuanxing. As soon 
as the sword passed by, he stretched out his left palm and hit Yuanxing's heart at close range. ! 


Yuan Xing took his time and used the center of his stick to block the palm. 


Unexpectedly, Shang Shilang's attack was a feint, but he originally intended to reach out for the stick. As 
soon as his palm touched the stick, he changed his grip to a grapple, and at the same time his right hand 
threw away his ghost-head sword and grabbed it, the back of his hand resting on Yuan Xing's left arm, 
which was covered in armor. 
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--In the middle of the battle, Shang Shilang suddenly gave up his sword and attacked with his bare 
hands, which impressed Jing Li, who has always been good at winning with strange moves. 


Yuan Xing was not accustomed to his opponent's unarmed attack, and after a moment's hesitation, 
Shang Si Lang's right hand had already performed a silk takedown, and together with his left hand's 
takedown of the stick, Yuan Xing's left wrist, though protected by the copper armor, was thwarted in the 
angle of the joints, and his five fingers could not help but be detached from the body of the stick. 


Both of them held the stick with one hand each. Shang Silang did not stop, his right hand was withdrawn 
and released, and another palm strike was directed at Yuan Xing's heart and chest at a close distance. 


Yuan Xing's thick eyebrows rose slightly. 


--You want to compete in boxing, that's fine! 


Yuan Xing gave up the stick with his right hand, and sent out both arms at the same time: his left hand 
was placed across his chest, using his arm armor to block the palm, while his right hand was transformed 
into a tiger's claw, and pounced directly on Shang Si Lang's face. 


This move "Ziwu black tiger hand", is the world of martial arts commonly known as the mother of the 
Shaolin School of boxing skills, at least eight hundred years of history of the ancient tradition of boxing 
"Shaolin five fists". 


Shang Si Lang also released the stick, freeing his left hand, a horizontal elbow in front of the tiger claw. 


Ina flash, a smile appeared on Shang Si Lang's face - he was originally more adept at boxing than 
swordsmanship. 


The two men exchanged four hands. Yuan Xing was full of fighting spirit, a sinking body, left foot with 
heavy armor kick, sweeping Shang Si Lang front right leg! 
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Shang Si Lang stepped back to avoid this leg, and at the same time, his left hand hooked onto Yuan 
Xing's right tiger claw wrist, and took advantage of the backward momentum to bring Yuan Xing's arm 
downward. 


Yuan Xing's body was about to fall forward due to this hook and the fact that he was standing on the 
ground with one foot when he kicked the leg, he immediately stepped on the ground with his left foot 
and tried his best to pull back his right arm. 


This was exactly what Shang Shilang had in mind. His left hooked hand instantly changed from a back 
belt to a push, using Yuan Xing's pull to send him backward! 


Yuan Xing was about to topple backward as he was pushed back by the pulling force. However, the 
Shaolin School's Iron Horse Stance was indeed extraordinary, he stopped his fall with the strength of his 
legs, and then counterattacked Shang Si Lang's chest with his heavy left fist, which was wearing a bronze 
armor, the most unusual, simple but also the most direct move, "The Black Tiger Stealing the Heart"! 


--Yuan Xing began practicing this move when he was four years old, and the deep indentations left on 
the Shaolin Temple's wooden piles over the past twenty years are proof of the strength of that fierce 
fist. 


But even the strongest punch in the world could be countered by one of the Wudang School's martial 
arts. 


Shang Silang's right hand gently slipped onto the incoming fist. 


Then, with Yuan Xing's sense of awareness, the power of the fist was like a mud. 


Shang Silang used the transforming force of "Tai Chi Fist" to dislodge the "Black Tiger Stealing the 
Heart", and at the same time his left hand grabbed Yuan Xing's shirt at the waist. With a turn of his legs 
and hips, he threw Yuan Xing out of the air with both hands! 


Yin Yingchuan and the other spectators could not help but exclaim as they witnessed the wonderful skill 
of "Tai Chi Fist" for the first time. Only Jing Li remained calm and silent. 
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Yuan Xing's head was down and his feet were up in mid-air, and with his size and the heavy "Copper 
Man Armor", he was about to fall to his death. However, he utilized the force of this fall to flip over, and 
kicked out his right leg dramatically, and his foot, which was wearing monk's shoes, actually crossed 
over his head and landed on the ground one step ahead of his head. Using this leg to support him, he 
turned his body over on his belly, and his other foot also landed on the ground, resulting in a complete 
turn of his body to stand still, unharmed. 


All the people present - including Shang Si Lang - could not have imagined that the stout and hardened 
Yuan Xing, in this moment of crisis, could have shown such amazing flexibility in his body! 


--This softness is not something else, it is the source of Shaolin martial arts, the "Yi Jin Jing" which is the 
most precious treasure handed down from the East by Master Dharma more than 900 years ago, and 
must be practiced by every Shaolin martial arts monk. 


Although Yuan Xing landed safely on the ground, the crisis was still not over. 


Shang Si Lang's hand was still stuck on Yuan Xing's left arm. 


Yuan Xing moved his left hand in a half circle, using the "Dragon Claw Bridge" from the "Five Shaolin 
Fists" to counter-attack Shang Si Lang's wrist. But Shang Si Lang's "Tai Chi" was skillful in transforming 
the energy, the palm of the hand did not lose and not top on the armor, but also transformed into a 
takedown pulling, almost pulling Yuan Xing down again. 


Although Shang Silang has been practicing "Tai Chi" for a period of time, his skills are not yet perfect: he 
has a strong ability to listen to energy, turn it into energy, and introduce failure, but he has a poor grasp 
of transferring energy from energy transformation to sending energy to strike, otherwise the "Tai Chi 
Knife" just now, immediately following the move to wipe the knife and then a little bit more smoothly, 
Yuan Xing I'm afraid has been unable to block. Therefore, on Wudang Mountain, Shang Si Lang wore the 
black uniform of " Soldier's Raven Road ", with only half of the white body and black eyes of the Taiji Yin 
fish mark on the chest. 


Shang Si Lang also knows his own strengths and weaknesses in martial arts, so he focuses on integrating 
this Hua Jin technique into his grappling, wrestling and throwing moves to create his own style, which is 
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also very powerful, especially against Yuan Xing's wide-open and closed style of fighting, which is even 
more dominant. 


Yuan Xing's hands were constantly using the bridge to launch moves, eager to get away from Shang Si 
Lang's "Tai Chi" pincers, but it could not be waved away, and several times he was almost thrown down, 
relying on the stability of his horse stance to withstand the force of the fall, but his body was also 
swaying to the west and to the east. Wudang's "Tai Chi Fist" uses quietness to control movement, Yuan 
Xing has to use a lot of energy to resist it, even though he has a deep foundation in Shaolin martial arts, 
and his chi is full of energy, if he goes on like this, he is bound to show flaws, and it is hard to guarantee 
that the next time he is thrown over, he will be able to neutralize the situation. 


Jing Li looked at Shang Si Lang's "Tai Chi Fist" and remembered the "Tai Chi Sword" that he witnessed Ye 
Chen Yuan use on Mount Qingcheng a few months ago. These days, he often pondered over the method 
of cracking the "Tai Chi", and now his blood was boiling as he watched, and he seemed to have entered 
the Yuan Xing, comparing his hands in the air. 


The scene where He Zi Sheng broke Ye Chen Yuan's "Tai Chi Sword" with the "Shaking Scale" of the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" suddenly flashed in his mind. 


"Use short force! "Jing Li shouted to Yuan Xing. 


When Yuan Xing heard this, it was as if he had been enlightened. He put his hands together, his elbows 
bulging outward in a circular shape, as if he were holding a large bell. The four fingers of both fists were 
flexed at the first and second joints only, and the thumbs were pressed flat against the tiger's mouth, 
which is the "Leopard Hand" in the "Five Fists of Shaolin". 


The "Five Shaolin Boxings" are the five shapes of "dragon, tiger, leopard, snake, and crane". Among 
them, the "leopard shape training" is specifically designed to train various strengths. 


Yuan Xing's arms seemed to be shaking, and a very short shaking force was issued purely by the 
shoulder, elbow and wrist. Although Shang Si Lang's listening power was good, he had not yet reached 
the state of Chu Lantian's, and he could not catch such a quick and small movement of the power, and 
his fists were shaken out of Yuan Xing's arms. 


Shang Silang did not expect his "Tai Chi" to be broken at once, and was slightly stunned. 
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--The more confidence you have in a martial art, the more deadly the gap created when it is broken. 


Yuan Xing's fighting instincts were extremely sharp, how could he let go of this rare opportunity? He 
sank his horse and crossed his body, his arms spread out to both sides, and in a strong "Cross Splitting 
Gold" move, the back of his left fist reflecting the light of the bronze armor was like a hammer that 
struck Shang Si Lang's chest hard! 


Shang Si Lang's heart was shaken and he spat out a mouthful of blood, his body flew back seven or eight 
steps, Li Dong at the back held him up in time. 


Gui Dan Lei and the others have known for a long time that the Shaolin Sect, the "martial arts sect of the 
world", will be the biggest obstacle to Wudang's domination, and this battle is of great significance. 
Seeing Yuan Xing's young age, they thought that they had a good chance of winning with Shang Si Lang's 
"Tai Chi Fist", especially when they saw Yuan Xing being controlled and tumbled over, they thought that 
they could win the battle, but they were defeated in a few moments. 


In the past few years, since the Wudang Sect started to conquer various sects, it has never been 
defeated in head-on battles, except for a few ambushes by the Wudang Hunter. Now, in front of the 
eyes of martial artists from different sects, they lost a big battle in broad daylight on the street, and all 
of them were furious. 


"Jiao Hongye, a disciple of the "Soldier's Crow Road", saw that Shang Silang was knocked back, and 
without saying a word, he pulled out his Wudang longsword from his waist, and with his legs in a 
diagonal snake-step, he attacked Yuan Xing with the "Wudang Walking Sword"! 


Yuan Xing had just sent out a fierce move with ten percent of his strength to defeat Shang Si Lang, but in 
the blink of an eye, Jiao Hong Ye's fast sword attacked him again. After a round of fighting, he had 
exhausted a lot of strength and had no weapon in his hand, so he barely raised his left arm and used his 
"Copper Man Armor" to block the sword. 


Jiao Hong Ye is almost ten years younger than Shang Si Lang, and is similar to Yuan Xing. But the 
"Soldier's Crow Road" does not have a lucky way to advance, everyone is based on strength to wear the 
black uniform. Jiao Hong Ye is no exception, he was born with quick eyes and hands, sword talent is 
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quite high, especially after joining the "Soldier Crow Road", get sword similar Jiang Yunlan personally 
instructed, these two years to improve even faster. 


Jiao Hongye's sword was halfway through, and his eyes had already caught the half-body bronze armor 
of Yuan Xing. When he raised his arm, there was a small gap under the abdomen. The long and narrow 
sword blade in his hand was enough to penetrate. He immediately changed the direction of the sword 

tip halfway and tilted it. Next, the wrist is full of strength, and it wants to penetrate from the armpit to 
the heart. 


——lf you don’t kill this bald donkey today, it will damage Wudang’s reputation! 


However, he heard a strange and rapid sound of breaking wind, hitting his head and face from the upper 
right side. 


--hidden weapon! 


Jiao Hongye's vision was sharp. He only caught a glimpse of the approaching black figure and blocked it 
with his sword. Unexpectedly, upon touching it, the flying object was unexpectedly heavy. Amidst the 
clang of gold and iron, the Wudang sword bounced back, and the tip of the blade almost bounced back 
into Jiao Hongye's face. 


After the objects collided, they quickly flew back to the original path. A figure immediately jumped 
towards Jiao Hongye, and a cold light shot out from his hand like a crescent moon. 


Of course, Jing Li was the one who made the move. The dart he threw out just now was a chain dart 
made from the tip of Sun Wu Yue's gun, forcing Jiao Hong Ye away from Yuan Xing. At the same time he 
threw out his gun, he also ran forward, throwing the oar he was holding to Yuan Xing with his right 
hand, and then immediately drew out his Yan Ling single sword from his waist, leaping up to slash at Jiao 
Hong Ye! 


Originally, only Yin Yingchuan and Yuan Xing were the two experts of the famous schools, attracting the 
attention of the Wudang practitioners, and the oddly-dressed Jing Li was inconspicuous; however, Jing 
Li's shout of prompting Yuan Xing to turn his defeat into a victory suddenly drew Gui Dan Lei's attention; 
he grabbed Yuan Xing's help, threw darts, ran, threw the oar, drew his sword, leaped up, and chopped. 


The series of complex maneuvers were perfectly coordinated, as if they had been rehearsed many 
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times, and in a single breath, the blade was already pressing against Jiao Hongye's brow, as swift as the 
wind. 


--It turns out to be such an expert! 


Jiao Hong Ye took a diagonal step and sank his body, dodging the wild goose plume sword that was 
coming from across the room, dodging and at the same time quickly counterattacking with his "Wudang 
Xing Jian", teasing Jing Li's waist and abdomen from the bottom up! 


--This dodging and counterattacking at the same time is the method of "avoiding the green and entering 
the red", the true essence of Wudang's fast sword. 


"Note: "Green" refers to the blade, "Red" is the body. "Avoiding the green and entering the red" means 
that one does not fight against the opponent's attacking blades, one can skillfully take an angle and 
dodge while striking the enemy's body with one's sword." 


However, Jing Li seemed to know the way of this sword, his single sword seemed to be waiting there, 
and he easily blocked the sword! 


Jiao Hong Ye's sword move was easily blocked by Jing Li, his heart was shocked. 


--This is not the first time this guy has fought against Wudang's sword techniques! 


While Jing Li's right hand sunk his sword to block his sword, his left hand swung up the chain with the 
iron spearhead and swept across the right side of Jiao Hong Ye's face like a whip! 


--From the moment he threw the spearhead to now, Jing Li's left and right hands were staggering in 
different moves, as if each hand belonged to a different person, yet they were perfectly coordinated, it 
was astonishing. 


Jiao Hongye dodged again with his head down, and the chain swept over his head. 
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"Behind--" one of the Wudang sect's members shouted to alert them. 


Jing Li's "Whip" was just a prelude to his left arm pulling on the chain, and the heavy Emei Iron 
spearhead retracted backwards, coming from Jiao Hong Ye's back and flying towards the back of his 
head! 


Jing Li's left hand pulled the chain, and his right hand's Wild Goose Plume Sword also stabbed out from 
the front, which was tantamount to attacking Jiao Hong Ye from the front and the back with the 
spearhead flying back. This is not only hand-to-hand combat, but also brain combat, which is unheard of 
in this arena! 


Jiao Hong Ye was reminded by his fellow disciples to turn around in time, and swung his sword to the 
back to knock the iron spear head away. However, Jing Li's blade was pointed straight at his back. 


--Obviously, he was only fighting Jing Li, but Jiao Hong Ye felt as if he was fighting against two people at 
the same time! 


He barely managed to shift sideways, but he wasn't sure if he could dodge this blade. 


A bright red color came from across the room, it was Li Dong, who had sounded the alarm just now, he 
could not hold back, he stepped forward and stabbed his six-foot spear in his hand, in time to stop Jing 
Li's blade in front of Jiao Hong Ye's back! 


As soon as the barrel of Jing Li's gun hit the back of the goose-plume sword, he made a half-circle in the 
shape of a moon and pressed the sword down, using the "Wudang Throat Locking Gun" style of " 
Dragon Spitting Water", with the sharp tip of the gun pointing straight at Jing Li's throat! 


However, there was another weapon that picked off the spear. 


It was Shaolin monk Yuan Xing. As soon as he saw Jing Li was fighting one against two, he immediately 
lifted up his heavy oar in his hand and used the oar as a club to block Li Dong's spear with his "King of 
Genaros Stick Technique". 
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Jiao Hong Ye was about to be pierced in the back of his heart, but before he could see the situation 
clearly, he immediately danced a sword flower to protect his body and jumped out of the battle circle a 
few paces ina panic, and only then did he get a breath of fresh air, and then turned back to take a stand 
on guard again. 


Li Dong and Yuan Xing exchanged blows with each other, and each of them released the siege for their 
comrades, and both of them retreated to keep their weapons in front of their bodies. Jing Li withdrew 
his chain with his left hand and held his spear as if it were a short sword, crossing his blades in front of 
his chest and standing side by side with Yuan Xing. 


All four of them stopped, two against two facing each other five steps apart. 


Yin Yingchuan led the Bagua Sect to Jing Li and Yuan Xing. He looked directly at Gui Dan Lei, who had not 
yet fought. 


Gui Dan Lei, however, did not look at Yin Ying Chuan, but only stared at Jing Li with his big eyes. 


Shang Si Lang was still barely able to stand on his own, laying his hand upon his cracked sternum, his 
chin was covered with spit out blood, and his breathing was shallow, obviously suffering from heavy 
internal injuries. 


Jing Liand Yuan Xing looked at each other. Yuan Xing had already been defeated, but it was only thanks 
to Jing Li's reminder that he was able to defeat Shang Si Lang. He took off half of his bronze mask and 
smiled at Jing Li with his bearded mouth, nodding his head slightly in thanks. 


--He didn't know that the method Jing Li conveyed to him to break the "Taiji" was actually from He 
Zisheng. This Qingcheng swordsman used Shaolin to seek revenge from the Wudang Sect after his 
death. 


"This is not the first time you have faced Wudang's swordsmanship," Gui Dan Lei looked at Jing Li with a 


solemn expression, "It's not the first time you've seen ‘Tai Chi’. 
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Jing Li smiled his usual relaxed smile, but he did not deny it. 


"| was right..." continued Gui Dan Lei, "You are the Hunter who attacked our disciples. " 


The rest of the Wudang practitioners were extremely surprised, and all of a sudden, their expressions 
became even more ferocious as they stared at Jing Li. Even Shang Si Lang, who was seriously injured, 
gritted his teeth at Jing Li and seemed to want to kill him. 


The death of a disciple by a Hunter is a great shame for the Wudang sect, so of course the Wudang sect 
would not publicize it, and naturally, there was no way for outsiders to know about this. When Yuan 
Xing, Yin Yingchuan and Qunhao heard this, the man from the "South Sea Sect", dressed like an exotic 
barbarian, had the experience of fighting with the Wudang disciples, and was enough to make the 
Wudang Sect attach such importance to it, they all felt very surprised. However, they had already seen 
Jing Li's skill just now, so it seemed that this matter was definitely not false. 


"So, are you going to settle this matter here today? "Jing Li said, slowly hanging the iron spearhead and 
chain on his waist, his left hand then drew out the bird head short sword on his right waist, already 
ready to fight again. 


Gui Dan Lei's large, thick hands pinched each other's joints. That is the answer. 


Yin Yingchuan could certainly see that this middle-aged Wudang disciple was the number one expert in 
his opponent's lineup, and his aura was extraordinary. He beckoned, and the disciples behind him 
brought forward the huge Bagua sword. 


The rest of the people on both sides also silently set up their weapons. 


At this moment of tension, a man suddenly ran from the far east side of West Main Street, and upon 
seeing the large pile of martial artists in front of him, he immediately let out a loud shout: 


"Yao Lianzhou has been found! In the 'Ying Hua Pavilion’ in the eastern part of the city..." 
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That was the dart master Yan Qingtong had sent to report - he had been secretly ordered by the big 
boss to deliberately delay for some time, and only came to report now. As he ran closer, he saw that the 
people in front of him were in an unusual position and seemed to be in a confrontation, and stopped 
shouting, but it was already too late. 


"Idiot! " Yin Yingchuan gritted his teeth. 


Zhao Kun, a disciple of the "Head Snake Tao", was originally Wudang's spy stationed in Xi'an, and at a 
glance, he recognized that it was a dart master from the Zhenxi Refugee Company, and immediately 
nodded at Gui Dan Lei. 


Gui Dan Lei was still staring at Jing Li with hatred. But in his heart, he knew what was more important. 


Yin Yingchuan had brought so many members to Xi'an to restore the reputation of Bagua Sect, and of 
course, he wanted to meet the Wudang Fist Sect most of all. He didn't want to keep the Wudang 
disciples in check on the west side of the city and let the Xinyi Sect and the Secret Sect take the credit, 
so he was in a hurry to rush over to the rendezvous. 


Jing Li, who was a fierce fighter, was ready to fight with these Wudang disciples. However, he thought 
that Yan Heng must be in the eastern part of the city, and Tong Jing had not returned to the inn for a 
long time, so he was afraid that she might be with Yan Heng as well. Jing Li was uneasy about the two of 
them, and also did not want to miss the chance to see Yao Linzhou's kung fu, so his heart had already 
flown to Dachai City. 


Under such a marvelous situation, the battle, which was already on the verge of breaking out, suddenly 
cooled down. 


"Zhao Kun, lead the way," said Gui Dan Lei! "Gui Dan Lei gave a decisive order and was about to lead his 
companions to the eastern part of the city. 


"But Silang..." said Li Dong hesitantly. 
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Gui Dan Lei looked at Shang Si Lang. Shang Si Lang seemed to be struggling to stand, and with blood still 
dripping from the corner of his mouth, it was of course impossible for him to follow the four of them to 
the east of the city. 


"Don't worry about me! Shang Si Lang said of his own accord, "The Sect Master is important." "When he 
shouted, the pain in his heart and chest was so severe that his face, usually as flat as a log, crumpled 
into a ball. 


The four Wudang people all looked at Shang Silang. Between the five pairs of eyes, there was an 
expression of friendship that was closer than blood. 


"| was defeated in a fair duel. | lost in a fair duel," Shanshiro added, "and should have died. " 


Gui Dan Lei nodded silently to Shang Silang, and stepped back, wary of the enemy in front of him. The 
other three follow. Once the four had retreated a dozen paces away, they once again looked at Shang 
Silang with a look of respect before turning and running at full speed to the east. 


"Our business will not be finished until later. "As he ran, Gui Dan Lei turned back to Jing Li and the 
others and threw down a sentence. 


Yin Yingchuan and the others stared at Shang Silang, who was still standing at the same spot. Shang Si 
Lang tried his best to lift up his wounded chest and looked directly at the hundred enemies without a 
trace of fear on his face. 


Every breath he took was painful, but he was still secretly building up his strength, calculating in his 
mind how he could drag one or two people along with him if necessary. 


--The most honorable way for a martial artist to die. 


"He is mine. "Yuan Xing pointed to Shang Si Lang and said, "You guys go ahead. " 
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There were a few martial artists from small sects in the group, who were originally thinking of how to 
take advantage of the situation - the killing of a Wudang master was a great honor for their sect. But 
now that the Shaolin monks have spoken, they dare not act rashly. 


"Let's go! "Yin Yingchuan waved his hand, signaling the dart master to lead the way, and then followed 
the Ba Gua Men and all the martial artists to the east. 


Yuan Xing put on the half mask again and handed the oar back to Jing Li. Jing Li took it and looked at 
Shang Silang and Yuan Xing. 


"See you later. "Jing Xi smiled slightly and followed the direction of the heroes. When passing by the 
alley, he easily pulled out the mandarin duck dart knife nailed to the wall. 


Yuan Xing picked up the Qi Mei Stick that had fallen to the side of the street and then stood in front of 
Shang Si Lang. 


"| did not leave the Shaolin Temple because | heard the news about your Sect Master," Yuan Xing said. "I 
left the mountain two months ago. " 


Shang Silang was not surprised. If the Shaolin had really wanted to attack the Wudang master, they 
would not have sent such a young monk. 


"| left the mountain with only one thought in mind. "To kill a Wudang disciple," Yuan Xing continued. Or 
to have a Wudang disciple killed. " 


"Please do it quickly. "Shang Silang said coldly, "And don't pray for me after | die. Whether it is the three 
realms or reincarnation, we in the Wudang Sect do not believe in this. " 


As he said that, he forced himself to endure the pain and went to where the ghost head sword fell down 
and slowly leaned down to pick it up. Yuan Xing did not stop him. 
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Shang Si Lang seemed to be unable to lift the heavy Ghost Head Sword, and the tip of the blade dropped 


to the stone floor. But in fact, his wrists were working in secret. 


"Now is not the time. "With these words, Yuan Xing set the Qi Mei Stick down on his shoulder and 
strode eastward. 


Shang Silang closed his eyes and let out a breath. The wrist holding the sword relaxed. 


"Don't think you've convinced me! "In the future, when the Wudang sect attacks Shaoshi Mountain, | 
will be the first vanguard!" 


Yuan Xing ignored him and accelerated his pace into a run down the sunny street, leaving the not-so- 
long-ago battlefield at the mouth of the bridge. 


Shang Silang was left alone, looking at the glowing back of Yuan Xing's half-body with a gloomy 
expression. 
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Lecture on the Sword Hall of the Great Dao Jin - 17 


According to legend, Shaolin martial arts was originated from the strong body training methods 
transmitted from the east by the Dharma Master in Tianzhu, among which the "Yi Jin Jing" is the "source 
of all methods". 


Outsiders often use "Yi Jin Jing" as Shaolin's most profound internal secret method, which is actually a 
misrepresentation. The "Yi Jin Jing" is the most basic exercise, every Shaolin monk must be practiced at 
the entrance. According to research, "Yi Jin Jing" is derived from the yoga of India, which is a method of 
stretching the limbs and breathing deeply and long, so that the muscles and bones of the body will be 
soft and relaxed, as its name suggests, it is a method of "changing the muscles and bones". 


All movements of the human body rely on the kinetic energy generated by the muscles from relaxation 
to contraction. In martial arts, the "force" (or "explosive power" in modern kinesiology) is the ability of 
the muscles to contract from extreme relaxation to extreme firmness in a very short period of time. 
Therefore, although the Shaolin martial arts to go all the way hard, but the initial stage or first have to 
train "Yi Jin Jing" of soft skills, and only later to develop a fierce force. 


Monks in the "Yi Jin" after the real learning of the method of generating force out of the move, that is, 
the mother of Shaolin boxing "Shaolin five fists", five fists are like a shape, respectively, for "dragon, 
tiger, leopard, snake, crane The five fists are all in the form of "Dragon, Tiger, Leopard, Snake and 
Crane". 


This "Shaolin five fists" in addition to boxing moves, but also the body's various levels of strength 
exercise, boxing scripture has said: "dragon shape practice God, tiger shape practice bone, leopard 
shape practice force, snake shape practice gas, crane shape practice essence", in the practice of boxing 
and leg techniques at the same time, but also in the growth of force and endurance. The practice of 
boxing and kicking techniques also increases strength and endurance. 


Because Shaolin Wushu is used to protect the temple, before learning to fight, first seek self-protection, 
so it also emphasizes the practice of hard skills to fight, one of the most famous is the "Iron Cloth Shirt" 
kung fu. 


Because of the name "Iron Cloth Shirt", there are many magical imaginations in the outside world. In 
fact, the practice of "Iron Cloth Shirt" is not mysterious, it is the "Pai Ta" technique of beating various 
parts of the body with hard objects over a long period of time (of course, it must be combined with a 
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special breathing method, and for the more advanced, it is also combined with the "Borrowing Phase" to 
enhance the hardness of the body.) 


The effect of "Pai Ta" is threefold: firstly, it develops the natural reaction of tightening the muscles and 
exercising the qi to resist being struck by the enemy; secondly, it reduces the pain sensation of the 
nerves as one gets used to the strikes; and thirdly, it thickens the bones - because the stimulation of the 
bones of the body by prolonged friction or percussion will cause osteophytes (bone growth). The same 
principle applies to the development of bone spurs. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 37 Chapter 6 Siege 


The fourteen black characters written on the white robe seemed to carry a thousand pounds in the eyes 
of every martial artist outside the "Ying Hua Pavilion". 


Yan Qingtong, Dai Kui, Dong Sanqiao, and Han Tianbao glanced at each other, and then looked at the 
Xinyi Sect members who had lost their breath on the street. Finally, they looked up at the window 
where the white robes were hanging. 


They finally understood how the Huashan sect felt when they saw Yao Lianzhou. 


--Do we really have to admit it? 


"At this point in time ...... we have to wait for Master Yin and Master Yuan Xing's western army to 
arrive." Han Tianbao said. After all, he is the most experienced and the first to regain his composure. 


The others were silent. There were obviously hundreds of people in the crowd, but they did not dare to 
attack a room with only two enemies, so the heroes felt ashamed of themselves. 


Two of the more skilled martial artists had already straightened Dai Kui's broken bones and used the 
broken window frames they had found as splints to bind his arm. Dai Kui's forehead was covered with 
cold sweat from the pain, but he didn't say a word. 


Yan Qingtong dismissed the two men and wanted to talk to Dai Kui. But Dai Kui turned his head away 
from him and looked only at Li Wenqgiong on the ground, who was already dead, with a sad and angry 
look in his eyes. 


" Senior brother, | want to ask you...... "Yan Qingtong although anxious, but still as much as possible 
quietly: "just fought, he has signs of poisoning? 


Dai Kui cold snort, still ignore him. 
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" Senior brother, this matter is very important, is not the time to gamble ...... "Yan Qingtong said 
anxiously, pointing to Li Wenqiong's body: " Do you not want to immediately for Li's brother revenge? 


Seeing the death of Li Wengiong, who was like a brother, Dai Kui angrily pinched Yan Qingtong's arm. 
Although he was injured and lost blood, he still had profound skills. He secretly used his right hand to 
pinch Yan Qingtong in pain. Yan Qingtong was afraid of being noticed, so he endured the pain and did 
not cry out. 


"You are the one who killed Wen Qiong. Dai Kui spat out from between his teeth. This is a domestic 
scandal, so he didn't say it out loud. 


"| would not have thought ...... that Yao Linzhou would be so...... powerful ...... "Yan Qingtong said as if 
he were moaning, "The poison that | used... ... is not light ...... Now the most important thing is ...... to 
defeat him ...... | also did it for the Xinyi Sect... ... " 


Only then did Dai Kui let go of Yan Qingtong's arm, then walked over to Master Li and squatted down. 
There was a flame of vengeance in his eyes. 


" That's right. | saw the color of his face, he is badly poisoned." With that, he gripped the handle of his 
sword and pulled it out of Li Wenqiong's abdomen, spilling blood all over himself. 


Everyone was surprised to see this Xinyi Sect's heir apparent in such a state of mind, but it also boosted 
their morale a bit. 


Everyone was surprised to see this successor of the Xinyi Sect, who still seemed to want to fight again in 
such a State, but it also inspired a little morale. 


Yan Qingtong took advantage of this atmosphere and immediately told Dong Sanqiao, Han Tianbao and 
Yan Heng: "My junior brother Dai has come out, and Yao Lianzhou has suffered serious internal injuries. 
He was at the end of his strength just now. | think this injury was sustained in the battle of Mount Hua, 
and that is why he has been hiding. 
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Yan Heng was surprised, and the two from the Secret Sect were skeptical. Dong Sanqiao thought that if 
Yao Lianzhou was really injured, it would be reasonable for him to put up those two large lines to scare 
them. 


"We can wait for Senior Yin to arrive." Yan Qingtong added, "But Yao Lianzhou also has a Wudang 
disciple who came to Xi'an to help him. It's easy to deal with only one person now. If there are more 
than ten of them, the plan to capture the Wudang Master will be a failure." 


Although the Wudang disciple did not show his face in the room, the concealed weapon technique that 
killed the two Secret Sect disciples showed his full strength. Dong Sanqiao thought to himself, "If there 
are a few more of this caliber, it will be very difficult to deal with them. 


--And they could appear at any moment. Now might be the only chance to subdue Yao Linzhou. 


Yan Heng was young, and even more incapable of judging such a complex situation. He thought it would 
be better to listen to these seniors, who were far more experienced than he was. 


While the heroes were hesitating, someone suddenly pointed at the door of the "Ying Hua Pavilion" with 
an "ah". All of them became nervous again and stood on guard towards the door. 


But see from the door appeared, neither Yao Lianzhou, nor the mysterious Wudang master with 
concealed weapons, but actually a seemingly only fifteen, sixteen years old beautiful girl, she was 
dressed like a maid, but she was carrying a A girl older than her. Judging from the bright clothes, the girl 
must be a prostitute from the "Yinghua Pavilion". Her face resting on the girl's shoulder was as white as 
paper and slightly gray, as if she was seriously ill. Yan Qingtong and several escorts recognized her at a 
glance. She was the most popular book girlin "Yinghua Pavilion". 


What was even more strange was that in the left hand of this young girl, she was holding a long sword 
that was slightly curved like a knife with an iron ring at the top of the handle, a style of weapon that had 
never been seen before by all the martial artists in the arena. 


Yin Xiaoyan struggled to carry the book and stepped out of the door with a trembling step. No one 
dared to approach her, fearing that there might be an ambush in the darkness inside the door. Only Yan 
Heng, seeing Xiaoyan's hardship, couldn't help but stepped forward to help her, lifted Miss Shuqiao 


down and gently placed her on the ground. 
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Xiaoyan nodded gratefully to Yan Heng, then held up the "single-backed sword" with both hands. She 
looked around, found where Dai Kui was, and walked up to him. 


Dai Kui rushed into the room before and noticed a pair of women in the room, but since life and death 
were so close just now, how could he have the time to take a closer look at who they were? At this 
moment, | saw Xiaoyan and Shugqiao clearly for the first time. 


Shuqiao curled up and lay in the middle of the street. Dai Kui suddenly realized when he saw her 
condition: she and Yao Lianzhou were poisoned together. Dai Kui couldn't help but glared at Yan 
Qingtong angrily. 


"This ...... warrior ...... "Yin Xiaoyan was surrounded by many martial artists with swords, spears and 
halberds and a murderous atmosphere, her body trembled constantly, but she still suppressed her fear 


and said towards Dai Kui: "Just now inside... ... I've seen you before ...... : 


Xiaoyan saw that Dai Kui's beard was still stained with blood, and in his hand was a red dyed belt knife, 
and remembered the cruelty of the room he had entered earlier, she couldn't help but shiver all over. 


She took a look at the buckwheat on the floor, took a deep breath, and summoned up the courage to 
hand the sword to Dai Kui. 


"The guest in the room requests that you give the antidote to Miss Shuqiao first. He will use this sword 
in exchange." Xiao Yan didn't dare to look at Dai Kui, but just bowed her head and tried to repeat what 
Yao Lian Zhou had told her to pass on: "He said that this matter is none of the outsiders' business. After 
saving the book buckwheat girl, he is waiting to fight with you ...... again." 


The group of heroes heard these amazing words, all staring at Xiaoyan's hand the "single back sword", a 
closer look at the strange slightly curved scabbard and the swastika guard, the hilt is decorated with 
elegant clouds inlaid with silver. 


--This is the sword of the head of Wudang. Even in the hands of a little girl who knew nothing about 
martial arts, it still exuded a kind of majesty. 
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Dong Sanqiao heard this and pondered in his heart: How could Yao Lianzhou be so generous as to not 
even want the sword? Or is it the same as the fourteen characters outside the window, is it for bluffing? 
But looking at that prostitute, it seems that she is really dying....... What is the antidote? What's the 
matter with "antidote"? ...... 


The people are also puzzled by Xiaoyan's phrase "antidote" and are discussing it. Yan Qingtong was so 
anxious that he almost jumped out to lay his hand upon Xiaoyan's mouth. 


Dai Kui looked at the "single back sword" that had killed many of his fellow disciples, remembering the 
sword light that he had just seen in the dark room, and how he had skillfully guided Li Wenqiong's mace 
with the "Tai Chi Sword" to break his arm bone, and then controlled his waist knife to stab Li Wenqiong 
in the lower abdomen....... Dai Kui thought about this scene, and his heart stung for a moment. 


At this moment, Dai Kui saw that Yao Lianzhou was willing to give up his sword for a woman who was 
innocently implicated. Compared to taking advantage of the danger of poisoning the opponent and 
attacking with ten times the number of people... he felt ashamed. 


——Not just martial arts. Even my spirit, | lost so completely! 


Xiaoyan is still lowering her head to pass the sword to Dai Kui, but he did not take it for a long time, she 
looked up, only to see Dai Kui a bold face agitated red, Xiaoyan was wrong to think that he was angered, 
and even more alarmed. 


--For the sake of Miss Shuqiao, I'm going to go on! 


Dai Kui stretched out his hand, but instead of taking the sword, he pushed the "single-backed sword" 
back to Xiaoyan. Without saying a word, he squatted down next to Shuqiao, put down the sword in his 
hand, and ignored being seen by everyone. He took out the package of antidote from his belt, opened it, 
and personally fed the fine pills in the paper package into Shuqiao's mouth. 


"Junior brother!" Yan Qingtong hurriedly walked over, but couldn't stop him in time. 
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She was unconscious and did not swallow. Dai Kui, who had some experience in the world, ignored the 
defense of men and women and he helped Shugqiao half-sitting up and massaged the acupuncture points 
on her shoulders and back with his palms to open her esophagus and finally swallowed those thin pills. 


Xiaoyan was overjoyed and walked to Shuqiao holding her sword. She saw that the girl had not yet 
recovered and was very anxious. 


"Don't worry." Dai Kui said with a guilty look on his face, "It's the real antidote." 


Dong Sanqiao and Han Tianbao are not fools. After watching this scene, listening to these conversations, 
and seeing Yan Qingtong's reaction, they connected the dots and finally figured it out. 


--Yao Lianzhou was not injured, he was poisoned! 


The two of them looked at each other and knew that this matter concerned the reputation of this 
alliance army, so they did not say anything. 


While Dai Kui was taking care of Shuqiao, Yan Qingtong quietly walked up to Xiaoyan and unexpectedly 
grabbed the "single-backed sword". 


Dai Kui pushed the book to Xiaoyan, stood up angrily and shouted: "What are you doing?" But Yan 
Qingtong had already thrown the sword to a junior fellow from the Xinyi Sect for safekeeping. 


Yan Qingtong knew that he had to risk everything this time, and shouted loudly: "Yao Lianzhou has been 
seriously injured, and now he doesn't even have his sword. If we don't rush in immediately to subdue 
him, what are we going to wait for?" As he spoke, he looked towards the Secret Sect members and Yan 
Heng. 


Although Yan Heng couldn't figure out the connection between the two, but seeing Yao Lianzhou give up 
his sword for a woman and they wanted to take the opportunity to attack, he felt that it was quite 
wrong. 
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On the contrary, Dong Sanqiao and Han Tianbao both guessed what was going on, but they were only 
thinking: this is indeed a golden opportunity to subdue Yao Lianzhou, and if the Wudang team of 
disciples arrived, they would have missed it. ...... 


Yan Qingtong looked at the two men with eyes that seemed to ask: Do you want to bet on this? 


The proud and arrogant Dong Sanqiao came to Xi'an to promote the reputation of the secret sect and 
himself. He gritted his teeth and nodded towards Yan Qingtong. 


When Xiaoyan heard Yan Qingtong's words, she saw the warriors around her who were like wolves and 
tigers. She thought of Yao Lianzhou who was deeply poisoned in the room and now didn't even have a 
sword. She felt sour in her heart and couldn't help shouting angrily: "Shameless!" 


This sentence, coming from the mouth of an ordinary maid, was even more harsh to the ears of the 
heroes. 


"These two women have a close relationship with Yao Lianzhou, so take them down first!" Yan Qingtong 
pointed at Xiaoyan, and two dart masters from Zhenxi Refugee Company immediately approached and 
grabbed her. 


Dai Kui was about to help her out, but Yan Qingtong stopped him: "Master, are you going to help the 
Wudang sect? Have you forgotten who you represent? 


Dai Kui hesitated for a moment. The rescue of Shuqiao just now could be said to be out of intolerance; 
but if he openly fights with his own people now, and is suspected of siding with the Wudang Clan, the 
public enemy of the martial arts, he cannot afford it. 


At this time, one of the bodyguards shouted "Ah". It turned out that his elbow was hit by the hilt of a 
sword, and his whole body was numb immediately. He let go of Xiaoyan's arm; Xiaoyan's loosened hand 
scratched it with her nails, and that dart master did not take precautions, and let go of his hand due to 
the pain. 
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It was Yan Heng who hit the sword hilt. When he first saw Yin Xiaoyan, he thought of Song Li who was of 
a similar age, and felt pity for such a weak woman who was also innocently involved in the martial arts 
struggle. As soon as he saw her being caught by two bodyguards, he didn't think about anything else. He 
just thought: How can someone who knows martial arts attack an ordinary girl? He raised his sword to 
help without hesitation. 


Xiaoyan separated from the two of them, turned around and walked back to the gate of "Yinghua 
Pavilion" without thinking. 


——1 would rather go back inside and die with him! 


Several warriors nearby also wanted to catch her. But Yan Heng waved the "Still Life Right Sword" in his 
hand, and they were all frightened to stop. 


Once Xiaoyan entered the gate, no one dared to chase after her - how do they know if that Wudang 
master of concealed weapons is ambushing the door? Even the Secret Sect members can't avoid the 
porcelain tiles, they don't have the confidence to dodge them. 


Seeing that the hostage that could be used as a threat to Yao Lianzhou had escaped back to the Ying Hua 
Pavilion, Yan Qingtong paused and looked at Yan Heng with dissatisfaction: "Young Hero Yan, what are 


you doing here....... F 


But among the crowd, someone applauded and there was a clear laughter. Yan Heng looked over with 
the others, and it turned out that it was Tong Jing who had followed him. She had been watching from 
the periphery of the crowd. Because she was short and couldn't see, she simply sat on the white horse. 


Tong Jing looked at Yan Heng from a distance with appreciative eyes and gave a thumbs up. Yan Heng 
knew that his move had offended the group of heroes, and Tong Jing's behavior made him even more 
embarrassed. He quickly put his finger on her lips to signal her to stop laughing. 


At such a tense moment, the young man and woman communicated with each other in sign language as 
if no one else was watching, making the crowd dumbfounded. Dai Kui was the only one who saw that 
Yan Heng had just done what he wanted to do without hesitation. He felt a little ashamed and nodded 


slightly in approval to Yan Heng. 
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"Why are you still dawdling?" Dong Sanqiao shouted angrily, which made everyone concentrate again. 
"Attack now! You all attack from below!" 


Han Tianbao knew the strategy Dong Sanqgiao had in mind, and he handed over to the heroes and said: 
"Excuse me, comrades, attack from downstairs and set up formations in the corridor on the second 
floor! We and other secret sect disciples will attack from the roof. You don't have to break through, just 
hold Yao Lianzhou back in front of the room. When we break through the roof tiles and enter, you will 
then cooperate to break through the door and attack! 


The warriors of those small sects had lingering fears when they saw the Xinyi sect return in defeat, and 
were very hesitant when they heard the word "attack"; however, after hearing Han Tianbao say that as 
long as they were responsible for holding back, the Secret Sect's people would attack from the above 
path, it was only then that they felt more at ease - they were, after all, dozens of people, and they had 
to be brave enough to defend the second floor corridors, which wasn't a difficult task. And the fact that 
this instruction came from the mouth of the renowned Han Old Fist Master of Changzhou made them 
even more confident, and one by one, they rubbed their fists and clapped their hands. 


"Yan! You are coming too!" Dong Sanqiao shouted to Yan Heng: "If you don't have the guts to avenge 
your master, then just stay down below!" 


As he spoke, he ran towards the west wall of the "Yinghua Pavilion", jumped onto the wall and used the 
force to jump again. At the same time, he threw his left arm in the air and swung out the long nine- 
section steel whip in his hand, which was as sharp as the tip of a spear. The head of the whip was nailed 
to the wall tiles under the roof tiles. Dong Sanqiao pulled the steel whip fiercely, and his body flew 
upwards as lightly as a paper man. In the blink of an eye, he landed on the roof with his toes. This secret 
sect's Qinggong skill made many people below dumbfounded, and they immediately cheered, and their 
morale was boosted again. 


Yan Heng was provoked by Dong Sanqiao's words and thought that he must not damage the reputation 
of Qingcheng Sect, so he followed Han Tianbao and other secret sect disciples to the west wall. 


Seeing that Dong Sanqiao and others were already dispatched, Yan Qingtong also urged the heroes 
below to cooperate in the attack on "Yinghua Pavilion". Two of Huo Zhou's best men with rattan swords 
volunteered to take the lead in using the rattan as a cover to attack the main door. After confirming that 
there was no ambush in the hall below the Ying Hua Pavilion, they immediately called on their 
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colleagues to go in as well. Seven or eight of the more aggressive guys were the first to enter, and 
occupied the hall of Hua Ying Pavilion. 


Yan Qingtong now walked between the eight surviving comrades. 


"Don't you want to avenge your junior brothers?" He persuaded, "Don't you want to see that the only 
one who loses today is the mind gate?" 


The eight of them had already noticed that Senior Brother Dai and Senior Brother Yan were at odds with 
each other, so it was not surprising to see Dai Kui turn his face away at this moment. They didn't know 
the inside story and were surprised that Brother Dai had the prostitute's antidote just now, but they 
didn't dare to ask in detail. 


Now that they had heard Master Yan's words of encouragement, all eight of them were very excited. 
Xinyi Sect is after all one of the "Nine Great Sects" in the world, and all of them are good fighters from 
their branches, which are quite famous in this province. Seeing that the Secret Sect, which is also one of 
the "Nine Great Sects", is now the first to launch a siege, and those small sects like the Earth Hall Sect 
and the Iron Sword Sect are also responding courageously; if Xinyi Sect does not make any progress just 
because they have just lost some of their fellow sect members, wouldn't it be a very cowardly thing to 
do in comparison? In the future, if word gets out, we may not even be able to keep our position as one 
of the "Nine Great Schools". 


--Even if we are all killed by Yao Lianzhou's sword today, we can't let Xinyi Sect's reputation be 
tarnished! 


The oldest among the eight is Lin Hongyi, who is in his early thirties. He is the disciple of the Henan Xinyi 
Sect who threw a glass of wine at Jing Li at the Linmen Inn, and he also went to the Shanxi Headquarter 
for further study. His left thigh was deeply cut by Yao Linzhou's sword, but he still managed to survive 
and escape from Ying Hua Pavilion, which shows that his skills are not weak. His two brothers who came 
with him from Henan Province are both dead in Ying Hua Pavilion, and he is eager to avenge their 
deaths. Lin Hongyi, half-arrested, hurriedly walked to Dai Kui. 


Dai Kui was squatting in front of Shuqiao to observe her condition. Shuqiao took the antidote and began 
to regain consciousness, frowning slightly. Dai Kui felt a little relieved when he saw it. 
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"Brother Dai!" Lin Hongyi called him. "Let's do it again together!" 


But Dai Kui felt that he no longer had the face to attack Yao Lianzhou today. He didn't even look at his 
junior brother and just shook his head. 


Seeing that he no longer had the will to fight, Lin Hongyi waved his sword at his seven fellow disciples, 
and all seven of them nodded in response. 


Lin Hongyi turned to look at Yan Qingtong: "Brother Yan, you are also a member of the Xinyi Sect, right? 
You also have a share in the honor and disgrace of the sect." 


Yan Qingtong was stunned. He had only planned to plot behind the scenes, and had never thought of 
going into battle in person to deal with the terrifying Wudang leader. But he had spoken too loudly 
before, so there was no room for excuse now. He bravely pretended to be excited again and patted Lin 
Hongyi on the shoulder. 


"Okay! After all, | am also an unscrupulous disciple of the Shanxi General Hall. How can | be spared from 
this revenge?" Yan Qingtong said, taking the hand of the escort who had never left his side, and took the 
weapon that he had not really held for several years. The sword was unsheathed with a clang. When the 
eight fellow disciples saw Yan Qingtong's actions and heard his heroic words, they all cheered up and 
raised their weapons. 


Dai Kui listened on the sidelines, but smiled bitterly. 


The Xinyi disciples, led by Lin Hongyi, walked towards the gate of "Yinghua Pavilion". Yan Qingtong 
waved his hand and gathered his bodyguards to attack together. In fact, he deliberately fell back to the 
end of the line. 


"Listen." Yan Qingtong said to a dozen nervous-looking escorts: "After you go in, you must always be by 
my side, otherwise | won't be able to protect you." He waved his sword lightly. More than a dozen 
people nodded quickly. 


——In fact, Yan Qingtong's inner plan was to have these subordinates as shields when he was in danger. 
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The warriors from other sects who were still outside the "Yinghua Pavilion" saw the Xinyi Gate 
regrouping and attacking again. Their morale became even higher, and a dozen more people 
immediately rushed towards the gate. The remaining seven or eight people were timid, but in this 
situation they were afraid of being laughed at, so they reluctantly followed the group in. 


At the same time, on the west wall, two secret sect disciples swam up the wall. At the same time, they 
were well prepared and inserted two daggers halfway up the wall. The two dagger handles seemed to 
become steps, allowing Others climbed up more easily. 


The two of them were seen jumping and crawling with their hands and feet together, traveling with 
great agility. According to legend, the Secret Sect's martial arts were originally modeled after the 


fighting movements of apes and monkeys, hence the name "Geibi" (3245). These two disciples were so 


agile that they had the appearance of monkeys climbing up trees. 


Since Yan Heng had specialized in practicing the Qingcheng Quick Sword, he had some confidence in his 
footwork, but he was worried that he might not be as impressive as the Secret Sect disciples, which 
would cause the Qingcheng Sect to be looked down upon. Now, seeing that the Secret Sect had inserted 
daggers on the wall, he was relieved and followed Han Tianbao's predecessor, ready to climb up to the 
roof to help in the battle. 


Dong Sanqiao, who took the lead on the roof, withdrew his nine-jointed whip and stood on his tiptoes, 
easing his footsteps and walking on the tiled surface. As Ying Hua Pavilion was a gorgeous brothel, the 
roof was made of green colored glazed tiles, which were thicker and not easy to break, but the tiles 
were slippery and not easy to walk on. 


Dong Sanqiao walked towards the upper part of Yao Lianzhou's room, and was ready to use his nine- 
sectioned steel whip to strike through the roof there. Behind him, two other Secret Sect disciples had 
also climbed up. 


At this moment, a blurry figure came out of the south window where the white robe of the Wudang 
leader was still hung. The figure stretched out its arms and clung to the top of the window, and its whole 
body was like a kite flipping onto the roof. Before it landed on the tiles, several black shadows were 
already shot out in the air! 
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Dong Sanqiao didn't have time to open his mouth to warn his fellow students, so he could only dodge 
the hidden weapon flying towards him in time. Two secret sect disciples who had just climbed up, one 
was hit by a black shadow in the chest and flew down the street; the other stretched out his arm in time 
to block the door in front of him, exploding a cluster of blood flowers, and the one nailed to his arm was 
shot again. It's a piece of broken porcelain. 


The person who issued the hidden weapon landed lightly on the edge of the roof. He had an unusually 
long body, a white face as cold as ice, and six daggers hanging on his body. He was Fan Zong, a disciple 
of Wudang's "First Snake Way". 


"Whoever comes up will die." 


Fan Zong said coldly. His thin and long arms hung at his sides, with the backs of his hands facing forward, 
and two broken pieces of porcelain clasped secretly on the insides of his palms. 


Yao Lianzhou can barely hold on until now because the room on the second floor is located at a high 
place and there is a narrow corridor outside the door. If the enemy opens a gap from the roof and 
dozens of people attack from both directions, the leader will surely be restrained. 


Fan Zong was determined to save the roof with his life if necessary. 


——You can make any sacrifice for the Wudang Clan. This is the creed of the disciples of the "First Snake 
Way". 


The enemy who had continuously killed his fellow secret sect members finally appeared in front of him, 
and Dong Sanqiao's eyes flashed with murderous intent. But he knew that Fan Zong's hidden weapon 
was powerful, so he did not dare to rush forward rashly. Instead, he backed up to the west roof, holding 
the nine-section whip between his palms, ready to shoot down the flying hidden weapon at any time. 


Dong Sanqiao's retreat was to protect his companions who had climbed up from under the west wall. 
Fan Zong knew that if he was attacked by the other side, he would not be able to protect the roof of the 
house, so he immediately sprinted towards Dong Sanqiao! 
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Dong Sanqiao watched Fan Zong's coming and estimated the distance between the two sides. 


Generally speaking, most of the darts with concealed weapons are ambush attacks or sudden sneak 
attacks, even at a far distance, they may be successful; however, in a frontal confrontation like this, the 
other party is prepared, the effective killing distance of the concealed weapons is usually within four to 
seven paces, if it is too far away, it is easy to be dodged or blocked; if it is too close, the other party's 
blades and punches have already reached it, and there is no more room for darts to be sent. 


Although Dong Sanqiao himself was not good at concealed weapons, the Secret Sect had its own dart 
flying and dart catching techniques, so he was naturally familiar with the principles of this response. If 
Fan Zong was standing still, it would be very dangerous for Dong Sanqiao to enter this seven-pace 
distance to fight with the other side; but now that Fan Zong was rushing over at high speed on his own 
initiative, Dong Sanqiao thought it was just the right time; as soon as the distance between the two 
sides was only about ten paces, he would meet Fan Zong and run towards him, and when the two of 
them were running against each other, the distance would be shortened suddenly, and Dong Sanqiao 
would be able to kill him in one breath to enter into close-quarters physical combat, and even if Fan 
Zong's concealed weapons were powerful, they would still have no use for them. 


Dong Sanqiao stared at Fan Zong in the tile surface running feet, measuring the distance: thirteen steps, 
twelve steps, eleven ...... 


However, Fan Zong had not even taken ten steps before he had already stabilized himself to send out 
darts! 


Fan Zong's body was as weightless as if he had no weight at all, his feet stopped as soon as he said they 
would, and he made a backward horse stance to stop on the roof tiles without even making a sound, 
which was precisely the application of the "transforming force" of "Tai Chi" to lightweight skills! 


As soon as his body stabilized in a horse stance, his thin waist and hips shook, driving his shoulders and 
arms, and the two pieces of broken porcelain in his right hand shot towards Dong Sanqiao like arrows! 


Dong Sanqiao was preparing to charge forward, but the other party suddenly fired the concealed 
weapons earlier, he was too late to lean back or dodge horizontally, he could only follow the trend of his 
left foot to step forward, his body side to side, his left hand whip was swung forward, one of the pieces 
of broken porcelain knocked down, and at the same time, the other piece of porcelain narrowly grazed 
across his chest! 
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Dong Sanqiao was extremely surprised: the porcelain shards fired by the opponent's method were much 
more powerful than those fired before. It turned out that he had kept one hand unused before! The 
power of this technique is extraordinary, it is so difficult to dodge even ten steps away! 


He didn't know that Fan Zong was an anomaly in Wudang's "First Snake Way": Most of the "First Snake 
Way" disciples specialize in light kung fu and various snooping and tracking skills, and their ability to 
fight and kill enemies is not outstanding; but there are still a few among them. A member of the "First 
Snake Way" with extraordinary talents, he is also good at martial arts. The previous leader Gongsun 
Qing specially selected and trained these elites and gave them brown uniforms, known as "Brown 
Snakes". 


--The Brown Snakes, with less than ten members, were responsible for monitoring the security and 
movement of Wudang Mountain, but the real intention of Gongsun Qing in establishing the Brown 
Snakes was to cultivate a group of assassins, so as to be prepared for any unexpected dangers in 
Wudang in the future. 


Fan Zong was so gifted that he was able to practise Tai Chi, the highest martial art in Wudang. His "Tai 
Chi Fist" had not yet been fully accomplished, but he had skillfully applied the power of "Tai Chi" to two 
other martial arts skills: one was to combine the "Tai Chi" method of transforming power with the 
"Ladder Cloud Vertical Vertical" lightweight skills, which enabled him to leap like a shadow without a 
sound on the ground; and the other was to transform the method of generating power of "Tai Chi" into 
the method of throwing, so even in a frontal confrontation, the flying swords of the concealed weapons 
he issued had the astonishing power of killing the enemy from ten paces away! 


In order to block these two pieces of broken porcelain, Dong Sanqiao took a step forward and entered a 
closer danger. He thought to himself that he was already in an unfavorable position, instead of 
retreating and struggling to be a living target that could dodge all the time, he might as well take a 
gamble in front of him! 


Dong Sanqiao gritted his teeth and grabbed the middle section of the nine-section whip with his right 
hand. Only the first five sections were rotated in a circle like a windmill. The image of the whip turned 
into a shield to protect him. He was already in danger of suffering at least one piece of broken porcelain, 
and rushed towards Fan Zong at full speed! 
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——As long as | get within the distance of fists and kicks, | want you to have a good taste of my quick 
hands! 


Dong Sanqiao's charge was already eight steps in front of Fan Zong. 


Fan Zong's face was expressionless, his left hand swung upwards towards Dong Sanqiao's front. 


Dong Sanqiao lowered his head and shrank his body as much as possible behind the rotating shield 
formed by the steel whip. 


The two pieces of broken porcelain seemed to turn into shadows, shooting towards him. 


One was shattered under the steel whip. One scratched outside Dong Sanqiao's right thigh, splattering 
with blood. 


Six steps. Dong Sanqiao had released the steel whip in his right hand and clenched it into a fist. Holding 
the tail of the whip in his left hand, he was ready to roll it towards Fan Zong. 


While Fan Zong fired the porcelain pieces with his left hand, he stretched his right hand to his lower 
back and grasped the hilt of the flying sword inserted behind his waist. 


Dong Sanqiao had long seen Fan Zong's move. But he had the confidence to roll the nine-section whip 
onto Fan Zong's right arm before he unsheathed his sword. 


——tThen, the "Half Cloak Fist" from my right hand will hit his throat. 


Five steps. 


The nine-section steel whip was swung out. 
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Six steps. Seven steps. Suddenly the distance between the two of them grows wider. 


Fan Zong did not retreat backward, but rather his legs performed the "Ladder Cloud Vertical Flying" and 
his body jumped upward without any warning! 


The nine-section whip failed. Dong Sanqgiao raised his head. 


Under the sunlight, the light of the sword on Fan Zong's hand could be seen in the sky. 


Dong Sanqiao raised his right fist to his head, intending to hit someone, trying to block the flying sword 
with one arm. 


——With Fan Zong's power-generating technique just now, this time he used a proud weapon that was 
ten times more lethal than broken porcelain pieces. Dong Sanqiao was mentally prepared that he would 
never be able to use his right arm again in this life. 


At this moment, a black shadow shot directly at Fan Zong's face in mid-air, preventing him from 
launching his flying sword! 


It was Han Tianbao who just climbed up to the roof. When he climbed up the wall, he already had the 
hidden weapon in his hand. As soon as he came up, he saw his nephew in danger and went to rescue 
him without thinking. 


In this very short moment, Fan Zong quickly judged: If he did not send the flying sword at Dong Sanqiao 
in order to avoid the hidden weapon, Dong Sanqiao was already at close range, and he would have to 
enter an unfavorable hand-to-hand combat when his body fell. 


His right hand continued to throw the flying sword at Dong Sanqiao below, and his left hand stretched 
out with lightning to catch the flying hidden weapon! 


Fan Zong's flying sword shot straight down from a high altitude, containing the power of "Tai Chi". The 
sword, which was only a foot long, seemed to have lost its form and turned into a killing energy! 
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A trail of blood exploded along Dong Sangqiao's right shoulder and back, shooting straight through the 
tiles under his feet and piercing a hole! 


At the same time, Fan Zong's left hand came into contact with the black shadow. It was really a gamble 
for him to pick up an unknown hidden weapon with his bare hands: if the hidden weapon was full of 
spikes and sharp edges, or even tempered with poison, his left hand would have to be seriously injured. 


With a flick of the edge of his palm, the object changed its course and fell diagonally. It turned out to be 
a jet-black iron nail about seven inches long, with no sharp edge on the side. Fan Zong felt happy. 


But at the same time he also regretted it. Because of this dual purpose, the flying sword in his right hand 
missed the target after all, only slicing Dong Sanqiao's shoulder and back muscles. It neither hit the vital 
point nor disabled his arm. 


Dong Sanqiao thought he must be seriously injured, but he only felt a burning sensation on his shoulder. 
At that moment, he didn't realize how serious the injury was, so he still held his right arm motionless. 


Fan Zong saw that he didn't have time to react. When he fell, he stood on tiptoe on the tile surface and 
rebounded backwards as if equipped with a mechanical spring. He turned upside down and returned to 
the place ten steps away from Dong Sangqiao. Only then did Dong Sanqiao realize that he had lost the 
opportunity to engage the opponent in close combat, and was very angry. 


With the sharp hidden weapon and the transcendent lightness skill, Fan Zong was like a smart and swift 
poisonous snake in Dong Sanqiao's eyes: he could enter the attack range of the poisonous fangs at any 
time, and it was extremely dangerous and difficult to catch it. 


By this time, Han Tianbao was already standing on the roof of the house, his left hand gripped the Goose 
Plume Sword, and his right hand pulled out two seven-inch nails of the same style from the inside of his 
long leather wrist guards, and fastened them between his fingers. In fact, Han Tianbao's single sword is 
only used for defense and blocking, and the weapon he is really best at is this hand of "funeral nails". 


Han Tianbao was a very humble man. He usually fought with others and rarely even pulled out a knife. 
His set of "inside and outside fighting" boxing techniques had become famous in Cangzhou. Until twelve 
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years ago, a secret sect disciples escorting a dart was robbed and killed by a group of bandits, he led the 
five sect members across the province to kill the bandits, with the "funeral nails" to kill nine people, only 
then did outsiders in the martial arts world know that the old master is more skilled in concealed 
weapons. After this battle, he obtained a "Black Talisman Iron Hand" ” as a nickname that describes how 
with one move of his hand, the black iron nails he shoots out are like a reminder of death. 


Fan Zong also stood still on the other side, and with both hands, he pulled out his flying sword from the 
leather sheath in front of his right shoulder and abdomen, and held it like a short blade, with the left 
sword in the front hand, and the right sword in the back hand, in a guarded stance. Just now, he flipped 
back and returned to the top of the room where the Sect Master was located, and with this stance, he 
was indeed a man guarding the roof. 


He stared at Han Tianbao, who was more than ten steps away, to guard against him making another 
move. Just now, Han Tianbao climbed up with half his body, and before he could stand still on the tiles, 
he already sent out the "Mourning Door Nail". The incoming force was weakened a lot, and Fan Zong 
was confident to remove it with his bare hands. Now he can no longer ignore it. 


Dong Sanqiao was hit by a flying sword. The injury was equivalent to a deep cut from his shoulder to his 
back. Half of his clothes were stained with blood. Although this injury did not have a big impact on his 
combat power, he no longer dared to rush towards Fan Zong again. Fortunately, with Uncle Master's 
flying spikes now assisting him, he was no longer afraid of Fan Zong attacking the west wall. 


Yan Heng and two other secret sect disciples also climbed up from the wall to the roof. When Yan Heng 
saw Fan Zong, his eyes were filled with hatred and anger - this was the first time he met a Wudang 
disciple since the Qingcheng catastrophe. 


Fan Zong saw more people climbing up. The situation was not good, so he was forced to take the 
initiative and took a step forward. 


Everyone knew that this Wudang expert was very powerful with hidden weapons. As long as he moved 
even a little bit, they would all be nervous and raise their weapons. Only Han Tianbao was the calmest 
and moved in response to Fan Zong. 


The two of them began to move around facing each other, looking for the most favorable launch 
direction and distance. No one is willing to make the first move. 
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There are not many people in the martial arts who specialize in concealed weapons and darts, and even 
fewer use concealed weapons to fight head-on. This is truly a rare duel between two great hidden 
weapon masters in the world. 


Fan Zong feinted with his left hand, as if he was about to draw a dagger, and several secret sect disciples 
immediately raised their swords in front of their faces to fight. But Han Tianbao was not confused, and 
the iron nail was still clasped between his fingers. 


Han Tianbao did the same, taking a false step forward, as if he wanted to run forward into the killing 
range of the flying sword, luring the opponent to take action. However, Fan Zong also saw through that 
it was a false move and did not fall into the trap. 


Both of them are constantly tempting each other to make the first move. Fan Zong's Qinggong footwork 
is naturally excellent; Han Tianbao's secret sect "Yanqing Mibu" is not as famous as the Bagua sect's 
footwork, but it is also a superb and famous skill. Both of them are good at footwork and body skills, and 
their dodging skills are top-notch. So whoever can't bear to strike first will easily fall into the unfavorable 
situation of being dodged and counterattacked. 


But Han Tianbao could wait, but Fan Zong couldn't. Another secret sect disciple came up. 


Fan Zong gritted his teeth and suddenly accelerated his steps towards the enemies. 


The right side of Han Tianbao's face, which was covered with scars, was wrinkled, and he stared at Fan 
Zong's hands closely. 


Fan Zong finally struck first. 


But what comes out is not "hand". 


Taking advantage of the force of his fierce stamping, he picked up a piece of tile under his feet with the 
tip of his right toe, and used the force of "Wudang Chang Fist" to kick the tile toward the secret sect 
disciple! 
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Following the momentum of this kick, Fan Zong also swung his right arm backhand from bottom to top, 
and the flying sword followed the tail of the spinning tiles and launched! 


This move was all in Han Tianbao's eyes: it was obvious that Fan Zong wanted to use the tiles as 
interference to make Han Tianbao make the wrong dodge, and then the flying dagger would kill him. He 
had already made a countermeasure in an instant: first he raised his left hand single sword and blocked 
the tiles with the blade; then he dodged the flying sword; at the same time, he fired flying spikes to 
counterattack—— 


But he was wrong. The target of the flying sword was not him. Nor is it any one person. 


It was the tile. 


The flying sword came first, four steps in front of Han Tianbao, and hit the tiles from behind. The sword 
contained extremely powerful force, and as soon as the blade hit it, the tiles exploded into a cloud of 
broken tiles and smoke. 


The smoke and dust obscured Han Tianbao's sight for a very short moment. 


——This is when Fan Zong made a real killing move. 


Fan Zong's originally kicked right foot stepped back on the tiles, and he made a forward lunge. His body 
sent out a twisting force like a twisted thread from his feet to his waist and shoulders, which reached 
directly to his left arm and wrist. The flying sword started with " When the "Tai Chi" method of 
generating energy was released, it flew out like an arrow, with the power to break through the air even 
more than before! 


Han Tianbao couldn't see the enemy, but instinctively knew that the opponent had made a killing move. 
The blade of his left hand was still raised to cover the vital points of his face, and his right hand could 
only roughly guess the enemy's position and launched the "Mourning Nail" counterattack. 
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The flying sword was as powerful as a rainbow, penetrating through the smoke and dust of the 
shattered tiles. When it appeared in front of Han Tianbao, it was already at close range, but it was shot 
between his chest and abdomen, and the single blade could not block it, nor could it dodge, and he was 
about to die under the sword! 


Another mute blade light suddenly slanted out from the side, hitting the flying sword in time three steps 
in front of Han Tianbao! 


The drilling force concentrated in the flying sword was so powerful that the sword that shot out from 
the side failed to knock it away. It only deflected the flight path and grazed Han Tianbao's right waist 
and side, drawing a cluster of blood. ! 


This is a confrontation between two Wudang sect weapons - the one that skewed the flying sword was 
the "Still Life Right Sword" in Yan Heng's hand! 


Yan Heng had been standing on Han Tianbao's left, and when the tile exploded, he was also blocked by 
the smoke, but he still caught a glimpse of Fan Zong's sword light. He didn't have time to think about it, 
but instinctively used the twelfth stance of the "Wind and Fire Sword", "Eagle's Feather", to raise his 
long sword towards Han Tianbao's front. 


Yan Heng blocked the flying sword with his sword, and was shocked by the powerful force, he also 
retreated half a step, and his feet cracked a piece of tile underneath. His heart was both happy and 
surprised: this mid-air sword strike was just an instantaneous and daring guess of the speed and 
trajectory of the flying sword, without much certainty in his heart, and he was fortunate enough to be 
hit by the sword and naturally celebrated; however, he personally felt the force of the flying sword, and 
thought that if he didn't succeed in skewing it, senior Han would definitely have his sword pierced 
through his heart, and he couldn't help but sweat a little bit. 


Han Tianbao's "Mourning Gate Nail" thrown in counterattack was not accurate enough. Fan Zong easily 
ducked away, but saw that such a carefully planned killing move failed to succeed. He looked at the 
originally inconspicuous young swordsman in shock. 


Fan Zong took a closer look and recognized that the long sword used by Yan Heng was actually the "Still 
Life Sword" owned by Hu Yanda, a fellow Wudang disciple. He immediately blurted out: "You are using 
the Wudang Sword——" 
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He was interrupted mid-sentence - Dong Sanqiao on the other side did not miss this rare opportunity. 
He stepped forward with three secret sect disciples and already brandished his weapons to attack! 


Fan Zong's hands were like lightning, and he quickly pulled out the flying swords on the left and right 
sides of his waist. However, Dong Sanqiao jumped on him and was the first to swing the nine-section 
whip from Li Yuan. Under this blockage, Fan Zong had no time to throw his sword, so he had to step 
back to avoid the steel whip head that was struck diagonally. 


As soon as Dong Sanqiao opened the way, three of his disciples took the opportunity to rush up and 
engage in close combat with Fan Zong. The two men on the left and right were the first to attack. They 
used the thin single swords of the secret sect. Each used a "Mingtang Kuai Dao" move. One cut the neck, 
the other slashed the right knee, and they coordinated to attack Fan Zong seamlessly! 


Fan Zong used his much shorter blade to fight one on two, but without panicking, he raised his right leg 
to dodge the slash. At the same time, he held the sword in his left hand to block the slashed blade, and 
then his body immediately rotated, and his right leg raised to become an inverted kick, and he kicked 
like a dragon swinging its tail with his heel arcing and hooking towards the back of the head of the 
opponent on the left! 


--Dodging, blocking and counterattacking were like flowing water, Fan Zong's close combat skills were 
surprisingly good! 


The Secret Sect member dodged the kick in a panic. The second member of the Secret Sect attacked 
immediately, and in his hand, he stabbed Fan Zong in the back with a long, thin blade that was as fast as 
a weightless sword, and as swift as a bee's needle. 


Of course, Fan Zong did not stay still to receive the sword. He missed the kick and turned around to 
move behind the secret sect disciple who lowered his head. The other two were blocked by their fellow 
disciples and could not attack from a flank, they also started the Secret Sect's "Misty Steps" to chase 
after Fan Zong. 


The four of them were immediately on the roof competing for their starting moves. Fan Zong's skills 
were strange. He moved back and forth between the three enemies, always preventing them from 
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double-teaming. He focused on defense with both daggers in his hands. Two daggers and one sword 
could not do anything to him. He was able to fight one against three without losing any of them. 


Han Tianbao was still frightened after missing the flying sword, but the disciples in front of him were still 
fighting fiercely. It was not the time to be in a daze. He quickly nodded to Yan Heng to thank him, and 
pulled out two "Mourning Door Nails" from his wrist guard and stepped forward to help. 


He paid close attention to Fan Zong's figure in the close fight. But the four of them kept moving around 
and the distance was so close that Han Tianbao stood on the outside and did not dare to take action for 
fear of hurting his disciple. 


Dong Sanqiao did not dare to use the nine-section whip to attack Fan Zong. At this time, he saw that Fan 
Zong was concentrating on fighting and had moved away from the top of the room. With a thought in 
his mind, he swung the steel whip again, and it hit the roof with a bang, breaking a hole! 


When Fan Zong saw that the roof was penetrated, he suddenly became anxious and his face became 
more murderous. 


He decided to take risks. A secret sect disciple on the left raised his sword and slashed it straight down, 
Fan Zong no longer turned around this time. Instead, he stepped sideways and went straight into the 
palace of the secret sect's sword! 


The sharp knife fell. The disciple of the secret sect didn't expect Fan Zong to rush in, and his aim was a 
little off. The blade just happened to be on the chest of Fan Zong's thin body, slashing past him! 


At the same time, Fan Zong held a dagger in his right hand and stabbed the opponent directly in the 
abdomen. 


After all, this swordsman was also an elite disciple from the secret sect. His reaction was not slow. He 
bent back and retracted his abdomen. Fan Zong's dagger stabbed completely, but the tip of the sword 
was still half a foot away from touching his belly. 
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Unexpectedly, Fan Zong's stabbing sword contained very clever power. The moment his arm was 
stabbed, his wrist suddenly shook, his fingers loosened, and the dagger continued to fly forward with 
the stabbing force! 


——On the surface, it is an ordinary stabbing move, but it turns out to be a special method of throwing 
a flying sword at close range! 


Of course, this flying sword was far less energetic than the previous one, but the distance was too close 
and the technique was so weird that the secret sect disciple didn't even have time to blink, and the 
sword blade was already three inches into his belly! 


As soon as the other two people saw that Fan Zong was no longer fighting, they had already attacked 
from the right and behind. Even if their fellow disciples were hit by flying swords and the siege was 
complete, they were still at a great advantage. 


Fan Zong didn't look back, or even turn his body slightly, and threw his left hand out from bottom to top 
and back! 


The Secret Sect swordsman who attacked his back was trying to stab the small sword in his hand. Fan 
Zong's whole body was motionless except for his left hand. The flying sword was thrown backwards 
without any warning. The moment the flying sword was inserted into the swordsman's chest, the hand 
holding the sword was still exerting energy, and he didn't even realize that he had been hit by the 
sword. 


——Fan Zong's close combat flying sword stabbing method is very different from the previous long- 
distance powerful flying sword, but it is even more weird and difficult to prevent. Han Tianbao saw in 
the periphery, although the disciple was killed, but he still can not help but sincerely admire. 


The third secret sect member knew that Fan Zong had no sword in his hand, so he slashed at him with 
his sword with all his strength. The "Mingtang Kuai Dao" went straight to his heart to avenge his two 
fellow disciples! 


Fan Zong only had a short sword on his left shoulder. He pulled out his right hand in time and blocked 
the single sword just above his shoulder and chest. It was extremely dangerous! 
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After all, this dagger was too light, and Fan Zong was not strong either. The secret sect swordsman even 
grasped the hilt with his left hand and pressed against Fan Zong with all his strength, trying to force the 
blade and dagger into his body! 


Suddenly he lost strength, let go of the sword, and looked down at his abdomen. There was another 
flying sword stuck there. 


——tThe seventh flying sword? Where did it come from? 


The first disciple of the secret sect who was hit by the flying sword fell to the roof tiles at this time. They 
saw a fountain of blood spurting out of his abdomen, and the flying sword on his body was gone. 


——It turns out that while Fan Zong blocked the single sword with his right hand, he also quickly pulled 
the flying sword from the body of the person who was still standing with his left hand, and then threw it 
into the third person's body with his lower hand! 


Fan Zong's risky move, killing three people in a few moves, is amazing. 


--But it also pushed him to his limits. 


Han Tianbao was not shaken by the fact that his disciples were killed one after another. When Fan Zong 
blocked the knife, he had already thrown the "Mourning Door Nail". 


Fan Zong couldn't see the incoming flying spikes, so he jumped up and turned to dodge based on the 
sound of breaking wind. Although the first nail passed by him, the second nail still penetrated deeply 
into his left thigh! 


Fan Zong was hit in mid-air, and his movements suddenly stopped. Dong Sanqiao didn't miss this 
opportunity. He threw out the nine-section whip and wrapped it around Fan Zong's right ankle, 
forcefully dragging him down from the air! 
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Fan Zong was a top Qinggong master. Although he was forcefully pulled off by Dong Sanqiao, he still 
managed to maintain his posture and landed on the roof tiles with his feet and left hand. Otherwise, he 
would have broken a big hole in the roof. 


Dong Sanqiao also put a steel whip on his right hand and pulled hard with both hands. Fan Zong tried his 
best to keep his balance, but his left leg was hit by a nail and he couldn't exert any strength. He was 
finally pulled down and his back fell on the tiles. 


Han Tianbao had already pulled out the last three iron nails and fired them at Fan Zong who was lying on 
the tiles. He then handed the single sword to his right hand and charged forward to kill him. 


Fan Zong was lying down, unable to move his left and right legs freely. He still tried his best to dodge the 
three "mourning nails" thrown at him, but he only succeeded in blocking one with the dagger in his right 
hand, while the other two were hit hard. Nailed into his left shoulder and left palm. Especially the one 
on his left shoulder, which penetrated deeply into the bones and joints, causing pain to his heart and 
spleen. Fan Zong was shocked all over. But he still gritted his teeth, knelt down from the tile surface, and 
still held the sword in his backhand to face the running Han Tianbao. 


On the other side of the roof on the west side, another secret sect disciple was seen climbing up. Fan 
Zong knew that there was no hope of protecting him. 


——Then, let me die on this roof. 


Han Tianbao rushed over and struck Fan Zong in the head with his sword. Unexpectedly, a flash of light 
came to his face faster, and he returned to the sword in time! 


It is Fan Zong's last flying sword. The sword flew away as soon as it touched the Yan Ling Saber, but 
halfway through the flight, it suddenly reversed strangely and returned to Fan Zong's hand. 


Upon closer inspection, it turns out that Fan Zong's dagger has another mechanism: the hilt can be 
separated from the hilt, and the two are connected by a long iron chain. Fan Zong sent out the flying 
sword, but caught the handle between his fingers, pulled the flying sword back with a pull of his arm. 
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Fan Zong's strange tricks emerged one after another, which surprised Han Tianbao again and again. 


--It's just one Wudang disciple, but he is so difficult to deal with! 


At this time, Fan Zong took the opportunity to twist his right ankle and stepped on the nine-section whip 
wrapped around it, making Dong Sanqiao unable to pull him down anymore. But this time he couldn't 
move. 


Han Tianbao thought of a way to play. He waved his sword in vain, and as expected, Fan Zong threw the 
flying sword again, but he was kneeling and injured in many places, and the strength of the sword was 
no longer as strong as before. Han Tianbao was well prepared, sideways dodged the sword blade, and at 
the same time raised the iron chain behind the sword with one strike. 


The iron chain instantly became entangled with Shan Dao. Han Tianbao blocked the flying sword, and 
without hesitation, he stepped forward and struck Fan Zong's heart with a palm print of his left hand! 


Fan Zong's left shoulder joint was nailed, and his arm was already hanging down and he could not lift it 
up. He could only block the palm with his right hand that was still holding the iron chain. But Han 
Tianbao's palm was just a feint, and it turned into a grappling hand halfway and grabbed Fan Zong's 
right wrist. 


On the other end, Dong Sanqiao still held the nine-section whip to prevent Fan Zong from using 
Qinggong to escape. While he was shortening his whip, he shouted at Yan Heng: "What are you waiting 
for? Give him a sword! 


Yan Heng had always been reluctant to join the siege, but seeing three secret sect disciples fall in the 
blink of an eye, and Dong Sanqgiao and Han Tianbao attacking again, he still couldn't make up his mind. 
At this time, Dong Sangiao shouted to urge him, and Yan Heng raised his sword and stepped forward. 


——Do you like doing this? 


Tong Jing's voice appeared in his mind. Yan Heng shook his head fiercely and stared at Fan Zong not far 
ahead, trying to recall the hatred of the Qingcheng sect being destroyed by the Wudang sect that day. 
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——He is also one of them. 


"What are you waiting for?" Dong Sanqiao shortened the nine-section whip a little more. "Avenge your 
master!" 


Yan Heng rushed forward. 


——Every Wudang disciple is my enemy! 


He raised his sword with vigor. But then he saw Fan Zong's face: the left half of his arms and legs were 
nailed bloody, his right hand and right foot were clamped down, his limbs were immobilized, and his 
middle door was wide open, as if he were inviting Yan Heng's Star Chasing the Moon in his chest. 


It was like stabbing a bound man with a sword. 


Yan Heng furrowed his normally handsome eyebrows. 


His right foot stepped out on the tile surface. The internal energy came from the legs and feet, traveling 
up to the waist, chest and shoulders. 


His eyes were fixed on Fan Zong's face. 


Fan Zong also looked at Yan Heng's eyes. He even smiled a smile that would make him die easily. 


In Yan Heng's eyes, this smile was like a kind of contempt. 


--Kill him. To avenge his master's death. Restore Qingcheng. 
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Yan Heng exhaled vigorously and let out a bitter cry. 


--| still believe that that is the real you. 


--Now | give you a name, a single word, " Heng". 


The force goes through the arm and elbow. Yan Heng's "Star Chasing the Moon" had been activated. At 
the same time, he imagined that Master He Zisheng was standing by, watching him. 


--Would he want to see me avenge his death like this? 


--If he were me, would he stab? 


The "Still Life Right Sword" was infused with the speedy force of the Qingcheng Sword "Bashu Wu 
Shuang", and also hijacked with strong conflicting feelings, tearing through the air and stabbing out! 
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The Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall Lecture - 18 


The Secret Sect originated in Changzhou, Hebei Province (Hetian Province in the Ming Dynasty), where 
martial arts have flourished since ancient times, and even martial arts training in the homes of ordinary 
people was common, and folk fights were heard of from time to time. There was also a rule in the dart 
board industry that "darts should not call out to Changzhou", that is, when escorting goods through 
Changzhou, they would not call out the dart number or hang the dart flag, and would pass by quietly, in 
order to respect the martial arts practitioners of Changzhou, so as to avoid any misunderstanding that 
they were trying to be strong. At the end of the Qing Dynasty, there was a famous martial artist, Huo 
Yuanjia, whose tradition of martial arts has continued. 


The Secret Sect has its own unique characteristics to be able to dominate the martial arts in Changzhou. 
According to legend, the Secret Sect's martial arts are a variation of Monkeyish Fist, which is a collection 
of martial arts from all over the north. The most important thing to emphasize is the light and flexible 
jumping, long-distance walking and attacking, to beat the slow and fast, and to attack the short with the 
long and the short. One of the famous steps, "Yan Qing's Lost Steps", is said to have been created by Yan 
Qing, the prodigal son of the Northern Song Dynasty (I am afraid that this is a falsehood, as there is no 
way to verify whether Yan Qing actually existed). According to the legend, when Yan Qing was being 
pursued by the officials and soldiers, he ran away in the snow and performed this lightweight step 
without any traces in the snow, causing the officials and soldiers to lose their way, hence the name "Lost 
Steps". 


The Secret Sect was founded with a wide variety of kung fu styles, including swords, guns, swords and 
clubs, soft weapons such as the nine-sectioned whip, and flying concealed weapons. The weapons of the 
Secret Sect, like boxing, specialize in lightness and agility, and the blades used are all lighter and thinner 
in weight, so that speed is the key to victory. Among them, the "Mingtang Quick Sword" is the most 
famous. 


It is precisely because of the development of the martial arts of the Secret Sect, the moves are clear and 
fast, and the application is direct, it is easier to learn than other major sects, so it is quite widespread, in 
addition to Hebei, as far as the neighboring provinces of Shanxi and Henan have branches, in terms of 
the number of sects, it is the crown of the "Nine Great Sects". 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 38 Chapter 7 Tiger's Den 


Every year on the 10th day of the first month, the Qingcheng Sword Sect held a "Ceremony of 
Cultivation", in which they climbed up to the "Shangqing Palace" at the peak of Peng Zu Peak on 
Qingcheng Mountain to participate in the ceremony. 


The first time Yan Xiaoliu went to the mountain with his elders to participate in the ceremony was when 
he was thirteen years old. It was the first New Year's Day after he officially became a disciple of the 
Qingcheng Sect. 


On that day, they set out in the early hours of the night, carrying lanterns and ascending the mountain 
path in the dark. To avoid getting separated in the darkness, the disciples walked with one hand on the 
shoulder of the other. Yan Xiaoliu was at the end of the line, and his right hand was on his good friend 

Hou Yingzhi. 


Although there were lanterns, the path was still very dark and Yan Xiaoliu could not see where he was 
going, relying entirely on his senior to lead the way. 


When they reached the summit, it was just about sunrise - this is a centuries-old tradition of the 
Qingcheng Sect, and the reason why they choose the middle of the night to go up the mountain. 


The Master and the three Uncles led the disciples into the "Shangqing Palace". None of the disciples 
entered the palace with a sword - the "Opening Cultivation" is the only day of the year when no one in 
the Qingcheng Sect carries a sword. 


Under the light of the golden sun, Yan Xiaoliu and the other disciples stood in front of the "Laojun Hall" 
of the "Shangqing Palace", watching the white-robed headmaster He Zisheng carrying a dust whisk on 
behalf of all the sect's masters and disciples, walking in front of the bull-riding statue of the Supreme 
Lord Laojun with his head hung down in meditation. 


——When Master passed by in the corridor of the palace, Yan Xiaoliu saw clearly: Master's eyes, which 
had begun to become sick in recent years, seemed to be transparent in the sunlight, and his eyes were 
very clear... 
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Although they entered the temple, He Zisheng and the others from the Qingcheng Sect neither offered 
incense nor knelt down to pray, nor did they recite any prayers. 


He Zisheng just stood there solemnly in front of the statue for a moment, and the "opening" ceremony 
was completed. Without saying a word, he led his disciples out of the "Shangqing Palace". The Taoist 
priests in the palace were not surprised. They did not greet anyone from the Qingcheng sect and just 
watched them leave. 


Yan Xiaoliu was very surprised and didn't understand the meaning of "starting cultivation" - all year 
round in the Qingcheng sect, he never saw anyone worshiping gods, in "Xuanmen Shelter" besides the 
tablets of the generations of ancestors, there was no God's altar or Buddha's seat either. 


It was not until he left the Shangqing Palace on his way down the mountain that Yan Xiaoliu dared to ask 
Ding Zhaoshan, the most talkative of all the second senior brothers. 


"Don't you know? Our Sword Sect used to have a deep connection with the Taoist Sect, so even though 
we split up, we still left this kind of etiquette behind." 


"Then why doesn't Sifu offer incense or worship the gods?" 


"It is the teaching of our ancestors at Qingcheng that gods can be honored but not prayed to." As Ding 
Zhaoshan spoke, he looked out at the scenery at the foot of Mount Qingcheng. "To achieve greatness, a 
martial artist must ultimately look to himself. Seeking outside help, be it from men or ghosts or gods, is 
not the right way to practice martial arts." 


Yan Xiaoliu savored the words of his second senior brother. Hou Yingzhi was also listening and couldn't 
help but nod in agreement. 


"Do you know that the spot above the 'Guiyuan Hall' where the 'Unmatched in Ba Shu' hangs originally 
belonged to an even older plaque?" Ding Zhaoshan asked him again. Ding Zhaoshan asked him again. 


"Now it's hanging in the ancestral hall. ...... 
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Yan Xiaoliu had naturally entered his ancestor's ancestral shrine and immediately remembered it. There 
were only two words on that plaque. 


"The one that says 'Sincerity'." He nodded. 


"To learn the sword is to be honest with yourself." Second Brother took a deep breath of the cold 
mountain air and tilted his head toward the sky. 


"Sincerity." 


OOOO 


The blade of the Still Life Sword, which was grayish-black in color, pierced through Fan Zong's body. 


--This was the instantaneous illusion of Dong Sanqiao and Han Tianbao. 


Yan Heng's "Star Chasing the Moon" was drawn to the right at the last moment, deviating from its 
original trajectory and stabbing into the empty space under Fan Zong's left armpit. 


He did not know whether this was a compassionate act or not; nor did he know whether it was right or 
wrong in the eyes of others. 


He only knew one thing for sure: 


If the person holding the sword was He Zisheng, he would never be willing to kill an enemy in sucha 
situation. 


As the last disciple of the Qingcheng Sect, just knowing this is more than enough. 
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The moment he stabbed his sword, his heart seemed to open up and clear up, and all the depression he 
had felt since he entered the Xi'an Capital was swept away. As soon as he completed the stabbing, he 
immediately withdrew his sword, and the tip of the sword smoothly wiped the left side of Fan Zong's 
chest, making a shallow bloody cut, and then retreated and jumped out of the combat area. 


When Dong and Han saw this, they thought it was a spray of blood from Yan Heng's sword pulling out 
from Fan Zong's heart and chest, and for a moment they loosened their grip on Fan Zong. 


Fan Zong, who was supposed to die calmly, did not let go of this opportunity, endured the extreme pain 
in his left shoulder joint, raised his arm and reached out, and slapped at the back of Han Tianbao's left 
hand that was holding his right wrist! 


The nail tip that penetrated Fan Zong's left palm, stabbed in the back of Han Tianbao's hand, the sudden 
sharp pain made him involuntarily let go of the capture. 


As soon as Fan Zong's right hand was free from the grip, he quickly touched his left hand. The palm that 

was penetrated by the "Death Nail" seemed not to belong to him, and the three fingers of his right hand 
violently pulled out the nail from the back of his palm, and then he dropped his arm and wrist and threw 
the "Death Nail" to Dong Sanqiao, who was only a few paces away! 


Dong Sanqiao thought that Fan Zong had already died, but unexpectedly another hidden weapon was 
shot at him at close range, although this flying nail was not very sharp, but it came suddenly, he was 
forced to let go of the nine-sectioned steel whip on both hands, and fell on his back in an "iron plate 
bridge" before he narrowly escaped! 


Fan Zong relaxed his uninjured right leg, performed Qinggong on one foot and jumped backwards, 
flipping his upper body backwards. 


Seeing that this dangerous Wudang disciple was released, Han Tianbao was eager to go after him. 


Fan Zong rolled over to his head and feet, supported the handstand with his right hand, rotated his 
body, and kicked out his right leg. The nine-section steel whip wrapped around his ankle violently 
retracted, sweeping seven steps in a radius, knocking Han Tianbao, Dong Sanqiao, Yan Heng was forced 
away! 
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Yan Heng saw that Fan Zong still had the ability to attack, but he did not regret that he had not stabbed 
him to death with his sword just now. 


Fan Zong took advantage of this spin, used his right arm to exert strength, and bounced his body back to 
a standing position. Then he jumped and turned, retreated eight or nine steps away from the three of 
them, and squatted on the highest point of the roof. With his right hand, he fiercely pulled out the 
"Mourning Door Nail" inserted into his left shoulder, clasped it on his finger, and stared at the three 
people with his eyes like a hawk. 


Dong Sanqiao had lost his weapon and was eager to go after his enemy, but he saw that Fan Zong hada 
hidden weapon in his hand and was in a superior position. Although Fan Zong was badly injured, Dong 
Sanqiao, who was cautious by nature, still refrained from advancing, and instead retreated on guard. 


"Damn it..." Dong Sanqiao cursed and retreated to Yan Heng and Han Tianbao, his eyes still on Fan Zong 
above. Yan Heng was originally worried about blaming him, but Dong Sanqiao didn't look at Yan Heng 
and just stepped back with his back turned. 


Just as he reached the front of Yan Wang, Dong Sanqiao's upper body did not move at all, but his right 
foot suddenly hooked backward and kicked at Yan Heng's crotch with his heel! 


--This is the forbidden move of the Secret Sect, the "Reflection Leg", which is a very insidious sneak 
attack because it is directed with the back towards the person, and the secret is that the upper body 
doesn't move a bit when kicking the leg, so there is no warning at all, and this is a very insidious sneak 
attack, which is only permitted to be used as a last resort by this Sect in their travels in the Jianghu. 


Fortunately, it was not easy to stand on the slanting roof, when Dong Sangqiao kicked out the "Reflection 
Leg", his body was still swaying slightly to the right, and his leg was not as fast as on the flat ground, so 
Yan Heng realized that he had deviated from the body in time, and took the leg hard on his hip. 


Before Dong Sanqiao's feet landed on the ground, he followed up with another move "Erlang Danshan", 
half-turning his body and slashing his right fist at Yan Heng's head and face. Yan Heng could not avoid it 
any longer, so he could only swing his sword in response, using the Qingcheng School's "Water and 
Cloud Sword Technique" to draw an arc and toss it towards Dong Sanqiao's swinging arm, half attacking 
and half defending. 
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Dong Sanqiao immediately withdrew his fist when he saw the light of the sword, and his body swayed 
on his horse, wanting to attack again. 


Yan Heng had been practicing the Qingcheng School's sword technique of overcoming enemies with 
speed since he was a child, and had practiced it to the extent that it was almost a natural reaction. 
When he saw Dong Sanqiao's further attack, he changed the path of his "Water and Cloud Sword" and 
swiped horizontally inward, stopping Dong Sanqiao's attack in the first step. 


It turned out that Dong Sangiao's move was just a slight feint, he didn't attack at all, and he jumped back 
when he saw this move of wiping the sword. Yan Heng originally did not intend to hurt Dong Sanqiao, 
and his sword was only lightly swept across the front. However, in the eyes of others, this action of the 
two seemed like a counter-attack by Yan Heng. 


"Why don't you show yourself?" Dong Sanqiao laughed coldly, sweeping his eyes between Yan Heng and 
Fan Zong, and shouting at the Secret Sect disciples behind Yan Heng, "This guy is not a bullshit 
Qingcheng disciple at all, he is a traitor sent here by Wudang! 


The remaining seven Secret Sect disciples had already come up to the roof and were surprised to hear 
Master Dong shouting. 


Yan Heng was already furious when he heard the phrase "bullshit Qingcheng disciples", and even more 
so when he heard Dong Sanqiao wrongly accuse him of being a traitor of the Wudang Sect. However, he 
was not a man who could speak easily, and when he was suddenly accused, he only knew how to say, 
"What are you...... saying? His voice trembled with anger. 


"Don't talk nonsense-" Han Tianbao had just been rescued by Yan Heng, but he didn't believe that he 
was from Wudang. He immediately shouted to stop, but was interrupted by Dong Sanqiao. 


"If it wasn't a traitor, why didn't you kill that guy just now, instead of rescuing him?" Dong Sanqiao 
pointed at Fan Zong. 


In fact, Yan Heng just thrust the sword into the air and did not take the initiative to rescue Fan Zong. Fan 
Zong escaped entirely on his own. But Han Tianbao was in the middle of the game just now and couldn't 
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see everything clearly; in fact, after Yan Heng's sword, Fan Zong escaped, so it can't be said that Dong 
Sanqiao was completely wrong. Hearing this sentence, Han Tianbao was speechless. 


"And uncle, didn't you hear it just now? That guy said that this kid used Wudang Sword Technique!" 
Dong Sanqiao said, and his tone became even louder when he mentioned the four words "Wudang 
Sword Technique". 


Yan Heng lowered his head and looked at the sword in his hand. Just now, Fan Zong said, "You are using 
the Wudang Sword," but he was actually referring to this "Still Life Sword," but Dong Sanqiao said it was 
"Sword Technique." Yan Heng couldn't explain the difference clearly for a moment. He was so anxious 
that he was speechless and just said: "That's not the case..." 


The Secret Sect members were even more shocked at these words, and made a guarded gesture 
towards Yan Heng. None of them had ever seen the sword techniques of the Qingcheng or Wudang 
Schools, so there was no way for them to distinguish Yan Heng's skills. Since Han Tianbao didn't say 
anything, they were even more sure that Fan Zong had indeed said this just now, and their suspicion of 
Yan Heng deepened. They also saw Yan Heng letting Yin Xiaoyan escape from the door of the Ying Hua 
Pavilion downstairs. 


"Master, keep an eye on that guy!" Dong Sanqiao pointed to Fan Zong, who was crouching above him. 
"He's already injured, so we need to get rid of the traitor first." 


With that, he stepped forward and attacked Yan Heng again with his bare hands. 


Yan Heng was so anxious and angry to be falsely accused of being his greatest enemy that he was ina 
state of confusion, but Dong Sanqiao was already rushing towards him, so he had no choice but to point 
his sword at Dong Sanqiao to stop him from coming closer. 


Relying on his famous fast hands, Dong Sanqiao slapped his left palm inward, accurately pressing the 
ridge of the sword, and at the same time, he dodged into Yan Heng's inner door, his right hand pierced 
out from the top of his left hand, and he made a move of thrusting his palm, stabbing his fingertips 
directly into Yan Heng's eyes! 


As Dong Sanqiao's moves were almost always on the vitals, Yan Heng became even more enraged and 


no longer held back, turning his sword around and picking it straight up from the center. Dong Sanqiao's 
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palm could not withstand the sword's edge, so he leaned back to avoid it, and at the same time, 
underneath, he secretly launched a silent "nail leg" to Yan Heng's shin's facing bone! 


Yan Heng was repeatedly forced by Dong Sanqiao, he had forgotten his own position, lifting his knee to 
dodge this leg and then stepped out diagonally, the "Still Life Sword" cut Dong Sanqiao's knee joint 
horizontally from a low position, which was precisely the "Broken Zephyr" of Qingcheng's 
swordsmanship. 


This "Broken Zephyr" counterattack was fast and at a peculiar angle, so Dong Sanqiao was almost unable 
to dodge, and even had to lift his leg and jump away two steps with one foot, which was quite an 
awkward gesture. 


Those Secret Sect members behind Yan Heng saw that Master Dong and this young man were already 
fighting hard, and Master Dong was almost hit by a sword. Some of them believed that Yan Heng was 
from Wudang, while others wanted to help their fellow disciples no matter what, and all seven of them 
went forward together! 


One of the Secret Sect disciples used the same young longsword as before, and his needle-like blade was 
the first to stab Yan Heng straight in the back of his heart! 


Yan Heng sensed the move coming from behind and turned around to block with his sword, and was 
about to counterattack when a single blade came from a slanting angle, and he had no choice but to 
dodge and retreat. 


"Give me my weapon!" Dong Sanqiao shouted. Hearing this, a double-sword master threw his left- 
handed sword to Dong Sanqiao, who joined in the siege with a dance of his sword. 


"Kill this traitor and avenge the death of the brothers! he shouted as he swung his sword. After hearing 
the words of their senior and seeing the bodies lying on the roof, the seven disciples were all more 
convinced that Yan Heng had killed their brothers, and they all had murderous looks on their faces. 


Eight blades surrounded Yan Heng and Yan Heng could only defend and dodge. He remembered the 
experience of breaking into the Ma Pai Gang, and knew that being surrounded by an enemy was the 
worst thing to do, so it was best to keep moving, so he moved around with his sword to avoid being 


surrounded by eight people. 
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"Don't fight! Let's clarify first!" Han Tianbao yelled from the perimeter. Without Yan Heng's sword 
"Eagle's Feather", his heart would have been pierced by Fan Zong's flying sword, so he did not believe 
that Yan Heng was a Wudang spy. However, the people were already fighting in a chaotic manner, and 
he had to be on the lookout for Fan Zong to take advantage of the situation, so he was unable to stop 
the fight for a while. 


Fan Zong, who was high up on the roof, saw everything and heard everything. Of course he knew that 
Yan Heng was not one of his own, but he still couldn't figure out why Yan Heng's sword didn't stab him 
to death in public. Now that he saw the enemy getting into trouble for no reason, he was happy to 
watch, hoping in his heart that they would fight for a longer time. Now that he could move his left hand, 
he pulled out the other "mourning nail" from his left thigh. He was still squatting on the tiles, secretly 
adjusting his breathing, and clasping two blood-stained nails with both hands to hold back Han Tianbao, 
who was about ten paces away. 


The seven men who followed Dong Sanqiao in the siege of Yan Heng, six of them were not disciples of 
the Changzhou Secret Sect's headquarter, but came from the Shanxi and Henan branches, and they had 
not practiced the tactics of group combat, but were all fighting around each other. 


Only then did Yan Heng have a gap in which he could continue to fight, but as he kept on fighting, he 
was using up so much of his energy that he didn't know how long he would be able to withstand it. 


Sure enough, when he was a little slow in his turn, Dong Sangiao had already dodged out behind one of 
his fellow disciples, and his knife slashed into Yan Heng's right leg. Fortunately, the tip of the knife only 
skimmed over and cut through a little bit of flesh, but it was still a very dangerous thing - if it had 
penetrated into the muscle just a little bit more, Yan Heng would have been deprived of the ability to 
move, and would certainly have been surrounded and killed. 


Yan Heng was even more furious at his injury, and recalled how he had been surrounded like an animal 
in the Ma Pai Gang, and how similar he felt to this moment. With this thought, he naturally reached 
behind his waist with his left hand and drew his short sword, Tiger's Blade! 


The light of the sword in Yan Heng's hand changed into two. Although Jing Li had not yet instructed him 
on how to use the two blades, he had practiced the left-handed sword for several months, and he had 
also learned the basic double-sword technique "Round Pike Sword" at Qingcheng Mountain, so the 
moment he performed it, it became easier to resist the attacking weapons from the left and the right. 
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The "Tiger Pike" is a rare and precious sword, which is both sharp and heavy, and after a few blocks, 
several swords of the Secret Sect members were cracked, and a slender longsword was even broken by 
the blocking! 


Although he was framed and besieged, the strange thing was that Yan Heng was in a much happier 
mood than before. He walked around without any worries, waving his swords and fighting with 
everyone. 


He had only familiarized himself with the "Round Pike Sword" of the Qingcheng School, but he had not 
yet learned how to use it or how to fight with it, so he could only use the simplest of combinations to 
deal with his enemies. But in this mood, his eyes were clear and his heart was clear, and the timing and 
orientation of each sword was extraordinarily accurate, and the two swords seemed to have become 
two barriers in front of his body, rejecting the swords and knives of the eight men. 


It was the first time Yan Heng had actually fought with his two swords, and even though the situation 
was so dangerous, he felt at ease with it, and he couldn't help but smile with excitement. 


--Brother Jing said that | have a talent for dual swords, and it's really not bad! 


Obviously, his leg was still bleeding, but Yan Wang felt a bit addicted to the fight. Even he was puzzled. 


--It is hard to say...... 


He thought back to Song Li. She often called him a "sword nerd". On the day they parted, she even 
called him, "Swords make you all crazy! ...... 


--Maybe, | am really a nerd, crazy ...... 


After all, there were so many people on the other side that Yan Heng was sweating all over, and his 
breath was starting to get a bit stagnant. Seeing this, Dong Sanqiao tightened his attack, and the 

"Mingtang Quick Sword" of the Secret Sect, mixed with his left-handed boxing, always attacked Yan 
Heng's most vulnerable direction, Yan Heng's steps slowed down, and a closed circle began to form. 
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"You fucking bears!" 


Suddenly there came a delicate voice. 


It turned out to be Tong Jing, who had already climbed up to the roof from the west wall, raised her " 
Left sword of the still life", and rushed forward to stab at the back of the heart of one of the Secret 
Sect's disciples, the very same "Star chasing the moon" that Yan Heng had taught her so many times! 


In time, the Secret Sect disciple turned around and flipped his sword, clashing with Tong Jing's sword. 
Tong Jing had been practicing and memorizing the opening eight stances of the "Wind and Fire Sword" 
for months, and without even thinking about it, she changed her stance to the next stance, "The Crane 
Seeks the Fish", and twisted her wrist backward, pointing sharply at the opponent's eyes. The Secret 
Sect disciple did not realize that this little girl's swordsmanship was faster than expected, so he hurriedly 
returned his sword to defend himself. Tong Jing followed suit and then changed her stance twice, 
forcing her opponent to defend but not attack. 


Tong Jing was thrilled to find that she was able to gain the upper hand against a good fighter from this 
great school. 


--What he taught me is really a superior sword technique! 


But in fact, she was only relying on her head start to gain a momentary advantage. After a few moves, 
the Secret Sect disciple adapted to Tong Jing's sword speed and began to counterattack, and this time 
Tong Jing had to use the "Half Cover" defense, and the advantage was lost. 


Suddenly there was another enemy, and the Secret Sect disciples ignored the fact that it was only a 
young girl. Two more of them turned around and attacked Tong Jing. Seeing the fierce attack, Tong Jing 
hurriedly made a big circle, half-running, half-defending, while the three of them chased after her like 
wolves and tigers. 


Seeing Tong Jing come to his aid, Yan Heng was both relieved and worried that she might be in danger. 
Once he saw that there were three of them attacking her, he became even more enraged, and this time, 
instead of fighting, he danced with his two swords and rushed straight into the enemy's thicket! 
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The expression on his face was like that of an beast. 


--Without realizing it, he imitated his master's posture when he used the Tiger's Blade. 


Dong Sanqiao and the other five were originally on the side of the encircling party, but when Yan Heng 
suddenly took the initiative to rush in, they were startled, and with the powerful Tiger's Blade to open 
the way, he broke through a gap in the formation of the five! 


Taking advantage of his remaining momentum, Yan Heng rushed towards the three men who were 
attacking Tong Jing. The three Secret Sect members were suddenly approached by this young 
swordsman and were caught off guard, one of them had his sword chopped off by the "Tiger's Blade", 
and Yan Heng also stabbed his right hand with the "Sword of Still Life", penetrating into the man's upper 
right arm. Even the half-cut knife fell from his hand! 


Yan wanted to attack the other two to relieve Tong Jing, but Dong Sanqiao and the other five were 
already attacking from behind, so he could only swing his two swords and move towards the side to 
avoid them. 


"Chop both of them! Dong Sanqiao shouted as he and his four fellow disciples pursued Yan Heng, never 
giving him a chance to catch his breath. 


Meanwhile, the other two members of the Secret Sect, who had been frightened by Yan Heng, paused 
for a while, but upon hearing their senior brother's order, they attacked Tong Jing again. Tong Jing 
anxiously watched Yan Heng being surrounded and attacked, but when she saw the two men in front of 
her attacking again, not only was she unable to approach to rescue him, but she was forced to retreat 
step by step. 


Tong Jing was biting her lower lip as she struggled to wield her sword against these two men. She was 
not thinking about her own safety when she was fighting so hard. 


--At least she was able to entangle these two men, so that Yan Heng would have fewer opponents to 
contend with! 
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But after all, she was facing two powerful men, and every time Tong Jing blocked a sword, she took a big 
step backward, and it was only a matter of time before she was forced to the edge of the roof. 


When Han Tianbao saw that some of his disciples were stabbed by Yan Heng, he became even more 
anxious, and he shouted, "Stop everyone!" 


However, the Secret Sect disciples on one side were already red-eyed when they saw their fellow 
disciples being injured, while Yan Heng and Tong Jing on the other side were worried about each other's 
safety, so both sides turned a deaf ear to Han Tianbao. 


When Han Tian Bao was distracted, there was a sharp sound of breaking wind, only to see that one of 
the Secret Sect members who was attacking Tong Jing had been hit by a "Death Nail" on the side of his 
neck, and his body collapsed straight down. 


The nail was naturally sent by Fan Zong from a high place. 


His strike was not meant to save Tong Jing. It turned out that Tong Jing had been forced by the two men 
to keep retreating, and unknowingly, at her back feet was the hole that had been pierced by Dong 
Sanqiao's steel whip. In order to prevent the enemy from taking the opportunity to jump down and 
attack the leader, Fan Zong resolutely blocked their approach. This nail is a fatal warning. 


Han Tianbao was temporarily distracted and failed to guard against Fan Zong, so another disciple died 
from a hidden weapon, and he felt filled with regret. When the others saw the Wudang master helping 
Yan Heng and Tong Jing, they became even more convinced that they were a team. 


Another secret sect disciple who was also attacking Tong Jing was frightened by the nail and 
immediately stopped his attack and did not dare to attack again. He held the knife across his chest for 
fear of another hidden weapon coming. 


Tong Jing was shocked to see one of her opponents die suddenly, and then saw that the other person 
had stepped back. The pressure suddenly disappeared, so she took two steps back, wanting to take a 
breath before fighting again. 
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The second step, however, happened to be in the broken hole! 


The hole wasn't very big, but Tong Jing was so petite that when she lost her balance, she fell in with a 
gasp! 


Yan Heng, who was fighting on the other side of the room, saw this and was greatly frightened and 
anxious. 


--What she had fallen into was a tiger's den that was a hundred times more dangerous than this roof. 


--There was a man in the room below. 


Yan Heng suddenly swung his swords and struck hard in front, trying to break through the five enemies 
again and head towards the hole. 


But Dong Sanqiao and the other five were prepared this time, how could they let Yan Heng break the 
formation again? Four knives that had been chipped in many places and a broken sword all attacked Yan 
Heng, who was charging at them almost at the same time. He couldn't forcefully break through. He only 
managed to deflect three of the knives, and dodged the broken sword, but his left shoulder was hit 
again. Dong Sanqiao's knife cut a wound. 


Yan Heng seemed to feel no pain at all, and all he thought about was Tong Jing who had fallen into a 
hole. 


He recalled that he was in the Ma Pai Gang in Chengdu and saw her back standing with a sword when he 
was in the net. 


——You must never ask her to die for me! 


Dong Sanqiao and others thought that Yan Heng was trying so hard to break through and go to the hole 


just to meet up with Yao Lianzhou. Seeing Yan Heng's blood stained shoulder, the five of them are even 
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more confident to kill him on the spot. Their morale soared. Every time they struck with their swords, 
they used all their strength, hoping to drain Yan Heng's energy as quickly as possible. 


The heroes had either gone up to the roof or into the hall of "Ying Hua Guan", and the street below was 
almost empty, with only Dai Kui taking care of Shu Qiao, who had not yet come to his senses. He saw the 
fight on the roof and heard Dong Sanqiao shouting, but in his heart he did not believe Yan Heng was 
from Wudang - he had clearly seen the look in the young man's eyes when he tried to save Yin Xiaoyan, 
and he looked like an honest man. 


Now that Yan Heng is in danger, Dai Kui is wondering if he should go up and help him. However, he 
thought that if he was to confront the Secret Sect's disciples, it would cause the two famous sects, the 
Heart and the Secret Sect, to turn against each other, and he didn't know if he would be able to bear the 
responsibility. ...... 


--This is the helplessness of carrying the reputation of the sect. 


At this time, Dai Kui heard the sound of horses' hooves coming from behind, in the far distance of the 
streets of Dachan City. 


Dai Kui grabbed his sword from the ground and stood on guard. 


--ls it the Wudang Sect? 


The horse galloped down the street, and in a few breaths it was close to the "Ying Hua Guan", so it could 
be seen that there was only a single rider, and looking at the figure on the saddle, it was a woman, with 
a crimson dress that burned like a fire under the sunlight. 


Shimazu Hu Linglan's cloudy hair rose in the wind, and her beautiful wheat-colored face showed the 
determination of a general in battle, with a longhorn bow in her left hand on the reins. 


When the horse reached a few dozen paces from the Ying Hua Pavilion, Hu Linglan let go the reins with 
both hands, sat upright in the saddle, and with her right hand quickly drew a long arrow from her back, 
and strung and drew the bow. Her legs were tightly gripping the horse, and with such a rush, her 
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posture in the saddle was as steady as if she were sitting on the ground, with her chest out and her body 
back to draw a full bow, her eyes and posture both beautiful and strong. 


The horse ran into the street on the west side of the "Ying Hua Pavilion", Hu Linglan released her right 
hand with three fingers, and the arrow turned into flying lightning, and attacked the roof of the house! 


A member of the Secret Sect who was raising his sword to slash at Yan Heng was suddenly hit by an 
arrow on his back and shoulder blades, and the arrow was stuck between his joints, making it impossible 
for him to drop his sword. Yan Heng took this opportunity to dodge and avoided the attack of the other 
two swords. 


Suddenly, a powerful arrow flew at Yan Heng, Dong Sanqiao and the others were shocked and slowed 
down their attacks on Yan Heng. Fan Zong and Han Tianbao also looked downwards. 


After Hu Linglan had fired this "quicksilver horse "1, she immediately threw away her longbow, reached 
out and took down the Nodachi sword hanging beside her saddle, and jumped out of the saddle, riding 
on the horse's inertia of galloping! 


[Note (1): Yabusame is an ancient Japanese art of riding and archery, in which one shoots an arrow on 
a galloping horse. Later, it gradually evolved into a samurai competition during the peaceful era, and 
now it has become a shrine ritual. J 


Hu Linglan jumped close to the wall and put the end of the sheath of the Nodachi on the threshold of 
the window in the middle of the wall, and with the support of the blade and the strength of her arms, 
her body rose up to the roof of the house; at the same time, she let go of the sheath of the blade and 
gripped it on the hilt, and with the strength of her body, she drew the blade out of its sheath in mid-air. 
By the time she landed on the roof tiles, the five-foot frosty blade of the Nodachi was already in front of 
her body, in the "green-eyed" stance to meet the enemy! 


The Secret Sect members were all shocked: in the blink of an eye, there was already another enemy on 
the roof, just a few moments after their fellow sect member was hit by an arrow. It was as if she had 
fallen from the sky. 
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Everyone had seen Hu Linglan at the "Linmen Inn" before, and they never expected that she was so 
agile. This huge Japanese sword didn't seem to be a decoration. 


Dong Sanqiao, who had lost another disciple, was extremely annoyed and could not help but take 
advantage of the situation: "Hmph, | can't imagine that the Wudang Sect has even colluded with the 
Japanese devil girl! 


Hu Linglan didn't understand what a "demoness" was, not to mention that she didn't know how Yan 
Heng could have fought with these people. It was only when she and Jing Li split up to look for Tong Jing 
and asked people in the city that she realized that the allies of the martial artists were here. 


She ignored Dong Sanqiao and asked Yan Heng, "Where is Ms. Tong Jing?" 


Yan Heng anxiously pointed his sword at the hole in the roof, "She fell in! 


"Go and save her!" Hearing this, Hu Linglan changed her stance to the Eight Phases and faced Dong 
Sanqiao and the others. 


"These people, let me do it." 


Hu Linglan said this because she was just worried about Tong Jing, but everyone in the secret sect was 
greatly irritated when she heard it. They had suffered a lot today. Looking at the rooftops and the 
streets below, they could see their fellow sect members dead or injured everywhere. Although there is 
no official ranking of the "Nine Sects", the Secret Sect is vaguely the weakest among them. With such a 
loss of face, it may not even be listed in the future. Being killed by the Wudang Sect's disciple is not a 
problem, but being humiliated by a barbaric woman, this is definitely not something that can be 
swallowed. 


Yan Heng and Hu Linglan glanced at each other, the companions understood each other, Yan Heng also 
ignored the other party, and ran around the road to go to the broken hole. 


The four members of the Secret Sect were about to chase after him when they heard a sound like a 
hurricane rolling in. 
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The long light of the blade was enough to cover all four of them. 


--"Yin Ru Taijutsu Technique - Yan Fei"! 


With that sound and power alone, Dong Sanqiao and the others had already decided that it would be 
extremely difficult for them to defeat this huge sword, and all four of them ducked their heads to dodge, 
as if they had made an agreement. 


--After the dangerous battle in Chengdu, Hu Linglan had practiced with Jing Li day and night for several 
months, and her martial arts skills had improved a lot compared to before. 


Yan Heng escaped from Dong Sanqiao's pursuit and went straight to the hole without looking back. But 
in front of him was Han Tianbao, a famous member of the Secret Sect. 


Yan Heng did not hesitate for a moment, but ran towards Han Tianbao, his eyes locked with the old 
master. 


--Senior, please. 


Han Tianbao looked at Yan Heng's eyes. There was not a single trace of distorted thoughts in them. 


--He was indeed going to save his companion. 


As soon as Han Tian Bao moved decisively, Yan Heng swept past him and at the same time shouted, 
"Thank you! 


At this time, Han Tianbao suddenly jumped out behind Yan Heng. 


But he didn't pounce on Yan Heng. 
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He swung his sword in the air and shattered a tile that flew to Yan Heng's back! 


It was Fan Zong again, who saw Yan Heng running towards the broken hole and immediately threw a 
roof tile to try to stop Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng heard the sound and turned back, only to realize that Han Tianbao was covering for him. 


"Don't pay any attention, go! Han Tianbao shouted, wielding his sword to block another tile from Fan 
Zong. "Take care down there!" 


Yan Heng was so grateful that he ran to the hole in front of it in three or two steps. The Secret Sect 
member who had originally attacked Tong Jing was afraid that he would also be hit by a hidden weapon, 
so he had already retreated and stood to the side, not daring to stop Yan Heng at this moment. 


Yan Heng stared at the hole. He knew that what was waiting down there was far beyond his ability to 
cope with, far more dangerous than a mountain of swords and a sea of flame. 


--Yao Lianzhou. 


Yan Heng did not think about the hatred and responsibility he was carrying. 


All he knew was: there are things you must do even if you die. 


"The Still Life Sword and the Tiger's Blade rolled out in front of him, widening the hole a little more. 


Yan Heng's body was then like a fish jumping into the sea, stalking down without a second thought. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 39 Chapter 8 Enemies 


At the Five Flavors Crossroads in the eastern part of Xi'an Prefecture, there were five horsemen riding 
recklessly in the middle of the street. 


One of them was led by an old man, who kept shouting, "Make way!" The pedestrians in the street were 
running away in panic. 


When the old rider reached the crossroads, he suddenly reined in his horse, and it sprang to its feet. But 
he was so good that he was able to keep his balance on the horse, which was almost completely upright, 
and then he pushed the horse's head, and the horse landed safely. 


The four horses behind him all stopped in a hurry, and almost collided with each other in an awkward 
situation. 


"Shit!" The old man looked around at the three-way street, "Which way do we go?" 


The old man wore a hat to shield his head from the sun. The face in the shadow had wrinkles as deep as 
an axe, and his skin was bronze. It was obvious that he had lived in a harsh environment for a long time. 
His eyebrows and beard were long and white, with small beads of white and silver with floral patterns 
on it. Wearing an ocher red robe, with embroidered piping on the collar and sleeves, carrying a leather 
bag and leggings, he looked like he was traveling far away, and his whole body was covered with a layer 
of yellow dust. 


What caught people's attention was the weapons he wore: a sword on his left belt, a knife on his right 
waist, and an iron fan inserted diagonally into the belt in front of his abdomen; an iron chain was 
wrapped between his neck and shoulders, with iron claws on both ends of the chain, on his chest. The 
fronts are fastened to each other; four flying knives tied with red scarves are inserted into the leather 
sheaths on the back of the waist; the left hand wears a glove with iron armor; a pole only four feet long 
hangs next to the saddle. The number and uniqueness of the weapons he carries are definitely not 
inferior to those of Jing Li. 


The four people behind him were two men and two women, dressed in the same eccentric style as the 
old man. Although they did not have as many blades as the old man, they had as few as three or as 
many as four or five, and they were obviously from the same sect. 
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One of the riders approached the old man. She was a woman in her forties. Her complexion was as dark 
as the old man's, her skin was rough, and her single-lidded eyes were small. If she hadn't been dressed 
as a warrior and carried a long sword on her back, she would have thought she was a peasant woman in 
a remote mountainous area. 


"Master Sect Leader, | think this is the right side." The woman pointed to the street on the left. 


"It's all of you!" The old man waved his whip in the air. "You've been dawdling on the road, and you've 
made me late." 


"Master..." The three younger men and women behind were all laughing. One of the women was in her 
twenties. Her face was covered with a wind-proof scarf, and only her eyes were exposed. She had a 
silver hairpin hanging from her bun with a bunch of trembling beads. She managed to hold back her 
laughter before saying: " Apparently, you, the old man, met Senior Ma from the Lingtai Sect in Jingzhou, 
so you invited him to discuss and exchange ideas for three days..." 


"That's right!" Another man of similar age also laughed and said, "And when we passed through 
Yongshou, you watched the villagers hit wild birds with stone bullets on the mountain road for almost a 
whole day, and then stopped to practice for another day. Have you forgotten that, Master? 


The old man's ears are red, and his nostrils are blowing white whiskers. 


"Even so...... you should have warned me! I'm not sure if it's the right thing to do," he said. With that, 
he raised the horse's head, pointed to the street on the left, and changed the subject, saying: "Elder 
sister, are you sure you're going this way? Don't be mistaken again! 


The woman sighed and shook her head as she looked at her brother, who was like a child. The three 
juniors behind her laughed again. 


"Have they already fought?" the old man muttered, "It would be terrible if we missrd it. It would have 
been terrible!" 
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With that, he ignored the meeting, swung his whip behind his horse, and galloped toward the street. 
The other four men followed in a silent, ungraceful rush. 


"Make way! Make way! The old man's shout echoed through the street again. 


OOOO 


Tong Jing suddenly fell from the sunny roof into the darkness, and for a moment she could see nothing. 


She felt that her body fell on a layer of soft stuff, only her shoulder was a bit painful, but not injured. 


She couldn't see anything in the room, and her mind was even more blank. She only held the Still Life 
Sword that Yan Heng had given her tightly in her hand. 


--It was the only thing that could put her mind at ease at the moment. 


As her eyes began to adjust, she could gradually see that she was lying on a beautiful red quilt. 


When she thought about what the Ying Hua Pavilion was, Tong Jing's face flushed and she immediately 
struggled out of bed. 


"Don't move." 


A voice spoke to her. Tong Jing didn't know why, but as soon as she heard this voice, she already had the 
desire to see this person. 


She saw him. 
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The man was not more than five or six paces away from her, sitting on a chair with a peaceful expression 
and posture, an unsheathed belt knife resting on his knees - it was the weapon left by the deceased 
Xinyi Sect member. 


Even though the man's hand was not on the handle of the knife, Tong Jing still felt as if the blade was 
pointing in front of her. 


There is another figure behind him. It was the girl who was saved by Yan Heng in front of the gate 
downstairs just now. She hid behind the chair and stretched out half her face to look at Tong Jing on the 
bed, her eyes like a frightened little animal. Her hiding posture told others that the sitting man was her 
most reliable protection. 


Tong Jing looked at him carefully. She couldn't believe it: such a man who seemed to be no older than 
Jing Li, with such an elegant appearance and such a calm posture, was the world-famous Wudang 
Master, the man who had brought many of the world's strongest enemies to Xi'an. 


--ls he Yan Heng's mortal enemy? ...... 


Yao Lianzhou looked up at the hole in the roof, and then looked at Tong Jing silently. 


That's a very deep look. Tong Jing couldn't tell whether there was murderous intention; what kind of 
desire there was; whether it was kindness or evil... 


—-—lIt’s like looking into the eyes of a statue in a temple. 


Under this look, Tong Jing couldn't say a word. 


At this time, Yao Lianzhou stretched out a hand to Tong Jing. She was slightly startled and raised her 
sword a little higher. 


"Lend me your sword." 
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It was not a request, but rather a statement of what was sure to happen. 


Normally, if someone had asked her to lend her something in such a matter-of-fact tone, her temper 
would have been out of control. But now she just stayed on the spot-because she knew that she should 
have been killed the moment she fell into this room. 


Yao Lian Zhou showed a slight expression of displeasure. His body shifted in the chair, and Tong Jing saw 
him coming. 


She almost closed her eyes and stabbed out the Still Life Sword. 


Nothing came out. Then there was a strange force in her elbow and wrist, and her five fingers naturally 
loosened. 


Yao Lianzhou grabbed the sword and drifted back to his chair. He stared at Tong Jing with some 
curiosity. 


It was because of the sword that Tong Jing had just stabbed. 


——She actually captured my movements? ...even under such circumstances... 


Yao Lianzhou suddenly coughed violently, and it took him a while to stop. Tong Jing looked at his face 
carefully. The coughing did not make his face red, but rather had a light gray color. 


It was the same color as the Shuqiao's face lying outside the entrance. 


--He was also poisoned. 
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Only then did Yao Lianzhou raise the Still Life Left Sword for a closer look, and then raised his right 
eyebrow. 


"This is a Wudang sword." 


He stared firmly at Tong Jing. Tong Jing knew that his life or death depended on Yao Lian Zhou's 
decision. 


Suddenly, Yao Lianzhou's gaze slanted toward the doorway of the room that no longer had a wooden 
door. 


"If you leave this bed, you will die." He coldly threw this down to Tong Jing, holding the saber in his left 
hand and the sword in his right, and slowly stood up from the chair. Both weapons were just hanging 
down at his side, Yao Lianzhou's shoulders seemed weak, and his breathing was short. 


"Note 1: In general, when a martial artist sits, stands, or lies down, he or she almost always uses 
abdominal breathing; only when he or she is extremely tired or has a physical problem will he or she 
breathe in the chest as Yao Lianzhou is doing now. For more details on breathing, see "Lecture Notes on 
the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall - No. 19". 


The light of a sword appeared outside the door. 


"Hide behind the chair, don't come out." Yao Lianzhou turned back to Yin Xiaoyan and smiled. That smile 
was already ugly because of the poison. But there was a tenderness in his voice that Xiaoyan had never 
heard from other men. 


A figure flashed in through the doorway. It was Lin Hongyi and a few of his minders. They heard 
someone fall into the room from the roof and thought that the Secret Sect members above had already 
attacked, so they also attacked through the front door. Lin Hongyi was shocked to see that the one who 
fell onto the bed was the strange girl who claimed to have learned sword from Yan Heng. 


Yao Lin Zhou did not care what they thought, he inhaled deeply and leaped towards the door like an 
arrow! 
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Lin Hongyi and the others had already faced Yao Linzhou for the second time, and they knew very well 
how powerful he was. At this moment, they realized that they have made a mistake, there is no 
advantage of attacking Yao Linzhou from the front and back, Lin Hongyi and two of his fellow disciples 
who are standing at the front are weak, at the same time, they retracted one of their legs that have 
already stepped into the doorway. 


Yao Lianzhou had not yet sent out a sword, but first won the momentum. 


He had already realized that a large group of enemies had occupied the hall downstairs of the Ying Hua 
Pavilion. This door was the final gateway. If the group of enemies rushed into this bottleneck, Yao 
Lianzhou would have to fight against dozens of enemies in this physical condition, and he would not be 
able to survive. 


None of the three Xinyi disciples took the lead in attacking, they all defended with swords. Yao Lianzhou 
shouted loudly and swung his swords with both hands, using the "Wudang Sword" method to defeat the 
enemy head-on! 


After all, the Heart Sect martial artists are not tofu, the opponent directly attacked, no matter how great 
and strong the enemy, the acquired instincts that have been cultivated for more than ten or twenty 
years will naturally activate. 


There is no passive defense in Xingyi Sect martial arts, every move is either an attack or a counterattack. 
When Lin Hongyi saw Yao Lianzhou's right sword slashing at him, he immediately put his left hand on 
the right wrist that was holding the sword. He pushed the blade out horizontally and outward, hoping to 
break the Wudang Sword's slashing force, and then sent the tip of the sword out to stab Yao Lianzhou in 
the face. This move was exactly " The "Horizontal Knife" method in "Xinyi Sanhe Knife"! 


His left and right disciples were also of the same mindset, one using the "Bomb Blade" and the other 
using the "Diamond Blade", combining the strength of the three mind blades to clash head-on with Yao 
Linzhou's swords. 


--If he is injured internally, he will not be able to withstand our Mindfulness Sect's proudly developed 
energy! 
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Halfway through Yao Lianzhou's sword swing, the power suddenly disappeared silently. His hands 
changed, and the sword in his left hand became defensive and blocked in front of him. The "Still Life 
Sword" in his right hand instantly changed from a fierce slash to a short stabbing sword. Point directly at 
the wrist of the Xinyi disciple on the left who uses "Bang Dao"! 


"Wudang Xingjian-Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse". 


--The seemingly fierce "Wudang Sword of Strength" was actually a feint! 


The Xinyi Sect member held the waist knife with both hands and pushed forward to slash, but under Yao 
Lianzhou's precise thrust, he himself sent the wrist holding the knife to the tip of the sword. As soon as 
the blood bloomed, the knife lost its strength and dropped! 


Another person's "drill knife" failed because of Yao Lianzhou's feint. Only Lin Hongyi's "horizontal 
sword" took advantage of the situation and successfully hit Yao Lianzhou's left sword. 


The two swords connected, Yao Lianzhou frowned and his whole body was shaken. Lin Hongyi felt that 
Yao Lianzhou's sword was weak, and he felt very excited. 


——He was indeed seriously injured! 


In normal times, even if Yao Lianzhou had not blocked, he would have been able to dislodge Lin Hongyi's 
blade with his subtle "Tai Chi", or even feed it back to the enemy; but Yao Lianzhou was so poisoned 
that his body's senses were already half numb, so how could he make use of the "Tai Chi", which 
required subtle listening to the energy? His balance had been affected, and now he could barely stand, 
and his moves were all based on instinct and experience, and he could only attack with the least amount 
of force at the most advantageous angle - the "Wudang Shaped Sword" was the only weapon he had at 
the moment. 


--Even in this situation, Yao Lianzhou still did not think of the word "defeat" in his heart. 
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Lin Hongyi and his fellow disciples immediately launched their swords again, their whole body was filled 
with strength, only hoping to force Yao Lianzhou into the room, so that his companions at the back of 
the corridor could rush in to assist in the battle. 


Two powerful waist knives attacked from different angles, Yao Lianzhou's body was obviously on the 
verge of collapse, but at the last moment he still performed the "Chasing Forms and Intercepting Veins", 
the tip of his sword penetrated the forearm of another Xingyi Sect member, while his left knife clashed 
with Lin Hongyi's waist knife and flew away! 


Lin Hongyi knew that Yao Lianzhou was out of breath, but he was still able to cut him down, in two 
rounds, he was able to disarm two of his disciples, Yao Lianzhou's swordsmanship was like magic in his 
eyes! 


He shouted and held the hilt of his sword with both hands, his mind and spirit united to take a half step, 
"Avalanche Sword" with a gapless momentum, thrusting out towards Yao Lianzhou head on! 


Lin Hongyi bet everything on this blade. 


--He wanted to use this blade to redeem the reputation of the Heart Sect! 


However, the terrifying thing about Yao Lianzhou is that he can see gaps that even the enemy himself 
doesn't know about. 


As a result, Lin Hongyi's sword and his right index finger both fell to the ground. 


Yao Lin Zhou was already breathing heavily with his mouth open. But in front of his "Sword of Stillness", 
the three Heart Sect members who had lost their blades were like lambs waiting to be slaughtered. 


Tong Jing had been kneeling on the bed, watching Yao Lianzhou's fight with his three enemies, and was 
completely mesmerized. 


699 


Ever since Yan Heng and Jing Li opened up a whole new realm of the sword path in front of her, she had 
been immersed in it every day for months, thinking about how to become stronger faster, until she had 
reached a feverish point. 


Now for the first time in her life, she saw a master of this level truly fighting to the death. She saw every 
move clearly. 


Especially when she saw that Yao Lianzhou, who had lost all his strength, was still able to use the 
miraculous "Wudang Sword", Tong Jing had a special understanding in her heart. 


——Even if the strength is far inferior to the opponent, it turns out that you can still win like this! 


Of course, Tong Jing did not understand the mysteries of Yao Lianzhou's magic sword in an instant. But 
seeing this level of martial arts in person opened up horizons beyond her imagination. 


The blade of the "Still Life Sword" was just a few feet in front of the three mindful doorkeepers. A wall of 
corpses was about to be built at the door of this room. 


But then a broken tile suddenly fell from the hole in the roof. 


Yao Lianzhou turned back. 


A figure with two sword lights came down through the hole like a flying bird. 


Yao Lianzhou quickly turned back and raised his sword towards the figure in the air to meet it. 


--Because the place where the figure was about to land was only a few steps away from Yin Xiaoyan. 


He would rather give up the door of the room, which was a life and death situation, than allow this girl 
to lose a single hair. 
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Two identical Wudang "still life swords" clashed in mid-air. 


Sparks illuminated the eyes of Yao Lianzhou and Yan Heng at the same time. 


As soon as the two swords clashed, the two separated in the air, each landing in front of the girl they 
wanted to protect. 


Yan Heng felt greatly relieved when he saw Tong Jing kneeling on the bed, seemingly unscathed. Tong 
Jing felt even more happy when she saw Yan Heng desperately jumping down to rescue her. The 
moment the two looked at each other, there seemed to be a warmth communicating. 


Yao Lianzhou was unsteady when he landed on the ground. Yin Xiaoyan immediately stood up from 
behind the chair and held his arm, and finally stood firm. 


Only then did Yan Heng really look at him for the first time. Tong Jing saw his warm face suddenly 
freeze. 


--Yao Lianzhou. Head of the Wudang Sect. The number one enemy. 


Yan Heng remembered the wooden token held up by Wudang's Deputy Headmaster, Ye Chenyuan, at 
Mount Qingcheng's Guiyuan Hall. 


--It was this man's token. He killed my master, my elders, and many of my brothers for the sake of the 
statement, " Invincible". Burned down our "Xuan Men Shelter". Destroyed our Qingcheng Sect. 


Yan Heng could only feel a seething anger in his heart that was driving him crazy. 


Yao Lianzhou did not know who the young man in front of him was. Nor did he need to know - hostility, 
in his world, did not need to be explained. 
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Yan Xiaoyan saw Yan Heng and recognized him as the young warrior who had saved her life in front of 
the gate. But seeing the flames of hatred in his eyes, she was so frightened that she could not speak. She 
could see that Yan Heng's hatred for Yao Lianzhou was very different from the others. 


The two swordsmen didn't need to say anything, but already a kind of force was created between them 
that even thin paper couldn't penetrate. Even Lin Hongyi and the others at the door could feel it. 


Both of them slashed out their swords at almost the same time. 


Yan Heng has personally seen the martial arts of Ye Chen Yuan which is enough to kill his master, of 
course, he would not be unaware of the difference between the cultivation level of this Wudang Sect 
Master and his own. 


At this moment, he strikes out this sword, not expecting to avenge his master's death. 


But to protect Tong Jing behind him. 


The same goes for Yao Lianzhou. He had just competed with three swordsmen from the Xinyi Sect, and 
almost all the energy he had managed to accumulate through adjusting his breath had been almost 
exhausted. He knew that he was about to bottom out if they fought again, and he didn't know at what 
point he would be unable to hold on anymore. But Yin Xiaoyan behind him has already become one with 
his life and death. He had no hesitation. 


--If, as the Sect Leader of Wudang, | can't even protect a girl, then let me die. 


Before the two " Still Life Swords" clashed, Yao Lianzhou's sword turned halfway and stabbed with the 
first three inches of the tip of the sword, intercepting Yan Heng's wrist with the "Shape Sword". 


Yan Heng had already seen Ye Chenyuan use this divine technique of "chasing the form and cutting the 
pulse" in Qingcheng Mountain. He had been pondering over his master's final battle and the sword 
moves of the two sides for months, not without imagining how he would deal with it if he were to be 
the opponent. As soon as he saw Yao Lianzhou's change of stance, his memory came back to him and he 
withdrew his sword in time to dodge. 
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--Of course, one of the main reasons why he was able to dodge was that Yao Lianzhou's sword speed at 
this moment was not even half as fast as that of Ye Chenyuan's. 


As soon as Yan Heng withdrew his right sword, his left hand "Tiger Pike" immediately attacked, which 
was the simplest and most commonly used method of attacking and defending at the same time in the 
"Round Shuttle Twin Swords". 


Yao Lianzhou dipped his sword and drew it horizontally, intercepting the ferocious Tiger Pike again. 


Yan Heng also simultaneously retracted his left sword and attacked his right sword, a pair of long and 
short swords attacking one after another. He thought to himself: against an enemy far stronger than 
himself, defense will undoubtedly be defeated, and only by attacking and pressing will he have a chance 
of survival, so he attacked with both swords in a row, not giving Yao Lianzhou a chance to catch his 
breath. 


--This tactic is similar to the way He Zisheng fought against Ye Chenyuan on Mount Qingcheng. The 
difference was that Yan Heng's attack was out of self-preservation and to protect his companion, while 
He Zisheng was truly confident that he would win by force. 


Yao Lian Zhou had no other sword techniques left, he could only continue to utilize the "Wudang Form 
Sword", using the smallest of movements and angles to block Yan Heng's wave after wave of dual sword 
attacks. 


The three swords never touched each other, but they fought brilliantly. 


Both of them initially used their swords to protect the girl behind them, and their swords were a bit 
reserved; however, within a few strokes of fighting, the blood of the martial artists in their bodies were 
all boiled by the other party's swords, and in an instant, they had already forgotten about themselves 
and indulged themselves in this sword fight! 


The three Xingyi disciples at the door, who had just been injured as if by magic, watched from the 
sidelines and saw how Yao Lianzhou's "shaped sword" came out; and saw that the young disciple of 
Qingcheng Sect was able to hold his own, and was very astonished. 
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The disciples at the back helped the injured three back to the corridor, and were about to enter to help 
in the battle. But Yan Qingtong reached out his arm to stop them. 


"What's wrong?" Lin Hongyi asked anxiously. His life was saved by Yan Heng, after all. 


"Let's take a look first." Yan Qingtong said, "Didn't you hear Dong Sanqiao shouting from the roof? This 
boy may be a spy, and he's playing a trick to lure us in." 


Lin Hongyi looked again, Yan Heng and Yao Linzhou had exchanged dozens of swords, it did not look like 
a fake fight. However, Master Yan was so experienced that he did not dare to disbelieve him and was 
unable to make a judgment for a while. 


After Yan Heng's battle with the Secret Sect on the roof, and now with Yao Lianzhou, his swords were 
becoming more and more skillful. 


In fact, every time Yao Lianzhou's sword "chased the shape", it almost hit Yan Heng's wrist or palm, and 
every time Yan Heng just avoided it by a fraction of a second, which was quite dangerous. But the longer 
he fought, the more his confidence rose - his opponent was Yao Lianzhou, the so-called "invincible"! 


--A true genius must believe that he is a genius. 


Jing Li's words rang in his heart, further boosting his confidence. 


From striking down Fan Zong's powerful flying sword, to defeating the eight members of the Secret Sect 
with a single blow, and now fighting evenly with Yao Lianzhou, Yan Heng's person and sword had 
changed in just a short period of time. 


Yao Lianzhou stabbed him with another "Xingjian", and Yan Heng made a bolder save. He didn't dodge 
with his left hand, but just raised and turned his wrist. He changed his moves at the last moment and 
used "Tiger's Blade" to block Yao Lianzhou's sword, while his right hand, "Right Sword of the Stillness", 
slashed at his opponent's arm holding the sword at the same time! 
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If it was a normal day, how would Yao Lin Zhou's " Shaped Sword" be blocked? Even if it was, there were 
at least five or six ways to deal with it easily; but now his hand was not strong enough, and when the 
two swords clashed, his wrist shook and he almost lost the sword, barely stabilizing the hilt of the 
sword, but Yan Heng's other sword had already attacked him. 


He clearly knew what to do, but his body could not do it - what a humiliating feeling for a martial arts 
expert! 


Yao Lianzhou lifted up his breath in the heat of his anger and changed his sword position into the 
Wudang Flying Dragon Sword, which was the most powerful attacking sword in the Wudang Sword Dao, 
avoiding Yan Heng's slashing move and at the same time, his sword was transformed into an arrow that 
shot straight into Yan Heng's brow! 


The speed of Yao Lianzhou's sword was almost twice as fast as that of his earlier sword move, and Tong 
Jing saw the speed and opened her mouth, but she could not let out a gasp of surprise-- 


The high speed of the sword's light instantly stimulated a certain potential within Yan Heng's body. 


--It was just like that day on the cliff behind Qingcheng, when he stabbed Xizhao Ping in the chin with 
the Dragon Thorn. 


The tip of the sword, which should have penetrated Yan Heng's brow, was stopped by Yan Heng's 
crossed swords less than an inch ago! 


It was just a very simple cross-blocking of the two swords, but the speed, power, and momentum of the 
swords had a vague flavor similar to the " Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" - this 
was a natural imitation of Yan Heng's repeated recollection of his master's death struggle before his 
death. 


Yan Heng's two hands immediately utilized their energy to counter-attack Yao Lianzhou's "Still Life Left 
Sword". 
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Yao Lian Zhou's "Flying Dragon Sword" had already used up all his strength, and Yan Heng's shock 
caused him to fall back on the chair with his sword. 


After Yan Heng blocked the attack, he had already gathered his momentum and was ready to leap 
forward and pursue him with the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword - Vault Breaking" which he 
had used once in Chengdu. But he suddenly withdrew his energy and stopped. 


Because he saw that Yao Lianzhou had fallen down on the chair, his right hand sword hanging helplessly 
on the ground beside the chair, coughing incessantly, the layer of gray on his face becoming darker, and 
blood dripping out of his nostrils. 


Yan Heng froze. 


"He is poisoned." Tong Jing got off the bed and hurriedly approached behind Yan Heng. 


In this situation, Yao Lianzhou still struggled to raise his sword. At this time, Yin Xiaoyan was so anxious 
that tears welled up in her eyelashes. She hugged Yao Lianzhou's shoulders from behind, looked up at 
Yan Heng, and then whispered in Yao Lianzhou's ear with a trembling voice: "He was the one who saved 
me when | was outside." 


Yao Lianzhou knew that Yan Heng would not harm Xiaoyan, so his heart was relieved and his face 
became peaceful. 


Yan Heng looked at Yao Lian Zhou's face. He had heard Yan Qingtong say that Yao Lianzhou had suffered 
internal injuries from the battle at Mount Hua, but he thought that he still dared to stay in Xi'an and had 
been recuperating for more than ten days, so his injuries should not have been too serious; Yan Heng 
jumped in to fight with Yao Lianzhou with all his heart, he was determined to save Tong Jing, and did not 
care about his own life and death, and did not think that he could take advantage of him; he was 
surprised that he could withstand so many strokes of the fight. 


Now it dawned on him: Yao Lianzhou's body was far weaker than he had imagined. No wonder Fan Zong 
guarded the roof of the house. 
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--The way he was poisoned, it certainly wasn't before today. ...... 


Yan Heng thought of Shuqiao who was also poisoned; Dai Kui gave her the antidote; Yan Qingtong's 
anxious behavior at that time, and she had obviously fallen out with Dai Kui... 


Yan Heng put the things together and finally figured out the details. 


--Yan Qingtong is a native of Xi'an. The poison was administered by him. 


At this point, everyone outside the door saw Yan Heng in a dominant position, but hesitated to fight, 
thinking: ls Dong Sanqiao telling the truth? Is it true that Yan Qingtong said they were playing a game? 


Yan Qingtong shouted at Yan Heng from outside the door, "Young Hero Yan Heng, your enemy is right in 
front of you! Why don't you stab him? Why don't you stab him? Let's cripple one of his arms first!" 


Yan Heng remembered that he had been hit by poisoned arrows in the Ma Pai Gang, and he was 
disgusted by such despicable tactics, not to mention that he had already made up his mind when he 
refused to kill Fan Zong on the rooftop of the house. 


-——To defeat the Wudang faction, | want to rely on my own strength to fight in a dignified manner, this 
is the real Qingcheng heirloom! 


Upon hearing Yan Qingtong's voice, Yan Heng stared angrily at him, scaring Yan Qingtong into silence. 


Yan Heng was disgusted at the thought of going into battle arm-in-arm with such a person. 


Now he really wants to see someone again: 


——Brother Jing... 
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Yan Heng slowly lowered his swords. He knew that if he let this opportunity pass, he would not know 
when he would be able to defeat Yao Lianzhou again in the future. The Qingcheng Sect that raised him 
was like a family member; and any ordinary person who saw the enemy who killed his family sitting 
defenselessly in front of him would have stabbed down without hesitation. 


--But the way a martial artist thinks is not the same as an ordinary person. 


Yao Lianzhou was also looking at Yan Heng. He could see Yan Heng's hatred for him, and he was 
probably the remaining disciple of the Wudang sect that had wiped out the sect. Yan Heng did not use 
Huashan swordsmanship; based on his attainments, he should be a disciple of the great sect... Yao 
Lianzhou had already guessed that Yan Heng was a descendant of the Qingcheng sect. 


Yan Heng did not use his sword, but Yao Lianzhou was not very surprised. They are both martial artists. 
Yao Lianzhou could understand what Yan Heng was thinking. 


--Obviously, they were bitter enemies, but their hearts were in sync with each other. 


Yan Heng had made up his mind not to fight, but he was still conflicted in his mind: what if Yan Qingtong 
and the others attacked through the door and killed Yao Lianzhou? Although Yan Heng didn't want to kill 
Yao Lianzhou in this way, there was no reason to defend him. ...... 


Yan Qingtong and the others looked at Yan Heng, who was standing quietly, very puzzled, not sure 
which side he was on. 


At that moment, a figure suddenly came through the window from the south, kneeling down on the 
floor in front of the window, and it was Fan Zong, with a "death nail" in his hand, and his eyes fixed on 
Yan Heng in an instant. 


"Don't do it!" Yan Heng was about to respond, when Yao Lianzhou called out to Fan Zong and coughed 
several times. 


Fan Zong was absolutely obedient to his master's orders. Moreover, Yan Heng had spared him from 
death on the roof of the house, so he really couldn't figure out whether Yan Heng was a friend or a foe. 
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But he didn't lower his right hand from clasping the nails, his eyes scanning between Yan Heng and the 
enemies at the door. 


Yan Qingtong and the others saw that there was suddenly another enemy in the room, so they dared 
not enter recklessly. 


Under such a marvelous situation, the three parties in the room were frozen, and no one moved for a 
long time. 


"| think ...... "a Xingyi Sect person quietly said: " it is better to wait for the Secret Sect's colleagues to 


come down to say ...... : 


Yan Qingtong and the others looked at each other and silently agreed. 


--Anyway, Yao Lianzhou can not run away ...... 


At this moment, they both looked up in panic. 


Because there was a shocking loud bang from the roof above. 
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The Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall Lecture - 19 


The principle of air inhalation in the human body is to expand the space inside the chest cavity, creating 
a difference in air pressure, so that air can enter the lungs. There are two types of breathing: thoracic 
breathing, which involves stretching and contracting the muscles between the ribs, moving the ribs and 
sternum, and expanding the chest from side to side; and abdominal breathing, which involves 
contracting the diaphragm underneath the chest, and sinking the diaphragm downward, to increase the 
space between the top and bottom of the chest. 


It can be said that all martial arts practitioners adopt abdominal breathing for four reasons: 


The reason is that chest breathing is shorter and only uses the alveoli in the upper lungs, leaving most of 
the lungs unused. Abdominal breathing, on the other hand, fully utilizes the lower lungs and absorbs 
much more oxygen than chest breathing, making it more suitable for high-energy martial arts combat 
and building lung capacity and endurance. 


Secondly, when breathing in chest style, the ribs float outward, which is absolutely unbearable for the 
enemy to hit; on the contrary, when breathing in abdominal style, the chest and ribs do not move, and 
can remain contracted and firm, which is more capable of resisting the impact of the attack. 


Thirdly, because of the activity of the chest and ribs, chest breathing tends to cause the shoulders to 
tense up and contract, which violates the principle of "sinking the shoulders" in martial arts. The 
shoulder is the connection between the arm and the torso, if the shoulder is not sufficiently sunken or 
elongated, the power generated from the legs, waist, back and chest muscles will not be able to be 
transmitted smoothly to the arm and fist, but will be broken at the shoulder. Relying only on the arm 
without relying on the whole body, it will not be a "force", which is a major taboo in martial arts. 


Fourth, abdominal breathing, abdominal movements so that the internal organs to produce vitality and 
massage effect, long-term habit of abdominal breathing can increase the body's function and 
metabolism, every inhalation is in the exercise. 


Abdominal breathing is also divided into two types: "Shun Abdominal Breathing" and "Reverse 
Abdominal Breathing". In the former, the belly protrudes outward when you inhale, while in the latter, it 
is concave inward, with the organs inside the belly pressing downward. Most martial artists use reverse 
breathing because it is the most energizing method, and it is the best way to match the stance's energy 
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when exhaling. When the stomach protrudes outward, it is more flaccid, which is not conducive to the 
development of force, and can easily become the weak point of the opponent's strikes. 


The lower abdominal dantian is the center of gravity of the entire human body. When the dantian is full, 
all stances and movements will be more stable and powerful. Ancient people did not have anatomical 
knowledge, so they subjectively felt that when the lower abdomen was full, it seemed that the air was 
sucked into it, which is known as "qi sinking into the dantian". However, ancient martial artists focused 
on the use of the dantian, and the concept of "keeping the mind on the dantian" is not without scientific 
basis. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 40 Chapter 9 Help 


"Stop fighting! 


After Yan Heng jumped into the broken hole, Han Tianbao shouted at his juniors with a loud voice. 


Dong Sanqiao and the others were about to counterattack Hu Linglan, but only when they heard his 
uncle's shout did they finally stop, but they still formed a semi-circle and confronted Hu Linglan. 


"Why did you let that traitor in?" Dong Sanqiao's eyes did not leave the Nodachi sword in Hu Linglan's 
hand, and asked Han Tianbao behind him. 


"He's not a spy at all!" Han Tianbao said angrily, "He saved my life! 


The remaining four members of the Secret Sect hadn't gone up to the roof before and couldn't see Yan 
Heng striking the flying sword for Han Tian Bao. They looked at Dong Sanqiao in confusion. 


"Foolishly, how do you know if that was a show?" Dong Sanqiao said coldly, "| only saw him letting that 
bastard of the Wudang Sect go free." 


"| said don't fight, don't fight!" Han Tianbao's tone this time was completely giving the order as an elder 
of the sect. He usually doesn't have the airs of a master uncle in the secret sect, and he doesn't have 
much time to make decisions. Therefore, this time when the secret sect came to Xi'an Mansion, Dong 
Sanqiao, who was a generation below him, was implicitly the leader. At this moment, the four disciples 
didn't know who to listen to. 


Dong Sanqiao pointed at his fellow disciple who was lying on the side of the roof and had been hit by an 
arrow from Hu Linglan in the back; and another secret sect swordsman who had been stabbed in the 
arm by Yan Heng. 


"Do you mean to say that they are not to be counted?" Dong Sanqiao said, his eyes staring fiercely at Hu 
Linglan's face. 
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Hu Linglan had no idea why these men had attacked Yan Heng, nor did she understand the meaning of 
the Chinese word "traitor". She was just trying to figure it out with her limited knowledge: 


The Wudang Sect Master they were going to attack was obviously under the broken hole! 


Hu Linglan had personally experienced how powerful the people of the Wudang Sect were; and down 
there was the strongest expert in the Wudang ...... Hu Linglan then thought of how much danger Yan 
Heng and Tong Jing were facing down there. 


Thinking about this, she walked towards the broken hole without a second thought. 


Dong Sanqiao and the others thought that Hu Linglan was making another attack, they had already 
experienced her long and fierce Japanese sword, so they thought it would be better to strike first, and 
they jumped ahead of the others and swung their swords at Hu Linglan! 


Hu Linglan raised her eyebrows and raised her Nodachi to meet them. Five fast knives attacked from 
different angles, but Hu Linglan slanting knife, swung around her head for half a circle, the five-foot-long 
knife as if transformed into a huge umbrella of light, her entire upper part was protected and covered, 
all five knives were either set aside or forced back! 


Dong Sanqiao knew that this sword could not penetrate into her, so he left some strength in his sword 
move, and instead focused on the immediately following leg strike. Mixing fist and leg moves with 
swords is a great skill of the Secret Sect's martial arts. Dong Sanqiao's "Hidden Dragon under the Clouds" 
of the "Mingtang Quick Sword", the upper knife chop is only to open up the way and attract the enemy, 
while the silent "Nail Kick" underneath, with the tip of the foot diagonally cuing at the lower abdomen 
of Hu Linglan, is the real killing blow. 


This kind of skillful move is not easy to be dodged by ordinary experts. However, the "Nail Kick" in the 
sword technique was the skill that Jing Li had learned in Siam; Hu Linglan had practiced with Jing Li day 
and night in the past few months and had already coped with it many times, and as soon as she glanced 
at Dong Sanqiao's shoulder, she knew that the following kick was coming, and she sunk down the hilt of 
her wild taijutsu with both her hands, using the end of the hilt to meet the back of the foot of Dong 
Sanqiao's step! 
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After all, Dong Sanqiao was also a famous expert, and the Secret Sect's martial arts emphasized quick 
eyes and quick moves, so he retracted his legs in time to avoid the impact. 


*** Translated with www.DeepL.com/Translator (free version) *** 
Poetry of the Martial Arts Fanatic Chapter 40 


Volume 4 Streets of Heroes Chapter 9 Help 


"Stop fighting! 


After Yan Heng jumped into the broken hole, Han Tianbao shouted at his juniors with a loud voice. 


Dong Sanqiao and the others were about to counterattack Hu Linglan, but only when they heard his 
uncle's shout did they finally stop, but they still formed a semi-circle and confronted Hu Linglan. 


"Why did you let that traitor in?" Dong Sanqiao's eyes did not leave the Nodachi sword in Hu Linglan's 
hand, and asked Han Tianbao behind him. 


"He's not a spy at all!" Han Tianbao said angrily, "He saved my life! 


The remaining four members of the Secret Sect hadn't gone up to the roof before and couldn't see Yan 
Heng striking the flying sword for Han Tian Bao. They looked at Dong Sangqiao in confusion. 


"Foolishly, how do you know if that was a show?" Dong Sanqiao said coldly, "| only saw him letting that 
bastard of the Wudang Sect go free." 


"| said don't fight, don't fight!" Han Tianbao's tone this time was completely giving the order as an elder 
of the sect. He usually doesn't have the airs of a master uncle in the secret sect, and he doesn't have 
much time to make decisions. Therefore, this time when the secret sect came to Xi'an Mansion, Dong 
Sanqiao, who was a generation below him, was implicitly the leader. At this moment, the four disciples 
didn't know who to listen to. 
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Dong Sanqiao pointed at his fellow disciple who was lying on the side of the roof and had been hit by an 
arrow from Hu Linglan in the back; and another secret sect swordsman who had been stabbed in the 
arm by Yan Heng. 


"Do you mean to say that they are not to be counted?" Dong Sanqiao said, his eyes staring fiercely at Hu 
Linglan's face. 


Hu Linglan had no idea why these men had attacked Yan Heng, nor did she understand the meaning of 
the Chinese word "traitor". She was just trying to figure it out with her limited knowledge: 


The Wudang Sect Master they were going to attack was obviously under the broken hole! 


Hu Linglan had personally experienced how powerful the people of the Wudang Sect were; and down 
there was the strongest expert in the Wudang ...... Hu Linglan then thought of how much danger Yan 
Heng and Tong Jing were facing down there. 


Thinking about this, she walked towards the broken hole without a second thought. 


Dong Sanqiao and the others thought that Hu Linglan was making another attack, they had already 
experienced her long and fierce Japanese sword, so they thought it would be better to strike first, and 
they jumped ahead of the others and swung their swords at Hu Linglan! 


Hu Linglan raised her eyebrows and raised her Nodachi to meet them. Five fast knives attacked from 
different angles, but Hu Linglan slanting knife, swung around her head for half a circle, the five-foot-long 
knife as if transformed into a huge umbrella of light, her entire upper part was protected and covered, 
all five knives were either set aside or forced back! 


Dong Sanqiao knew that this sword could not penetrate into her, so he left some strength in his sword 
move, and instead focused on the immediately following leg strike. Mixing fist and leg moves with 
swords is a great skill of the Secret Sect's martial arts. Dong Sanqiao's "Hidden Dragon under the Clouds" 
of the "Mingtang Quick Sword", the upper knife chop is only to open up the way and attract the enemy, 
while the silent "Nail Kick" underneath, with the tip of the foot diagonally cuing at the lower abdomen 


of Hu Linglan, is the real killing blow. 
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This kind of skillful move is not easy to be dodged by ordinary experts. However, the "Nail Kick" in the 
sword technique was the skill that Jing Li had learned in Siam; Hu Linglan had practiced with Jing Li day 
and night in the past few months and had already coped with it many times, and as soon as she glanced 
at Dong Sanqiao's shoulder, she knew that the following kick was coming, and she sunk down the hilt of 
her wild taijutsu with both her hands, using the end of the hilt to meet the back of the foot of Dong 
Sanqiao's step! 


After all, Dong Sanqiao was also a famous expert, and the Secret Sect's martial arts emphasized quick 
eyes and quick moves, so he retracted his legs in time to avoid the impact. 


Another Secret Sect swordsman was about to seize the opportunity to attack Hu Linglan, stretched out 
his hand and held down his wrist. 


"| said stop fighting! Don't you listen to me?" Han Tian Bao said angrily. 


At this moment, he felt something strange behind his back, and took the disciple's hand and bent down 
together. 


A piece of flying tile swept over their heads and continued to fly forward. Hu Linglan, Dong Sanqiao and 
the rest of them stopped immediately and dodged the tile. The tile flew straight to the roof of another 
house on the other side of the street before it broke. 


Han Tianbao and Dong Sanqiao immediately turned back, but they could only see Fan Zong's figure half- 
fall outside the edge of the roof! 


--He took advantage of the Secret Sect's distraction to fight with Hu Linglan to leave the roof and go 
back to Yao Lianzhou's room through the window. 


"Look!" Dong Sanqiao kicked the roof tiles and scolded his uncle, "How many of our fellow disciples did 
that bastard kill? And you let him get away! 


Han Tianbao was speechless. 
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Hu Linglan was in a hurry to get past the Secret Sect's disciples to the hole, and raised her sword to fight 
again. 


At that moment, those on the roof heard the sound of very rapid and strong footsteps coming from the 
almost empty street below. 


There was more than one person. But the sound of one of them was particularly heavy, and each step 
was like the beating of a war drum. 


Without seeing the person, just hearing the sound already made people's heart beat faster. 


Five figures suddenly appeared at the west corner, running towards the "Yinghua Pavilion" without any 
pause. 


"| told you this was too slow!" said a young voice among them. 


The speaker was the person with the loudest footsteps - Xi Xiaoyan, the Wudang Sect's "Gui Zhen Dao". 


As soon as he saw the situation in "Yinghua Pavilion" and the people on the roof, he pushed open the 
"Shou Snake Road" fellow who was leading the way and rushed forward first. 


"Leave the people up there to me! You all go in from below!" Xi Xiaoyan's wild face was filled with 
murderous rage, and his strong body stepped forward like a long-starved beast. 


Chen Daixiu looked at the back of his slanting long sword, tied with a single arm, smiled and sighed. 


--This kid, should not have been elected into the "Zhen Gui Dao" ...... When | go back, | have to tell the 
Deputy Head Master, let him change to wear the black clothes of the "Bing Ya Dao"! 
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Chen Daixiu has already drawn his Wudang longsword, and led two fellow members of the "Soldier's 
Crow Road", Tang Liang and Fu Yuanba, one holding a pair of swords, and the other carrying a chopping 
horse knife, to run straight to the main gate of the "Ying Hua Pavilion". 


When Xi Xiaoyan reached the west wall, he jumped up and stepped on the wall following the running 
trend. The wall-walking method that he performed could not be described as "light" at all, but relied 
entirely on the strength of his legs to climb up the wall, as if he was running on the wall. However, his 
speed on the roof was no less than that of the Secret Sect's light kung fu masters. 


When he reached the top of the wall, he jumped with the power of his legs, and his whole body 
appeared over the height of the roof. When he was in mid-air, his left hand had already reached to his 
waist and pulled the knot of black cloth tied around his waist and abdomen, and his right arm, which 
was Originally tied in front of his abdomen as if he was holding his stomach, was instantly loosened. 


Suddenly seeing the Wudang people lightning attack, Han Tianbao was the first to meet them. 


--The disciples of the Secret Sect who were killed and injured today are too many to give another 
disciple to be sacrificed! 


Xi Xiaoyan hasn't landed on the roof tiles yet, staring at Han Tianbao who is rushing towards him. 


——tThe first one is you! 


Xi Xiaoyan drew the bow on his waist and shoulders, preparing to take advantage of his body's fall, and 
punched Han Tianbao with his right arm! 


Han Tian Bao is a great expert in boxing, how could he not see it? His left hand raised the single sword, 
and his wrist guard arm was also set up in a proud "inside-outside battle" boxing stance, and in his mind, 
he had already thought of a way to crack the counterattack of Xi Xiaoyan's flying straight punch. 


Xi Xiaoyan exhaled his breath and shook his right shoulder, his right arm which was still wrapped in black 
cloth rushed out. 
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Han Tian Bao has already seen the distance between them... 


A loud noise. 


Han Tianbao didn't even make the first reaction, Xi Xiaoyan's right fist had already hit him hard in the 
chest! 


——How could it be... so far away... 


The onlookers had this doubt at this moment. The two were clearly not within arm's reach, but Han 
Tianbao had already been punched! 


Han Tianbao felt as if he had been hit by an army siege hammer. His whole body flew upside down, slid 
on the tiles for a while, and almost fell out of the roof, blood spurting out of his mouth! 


After Han Tianbao was knocked away, Xi Xiaoyan landed on the roof with both feet. It was only then 
that everyone could see his right arm, which was still sticking out. 


Hu Linglan, Dong Sanqiao and the others were shocked: 


--How in the world can someone have such a long arm? 


Xi Xiaoyan withdrew his fist, and his arm hung down, far below the knee, up to his calf. His entire body 
was well-proportioned, except for this right arm, which seemed to have been cut off from another 
person who was much taller than him and then attached to his shoulder. 


With one move, he severely damaged the famous master of the secret sect - Xi Xiaoyan's first punch 
when he first came down from Wudang Mountain was already famous in the world of martial arts. 
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His eyes covered with red threads did not even look at Han Tianbao, who had fallen far away on the roof 
tiles. He just glanced at the six people still standing, including Dong Sanqiao, Hu Linglan, and others. He 
didn't know whether he was angry or ecstatic. The excited voice said: 


"Next." 


OOOO 


At the same time, downstairs on the street in front of the "Yinghua Pavilion", Dai Kui was still looking 
after Shuqiao, and there were also some dead and injured Secret Sect and Xinyi Sect members lying 
there. Dai Kui suddenly saw Chen Daixiu and three other Wudang disciples running towards this 
direction. He immediately set up his sword and prepared to face the enemy in a hurry. 


But Chen Daixiu and the others walked past Dai Kui without even looking at him. They didn't even notice 
that he had a broken arm. They just ran towards the gate. 


Dai Kui felt bitter in his heart at being so despised, but there was nothing he could do about it. He was 
worried about his fellow disciples in the "Yinghua Pavilion", so he shouted to the gate: "An enemy is 
coming!" 


When the heroes who were guarding the downstairs of "Yinghua Pavilion" heard this, several people 
immediately rushed out of the gate to see what was going on. 


The originally gentle Chen Daixiu's face changed as soon as he held the sword in his hand, as if a layer of 
ice had formed on it, and he led his two junior brothers towards the enemies. 


One of them, a good fighter of the Di Tang Clan, raised a rattan plate to cover his upper body, and his 
right hand single sword was hidden behind the shield, ready to cut Chen Daixiu's legs and feet. 


However, Fu Yuanba leaned forward from Chen Daixiu's left side, exhaled through his teeth and 
screamed. He tightened the muscles of his exposed arms and slashed head-on with a simple knife in 
both hands. With one blow, he used the "Wudang Horse-Slaying Sword Technique" to remove the 
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Ditang Sect's rattan shield. The center was broken in half, and blood spurted out from the cracks in the 
shield! 


The momentum of just one slash scared several good players from different sects in front, so much so 
that they fled back to the door. 


Three Wudang disciples stood in front of the gate. They saw that the hall of the "Flower Pavilion" was 
crowded with people, and dozens of swords and spears were all over the place. 


Yan Qingtong and the other disciples were originally guarding in front of Yao Lianzhou's room, but when 
they heard the commotion below, they all retreated to the staircase to look down. Yan Qingtong gasped 
when he saw three imposing figures standing outside the gate. 


"Wu-Dang Disciple!" He couldn't help but shout. 


Chen Daixiu looked at the lineup in the hall, but he didn't even raise his eyebrows. He looked around at 
his junior brothers Tang Liang and Fu Yuanba. Tang Liang just smiled back at him. Fu Yuanba showed no 
expression at all and shook his sword to wipe away the blood stains. 


The three of them had the same mind and crossed the threshold at the same time. 


Fearlessly step into the halls surrounded by enemies. 


OOOO 


Of course, everyone in Xi'an has seen monks before. Since the Tang Dynasty when Master Xuanzang 
translated sutras at the Wild Goose Pagoda in Chang'an, this ancient city has been an important place 
for Buddhism to spread eastward to China. There are many Buddhist temples in the city. It is not easy 
for people living in Xi'an to go several days without seeing a monk. 


——But this was the first time they had seen a monk walking so fast and being so tall. 
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The six monks entered the city through the Changle Gate on the eastern wall, walking only on their legs, 
but at first, when people saw the dust and mist they raised from afar, they thought they were a troop of 
horsemen. 


The six monks were of varying ages, but all were in their prime, the oldest appearing to be in his forties, 
and their thick bodies filled their yellow robes to the brim. They wore hoods to protect them from the 
sun, and in their hands they carried what appeared to be wooden staffs, but none of them supported 
themselves on the ground with a staff, and they walked powerfully on their twelve legs, and their gait 
was Clearly just like a normal walk, but their speed was faster than that of an ordinary person running, 
and smoke and dust rose from underneath their monk's shoes. 


One of the strongest of the young monks appeared to be carrying a huge bag, but it was only when 
passers-by looked more closely that they realized that it was the seventh monk, a small, thin old monk, 
who was carried on the back of the strong disciple. The thin monk had a round bamboo hat on his head, 
and it was hard to see how old he was, but the hand on his disciple's shoulder was as thin as a bird's 
claw. 


The seven monks were hurrying along East Street, and passers-by stared at them. 


A few of them were walking, revealing the wrist of the robe sleeves reflecting the gold and red light. 
Some people frowned and shook their heads when they saw them: why do monks also wear gold and 
silver? ...... 


--Because the monks were walking too fast, they couldn't see clearly: it wasn't any gold or silver jewelry, 
but a wrist armor with copper plates. 


OOOO 


Zhao Kun, a disciple of Wudang's "Shou Snake Tao", had been sent to Guanzhong for three years, mainly 
to prepare for the Wudang Sect's attack on the Huashan Sect, and was especially familiar with the 
streets of Xi'an Province. 
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"We're almost there!" He didn't slow down a bit and said to Gui Danlei and the other three behind him. 
With Zhao Kun leading the way, they were heading towards the eastern part of the city by the most 
convenient route. 


Jiao Hongye and Li Dong walked in silence, not saying a word. They were saddened by the thought that 
their fellow disciple, Shang Silang, might have been sacrificed at this moment. 


After walking for a while, they heard the sound of people and footsteps coming from the distance 
behind them. 


They knew without looking that it must be the Western army led by Yin Yingchuan. Since the one who 
led the way for them was a dart master of the local Zhenxi Dart Company, he was naturally familiar with 
the streets of Xi'an, so it was not surprising that they were walking on the same road. 


--However, the dart master did not consider what kind of terrain such a large group of people would 
have to travel. 


The houses on both sides of this Shao Ci Lane were all the colleges where the students of the imperial 
examinations studied, and they were densely built, and on both sides of the lane were the back doors of 
the colleges, which were so crowded that they could only allow two or three people to walk side by side. 


Gui Dan Lei heard the sound of people behind him, and knew that his side was not much faster than the 
enemy. Although he did not know what the situation of the "Flower Pavilion" was at the moment, but if 
the Western troops joined the other side, the battle would be more difficult. 


--If we focus on one of the sides first, we will be much more certain. 


As soon as Gui Dan Lei thought of this, he stopped at the center of the alley. 


"You two go to support! I'll take advantage of the terrain here to intercept!" 
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Gui Danlei's move only caused Jiao Hongye and the other three to pause briefly before running forward 
again. Master Gui was the representative of the Shi Xing Hao Deputy Boxing Section, and they were 
absolutely obedient. 


What's more, there was no need for them to worry at all. 


--He was Sifu Gui Dan Lei of Zhen Gui Dao. The man with the "Tai Chi" symbol on his chest. 


Gui Dan Lei watched the three brothers run away, and then turned back to face the back of the crowd. 


In this narrow alley, the sound of voices echoed, and the footsteps of the advancing Western army 
sounded like a big wave rolling in from afar. It was a bit chaotic for such a large group of people to 
crowd in the alley and some of them could not help cursing, making the whole group even more noisy. 


At this time, the escorts and Bagua disciples who were leading the way suddenly stopped. The people 
behind them almost collided into a pile, and some people shouted and cursed in dissatisfaction. 


"What the hell?" 


The escort who was leading the way was not as good at Qinggong as Zhao Kun, and his legs had been 
sore from walking for a long time. Now he saw that there was a figure that looked like a big ball 20 steps 
away in the center of Shaoci Lane. He was so frightened that he almost fell down. Fortunately, he was 
supported by the Bagua Sect disciple beside him. 


Yin Yingchuan, a famous figure in the Bagua Sect, and his disciple Ding Junqi lined up to open the door to 
the front. Yin Yingchuan's black and white eyebrows knitted together as he looked at Gui Danlei from a 
distance on the other side. 


Gui Danlei said nothing, but his eyes expressed everything. 


——Your road ends here. 
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The disciple behind Yin Yingchuan has arrived carrying the huge single sword, standing upright on Yin 
Yingchuan's right side. 


The empty alley between Gui Danlei and nearly a hundred people from the Western Army seemed to be 
filled with invisible tension. 


The sunlight was already slightly slanting and shone on the face of Gui Danlei, who was standing on the 
east side of the alley. Standing in this unfavorable position, his round eyes did not blink. His brown curly 
hair was slightly translucent under the sun. 


At that moment, in the crowded area behind the Western Army brigade, a long metal object suddenly 
shot upward and nailed itself to the wall of a school building on the left. Once the object retracted, it 
carried a figure up to the roof of the school. 


It was Jing Li, who had already waved his left arm to pull off the iron spearhead nailed to the wall, and 
while winding up the chain, he ran along the roof, trying to get past Gui Dan Lei's blockade. 


--Although he wanted to see Gui Dan Lei's martial arts skills, he was more worried about Yan Heng and 
Tong Jing, and chose to rush to the "Ying Hua Pavilion" first. 


Gui Danlei's eyes did not leave Yin Yingchuan, and he only used the corner of his eye to pay attention to 
Jing Li, who was walking above him. 


"Where are you going?" Gui Dan Lei said with a smile. 


Jing Li was walking a dozen paces above Gui Dan Lei and stopped on the roof of the house. 


"Let me go first. See you later, okay?" Jing Li also smiled and asked Gui Dan Lei politely. 
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Gui Dan Lei originally did not think that he could stop everyone, the most important thing was to hold 
back the main force of the Bagua Sect; however, this " Hunter " is also an extremely dangerous person, 
if he is allowed to pass through, and he is not really going to the "Ying Hua Pavilion", but instead, he 
takes the opportunity to attack with Yin Ying Chuan with the back and forth in the alleyway, Gui Dan 
Lei's position will become very dangerous. 


But somehow Gui Dan Lei intuitively believes that this " Hunter " is not the person who will do this. 


"Let's meet again later." Gui Dan Lei nodded his head and agreed. 


Jing Li also nodded at him before he started walking on the cliff top again. The two foes were looking at 
each other like old friends. 


--But they both knew that when they met again, they would not show any mercy. 


There were many good martial arts masters, but none of them dared to walk over Gui Dan Lei as easily 
as Jing Li did. 


Yin Yingchuan finally stretched out his right hand, holding the hilt of the large single sword in his 
backhand and holding it on the ground with the end of the sheath, and only then did the disciple in 
charge of lifting the sword dare to let go of his hands. 


"| knew it before." Yin Yingchuan said leisurely: "The person | am going to face today will be you." 


With that, he reversed his grip to a straight one, holding the hilt of the sword in his tiger's mouth, his 
four fingers flicking back and forth on the hilt like a violin, obviously practicing the technique for a long 
time. 


"Let me learn how the Wudang School is 'invincible'," he said. 
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Gui Dan Lei sank to his knees and sat in a horse stance in the alley, his body appearing even more 
powerful than before. The palms of his hands, which were bigger than normal people's, were placed at 
chest height, with the palms facing forward. 


The palm prints on those palms were very messy, so dense that even the most basic ones were almost 
impossible to see clearly. 


But if one were to take a closer look, one would see that many of them were not palm prints at all, but 
rather wounds from countless hours of practicing holding blades with bare hands. 


Gui Danlei's "Tai Chi" stance with open palms is as motionless as a mountain. 


"Don't worry. | won't disappoint you." 


OOOO 


When Xi Xiaoyan raised his right hand again, Dong Sanqiao's eyes showed unprecedented fear. 


The Secret Sect was able to establish itself in the ancient province of Hebei, Changzhou, where there 
were many talented people, and even stood out from the rest to be included in the "Nine Great Sects" 
of the world, based on the strength of their swords and fists; Dong Sanqiao, who had already become 
famous in the area when he was young, was definitely experienced in both friendly and vicious fights. 


But he had never encountered such a strange opponent before. 


Xi Xiaoyan stretched his right hand above his head and grasped the long handle of the vine-wrapped 
knife hanging diagonally behind his back. 


Everyone on the roof saw something indescribably strange as he raised his arm to hold the knife. After 
carefully looking at the shape of his arms that stood out under his sleeves, they suddenly realized: 
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He actually has two elbow joints on one arm! 


It turns out that Xi Xiaoyan's strange arm is not simply that the arm bones are longer than others, but 
that the entire structure is different from normal: between the forearm and the upper arm, there is an 
unnamed arm segment. That is to say, counting from the wrist to the shoulder, there are four joints in 
total, which is one more "elbow" than ordinary people! 


Xi Xiaoyan and his deceased brother Xi Zhaoping were born with strange body shapes thanks to their 
father: they are actually half-brothers, and their father, Xi Rilu, was originally a disciple of the Object 
Transfer Sect, and married four wives who took turns giving birth to his children. Every time his wives 
got pregnant, Xi Ri Le would feed them specially formulated medicines, prepared by the sect, so that the 
babies born would become abnormally grown fetuses, in order to create gifted warriors for the sect. 


As a result, of the four wives of Xi Ri Le's fourteen pregnancies, five were stillborn, and of the nine male 
and female deformed babies born, seven did not survive past the age of two. In the end, only the two 
brothers survived, and the four mothers died one after another due to the destruction of the drugs - the 
secret techniques of the Object Transfer Cult are so cruel. 


When Xi Zhaoping was only five years old and Xi Xiaoyan was still in his infancy, the Cult of Material 
Transfer was annihilated by the Wudang Master Gongsun Qing. Xi Ri Le was one of the few surviving 
followers of the Cult who had joined the Wudang Sect, and took his two sons to the Wudang Mountain; 
three years later, Xi Ri Le died of illness, and the two orphans were raised by the Wudang Sect, and were 
trained to become elite masters according to their special physique and to practise martial arts in a way 
that was impossible for others to practise. 


When they saw Xi Xiaoyan pulling out his sword, it was like facing a riddle: 


--What kind of sword moves will this arm make? 


There was no time for them to think. The light of the blade was already flashing behind Xixi Xiaoyan's 
back. 


Everyone in the Secret Sect raised their swords in panic. 
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Xi Xiaoyan looks like a ferocious beast, and makes a scream that is not human-like. 


He took a slight step with his left foot on the tile surface, his waist and hips shook violently, and he drew 
out the long and narrow blade four feet away and slashed horizontally. 


--This is the "Tai Chi" way of generating strength. Xi Xiaoyan was already qualified to practice "Tai Chi 
Fist", but he was born with a temperament that was too violent and strong, so he had not made much 
progress in listening to the power and softness, but he had practiced the skill of generating energy to 
attack to the fullest extent, which was exactly the opposite of Shang Silang, and that is why on Wudang 
Mountain, his uniform only had the symbol of the "Yang Yu" with half of the mark on the chest in white 
with black eyes. 


The sound of the blade breaking through the air was as sharp as a ghost's cry. 


The people of the Secret Sect knew that it was difficult for them to escape from the blade and 
instinctively retreated and dodged, but one of the men on the far left stood a little bit in front of him, 
and the exaggerated range of attack of the long blade and the long arm still encompassed him. 


This Secret Sect disciple, at the moment when the blade reached his body, he dropped his single sword 
to his side in time. 


--This was the last defensive action of his life. 


It was not as if he had been struck by the blade, but more like a very heavy blow. The knife snapped. The 
waist bends inward where it was cut. The man flew away from the tiles, and hurled sideways and out of 
the roof! 


Dong Sanqiao stared in disbelief as he watched the body of his fellow disciple fly out like a cannonball, a 
sense of horror permeating his entire body. 


--It's not human! 
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The method of generating force is to utilize the joints of the body as much as possible, multiplying the 
force one section after another until the last section is emitted; the "Tai Chi" force is practiced to the 
highest level, the body transforming from softness to rigidity in a flash, and the process of transferring 
the force is not wasted at all, like the accumulation of water waves into a huge wave; and Xi Xiaoyan's 
"Yang Chi Blade" force is even more powerful, with an extra large joint that is not found in the normal 
human body, which adds to the already strong force! The already strong force is multiplied by an 
additional large joint, which is not normally found! 


--Although he is young, he is at least one of the top three in Wudang Mountain in terms of pure 
strength. 


Before the body hit the street, Xi Xiaoyan had already taken another step to the right, and with a twist 
of his waist, his long sword came back with a backhanded horizontal slash from the same trajectory! 


--The simplest move, but when combined with such superhuman strength, it is unbreakable. 


In Dong Sanqiao's mind, it was no longer a question of whether he could win or not. 


It was whether he could survive. 


Under the sunlight, the blade shone brightly, but one could feel a dark power of death. 


At that very moment, another, longer blade rose up. 


Ina flash of lightning, the two blades clashed, exploding into flames brighter than the blade's light, and a 
sound that rattled the eardrums. 


The two blades rebounded away. Xi Xiaoyan was surprised to see the man who had blocked his 
counterattack, and looked at him. 
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Shimazu Hu Linglan spun around to dissipate the rebound force of the Nodachi, and raised the blade 
over her shoulder with both hands, the blade pointing upward, the tip of the blade and the line of sight 
pointing directly at Xi Xiaoyan, with a pair of bright eyes that were free of fear and terror. 


Xixiuyan's strange hand held his sword in front of his chest, facing Hu Linglan's stance. 


He was still recalling the feeling of the exchange just now - since he had practiced his "Yangji Sword", he 
had never seen a full-force chopping attack that could be resisted head-on. 


--Surprisingly, it was a woman! 


Earlier, his chest was filled with anger that needed to be vented, and he had come up to the roof to clear 
out the enemies. Although he had also noticed that there was a woman among them, he did not take a 
closer look, and he was completely engrossed in the fervor of the battle. 


Xi Xiaoyan's wild eyes looked at the Japanese swordswoman in front of him, who was half a head taller 
than him. 


The strong face and expression underneath Hu Linglan's wild sword had an inexplicable beauty in her 
eyes. 


--Xi Xiaoyan, who had lived in Wudang Mountain for twenty-five years and had devoted his body and 
mind to martial arts, had never felt such a strange sensation before. 


Hu Linglan stared at this strange swordsman, and her heart was also shocked. 


Although her stance was as steady as still water, her arms were actually slightly tingling after the 
exchange of slashes just now. 


Hu Linglan since childhood with many brothers to practice martial arts, each of them are strong and 
powerful. Originally, as a woman, she should specialize in light sword skills to compete with them; but 


731 


she refuses to admit defeat and insists on being like her brothers. She took a tough path and used sucha 
huge nodachi. As a result, she became a stronger sword than the brothers of the Shimazu family. 


But this Wudang man in front of her was even more powerful than she was - and with only one hand! 


There was only one person who could give her such a shock: Jing Li. 


In her heart, she anxiously remembered Tong Jing and Yan Heng who were still below. But facing such 
an expert, it was absolutely difficult to get away. 


--Jing Li, where are you? ...... 


The still fierce sunlight mercilessly shone down on this pair of martial artists who had traveled all the 
way to this ancient capital to confront each other from the roof of the house. The two long swords 
seemed to be on fire. 


A fateful encounter. 


732 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic Chapter 41 Volume 4 Streets of Heroes 
Postscript 


It's been a year since | started writing Poetry of the Martial Arts Fanatic. 


Thanks to the efforts of my colleagues in the marketing department of the publisher, the number of 
media interviews | have received in this year exceeds the total number of interviews | have received in 
the past ten years of writing. 


Of course, the interviews are mainly for publicity. But | also have to thank them for asking me to answer 
a lot of questions that | hadn't really thought about before, and forcing me to summarize my own 
creative methods and directions. To quote a popular saying in Hong Kong these days, it's a way for me to 
"freshen up my past". 


(Haha) 


This is probably the most frequently asked question in many interviews: 


"Why do you write martial arts novels?" 


This seemingly simple question is not as simple as it seems, and usually means more than just "why | 
personally write martial arts novels"; it really leads to two questions: 


Are you still writing martial arts novels in this era? 


In the face of the mountain of "Jin Yong's novels", which is regarded as a classic by everyone, do you still 
write them? 


For the first question, my answer is simple: | firmly believe that as long as there are still Chinese people, 
there will still be people who will read martial arts novels. 
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Hundreds of years ago, people loved to listen to the story of "Water Margin" about the joyful grievances 
and hatreds (I personally have always believed that "Water Margin" is the true originator of Chinese 
martial arts novels); in the 1920s and 1930s, the most turbulent era of China's world situation in the 
early Republic of China , such martial arts masterpieces as "The Legend of Jianghu", "The Legend of 
Shushan Swordsman" and "The Crane and Iron Five" can still make the country crazy; looking back at the 
speed at which martial arts novels from Hong Kong and Taiwan swept the mainland in the 1980s, it is 
even more convincing that the love of martial arts is in the blood of Chinese people. 


Even if there is indeed a "wuxia low point" in these ten or eight years, what does it count in the long 
history of martial arts novels? What's more, the so-called "low ebb" may be used in novels, but as long 
as you look at other media such as movies, comics, and games, you will know that martial arts culture 
has never left our sight. 


My opinion is that instead of asking "Why write about martial arts?" we should ask: "Why not write 
about it?" 


As for the second question, it is often asked directly. To be honest, it's hard to answer - not because 
there is no answer, but because people may misunderstand me if I'm not careful and | don't respect my 
seniors. 


When writing fiction, especially martial arts chivalry, one should have some pride. 


If you decide early on that your predecessor's writing is "too good" and that it is impossible for you to 
compare yourself, or if you are willing to be a shadow of others, then | think it would be better for you 
to stop writing novels and find another job. 


What's more, literature is not a sport, and there is no objective score. Even for the same type of novel, 
what A can write, B can't write; and what B writes, A may not even think about. 


If we want to talk about "transcendence", the only thing we should think about to transcend is our past 
self. 


The rest is left to the reader to decide. 
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Qiao Jingfu 


October 17, 2009 
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Volume 5 The Agreement of the Masters Introduction 


There is no better way to fight than one. One can go alone and come alone. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 44 Chapter 1: Jing Li 


"That murderous brat! Where did he go?" 


A mouth full of variegated white whiskers issued this hoarse and dignified bellow from his throat, with a 
voice like an animal's howl, but with a strong smell of alcohol in it. 


Then there was the sound of an object cracking. 


A small bottle of wine, which had just been drunk, was smashed hard on the wooden handle of the 
chair. 


The huge palm holding the bottle was not damaged in the slightest - the sharp broken porcelain of the 
bottle could not penetrate the thick callus accumulated in the palm after years of training. 


The disciples standing beside the chair were silenced by this angry shout, and each of them turned pale. 


No one dared to answer the Master's question. 


Above their heads hung a line of five-colored flags, which were fluttering in the summer wind blowing 
from the harbor. On the flags were embroidered the words "Yew Woo Yang Wei Wei", "| Wu Wei Yang", 
"Dragon and Tiger Leaping", and "Four Seas Meeting Friends" ...... , which danced with the wind as if they 
were alive. 


In front of the flag array was a big ring built with bamboo scaffolding and wooden boards, six feet high 
and one zhang wide, with the east side facing the sunny harbor with a clear sky and water, a wonderful 
scenic location. 


A pair of figures were fighting in the center of the ring, and the four sides of the stage were densely 
packed with spectators who did not shy away from the heat of the sun, fearing that there were not less 
than four to five hundred people, all of them watching in high spirits and enthusiastically shouting and 
cheering for the boxer on the stage. On the west side, there was another row of shaded bleachers, 
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which were occupied by local officials, businessmen and gentlemen. Although they did not applaud, 
they also watched with excitement. 


The place was the coast of Quanzhou, Fujian Province, where the local martial arts "competition" was 
being held four times a year. 


Fujian Province has a strong martial arts culture, especially in the last hundred years, when the coastal 
area was heavily infested by Japanese invaders, and many villagers and townsmen practiced martial arts 
to protect their homes. Although there are no major martial arts schools in Fujian with a long history 
that are known throughout the world, martial artists from various schools in the province are very active 
and often organize these fights or other performances, just to make a name for their schools and gyms 
in order to gain the favor of the local elders and get hired as a martial arts instructor in the villages and 
towns to comfortably receive a teacher's gift and a monthly salary. 


The two men who are now competing on the stage are also disciples of famous local Quanzhou schools: 
one is Zhang Ao, a young master of the Minjiao school; the other is Jing Yue, the only son of the current 
head of the Nanhai Hu Zun school. 


Zhang Ao was a taller man, and on the stage, he performed his school's "River-turning Fist", with a 
stretching movement, as strong as a dragon in the water. Although many of the people surrounding the 
ring didn't know anything about martial arts, they were still excited, and couldn't stop clapping and 
calling out to each other. 


Jing Yue, on the other hand, stood in a low horse stance, with his arms and hands rotating in front of his 
body, and he was able to block his opponent's punches and kicks without missing a beat, and he was 
able to defend himself very tightly, which made the spectators sigh with admiration. 


His father, the powerful man who had just cursed and smashed the bottle, waved his hand to sweep 
away the broken pieces of porcelain still clinging to his palm, and then signaled to his disciple to bring 
him another bottle. 


The man's eyes, with their slackened bellies, were red, and he was already drunk before lunchtime. But 
the disciple did not dare to disobey his master's order and obediently uncorked another bottle of wine 
and brought it to him. 
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He took a big gulp, and the liquor overflowed from the corners of his mouth to his chin, where it was 
absorbed by his beard. He didn't even look at his son, who was competing with others in the ring. 


--No need to look. Because the result was already known. 


Sure enough, at the next moment, Jing Yue on the stage performed a tiger claw capture, five fingers 
grabbed Zhang Ao's wrist that was coming straight from his fist, and pulled it in a smooth manner, at the 
same time, his other hand sent out a "Five Thunders Tiger Fist", striking the side of Zhang Ao's waist! 


As Zhang Ao screamed in pain, Jing Yue took the opportunity to perform a hook sweeping leg kick, and 
with the tiger claw's takedown, he threw Zhang Ao to the edge of the ring. Zhang Ao rolled over, unable 
to stabilize his body, and rolled out of the ring, losing the match. 


The winner and the loser were decided by a single point, and the drums below the corner of the stage 
immediately sounded. Hundreds of spectators all around roared and cheered. 


Jing Yue smiled and raised his hands high, arching his fists to the four directions to thank him. At this 
moment, Zhang Ao also stood up under the stage, seemingly unhurt, and saluted Jing Yue on the stage. 


The South Sea Tiger Respected Sect disciples standing underneath the flag array all raised their arms 
and cheered, shouting as loud as they could - because they all knew that this fight would be the only 
victory for their sect today. One of the disciples waved the Tiger Respect Sect's flag with white letters on 
a black background and showed it to the people on the martial arts field. 


Only their master Jingzhao is still sitting on the chair, drinking, and does not show half a trace of joy at 
his son's victory. 


"Bah....... since it is a victory, it should be won more beautifully ...... " Jing Zhao murmured as if to 
himself, "Why don't you hit harder? ...... 


At the left end of the flag formation were the Minjiao faction. They didn't look disappointed that Zhang 
Ao was defeated, but only patted him on the shoulder as a sign of comfort. Cheng Bin, the headmaster 
of the Minjiao Sect, who was sitting on his chair, looked toward the Tiger Respect Sect of the South Sea. 
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The two sect masters looked at each other from afar, only nodding their heads slightly, without any 
hostility. 


Jing Yue was still standing on the stage, receiving cheers from the audience. The other two sects that 
participated in this "competition", Ling Shan Sect and Fujian Di Tang Sect, also politely applauded Jing 
Yue on the stage. 


The tradition of the four major sects of Quanzhou competing in the ring has been going on for more 
than 30 years, and the four sects have always won and lost to each other. However, in recent years, the 
Tiger Respect Sect of the South Sea seems to be a bit weaker. Today, the number of disciples assembled 
in the arena is less than ten, which is not as good as the other three schools which have 50 to 60 
disciples each. 


It was only then that Jing Yue stepped down from the ring. The disciples of Ling Shan Sect and Di Tang 
Sect, who were going to be on the stage in the next match, were standing under the stage stretching 
their arms and legs, and they were competing with weapons, one of them was holding a rattan stick 
wrapped with a thick cloth, and the other one was carrying a rattan shield and a wooden single knife. 


Jing Yue stepped down from the stage but did not immediately return to the side of the Tiger Respect 
Sect, but walked to the row of spectators between the bleachers to say hello. There were all the gentry 
and merchants of Quanzhou, and a few local officials were among them. 


The rich merchants were praising Jing Yue for a good fight and stuffing red envelopes into his hand. The 
ring was filled with their congratulatory flower cards and gifts of wine, food and cloth. 


"How many more matches ...... before it's that brat's turn?" Jingzhao thought of the guy who has not 
even been seen so far, the face that had been slightly relaxed was again tense with anger. 


"There ...... are still four ...... games," said Guo Chongyi, the eldest disciple beside him, wiping his sweat, 
"Uncle Pei has gone to look for him ...... Master don't worry about it, | don't think the master is afraid of 
escaping. ...... probably overslept ...... again. 
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"You guys still stay here for what?" Jingzhao's red eyes glared violently, and his cheeks eroded by 
alcohol trembled with anger: "Do you want us to lose the face of the South China Sea Tiger Respected 
Sect because of that kid? Why don't you go out and look for him?" 


Guo Chongyi was well aware of his master's temper, so he nodded anxiously and ran out of the field 
with his three junior brothers. 


In this brief moment of rage, Jing Zhao seemed to have regained the momentum he had when he was 
known as the "Rolling Thunder Tiger" more than ten years ago. But it's only this moment. After another 
sip of wine, that mighty face softened again. 


"Even if | break that brat's legs..." Jing Zhao wiped his lips and muttered to himself again, "...1 still have 
to drag him into the ring..." 


OOOO 


"Li! Are you there?" 


The turbulent waves rolled in with a frightening momentum and slapped on the towering rocks 
protruding from the coastline. The flying foam splashed Pei Shiying's pants and straw sandals. 


While shouting, he jumped forward between the rugged rocks, the worn-out Yan Ling sword in the 
leather sheath on his waist swinging back and forth with every step. 


"Are you there? Stop playing. It will be bad if you don't come out this time..." Pei Shiying shouted loudly, 
his eyes looking around, and his thin face looked worried. 


——It must be here... He usually likes to hide here when something makes him happy or unhappy... 


Finally, on top of a rock, Pei Shiying found a rough wooden saber full of scratches. The handle of the 


saber was stained with blood that hadn't completely dried up. 
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Pei Shiying sighed, stooped down and picked up the wooden saber, crouched down with his legs in the 
same position and looked down, and sure enough, he found his nephew he was looking for in a small 
hollow between the rocks. 


Jing Lie naked upper body, the shirt folded up as a pillow, the body side of the legs curled up in a deep 
sleep, the posture is like a baby. One after another, the intense sound of waves came into the cave, but 
his sleep was very sweet, as if the sound of the waves was a lullaby. 


Pei Shiying was so angry that he stabbed Jing Lie's thigh with his wooden knife. 


"He was indeed sleeping! Get up now! 


Jing Lie opened his sleepy eyes and squinted to see that it was his uncle. He didn't pay any attention and 
just reached out and pushed the tip of the knife away. 


"Get up! Pei Shiying stabbed him harder. "If | were the enemy and this was a real knife, you would have 
been finished long ago! 


This time Pei Shiying stabbed the tip of the knife on his buttocks. Jinglie felt the pain and had to wake 
up. 


He climbed out of the hole, looked up at the blazing sun in the sky, slowly stood up straight and 
stretched his back. 


The sun shone on his young body, which was only fifteen years old. His copper-colored skin was so tight 
that it seemed to be shiny, but there were old and new scars from blows and injuries everywhere. The 
muscles of the chest and arms are not fully developed yet, but they have been trained to have clear 
muscles, like steel bars. 


He scratches his messy hair in the wind and comes to his senses - he doesn't bother to tie his hair ina 
bun, so he just cuts it haphazardly into this oddly uneven shape, because of which he was severely 
beaten by his master, who also ordered by him to wear a turban when he goes out on weekdays. 
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"If you want to hide, you should find a fresher place to hide. Pei Shiying grabbed his shirt from the hole 
and shoved it into his nephew's hand. 


"| didn't hide." Jing Lie yawned. "Originally, | just wanted to take a nap. | overslept. | can't help it, I'm too 
tired." 


"| thought you didn't want to fight today." 


"| came up at midnight last night." Jing Lie showed his right palm to Master. "Until sunrise, | swung 
10,000 slashes." 


The palm and five fingers are full of worn skin and blisters, and the blood stains have turned red. 


Just now Pei Shiying saw the blood on the wooden knife, and knew that this little nephew had done 
something stupid again. He sighed and took out the bag for saving wounds from the lapel of his coat, 
took out a piece of white cloth and tore it into long strips to bandage Jing Lie's palm. 


--But Pei Shiying was actually a bit happy in his heart: his master nephew was not a weak guy who would 
run away. 


"Is it too late already? Jing Lie looked at the sun overhead. 


"No." Pei Shiying said as he bandaged up the wound, "It's not too late to go back with me now." 


Jing Lie frowned and looked at the ocean. He could see the islands in the distance. 


"Master is a fool." He muttered. 
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He should have called him "Father" or " Honorable Father". But Jingzhao had never allowed Jinglie to 
call him that. 


Jing Lie was an abandoned baby that Jing Zhao found on the shore of Lie Island when he traveled to Lie 
Island fifteen years ago, hence the name. Jing Lie grew up in the Tiger Respected Sect of the South China 
Sea, but he was not allowed to learn the martial arts until he was eleven years old - Jing Zhao's own son, 
Jing Yue, began practicing basic martial arts when he was five years old. 


"Note 1: Liedu is the township of Liedu in present-day Kinmen County, also known as "Little Kinmen". 


--Jing Lie often thought, "Master doesn't like me as his adopted son, does he? ...... But if he doesn't like 
me, why did he bring me back? ...... 


Only Pei Shiying knows the reason why Master doesn't like this adopted son. It happened one day when 
Jing Lie was only two years old, and of course Jing Lie himself doesn't remember it. 


On that day, in the unoccupied Tiger Respected Sect's martial arts training ground, the two-year-old Jing 
Lie went in to play - he knew how to walk steadily at an early age - and picked up a short wooden sword 

that was still too heavy for him at that time; Jing Zhao and Pei Shiying happened to walk in, and saw that 
the small man, surprisingly, used the sword to swing a sword. Jingzhao and Pei Shiying came in and saw 

that the little man had made a stance with the saber. 


--Strictly speaking, of course, it was not a real stance against the enemy, it was just a natural way to 
raise the sword to the position where it could be wielded most vigorously. 


At that time, Pei Shiying saw with his own eyes: the master's face changed. 


In the following years, the more Jing Lie grew up, the more he was like a monkey that could not sit still. 
Climbing trees, throwing stones, swimming, jumping rope ...... these requirements of physical strength 
and coordination of things, he just played with the neighbor's children for a while to learn. 


Pei Shiying knew that Jing Zhao had already made up his mind not to let Jing Lie learn martial arts. 
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All the people in the South China Sea Tiger Respect Sect knew that Jingzhao was determined to cultivate 
his only son, Jing Yue, to be the next head of the sect. Jingzhao had picked up Jing Lie's child because he 
wanted his son to have a family member as his second-in-command in the future. The name of his son 
was changed to "Yue" in the hope that he would surpass himself in the future - how could he allow his 
own son to be surpassed by a younger brother who is not related to him? 


--Jingzhao's selfishness is the reason why the South China Sea Tiger Respect Sect has been depleted in 
the past ten years. Over the years, there have been more than twenty disciples who have left the school 
out of frustration and resigned. The two senior uncles also left because they were dissatisfied with the 
style of the master brother, since then there is only Pei Shiying left in the Huzun School as a senior 
uncle. 


However, Jing Lie is also a Jing, so if he doesn't know even half of the martial arts of the Tiger Respect 
Sect, it would be a very strange thing in the eyes of outsiders. In addition to the many disciples who 
spoke up for the boy, it was only four years ago that Jing Zhao reluctantly accepted Jing Lie into his 
family. However, in addition to the day of worship, very casually passed on an opening ceremony, has 
not once taught him martial arts, only to leave him to the untalented Pei master brother custody, in 
order to be able to rest assured. 


——He underestimated Pei Shiying as a teacher. He also underestimated the child Jing Lie too much. 


"Hurry up and get dressed and come with me." Pei Shiying wrapped Jing Lie's hand, patted his shoulder 
and said, "Otherwise, it's really too late to get on the ring." 


"No way..." Jing Lie took out a green cloth towel from his waist and wrapped it around his hair. He 
smiled at his uncle and said, "| haven't warmed up yet..." 


Pei Shiying has been getting along with this nephew day and night, how come he doesn't know his 
temperament? Every time he smiles like this, it's when he's having some evil idea. 


Sure enough, Jing Lie's right fist, wrapped in a cloth belt, came towards Pei Shiying's face with one 
move! 


Pei Shiying's body is thin, naturally lacks the advantageous conditions like his senior brother "Rolling 
Thunder Tiger" Jing Zhao, did not take Jing Lie's punch, his body just dodged diagonally, and at the same 
time swung the wooden saber in his hand, teasing Jing Lie's forearm, attacking and defending in unison. 
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Jing Lie knew that his uncle loved to use this move, his arm did not retract, but only drew an arc to 
change the move, performing "empty hand into white blade", tiger claws to capture Pei Shiying's wrist 
holding the saber. 


Jing Lie's tiger claw only touched Pei Shiying's wrist, Pei Shiying has already responded by hitting his 
finger with the handle of the wooden saber; this counter-impact is not yet halfway, Jing Lie also changed 
his tiger claw into a palm, slapping the handle from the side to make Pei Shiying's saber out of his hand 


They just like this you and | exchanged hands, not to say it is a competition, but more like a game, both 
of them are fighting at the same time while smiling. Because they were too familiar with each other's 
habits and movements, many of the moves had not even reached the halfway point, or even just a 
movement of the shoulders or a shake of the waist, the other side knew which move, and had already 
reacted and counter-attacked in advance, and the result was that very often they did not even touch 
each other's bodies, as if they were fighting through the air. 


Although they did not really put all their strength into it, both of them were not slow in attacking and 
defending. Pei Shiying gradually began to lose the ability to keep up. Jing Lie knew the limit of his uncle 
and controlled his speed to accommodate him. 


--It was half a year ago when Jing Lie's martial arts surpassed Pei Shiying. 


Pei Shiying of course sensed that his nephew was accommodating him, so he changed his style of 
fighting, trying to use some strange moves that he rarely used on a regular basis, and sometimes he 
even showed signs of chaos to test Jing Lie's reactions. Jing Lie excitedly took them all, and their practice 
changed from attacking to giving and receiving. 


Pei Shiying's fighting style became more and more chaotic, and Jing Lie could no longer give in. He 
leaned down and rushed to Pei Shiying's armpits in one breath, holding his waist with one hand and his 
legs, causing the tall and thin uncle to fall off his center of gravity. 


It was already difficult to stand on this uneven high rock. Pei Shiying was startled, hugged Jing Lie's 
shoulders and neck, and shouted: "Okay! Idiot, you are about to fall..." 
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Jing Lie lifted his uncle off the ground, and then smiled and gently put him back on the rock until his 
uncle scolded him. 


After this round of "playing", Jing Lie's young and well-defined face was flushed with red color. The 
sunlight reflected from the waves was reflected in his clear pupils. Although his life has not yet really 
started, but everyone can see that this young man will grow into a heroic man. 


The happiest person, of course, is Pei Shiyin, who personally nurtured him into his current form. 


Jingzhao was not mistaken: his adopted son Jing Lie's talent was indeed extraordinary, and what was 
even more frightening was that his ability to absorb new knowledge and skills was even faster than 
paper absorbing water. 


However, even the most powerful genius will be buried at any time if he does not meet the most 
suitable teacher. 


Pei Shiying panted tiredly, sat down cross-legged on the rock, and placed the Yanling knife at his waist 
on his thigh. 


Pei Shiying was recognized as one of the worst disciples among the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect 
disciples of his generation. His body is thin, his bones are weak, and he is often easily injured during 
training. Except for his speed, he does not have any outstanding strengths - even his speed is not the 
fastest among his peers. The fact that he was able to endure the training and stay in the Tiger Respected 
Sect was quite a miracle in the eyes of his fellow disciples and even outsiders. 


--But not many things in the world are miracles. Especially for those without talent. 


People only saw how Pei Shiying barely kept up with Jingzhao's brothers, but they didn't see how hard 
he worked behind the scenes to keep up with them. Because of his lack of talent and physical fitness, he 
relied more on his eyes and brain: he opened his eyes wide to observe how others fought and practiced, 
and then tried his best to think. Sometimes he learns a move which is not suitable for him, but still he 
tries to think how to make it suitable; even if he can't use it in the end, he finds something new in the 
process of thinking. ...... 
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Pei Shiying is like a general whose troops are far inferior to his opponents for a long time. Perhaps he 
has never won a battle, but in the process of constantly avoiding defeat, he has developed his own art of 
war. 


Pei Shiying's special martial arts training experience has never made him a master; but when a teacher 
like him meets a student like Jing Lie, the effect is completely beyond Jing Zhao's imagination. 


"Don't try to imitate me." Pei Shiying told Jing Lie on the first day he taught him: "Don't try to be 
another me. Or another your father. Open your eyes and open your heart. Go and learn everything you 
see. Things worth learning. Then make them your own.” 


For those who are new to martial arts, this is originally a wrong learning method, and it can turn into 
self-confusion or greed for too much at any time; but for a special child like Jing Lie, it immediately 
reaches its maximum growth potential. Even Pei Shiying was surprised by the results achieved in just 
four years. 


After the death of Hong Tingrong, the master of Tiger Respect Sect in Nanhai, who was the father of 
Jingzhao and Pei Shiying, Jingzhao, who had the highest martial arts skill, took over the position of the 
master, but Pei Shiying could never forget that his master said to him on his deathbed: 


"Perhaps the rise and fall of the Tiger Respected Sect will be in your hands one day ....... 


Me? Pei Shiying shook his head incredulously. For many years afterward, he couldn't figure out why his 
master would say that. 


But seeing Jing Lie now, he began to understand. 


"Uncle, let's go." Jing Lie smiled and pulled Pei Shiying up. "I'm going to play." 


"Lie..." Pei Shiying looked at his nephew: "You... don't worry about it, right? This scene..." 
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Jing Lie took the wooden saber from Pei Shiying's hand, rested it on his broad shoulder, and looked out 
over the ocean to the southeast. That's the direction of his birthplace - of course, even Jing Zhao can't 
be sure if he was born in Lieyu. Maybe he was just carried there and abandoned? It is not even sure if he 
is a Han Chinese or not - there are many cases of local girls being raped by Japanese and left with a bad 
seed. 


"Liew... " Pei Shiying put on his shoulder: "This time, you just endure not to mess up, otherwise the 
master will drive you away. As long as you can stay, | firmly believe that in the future, the signboard of 
the South China Sea Tiger Respected Sect will be carried by you." Pei Shiying said to Jing Lie. 


Pei Shiying's expectation to Jing Lie was the same as what his master, Hong Tingrong, had told him years 
ago. 


Today is the first time that Jing Lie represents the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect in the ring since he 
joined the sect. 


But it was a battle that was bound to be lost. 


Without uttering a word, Jing Lie suddenly jumped to the rocks below, leaving his uncle behind, and ran 
along the coastline. 


That's the direction of the competition venue. 


OOOO 


Shi Yaowu, a disciple of the Ling Shan School, had stepped into the ring. This is a weapon battle, Shi 
Yaowu head, shoulders and chest and back are wearing leather armor, carrying a wooden single saber, 
dancing non-stop with all kinds of saber, not only to exercise the body, but also to show off to the 
audience around the ring. 


But the other corner of the ring is still empty. 
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Jing Zhao was drinking his fourth bottle of wine today, and the alcohol made his already violent face 
even more terrifying. None of the disciples on either side of the chair dared to make a sound. 


However, there was one person who was even more angry and anxious than Jingzhao, and that was Shi 
Qinglong, the headmaster of the Lingshan Sect. He glared at Jingzhao from his right side, his eyes clearly 
reproaching: "What the hell are you doing? Especially since his nephew was in the ring, he didn't want 
to mess up this sure victory. 


Jing Zhao caught a glimpse of Shi Qinglong's reproachful look and could only pretend not to see it. 


The spectators around the ring were also clamoring. The "Certificate of Life and Death" hanging on the 
wooden pillar at the edge of the stage was signed only by Shi Yaowu, while the place under "Jing Lie of 
the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect" was still empty. 


The martial arts world in the Quanzhou area has long been divided among the Ling Shan Sect, the Min 
Jiao Sect, the Fujian Di Tang Sect, and the Nanhai Tiger Respected Sect. Initially, the four sects did rely 
on their real ability to make a name for themselves in this kind of public competition, and after they 
became famous, in order to keep their reputation intact, they also cultivated and sent their disciples to 
fight on the stage; however, later, the four sects’ monopolization of the local martial arts community 
had become a trend, and in order to avoid vicious competition between the sects and the accumulation 
of enmity and grudges, the four sects gradually began to have a tacit understanding of the competition: 
if we win this battle, we'll send a less powerful disciple to save face for you in the next battle. 


Over time, this tacit understanding evolved into cooperation among the four schools, and every time 
they fought, they would negotiate and decide the winner of each fight. 


As the ring became a fake fight, the chances of disciples being seriously injured were reduced, and the 
pressure of competition among the four schools was lessened. This habit of agreeing on the winner and 
the loser started about twenty years ago and has become an undisclosed "rule" among the four major 
schools in Quanzhou until today. The so-called "competition in the ring" has been reduced to a show to 
maintain fame and face. 


--This kind of "fake fighting in the ring" has become a trend in many local martial arts circles. In any case, 
people who watch the fights are just trying to have a good time and get a little bit of excitement, so how 
can they see what's going on? Occasionally, some outsiders who can see it are bound to be members of 
the family, and they are naturally too embarrassed to speak up because of martial arts etiquette. 
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This spring, the Tiger Respect Sect of the South China Sea won two matches and drew one, but in this 
summer's tournament, they are bound to win one and lose three. The only victory today has just been 
given to Jing Yue, and the rest, including Jing Lie, will have to lose. 


However, if no one comes, there will be no defeat. At best, it's an "abstention". If we can't defeat the 
disciples of the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect in front of people, the defeat that Ling Shan Sect had paid 
for before would be in vain, wouldn't it? Shi Qinglong was very anxious. 


Shi Yaowu on the stage also began to pace uneasily. Naturally, he had known that he was the 
protagonist of his sect's victory today. The opponent was a kid who was more than ten years younger 
than himself, and was making his debut, Shi Yaowu had decided to fight harder to make it look like an 
easy victory. Now that this brat did not show up, he was even more determined that he would not have 
to hold back his wooden saber. 


Jingzhao was about to break another bottle of wine, but with half of the bottle still left to drink, he held 
back. 


This time, he had made an exception for Jing Lie to appear in the ring - and it was a scheduled defeat, 
just to test whether this righteous son was loyal and obedient or not. If his performance was good, Jing 
Zhao would consider teaching him some real martial arts. After all, the Tiger Respect Sect has a shortage 
of talent, so it's not a bad thing to have one more capable disciple who is also named Jing. Anyway, Jing 
Lie is so many years behind in learning martial arts and is eight years younger than Jing Yue, so it is 
impossible for him to catch up with his brother. 


--At most, when you teach him, you can keep a few of your best skills. ...... 


However, this kid has made the Tiger Respect Sect lose face in front of so many people. Jingzhao has 
decided to give up his son forever. 


"| don't want to wait any longer. He looked around and saw that his fifth disciple, Guan Weiqiang, was 
standing closest to him. "Weiqiang, you take the lead." 
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Kwan Wai Keung was dumbfounded for a moment, but he knew that it was hard to disobey his master's 
order, so he nodded his head. The brothers around him started to put on his leather armor. 


However, just after he had put on his breastplate, there was an uproar at the entrance of the martial 
arts arena. 


Jing Lie, still bare-chested, with his shirt on his shoulders and a wooden saber in one hand, ran bare- 
footed on the sandy ground, through the entrance of the bamboo hut decorated with colorful paper 
flowers, and straight in. 


Jingzhao finally saw this kid that made him worry for a long time, not only did not appear to be relieved, 
on the contrary, his face was more angry: dressed like this, simply like a wild monkey, what kind of 
behavior? 


Jing Lie didn't look directly at his adoptive father, he just smiled at the brothers, raised a thumb to 
indicate "I can do it", and without stopping for a moment, he ran straight towards the central ring. The 
audience at the front gave way to the passage and applauded him. 


Jing Lie ran to the edge of the stage, took advantage of the momentum and jumped up with both feet. 
He reached up and jumped onto the ring which was not much different from his height. Seeing his 
agility, people cheered again. The drummer at the corner of the stage also followed the fiery 
atmosphere and beat an exciting rhythm. 


Opposite him, Shi Yaowu placed his wooden sword on his shoulder armor and stared hard at Jing Lie in 
front of him. Shi Yaowu gritted his teeth when he saw that this boy who was thirteen years younger 
than him and a head shorter than himself was so arrogant. 


"Young Master Jing! Young Master Jing..." a voice shouted among the noisy crowd. 


Jing Lie looked over to the stage and saw that it was shopkeeper Li from the largest pawnshop in 
Quanzhou Prefecture, "Hengtong Zhahao", he has always been fair, so for more than 10 years have been 
invited to be the local "Fight to compare the art of" notary public. 
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Mr. Li, who was not very tall and could only show half of his head at the edge of the stage, reached out 
and raised a large brush with his hand. 


"Mr. Jing, you haven't signed the "life and death contract" yet!" 


Jing Lie walked over, but did not get out of the ring, just leaned down and took the brush, stood up 
straight and immediately waved his arm, slamming the brush towards the pillar hanging on the side of 
the stage where the Certificate of Life and Death was hanging. 


Jing Lie's hand moved, Jing Zhao has raised his eyebrows. 


--This technique is the unique rope dart throwing method of the South Sea Tiger Zun School! How did he 
do it? 


--That bastard Pei even taught him this? 


The brush flew and landed on the blank space under the name "Jing Lie" on the "Certificate of Life and 
Death", and then bounced back and fell down, leaving a smudge of ink that looked like flames and 
waves, and at the end, half of Shi Yaowu's signature was blotted out next to it. 


"I've signed it now." Jing Lie said with a smile. The certificate of life and death was only a few feet away 
from the edge of the stage, so it wasn't too difficult, but his gesture of throwing the pen and drawing 
the pledge was so graceful that the crowd cheered with excitement again. 


Shi Yaowu smiled instead of being angry. He came closer and said to Jing Lie in a low voice, "Did you 
make a mistake? If you are so pretentious now, it will look ugly when you step off the stage later." 


Jing Lie just smiled at him without comment. Shi Yaowu thought to himself: After a while, you won’t be 
able to laugh anymore. 
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At this time, Pei Shiying, Guo Chongyi and other three disciples appeared from the entrance of the 
competition ground. They met on the other side of the pier. Pei Shiying ran out of breath and led his 
disciples back to the Tiger Respect Sect's camp. 


Jing Zhao stared at his junior brother with sharp eyes for a while, then said nothing and looked at the 
ring again. 


"Stop procrastinating." Shi Yaowu shouted from the stage: "Go back to the stage and put on your 
armor." 


"I've been ready for a long time. Aren't you good enough?" Jing Lie still smiled playfully: "| don't need to 
wear it - | came here to beat people, not to be beaten." 


Jing Lie said this very loudly, and everyone in the four major sects at the other end of the flag formation 
heard it. 


Shi Yaowu was stunned. 


——This guy...does he really want to fight? ... 


Shi Qinglong, the head of the Lingshan Sect, was even angrier than before. He glared at Jing Zhao in the 
distance, and then winked at his nephew on the stage: 


——Whether this kid is real or fake, don’t hold back! 


Pei Shiying and all the Tiger Respect Sect disciples were very anxious, looking at Jing Lie on the stage and 
advising him violently with their expressions: 


--Don't mess up! Do you want to be expelled from the Tiger Respect Sect? ...... 
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Jing Lie, however, purposely did not look at this side of the ring and walked to the starting line painted 
with vermillion paint. 


Shi Yaowu originally thought it was a performance, but suddenly knew that it might turn into a real fight. 
He couldn't help but become nervous and his heart was pounding wildly. But he couldn't step down like 
this, so he had no choice but to stand behind his side of the line. 


When Mr. Li saw the two of them standing, he raised his hand to signal. The drummer at the corner of 
the stage beat hard. 


Before the sound of the drums stopped, Jing Lie ran out from the boundary line and raised his wooden 
saber towards Shi Yaowu! 


Jing Zhao was astonished: although Jing Lie was small and thin, he had excellent coordination between 
his hands and feet, and his saber moves were strong and solid, with a great deal of fire, fully 
demonstrating the essence of the South Sea Tiger Respect School's "Flying Empty Weight Saber 
Technique"! 


--Hasn't he only studied for four years? 


Only Pei Shiying, Guo Chongyi and a few other Tiger Respect disciples were not surprised: in the past six 
months, they had secretly competed with Jing Lie at their uncle's request, and all of them were 
defeated. This is the reason why they begged their master to allow Jing Lie to fight: this young disciple is 
absolutely extraordinary, and will surely shine the lintel of the Tiger Respect Sect of the South China Sea 
in the future. It would be a pity if they didn't give him more experience in fighting with outsiders before 
it was too late (even if it was a fake fight). 


--But now they regretted: Lie this kid, even so come for real! 


The strength of Jing Lie's "Flying Weight Saber" made Shi Yaowu no longer have any doubts, so he raised 
his wooden saber to meet him, bounced Jing Lie's knife away with a "bang", and then changed his move 
and stabbed Jing Lie directly in the face! 
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Shi Yaowu has already accepted this real fight, Jing Lie was so excited that he grinned and dodged this 
saber, at the same time, the wooden saber in his hand took advantage of the force of the rebound of 
the collision and turned back in the opposite direction, and then turned around to slice the second saber 
horizontally with his backhand! 


Shi Yaowu, after all, is the son and nephew of the sect's head, and is expected to be the future head of 
the Ling Shan Sect, his own martial arts is not weak, and he also held this backhanded saber with great 
energy. He is much older than Jing Lie, and his hand strength is naturally better than his. Jing Lie's 
wooden saber was bounced away again, and Shi Yaowu took the opportunity to turn the saber into a 
horizontal one, and chopped it to the side of Jing Lie's waist, but Jing Lie retreated and shrunk his body 
just in time, letting the saber tip swipe past his belly. 


Shi Yaowu took advantage of this offensive and used his "Fan-leaf Sword Technique" in succession, 
slashing three times in one go. But Jing Lie was nimble and agile, and his footwork was diagonal several 
times, and he dodged them one by one. 


In fact, Jing Lie's decision not to wear armor was not due to lack of courage, but rather after calculation: 
Although it was just leather armor, it still had a certain weight and tightly bound the body. Fighting 
wearing it would consume a lot of energy, he and Shi Yaowu body already has a gap, and then burdened 
with the same weight of the leather armor, it will be even more disadvantageous. If he is not flexible 
enough to fight, the fight will easily turn into a hard fight that is not favorable to him. Instead, if he 
doesn't wear the armor and uses his speed to decide the winner, the chance of getting hit by a saber is 
much smaller. 


Of course, Jing Lie also has to take the risk of being seriously injured if he is hit by a saber. 


--However, fighting is a kind of gambling. 


Every wooden sword strike that Shi Yaowu made with all his speed and strength just passed Jing Lie's 
body, and all the senior brothers in the audience were sweating for him. Only my uncle Pei Shiying 
became more and more excited as he watched. 


--Every saber Jing Lie saw very accurately, so he was able to avoid it with the smallest dodging 
movement. 
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Every time he dodged several sabers, Jing Lie returned a saber to Shi Yaowu to counterattack. Shi Yaowu 
tried to use his strength to knock Jingshi's saber away from his hand, but Jingli was able to use his wrist 
to withstand the shock of the saber's strike at the last moment, which cost Shi Yaowu extra strength. Shi 
Yaowu was unable to get his hands on him, so he anxiously attacked Jing Lie again, but Jing Lie, who was 
as skillful as a monkey, dodged them one by one. 


The crowd around the ring, usually watch the fight is actually a fake show, this is the first time to witness 
the exciting real fight, one of them focused on the dumbfounded, and unconsciously stopped shouting, 
the martial arts arena unexpectedly became quiet, only to hear the sound of the two people on the 
stage, every wooden saber exchanging blows. 


Ona normal day, Shi Yaowu's martial arts cultivation and experience should actually be slightly higher 
than Jing Lie's. But today he was just preparing to go on stage for a scheduled performance. He didn't 
practice well beforehand, and even drank some wine with a few juniors. After he went on stage, he 
suddenly knew that it was going to be a real fight. He had to change his mood to face the challenge, and 
his energy was unavoidable. Nervousness, which greatly affects skill performance and physical fitness 
@). After the two sides exchanged dozens of blows, Shi Yaowu's mouth gradually opened wider, and it 
was obvious that he began to use his mouth to help inhale. 


[Note @): For details on the relationship between combat psychology and physical fitness, please refer 
to "Lecture Notes of Dao Zhen Jian Tang, Part 20". J 


Jing Lie caught a glimpse of this phenomenon and raised the corner of his mouth. He knew his tactics of 
attrition were working. 


How could Pei Shiying not know his nephew's tactics? He also showed a smile similar to Jing Lie's in the 
audience. 


Shi Qinglong also noticed that his nephew's condition on the stage was not good, and shouted: "Sit 
down! Don't be anxious!" 


But it's too late. 


Jing Lie slashed vertically towards Shi Yaowu's head. 
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When he drew the sword, he already knew how Shi Yaowu would block it: he swept the sword across 
with all his strength, trying to sweep the sword off my hand. 


—Predict the enemy plane first. Whether practicing or fighting, you must use your head. This is the 
most valuable thing Master Pei taught him. 


As expected, Shi Yaowu's wooden saber swept across, as expected. And because of the exhaustion of 
physical strength, the power and speed of this saber has been weakened. 


--it's time. 


Jing Lie's straight chopping knife was halfway out, but he suddenly stopped moving forward. The 
muscles in his right chest, shoulder, and arm instantly contracted extremely solidly, and the joints were 
firmly locked, ready to receive Shi Yaowu's sweep with all his strength! 


Under the fierce exchange of blows, Shi Yaowu's wooden sword came to a halt. 


Jing Lie's left fist, which he had already prepared to send out, took advantage of this short pause and 
struck out with a "Five Thunder Tiger Fist" from bottom to top. The protruding middle finger knuckle 
accurately hit the knuckles of Shi Yaowu's right hand holding the saber! 


The sharp pain of cracked knuckles was like an electric shock that traveled up his arm and into his head, 
no matter how strong a man was, he could not withstand it, and the five fingers of his right hand 
involuntarily loosened the hilt of his saber. 


--This kind of martial art of hitting people's knuckles is entirely Jing Lie's own idea: facing an adult who is 
taller and stronger than himself, if he uses his bare hands to fight, hitting the chest, abdomen, waist and 
these big targets won't have any effect; if he wants to get close to hit the eyes, ears, throat, lower 
genitals and these vitals, his hands are not long enough.... ... After thinking it over, the safest and most 
effective way is to hit the opponent's fingers which are the farthest away and have the weakest bones. 
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--Of course, in order to hit the small, fast-moving fingers, not only does one need to be extremely 
accurate, but one must also find a way to make them slow down - just as they did just now. 


In a normal weaponry match in the ring, when one of the fighters lost his weapon and fell, the winner 
was already decided. However, the furious Shi Yaowu was not willing to let go of his right hand, as soon 
as his right hand took off his saber in pain, he reached out with his left hand and tried to grab Jinglie's 
left fist, in order to turn it into a close-quarter fight. 


If it was someone who was used to the rules of the ring, Shi Yaowu's surprise attack would have been 
effective; however, it was completely useless to Jing Lie, who was stepping into the ring for the first 
time. Jing Lie, whose whole body was on high alert, had already retracted his left fist, and at the same 
time, his right hand used the hilt of his saber to hit back at Shi Yaowu's outstretched fingers, cracking 
one of his tail fingers again! 


After all, Jing Lie was a young man at heart, and it was his first time fighting with an outsider, so he was 
able to fight so easily. In a moment of excitement, the knife in his hand changed, and the tip of the knife 
thrust out diagonally. 


Shi Yaowu felt a burning sensation on the left side of his head and face, and a cluster of blood splattered 
out of his right ear! 


On the other side of the flag array, a man stood up violently from his chair. He was not the head of the 
South Sea Tiger Respect Sect or the Ling Shan Sect, but the head of the Min Jiao Sect, Mr. Cheng Bin. 


This is because Jing Lie's saber move is not a saber move of the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect, but a 
common move of the Minjiao Sect's "Cloud and Wave Sword Technique", the "Silver Scale Wrestling 
Waves"! 


--Where did this brat learn it? 


The answer is very simple: before Jing Lie formally learned martial arts, he had already crowded among 
the adults to watch every "competition"; in the past four years of learning martial arts, he has watched 
more attentively and more truly. 
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To learn all that is worth learning, and then to make it his own - this was the teaching of his uncle. 


Shi Yaowu endured the severe pain between his ears and fingers, but still opened his arms and rushed 
forward to embrace Jing Lie. 


This was the first time since Shi Yaowu was twenty-eight years old that he had seriously fought to 
protect the reputation of the Ling Shan Sect. 


Jing Lie's wooden saber and fists had awakened his long-dormant soul as a martial artist. 


Jing Lie no longer smiled, his expression changed to one of respect. 


——Facing an opponent who knows how to fight back, respect means not giving in. 


Shi Yaowu's arms embraced, but the embrace was empty. Only to see Jing Lie has shrunk his body, his 
head is lower than the navel of his opponent, his left hand is supporting the ground, then his legs 
jumped up in the air, like scissors interlocked, clamped Shi Yaowu's waist! 


This time, it was the turn of Meng Xinggui, the head of the Fujian Di Tang Clan, to slap the handle of his 
chair angrily - this "hinging and scissoring leg" is the specialty of the Di Tang Clan! 


Jing Lie hooked one leg around Shi Yaowu's waist and placed the other leg against the bend of his knees. 
He then used his waist to exert force and scissored his legs. Shi Yaowu was tripped and fell backwards 
and lay down. Jing Lie followed closely. He rolled up and knelt with his right knee on Shi Yaowu's 
sternum, making him unable to move. At the same time, he turned the wooden knife into a reverse grip, 
raised it high above his head, and thrust it hard into Shi Yaowu's face—— 


"No!" Pei Shiying exclaimed in the audience. 


The sound of hard objects breaking. 
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What was broken was not Shi Yaowu's nose or facial bones. It was the floor of the ring next to his head - 
although the wooden knife could not penetrate the thick canvas of the table, it still penetrated the 
wooden board underneath. 


Jing Lie stood up and left Shi Yaowu, who was lying on the stage panting. 


The audience woke up from a dream and cheered at the fifteen year old Tiger Respected Sect boy. 


While receiving the thunderous cheers on the stage, Jing Lie remained expressionless. He turned around 
and stood towards the south, looking directly at the flag array filled with people from the four major 
factions. 


It was only then that he looked directly at the man who had picked him up from the rocky beach of Lieyu 
Island fifteen years ago for the first time. 


Jing Zhao and Jing Lie looked at each other from a distance, and their bodies were trembling violently. 
The bottle in his hand kept spilling out wine. 


No one knew that Jing Zhao was shaking like this because he was drunk? Are you angry because your 
adopted son disobeyed you? Or was he shocked because he witnessed Jing Lie displaying cultivation 
skills beyond his expectations? ... 


The midsummer sun still shines on this seaside arena. The competitions scheduled to be held today are 
only halfway through. 


But all the martial arts practitioners present seemed to have a clear feeling in their hearts: something 
had ended from this moment on. 


OOOO 


In the end, it was Master Pei Shiying who found him. 
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He was standing on the same cliff rock where he had swung 10,000 sabers against the ocean last night, 
wearing the same clothes he wore during the daytime fight. The wooden saber had long been left in the 
ring, and he was now leaning on a long object taller than himself, which he could not see in the 
darkness. 


He saw the light of a lantern from afar, approaching along the shoreline, and knew it must be his uncle. 


Crawling through the jungle at night and carrying the lantern in one hand was actually quite dangerous. 
Pei Shiying was already sweating when he reached Jing Lie. 


| said, "If you want to hide, find a new place," Pei Shiying said with a bitter smile. 


"Let me guess. Jing Lie did not smile, his eyes still did not leave the dark sea. "| have been expelled from 
the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect by my master. Right?" 


"You guessed wrong." Pei Shiying shook his head excitedly, "Even | guessed wrong. Yes, the entire Ling 
Shan Sect has come out to pursue the matter for violating the agreement of the competition. The same 
goes for the Min Kau Sect and the Earth Hall Sect. They also said that you had stolen their martial arts 
and wanted to find out what happened. There are almost two hundred people from the three sects 
surrounding our Tiger Mountain Hall, demanding that the Master hand you over." Pei Shiying's left hand 
is tightly clenched. 


Pei Shiying's left hand tightly gripped the hilt of his saber, which was wrapped in tattered cloth, at his 
waist. 


"But your master refused." 


Jing Lie unexpectedly turned his head and looked at his master's grave face. 


"Not only that," Pei Shiying said. Pei Shiying said, "He even kneeled down and kowtowed to the heads of 
the three sects to apologize for his sins, asking them to let you go. | have never seen him kneel and 
kowtow in decades. | haven't seen Jing Zhao, the Thunder Tiger, do that for anyone in decades." 
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In the light of the lantern, Jing Lie's eyes were bloodshot. 


"He asked the three factions to give you a chance. He asked the three schools to give you a chance to 
lose five matches in a row to their disciples. As long as you stay in the Quanzhou martial arts world." 


"Why?" Jing Lie struck the rock with a long object in his hand and shouted in agitation. 


His voice echoed among the rocks. He was already in tears. 


"Why did that fool do it?" 


"Do you know when Master Jing became an alcoholic?" Pei Shiying frowned. "It was when you were only 
two or three years old. Shortly after he decided not to let you learn martial arts." 


He faced the black ocean and sighed: "After all, your master is also a warrior. He must have lingering 
guilt in his heart for burying a child's talent for nothing." 


Pei Shiying looked at Jing Lie's tearful eyes, "And then today, you finally showed him in the ring: how 
ridiculous his own selfishness is to the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect and to the martial arts." 


The two of them stood on the rock in silence for a long time. The cold sea breeze was blowing, but they 
felt a warm fire burning in their chests. 


"What is the result?" Jing Lie asked. 


Pei Shiying shook his head. "They didn't agree. They said: You have broken the rules of the martial arts 
for more than 20 years. It is an unforgivable crime; you will be beaten up whenever you are seen in the 
future; and there will be no place for you not only in Quanzhou, but also in the whole of Fujian Province. 
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Jing Lie certainly understood why the three schools were so angry. It's not because of a defeat, and it's 
not because of stealing martial arts. 


It's because he, this brat, has single-handedly exposed their lies. 


"They also said ...... " Pei Shiying added: "If the Sect Master knows what to do, he should announce to 
your face that you will be expelled from the South China Sea Tiger Respected Sect, so that the three 
major sects and Tiger Respected Sect can be at peace with each other." "But ...... the Sect Master 
refused to do so. 


"But... Master refused?" 


Pei Shiying nodded heavily. 


"That means. ...... " Jing Lie tightened his gaze, "as long as | go back to the Tiger Respect Sect, the three 
major sects will have to start a war with us?" 


"Leave Fujian for a while." Pei Shiying said with sad eyes. Of course he couldn't bear to part with this 
nephew who had the same affection as father and son. "The world is vast, you will always find a place to 
stay. Or a better sect. The three major sects must have sent people to guard the main roads now. Your 
senior brothers and | will find ways to divert them away." 


As he spoke, he pulled out a small cloth bag from his lapel and tossed it to Jing Lie. 


Jing Lie took it and felt a heavy weight in his hand. It was silver. 


"We've given you the money to pay for your traveling expenses. Don't bring anything else." 


Jing Lie looked at the bag in his hand and remained silent for a long time, his throat feeling choked to 
the point where he could hardly breathe. 
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--They have all placed the future of the Tiger Respected Sect in my hands. 


"What are you still thinking about? Pei Shiying urged. "You can't go back. At least, not now." 


"Don't worry." Jing Lie tucked the cloth bag into the inside of his belt and said slowly to his uncle, "I 
never intended to go back to the Tiger Respected Sect after today's fight." 


Puzzled, Pei Shiying raised the lantern. Only then did he see what Jing Lie was holding in his hand that 
was even taller than him. 


The oar. 


Jing Lie pointed to the bottom of the cliff. Pei Shiying looked down and saw that a small boat was parked 
on the rocky beach at the bottom of the rock, on top of which there was already a pile of food and 
water, which seemed to have been prepared long ago. 


"It is only a place in Quanzhou, but the sects are so divided. | think that even beyond Fujian, the martial 
arts world in the Middle Kingdom is the same." Jing Lie explained, "It is impossible for me to hide my 
skills, and the other martial arts sects out there will not accept me as a stranger who carries skills to the 
masters. Then there is only one place for me to continue my pursuit of the martial arts." 


He raised his oar and pointed to the dark ocean in front of the east. 


Pei Shiying was stunned. Jing Lie had already thought of everything. He even advised Jing Lie not to go 
back to the Tiger Respected Sect. In fact, Jing Lie could not bear to stay here any longer. 


--This master nephew is much more mature than he thought. 


Pei Shiying looked at the coast below, it was so dark that he couldn't see his hand, it was very dangerous 
to go out to sea by a small boat under such circumstances; however, since the early years of the 
founding of the Fujian Province, the coast has been strictly enforcing the prohibition of the sea in order 
to prevent the Japanese from invading the country, there are military garrisons and inspection divisions 
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everywhere, so if you want to go out to the sea privately, you can't go out to sea unless you take a boat 
at night like this. 


"If I'm lucky, I'll run into a foreign merchant ship in the sea tomorrow afternoon. Jing Lie said, already 
using the oar as a cane, climbing down the rock. "If | am unlucky, | will run into Japanese pirates or 
bandits." 


Pei Shiying followed him and carefully climbed down to the rocky beach. 


Jing Lie didn't seem to be reluctant to leave and climbed up to the boat in one breath. Pei Shi-ying 
squatted down and untied the rope tied to the rock. 


After untying the knot, Pei Shiying could not let go of the rope and stared at his beloved nephew. 


"Come on. Throw it over." Jing Lie urged. 


Pei Shiying threw it. But not the boat rope. 


Instead, it was the goose-plume saber on his waist. 


Jing Lie caught the saber and froze for a moment. He knew how precious this saber was to his uncle: this 
saber was inherited from Pei Shiying's ancestor who was a military officer and had used it to kill pirates 
and made great achievements in war. 


"If you are unfortunate enough to run into a pirate ship, you can use it to drag a few people to the grave 
with you. Pei Shiying said with a smile. He really let go at this moment. 


"| will come back one day. Jing Lie's face was still young, but he said seriously, "And | will come back with 
a new martial art. | will turn the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect into the strongest sect in the world." 


"Leave the lofty words for when you can do it." Pei Shiying threw the rope onto the boat. 
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Jing Lie nodded his head without words. He pushed the oar under the water with both hands, and the 
boat started to sail away from the shore. 


Jing Lie couldn't stop paddling. Under Pei Shiying's watchful eye, he and the boat soon disappeared into 
the vast, boundless darkness. 


OOOO 


On this night, Jing Li decided that in order to thank his master for his kindness, he would change his 
name to "Jing Li" by taking the "Yi" under his surname "Pei". 


Four years after Jing Li's departure from the sea, the Fujian Expeditionary Army of the Wudang Sect, led 
by the Vice Master Shi Xing Hao, arrived in Quanzhou and annihilated the Tiger Respect Sect in the 
South China Sea, the Ling Shan Sect, and the Fujian Di Tang Sect. The Fujian Kau sect surrendered. Jing 
Zhao, Pei Shiying and all the disciples of the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect died in the battle. 


Five years later, Jing Li returned to China on a merchant ship of the Satsuma Clan of Japan, and then 
returned to Quanzhou by land, where he saw the graves of his master, his uncle, and his fellow disciples. 


After nine years of wandering overseas, he thought that his feelings for his masters had long faded. Until 
he saw the row of graves, Jing Li's mature body, which was already much stronger than when he left, 
collapsed and knelt down like losing strength. 


Ten fingers, in front of Uncle Pei's grave in the soil scratching bleeding. 


The great sorrow of annihilation. The regret of unfulfilled ambition. 


However, there was another equally strong emotion that almost overshadowed these sorrows: 
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It was an excitement that made his body tremble - when he realized that the Wudang Sect was a 
towering mountain in front of him, waiting to be challenged. 


He left Quanzhou for the second time. More than a year later, Jing Li was running on the roof tiles of 
Shao Ci Lane in the eastern part of Xi'an Prefecture, in the direction of the Ying Hua Pavilion in the city of 
Dachan. 


His greatest enemy and most important companion were not far ahead. 


--In order to fulfill the promise made ten years ago to his respected uncle, who was like a father to him. 
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The Great Taoist Alliance Sword Hall Lecture - 20 


A real life-and-death duel between martial artists, especially when using sharp-edged weapons, is often 
won or lost within a few moves, and the process is actually quite short. Some people think that martial 
artists only need to train short bursts of explosive power and that physical endurance is not important, 
but this is not the case. 


Fighting is not an ordinary sport because it involves a high degree of danger, even the threat of death or 
serious injury, and often occurs suddenly and unprepared. When caught in battle, the martial artist is 
subjected to unimaginable psychological pressure, which in turn seriously affects his physical condition. 


The anxiety and stress of being suddenly confronted with danger causes the body to develop a 
neurological response known as "fight or floght". One of the most important physiological changes 
resulting from this reaction is the secretion of large amounts of adrenaline, which stimulates the heart 
to race, the breath to catch up, and the blood vessels in the muscles to dilate. These natural 
physiological responses are designed to enable the body to respond quickly and strongly to danger 
(whether fighting or fleeing), but at the same time they consume a great deal of oxygen and energy ina 
very short period of time, resulting in rapid fatigue and weakness. Therefore, even a short fight can be a 
huge drain on physical energy. 


In addition, when the heart rate is rapid and there is a lack of oxygen, the fine motor skill of the limbs 
will be greatly reduced (e.g., it is very difficult to thread a needle on the horse after a long race), and 
some of the skills of martial arts that require precise coordination and hand-eye coordination will not be 
able to be utilized. This is why we see that some inexperienced martial artists, who are skillful in their 
routines on weekdays, are no different from the hooligans in the marketplace when it comes to a real 
fight, and this is exactly the reason. 


Unless they are already a veteran of hundreds of battles, otherwise you can only rely on weekday 
training to overcome the psychological and physiological effects of combat. There are two main ways: 
the first is to practice sparring with people, as much as possible to simulate the real fight, so that they 
are accustomed to the pressure of combat, gradually reduce or even paralyze the psychological adverse 
reactions. The second is to carry out high intensity physical endurance training, which not only 
strengthens the cardiorespiratory function and offsets the physiological effects of stress, but also makes 
the body and brain accustomed to the extreme fatigue state, but still able to support. 
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Modern special forces soldiers also have a kind of training, in long-distance running immediately after 
the live ammunition shooting, it is the use of running fatigue, simulating the psychological pressure of 
combat, which can be more aware of the close relationship between actual combat and physical fitness. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 45 Chapter 2: The Three Precepts of 
Wudang 


The Eastern Army of the Wulin Alliance, led by Yan Qingtong, were scattered around the hall of the 
"Ying Hua Pavilion" in a half-enclosed formation, facing the three Wudang disciples who stepped boldly 
in through the main door. 


None of them dared to take the lead. 


Chen Daixiu, Tang Liang and Fu Yuanba, exuding the unique ferocious aura of Wudang disciples like wild 
wolves, stepped into the room from the bright sunshine. Suddenly, it gave people the illusion that their 
bodies brought a shadow symbolizing death. 


Although the number of people on both sides was disproportionate, the atmosphere at this moment did 
not look like dozens of people surrounding three people, but rather like three people guarding the door 
to prevent those dozens of people from escaping. 


Chen Daixiu and the others seemed to completely ignore the people surrounding the hall, and only 
stopped when they reached the center of the hall. Fu Yuanba's upside-down saber was still stained with 
the blood of the martial arts guard he had just killed, dripping a line of blood on the ground all the way 
from the doorway. Many people couldn't help but turn pale at the sight of this momentum. 


Yan Qingtong rushed down from the upper floors to take a look, and saw that these three people had 
entered the hall without fear in the face of more than ten times as many enemies, and knew that they 
must be the elite of the Wudang School. 


He then looked at his own side: the eight surviving Heart Sect disciples, all suffered large and small 
wounds, half of them seem to have been unable to fight; dozens of other secondary sects, although 
some of them are more powerful, but the opponents are the famous Wudang disciples, whether they 
can withstand the enemy is really doubtful; as for the dozen or so of Zhenxi Dart Company masters 
gathered around them, how could Yan Qingtong not know how much they had at their disposal? It's 
usually useful for dealing with street bandits, but a duel at this level doesn't even need to be 
mentioned... 
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He estimates that the real difference in strength between the two sides is not as great as the apparent 
disparity in numbers; more importantly, this side of the martial arts alliance does not have the morale 
and conviction to unite and fight to the death. ...... 


Yan Qingtong now deeply regretted: he decided to split his army into two for the sole purpose of 
capturing Yao Lianzhou, thus dispersing the strength of the alliance. What is even more regretful that | 
want to slap myself twice is: how could | be so stupid as to enter this "Flower Pavilion" in person and put 
myself in a situation where | can't move forward or backward? 


His chubby body is sweating coldly, and his mind is thinking hard about what strategies can get out of 
the predicament in front of him. ...... 


--There is a way ...... there must be a way, as long as the good think ...... 


Many thoughts ran through his head several times. 


--| have worked hard until today, done so many things, arranged so many means ...... not to die here ...... 


He thought of all possibilities. Like making peace. Return Yao Lianzhou to the enemy here. After all, the 
opponent's number is small, and Yao Lianzhou is in such a situation. As long as they can get back the 
leader, they probably won't continue to fight... 


Thinking of this, Yan Qingtong has almost decided in his heart, and is about to speak to the Wudang 
disciples standing at the bottom of the stairs to beg for peace. However, at this moment, he suddenly 
turned to think of one thing: 


--Yao Lianzhou was poisoned by me. 


Not only did his senior brother Dai Kui know about this, but Dong Sanqiao and Han Tianbao of the Secret 
Sect seemed to have guessed it; Yan Heng in the room above might also be able to see it. Yan Qingtong 
thought, if he decided to let Yao Lianzhou go to make peace, the alliance would be broken, and he 
would lose his reputation as the person in charge, not to mention that those who were dissatisfied 
might reveal the poisoning to the Wudang Sect. ...... 
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--On the one hand, he will be spurned by his fellow martial arts practitioners who have formed an 
alliance. On the other hand, to the Wudang faction as an enemy ...... the consequences of this situation, 
Yan Qingtong do not even dare to think about. 


Yan Qingtong's heart became cold as he almost pushed himself into a place of eternal damnation. 


--To think ...... calmly think ...... again. 


At this time, he saw that one of his fellow disciples was still holding Yao Lianzhou's sword in his hand. He 
had a flash of inspiration in his heart, and took the "single-backed sword" in his hand. 


--To becalm...... can not be seen through. 


Making a confident smile can be said to be Yan Qingtong's greatest talent. He carried the "single-backed 
sword" and slowly walked down the stairs step by step. At this moment of life and death, he did his best 
to give out that fake demeanor, which infected even his own party, and the faces of the heroes of the 
various sects, which had originally changed drastically, were eased by the sight of him. 


Due to Yan Qingtong's previous instructions, more than a dozen bodyguards have been following him to 
protect him. He stood more than ten steps in front of the three Wudang disciples, showing them his 
sword without saying a word. 


When Fu Yuanba and Tang Lianghe saw that their master's sword had fallen into the enemy's hands, the 
original ferocious aura on their faces became stronger and stronger. Fu Yuanba had the most impulsive 
personality. He clenched his teeth angrily and raised the blood-stained sword to the sky, as if he was 
going to kill someone on the spot and seize the sword. But Chen Daixiu stretched out his hand to stop 
him. 


Fu Yuanba's gesture actually made Yan Qingtong's heart beat wildly. But he suppressed his breathing 
and seemed unmoved on the surface. He just looked silently at Chen Daixiu, who was standing in the 
center and was obviously the leader of the three. 
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Chen Daixiu, who looked gentle and elegant, had eyes as cold as ice. He looked up at the invisible 
second-floor room above the stairs, and then stared at Yan Qingtong. 


Although there was still quite a distance and there were several bodyguards in the middle, Yan Qingtong 
faced this sharp look and still felt that he was in strong danger of stabbing the opponent through the 
heart at any time. He tried his best to maintain a calm smile, and resisted not looking at the shining 
Wudang sword in Chen Daixiu's hand, and remained silent. He wants the other party to waver first. 


Chen Daixiu's eyes turned to the "single-backed sword" in Yan Qingtong's hand. Unlike Fu Yuanba and 
Tang Liang, he didn't even raise his eyebrows when he saw the master's sword. 


But my heart was actually full of blood. 


--The master has been captured by them? 


Chen Daixiu was still silent. Yan Qingtong couldn't help but speak first: "Guys, please leave here first and 
retreat two streets away. | will send someone to negotiate with your faction later." 


Yan Qingtong kept smiling when he spoke, so his voice was very soft. This was actually a cover-up. The 
reason was of course that he didn't want Yao Lianzhou and Fan Zong upstairs to hear what he said. 


The situation in that room was still undecided. He told this lie just to delay the current predicament first. 


——Just wait until Yin Yingchuan and the Western Army of Yuanxing come to support! 


Yan Qingtong had previously made many arrangements to delay the arrival of the Western Army, but 
now he wished they were at the door right away. 


Hearing Yan Qingtong's words, Chen Daixiu sneered. 
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Yan Qingtong was startled. "You can't understand what I'm saying, right?" He raised his sword and said, 
"You're already too late." 


This time it was Chen Daixiu's turn to smile. 


"Junior Brother Fu..." Chen Daixiu turned slightly and said to Fu Yuanba on the left: "These outsiders 
don't seem to understand our Wudang sect very well. How about you read the three major Wudang 
precepts to them?" 


Fu Yuanba nodded and laughed loudly, took a long breath, and read loudly with a full and majestic 
voice: 


"One. All my Wudang sect disciples should devote their souls to the path of cultivation, work tirelessly 
day and night, without thinking about life and death, so as to reach the pinnacle of martial arts 
together! 


Two. If you encounter anyone who blocks your path or seeks a fight, you must have a heart that is 
fearless and ruthless, as it means that even if they are gods, Buddhas, demons, and phantoms, you will 
do your utmost to kill them, so as to prove that our Wudang is invincible! 


Three. See no lure of fame, wealth or fortune, hear no pressure from authority, and seek the Way of 
Heaven and Earth without hindrance! 


The "Three Commandments of Wudang" resounded throughout the hall of "Yinghua Pavilion". Every 
word seemed to be shouting in people's ears, and even their hearts were shaken by it. 


"Do you understand?" Chen Daixiu continued, "We Wudang disciples will not be coerced by you. If Sect 
Master Yao is really in your hands, if you want to kill him, just kill him." 


He coldly scanned everyone in the hall. 


"But after you kill him, none of you will be able to leave here alive." 
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Yan Qingtong's heart was shaken. But he tried to maintain his expression and shook his head in laughter, 
"| don't believe your lies! You came all the way to Chang'an, didn't you want to protect him? He's your 
Head Master, will you watch him die?" 


"As long as things are not hopeless, we still have to do our best." Chen Daixiu replied in a tone that 
sounded like a lesson, "But doing one's best is not the same thing as going against one's beliefs. If 
Master Yao were to die here today, there is nothing we could do about it. There will be another Master 
of the Wudang Sect." 


Once Yan Qingtong heard these words, the calmness that he had been trying so hard to maintain melted 
away, and his facial muscles twisted into a kind of unbelievable shock. 


He finally realized the truth: all deceptions and calculations in the world have their limits, and there are 
always times when they don't work. 


--Especially when you're dealing with a bunch of crazies who don't care about the common sense of the 
world. 


"Let's do what you just said." Chen Daixiu said coldly, "You guys get out first. Get back two streets away. 
There is no need to negotiate, the future matters will be dealt with by the Head Master of our sect." 


OOOO 


The five people in the room on the second floor were silent. 


The Xinyi disciple who was originally guarding the door of the room hurriedly retreated for some reason. 
Only Yan Heng and Tong Jing were left in the room to confront Yao Lianzhou. In front of the window 
behind, there was an additional Fan Zong who came back to help. Yan Heng was faintly visible. He was 
surrounded by two Wudang masters. 


In fact, Yan Heng held the power over his life and death. Yao Lianzhou was still unable to stand up again 


from his chair, the " Still Life Sword " on his right hand was hanging down on the ground and he was 
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unable to lift it up, and the gasping breath in his chest was still strong. What's even more frightening is 
the cold sweaty face, the layer of gray appeared even deeper. Yin Xiaoyan behind him looked as worried 
as hell and kept wiping his sweat with her sleeve. 


Fan Zong on the other end was not much better. Needless to say, he was seriously injured in many 
places. His strength had been exhausted from the fierce battle just now, and he only had one "Mourning 
Door Nail" in his hand. At this moment, Yao Lianzhou was sitting slumped in front of Yan Heng's sword 
less than five feet away. If Yan Heng was to kill him, Fan Zong was not sure whether he could stop him. 


But Fan Zong remembered Yan Heng sparing him from death on the roof of the house. 


There was also that clear and innocent look in his eyes. 


--This kid will not kill the Headmaster today. 


Fan Zong knew that the Headmaster had made the same judgment. Otherwise, when he entered 
through the window just now and was about to shoot a concealed weapon, the Headmaster would not 
have stopped him. 


Although Yan Heng had the advantage, he did not have a proud expression on his face. He knew that if 
these two enemies were not wounded and poisoned, he would not have been spared - it was not the 
style of the Qingcheng Sect to be complacent even after taking a big advantage. 


His "Still Life Sword" and "Tiger's Blade" were not returned to their sheaths, and the sharp blades of his 
swords were still on his chest, the stance protecting Tong Jing. 


Although Tong Jing was touched, on the surface she refused to show any weakness, and behind her back 
she had another simple iron sword, although it was only a blunt, bladeless sword for practice, she still 
pulled it out and put it in her hand, and was also on guard in the direction of Fan Zong. 


Although Yao Lian Zhou was tortured by the poison to the point where his body was cold and hot, he 
couldn't help but smile at the sight of such an interesting young swordswoman. 
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Only then did Fan Zong have a chance to take a closer look at Yan Heng, and then said to the 
Headmaster, "| heard those guys talking, this kid is from the Qingcheng Sect. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded slightly, "| see that." 


Fan Zong stared at Yan Heng's eyes and said, "The disciples of the Qingcheng Sect are indeed more 
talented. 


Yan Heng was enraged when he heard this, not only did he not think it was a compliment, he thought it 
was a Satire - the one who said this was no other than the disciple of the Wudang Sect who had 
destroyed the Qingcheng Sect. 


--He did not know that Fan Zong's remark was not a mockery, but a sincere one - Fan Zong had known 
another Qingcheng disciple, Hou Yingzhi, who had taught him to appreciate him at Wudang Mountain. 


Yao Lianzhou took a deep breath before he could raise the " Still Life Left Sword " in his hand slightly, 
and asked Fan Zong, "Recognize ...... this sword?" 


Fan Zong looked at it, then looked at the "Still Life Right Sword" in Yan Heng's hand, and nodded: 
"Soldier's Crow Road" Hu Yan Da's sword." He looked at Yan Heng with fierce eyes and added, "One of 
the disciples of the expedition to Sichuan." 


"Uh-huh." Yao Lianzhou responded in a low voice, but in his heart he was puzzled: How can this young 
disciple of Qingcheng Sect kill our Soldier's Crow Road's elite? ...... 


Just then, a very strong voice came from downstairs: 


"Every disciple of my Wudang sect should send their marrow to their cultivation path...". 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing both raised their eyebrows. Fan Zong laughed. Yao Lianzhou closed his eyes. 
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"If you encounter anyone who blocks your path or seeks a fight, you must have a heart that is fearless 
and ruthless, as it means that even if they are gods, Buddhas, demons, and phantoms, you will do your 
utmost to kill them, so as to prove that our Wudang is invincible!" 


This "Second Commandment of Wudang" was clearly transmitted into Yan Heng's ears. Each and every 
word was so piercing to the ears. 


--If you encounter any obstruction, you must ruthlessly kill them to prove that Wudang is invincible. 


The scenes of Ye Chenyuan killing He Zisheng and the black-robed Wudang people massacring 
Qingcheng's masters and disciples were as vivid as if they were still there in an instant. 


Yan Heng's dual swords trembled slightly in his hands. 


"Our reinforcements have already arrived. If you don't want to die, you should leave now." Fan Zong 
laughed and said, stepping aside a few steps to make way for the window: "For the sake of what 


happened just now, I'll do you a favor....... 


Fan Zong's words stopped abruptly, and his smile disappeared. 


Because he saw: Yan Heng's face, which was originally pure and innocent, had become like a fierce 
beast. 


--A beast enraged by hatred. 


Now Fan Zong could no longer be sure whether the Sect Leader would die under Yan Heng's sword 
today. He was secretly building up strength in his hand, preparing to fire the "Death Nail". 


"The tip of the Tiger's Spike was pointed at Yao Lianzhou's heart and chest. 


Yao Lianzhou still looked calm. 
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But Yin Xiaoyan behind him looked even more terrified than before - because she had seen Yan Heng's 
expression. 


Even Tong Jing was shocked to see Yan Heng now. For the first time, she realized the depth of Yan 
Heng's hatred. 


At that moment, a loud bang came from the roof of the house again. 


This time, it was the sound of sabers clashing violently, followed by another one. 


The sound seemed to have awakened Yan Heng from a state of delirium. 


He slowly lowered his Tiger's Blade. 


Yan Heng knew to whom one of the two sabers above him belonged - it was undoubtedly Hu Linglan 
who was able to deliver such a powerful attack. 


--And her opponent sounded like he was on par with her. 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing beside him. 


--At this moment, the safety of his companions is more important than revenge. 


He also remembered what Brother Jing had once said: "If you encounter Wudang's Tai Chi masters, you 
might as well run away. "In order to become stronger in the future, it is not shameful to survive." 


Yan Heng returned the Tiger's Blade to the scabbard behind his waist, released his left hand, and held 
Tong Jing's palm as he walked in the direction of the window. 
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Only then did Fan Zong breathe a sigh of relief and took two more steps to the side. 


Yan Heng stared hard at him as he walked by, then looked back at Yao Linzhou and said coldly, "Don't be 
mistaken. You are not selling me a favor. |, a disciple of the Qingcheng Sect, Yan Heng, have nothing to 
do with your Wudang Sect. The only reason | won't kill you today is that | don't want to take advantage 
of you." 


He gazed into Yao Linzhou's eyes. 


"One day in the future, | will defeat you all in a dignified manner, and clear up the blood debt of Mount 
Qingcheng." 


Yao Lianzhou nodded. 


"Anytime." 


Yan Heng turned his head back and pulled Tong Jing towards the window. 


Tong Jing felt a little pain in her palm. Yan Heng's grip on her hand was very tight because of his 
agitation. But she didn't break away. 


She only felt that she wanted to share the pain and excitement with him. 


"Wait a minute," Yao Lianzhou suddenly said, and then with all his remaining strength, he threw the Still 
Life Left Sword in his hand to Tong Jing. Tong Jing bit the iron sword he was holding between his teeth 
and released his right hand to catch the Still Life Sword. 


"I said ...... that this sword is borrowed." Yao Lianzhou said after coughing a few times because of the 
force he used. 
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Tong Jing took both swords back to the sheath behind her back. She did not thank Yao Lianzhou, but 
instead put on a cold face - this Wudang master was Yan Heng's greatest enemy, so she naturally shared 
the same grudge and refused to show him any kindness. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at Tong Jing's back and remembered something that had happened not long ago: 
when Tong Jing had just fallen down from the broken hole above, he had performed the "Tai Chi Fist" of 
capturing and seizing the sword on her, and she had even responded with a return sword attack. 


--She shouldn't have been able to see me. But she actually saw my movements ...... and that reaction 


--ls she deliberately hiding and restraining her martial arts? Or is there another reason? ...... 


Before Yan Heng and Tong Jing left through the window, Tong Jing suddenly reached out and pulled the 
white robe of the Wudang master that was written in big letters under the window and rolled it up to 
her waist. She also turned back to Yao Lianzhou and Fan Zong and made a grimace before following Yan 
Heng out. 


OOOO 


At the sight of the glittering Wudang longsword and the sharp silver-white tip of the spear, all the 
passersby in the streets and lanes were in panic and screamed in fear. 


Jiao Hongye and Li Dong, two disciples of Soldier's Crow Road, followed Zhao Kun, a fellow disciple of 
Soldier's Crow Road, from the narrow alleyway, without any reservation in their footsteps. 


Brother Gui Dan Lei was risking his life to defend Shao Ci Lane against the enemy's western army of 
nearly a hundred men, and only then did he give them the time to do so. They must make every effort 
to go to the Flower House as soon as possible to rescue the Headmaster. 


"Don't make a wrong turn!" While Li Dong was panting, he still roared at Zhao Kun, "If we don't save the 
Headmaster in time, I'll kill you! 
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In the middle of the sentence, the three of them were running out of a street. 


"Watch out! Zhao Kun shouted to interrupt him, and at the same time, he dashed away with his light 
kung fu steps. 


They hurried along at full soeed without looking before crossing the street, thinking that the worst thing 
they could do would be to run over one or two passers-by. 


However, they didn't expect to meet a horse at the intersection of the street, which was also galloping 
across the street with all its hooves free! 


Li Dong is the elite of the Wudang School, and at the last moment, he accelerated across the street with 
a sharp stomp of his hind foot, and the horse's head almost touched his clothes, which was extremely 
dangerous. 


Jiao Hongye, who was running behind Li Dong, on the other hand, stopped his body in time, allowing the 
horse to pass by with less than half a foot in front of him. 


As the horse passed between them, Li Dong was furious, and with a sudden urge to kill, he turned his 
body and threw a "horseback shot" at the back of the rider in the saddle! 


--Wudang's precept is that anyone who obstructs the way will be killed without pardon! 


The rider did not even look back, but let go of the reins with his left hand, and with a flash of lightning 
reached back, opening a black object in his hand, which blocked the sharp thrust of the spear, and made 
a clash of iron and gold! 


Li Dong was stunned. 


--It is a strong enemy! 
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The horse galloped a few paces further, and the rider reined it in violently. He did not turn the horse's 
head, but only took his feet out of the stirrups, and turned his buttocks in the saddle to sit backward, 
with his left leg curled up on the horse's buttocks, sitting in a dashing manner, with a very good balance. 


Li Dong and Jiao Hongye set up their blades while taking a closer look at the rider: it turned out to be an 
old man wearing a hat, with gray hair and wrinkles; he was armed with swords and knives, with a pair of 
Laotian claws clasped in front of his chest; and in his left hand, which was wearing iron armor and 
gloves, he was holding a black iron fan that had been opened, which had been used to block the gun just 
now. 


The iron fan is not lightweight in any way, but the old man only used his wrist to shake it, but it is really 
like a scholar holding a paper fan to sling it up one by one. However, this old man is covered with killing 
weapons, how can he be half of the scholarly spirit? 


The old man's eyes were hidden by the shadow of the hat, Li Dong and Jiao Hongye could not see his 
eyes and eyesight. 


But they can clearly feel that they are being stared straight at by the old man. A strong invisible 
pressure. 


The old man used his iron fan to raise his hat, finally revealing his eyes and expression. 


He was almost shot through the back of the heart by the person who blocked him, but the old man 
didn't show any anger, but instead laughed. 


The old but still shining eyes revealed a strong ambition to win. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 46 Chapter 3 Bagua versus Taiji 


What is a "master"? 


Yin Yingchuan of the Bagua Sect is known as "The Moon in the Water". 


He is convinced that he is a master. 


Having practiced martial arts for forty years, and having come from one of the most prestigious schools 
in the world, Yin Yingchuan knows exactly how the first "masters" in the martial arts world were born. 


For those few who were born with extraordinary physique and nerves, they were born with the talent to 
fight; or they had very special qualifications to learn martial arts, and although their masters were 
mediocre, they were able to create their own unique set of martial arts that were far superior to those 
of their predecessors; or they were born because of rare encounters, such as those who have been 
soldiers and survived in brutal and unusual wars, and gained from the bloody experience of countless 
murderous battles. Here, he summarizes and creates his own martial arts method... 


However, regardless of the above, in the martial arts world, without the background of the sects or the 
past achievements of ancestors to support, in order to become the world's recognized "masters", there 
is only one way: to prove their own strength with the actual achievements. 


--Or to put it more simply, there is only one word: fight. 


Yin Yingchuan's bagua school is no exception. In the former Mongol dynasty, in order to prevent the Han 
people from rebelling, the Mongols strictly prohibited the practice of martial arts and the possession of 
weapons, and those who violated the prohibition were either rebels or gangsters, so there was almost 
no such thing as a" Wulin'". The present-day martial arts scene was created only in the last hundred or 
two hundred years after the founding of the present dynasty. 


Rong Zhanhe, the founder of Bagua sect, was a person from the Hongwu period, and his deeds and 
inheritance cannot be examined in detail. However, several of his famous descendants experienced 
many challenges and competitions in the chaotic martial arts world at that time, and fought with hard 
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skills with fists, palms and swords. Famous, he became a famous martial arts master in Jiang and Anhui. 
The title "Baguamen" was not named until the third generation. 


[Note (): Hongwu was the founding year of Ming Taizu Zhu Yuanzhang. J 


An unknown martial artist with nothing to prove becomes a recognized master based on his 
achievements; a master creates a sect and teaches it, and then becomes a famous sect. It is natural for 
an individual's power to transform into a group's reputation. 


But it was at this time that the definition of "master" changed. 


As the saying goes, "A master teacher produces a master pupil", the disciples of masters must not be 
bad; but what about the next generation? Techniques can still be passed on without fail, but it is not 
easy to pass on the valuable combat experience and mindset of one's ancestors. The first generation of 
disciples may still be able to obtain the true tradition, but in the next generation, this knowledge is no 
longer gained through personal experience, and gradually becomes hypothetical and imaginary. ...... 


Of course, successive generations of disciples can also accumulate their own combat experience. But the 
problem is: the famous sects themselves already have a reputation that outsiders do not dare to offend, 
so there are actually very few people who dare to challenge the disciples of the famous sects; the other 
big sects will not easily start a war because of the etiquette of the martial arts world. 


As a result, the chances of fighting with outsiders in a famous sect are far less than that of an unknown 
martial artist from a small sect. Of course, there are always tests between fellow disciples within a sect, 
but how can that be compared to a real life-and-death fight, or an all-out competition with the sect's 
reputation on the line? 


This is exactly what Yin Yingchuan has been struggling with for years. 


The headmaster of the Huizhou Bagua Sect's headquarter is a famous member of the clan; he is the 
brother-in-law of the current headmaster; and he has taught many famous disciples over the past 40 
years of hard training....... The outside world of the martial arts world, once they see these 
qualifications, will undoubtedly classify Yin Yingchuan as a real first-class master. He himself enjoys this 
honor. 
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But deep down in his heart, the chief swordsman of the Bagua Sect still couldn't be satisfied. 


Yin Yingchuan is a person who is very honest to himself - everyone who wants to practice martial arts 
well must be honest with himself. 


He knows very well: there is no clear standard line that can be crossed by a true "master"; nor is it just 
an identity recognized by the world. But a kind of "heart": 


At any time, under any circumstances, and against any enemy, you have the confidence to defeat them. 


Yin Yingchuan believed very much that he had such ability. 


--But believing is one thing. "Proving" it is another. 


After learning martial arts for forty years, Yin Yingchuan has not had the opportunity to prove himself. 
Precisely because of his reputation as a Bagua Sect, he has only had three opportunities to fight to the 
death with others over the years, and has killed six people. And they are not evenly matched opponents. 


A person who firmly believes that he has extraordinary strength, but has no chance to prove it, can 
imagine the great distress - especially when you are fifty-two years old and there is only one downhill 
slope ahead of your martial arts career. 


Yin Yingchuan was indeed angry when he learned that the Wudang sect violated the rules and principles 
of the world's martial arts world, launched four challenges to eliminate various sects, and defeated Du 
Yanfeng, a disciple of the Bagua sect in the imperial competition. But at the same time, he had to admit 
that he was secretly grateful to Wudang. 


--Finally, there was a last chance! 


Right now, right here, this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity is right in front of him. 
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Fifty-two years old today. On the narrow street of Shaoci Alley in Xi'an Province. Blocking the center of 
the road is this Wudang disciple with the body of an orb. 


At all times. No matter what the situation. No matter what kind of enemy. 


Knock him down. 


This is undoubtedly the most important battle in Yin Yingchuan's life so far. Become the master you 
believe in. Or forty years of training in vain. 


The huge Bagua sword was unsheathed two inches. The slanting sunlight reflected the blade's color 
brilliantly. 


Gui Danlei on the opposite side was still in the calm "Tai Chi" open palm stance, unmoved by the light of 
the blade. 


The pressure Gui Danlei was under at this time was actually no less than that of Yin Yingchuan, or even 
more. 


Defending this Shao Ci Lane and resisting many enemies for the leader is certainly a top priority; but for 
the Wudang Clan, the safety of the leader is not the most important thing. 


In the face of foreign enemies, there is no return until victory is achieved - this is the first and foremost 
responsibility of a Wudang disciple. 


Not long ago, at Qiaozikou, Soldier's Crow Road disciple Shang Shilang was defeated by a Shaolin monk. 
If Wudang were to lose a second battle here, it would be an unimaginable shame. Gui Dan Lei would 
never let that happen. 
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--Not to mention the fact that Wudang disciple Chu Lantian had already defeated Bagua Sect's jinyi 
guards in the Beijing imperial contest; as the chief of Zhengui Dao, who was of a higher rank than Chu 
Lantian, and facing Bagua Sect, how could he lose the honor that his disciple had won back to the other 
side? 


Yin Yingchuan seeks, is to prove their own "master" strength; but what a Wudang disciple seeks is more 
than "mastery" - it is "invincibility". 


--In order to achieve the most lofty ideals, one must endure pressures beyond the imagination of mere 
mortals. 


Gui Dan Lei's frame appearance although calm, but inside the blood surging, the mind is immersed ina 
great excitement and anxiety, the orb-like body is also due to the blood filling and more bulging two 
points, he felt a powerful energy is about to explode from the body. 


--He suppressed it and channeled it. Only at the perfect time. 


--Relaxation on the outside and expansion on the inside. The ideal combat state of "Taijiquan". 


Gui Dan Lei inhaled deeply, filling his dantian. His lion-like face radiated an imposing demeanor. 


Yin Yingchuan's five fingers were clenched on the handle of the single sword, and his knuckles were 
slightly white. His current state of physical and mental excitement was similar to Gui Danlei's. 


Staring at his opponent, who was ten years younger than him, Yin Yingchuan was secretly grateful to the 
Heaven. 


"None of you can make a move without my order," he said to the Bagua Sect disciples standing in the 
alley behind him, as well as to the Western Army's various factions. 


At that moment, the windows of the second floor of the two schools on both sides of Shao Ci Lane were 
opened one after another. Many students and teachers, old and young, were all looking down in front of 
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the windows, and some were still holding books in their hands. They were all attracted by the 
commotion of the heroes and opened the window to watch. They were shocked to see this scene of one 
man guarding the alley against hundreds of people, and there were many swords, guns and weapons. 
Every scholar had his mouth half open and could not make a sound. 


Suddenly there were hundreds of pairs of eyes watching the battle, and the two masters facing each 
other did not waver at all. They had given their full attention to each other. 


The Bagua Sect disciples who had been standing behind Yin Yingchuan suddenly felt the sharp aura 
emanating from their uncle's body and took a few steps back. 


--They all knew that the "Water Slicing the Moon" was not a small thing to pull out a saber and strike. 


Gui Dan Lei could also feel Yin Yingchuan's murderous aura about to be unleashed. 


His open palms moved slightly upward in response. Although his palms, which had received countless 
weapons of various colors, were covered with scars, the latest one was five years old - in the five years 
since Gui Dan Lei had completed his "Tai Chi Fist", no blade had ever harmed his palms. 


But Yin Yingchuan was also convinced that there was nothing in the world that his saber could not cut 
open! 


His black and white eyebrows furrowed together, hissing between his teeth, and his body immediately 
mobilized. 


Yin Yingchuan dashed forward with his feet almost on the ground, never showing the soles of his feet in 
each step, and approached the enemy with minimal movement. At the same time, his saber was not 
fully sheathed, but was dragged backwards behind him. The footsteps explode a moment earlier than 
the saber moves. 


--The footwork is the essence of the Bagua Sect's martial arts. 
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Gui Dan Lei stared at Yin Yingchuan's chest with eyes like bronze bells, measuring the distance between 
them. 


The narrow terrain of Shao Ci Alley is not conducive to horizontal attacks. Gui Dan Lei estimates that Yin 
Yingchuan's five-foot-plus giant eight trigrams saber can only be used as a forward thrust, vertical chop 
or upward teasing from the bottom of the three centerline attacks. Gui Dan Lei immediately prepared a 
response to these three sabers in his mind. 


--Come on! Show me how the Bagua Gate sabers really work! 


Yin Yingchuan ran forward two steps before his right hand pulled the hilt of his saber along with his 
steps, and the wide and long frosty blade was sheathed like a white rainbow. With the strength of his 
steps, Yin Yingchuan raised the huge saber to his right shoulder with one hand, and made it into a bow 
chopping position. 


--It was a straight chop. 


Gui Dan Lei's palms were ready to parry from above. 


But Yin Yingchuan's stance changed halfway, and when he stepped out with his right foot, the tip of his 
foot clenched inward. The original straight line of running forward was instantly transformed into a turn. 


The saber on his right shoulder dropped flat at the same time, changing from straight to horizontal. 


Gui Dan Lei's eyes tightened. 


--No! It was a horizontal chop! 


Yin Yingchuan did not extend his arm to launch the saber, instead he held the saber in his arms, the back 
of the saber was stuck horizontally on his right shoulder; at the same time, his footwork caused his body 
to rotate, and his shoulder pushed the back of the saber, and the huge saber chopped out horizontally 
against his body! 
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The angle of the saber was beyond Gui Dan Lei's expectation, so he didn't dare to catch the saber 
hastily, and immediately pulled his right foot back a big step to avoid the blade first. 


Yin Yingchuan used this horizontal slash in the narrow alley. Although the sword strike was very close to 
the body, the Bagua knife was too huge, and the first few inches of the tip of the knife still cut into the 
earth wall on the right side of the alley. Yin Yingchuan's sword was slashed out with the whole force of 
his feet, waist and shoulders. The sword was powerful and the sword itself was extremely thick. The tip 
of the sword broke through the bricks and earth of the wall, just like hot steel meeting ice and snow, as 
if nothing had passed through it. The blade slashed out with a tragic arc on the wall, and its power was 
not hindered even a bit! 


This move is a variation of the Bagua Sect's "Night War Old Eight Sabers" fourth style "Sundown Wind 
Cutting Grass Turning Circle Saber", using the shoulder instead of the arm to launch the saber, and its 
momentum is as fast as a fierce wind, the blade hijacked by the fragments of the earth wall, only swept 
horizontally in front of Gui Dan Lei's body! 


Gui Dan Lei stretched out his left hand to protect his eyes, to prevent the sand and stones that flew 
along with the saber from shooting into his eyes. This prevented him from taking advantage of Yin 
Yingchuan's saber to counterattack. 


Out of sight. But he felt the second knife coming again. 


Yin Yingchuan's body has completed half a turn, back toward Gui Dan Lei instant, left foot immediately 
to his own back diagonally stepped out, and again does not show the soles of the feet of the strange 
"eight trigrams step". As soon as he stepped on the ground, the center of gravity of his body 
immediately tilted forward and shifted to his left leg, and his upper body followed his step and the 
residual force from the spinning just now, and then he turned around again, with the back of his saber 
still attached to his right shoulder, and the same " Sundwind Cutting Grass", with an almost perfect 
angle, he once again cut through the earth wall and struck out horizontally! 


Yin Yingchuan's spinning saber stance was as if his body and saber were combined into a gyroscope with 
sharp blades, constantly spinning and forcing his way towards Gui Dan Lei, with not a single gap for 
anyone to seize to stop him. 
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--There is no gap, that is the same as "must win". 


Behind him, Ding Junqi and other Bagua sect disciples were beaming with joy. The imperial competition 
a few months ago had greatly damaged the reputation of the Bagua Sect. In this Guanzhong battle, 
Uncle Yin personally took part in the battle to regain a fight with Wudang. 


Guidan Lei retreats again. How could Yin Yingchuan give him a chance to breathe? Followed by the right 
foot on a buckle step, also do the cooking bowl, the third "Xunfeng cut grass" from the right to the left 
spinning body chopping. Riding on the rotational force of the first two sabers, this third saber 
accelerated even more, and where the saber swept through, it was one inch closer to Gui Dan Lei! 


Yin Yingchuan, who is not tall and has a thin monkey face, is playing with this giant single sword that is 
almost as tall as him. From a distance, it actually looks a bit like a child holding an adult's weapon, which 
is a bit funny at first. But who could laugh after seeing such swift and fierce sword skills? 


——What's more, Yin Yingchuan's thin face is just a lie: if he were not wearing clothes at this moment, 
the solid muscles bulging all over his body when moving the giant knife would definitely make all the 
outsiders watching present stunned. 


Gui Dan Lei had already retreated three times in a row, and hadn't even had the chance to 
counterattack, which didn't match up with the momentum of the man who had been guarding the 
narrow alley just now. After such an impressive appearance, most martial artists would have been 
confused and anxious if they were caught in an awkward situation. 


But not Gui Dan Lei. 


--This is what it takes to be a true "master": once a life-and-death fight has begun, one's entire mind and 
body is focused on winning, with no time to think about face or honor. 


--As long as | can defeat a strong enemy, | can crawl on the ground like a worm! 


Gui Dan Lei was still calmly dodging each saber, using his eyes, ears and skin to gauge the momentum 
and speed of each saber, and silently calculating in his mind. 
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--The opportunity to break the move is often in the rhythm and habits of the opponent. The more you 
watch your opponent's moves, the more accurately you will be able to grasp the weaknesses that can be 
exploited. Patience is the key. 


How could Yin Yingchuan, who had been immersed in martial arts for forty years, not know the same 
thing? Although he has the upper hand, he will not take his opponent lightly. 


--He can't keep revealing his weaknesses. Quickly. 


After the third saber, "Sundown Wind Cutting Grass", Yin Yingchuan stepped out with his left foot as 
before. 


But this time it was different. The left foot was not directed in the direction of Gui Dan Lei, but 
horizontally, with the tip of the foot pointing inward, stopping his original turn! 


At the same time, he changed the position of his saber, this time resting the back of the saber on the 
crook of his left elbow. 


The left foot stopped his turn, naturally creating a force in the opposite direction; Yin Yingchuan took 
advantage of this reverse force to take a right step, turning his body from left to right, and his left arm 
was directed towards the back of the saber, and the sixth stance of the "Old Eight Swords of the Night 
War," the "Rolling Sword of Fire", slashed back in the opposite direction of the three stances he had just 
performed! 


Under this change, Gui Dan Lei hastily retreated again. 


The saber that scraped the wall on the left side, the angle of the saber was slightly upward, attacking Gui 
Dan Lei's face, this time he was forced to relax his stance, tilted his head back to dodge, and a few curls 
were cut off by the long and wide saber in the air! 


Yin Yingchuan's black-and-white eyebrows were tightly locked, a straight line like a sharp needle 
wrinkled between his brows, and his eyes looked like sparks were bursting out. 
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--The eyes are like sparks! 


At the same time, Gui Dan Lei's heart was cold. Originally, he was still grasping the rhythmic speed of Yin 
Yingchuan's chain of spinning chopping, but it turned out that the other party could suddenly reverse 
the rotation, adding many variables - if Yin Yingchuan was a gyroscope with sharp blades, now that this 
gyroscope could still reverse at any time, it would be more than twice as difficult to reach in and stop it! 


——Gui Danlei always thought that of the "Eight Major Sects" that the Wudang Sect had to deal with, 
only the other "Five Mountains" sects such as Shaolin and Huashan were more difficult to deal with, but 
he never thought that there were such difficult figures hidden in the Bagua Sect! 


The students in front of the window upstairs naturally couldn't see what was going on in this 
competition, and their untrained eyes couldn't even catch the shadow of Yin Yingchuan's saber. But 
when they saw this young martial artist with his exaggeratedly large saber, it seemed to become a 
whirlwind of murderous energy in the alley, with sand and stones flying from both walls, such a 
spectacle, they could not help but exclaim in unison. 


The heroes standing at the back of the alley couldn't see clearly the fight, and they all wanted to 
squeeze forward to watch, but Shaoci Alley was too narrow, and nearly a hundred people crowded into 
a ball, making it very confusing. The disciples of the Bagua sect who stood at the front nervously 
watched their uncle display his unique skills, but were pushed by a large number of people behind him. 
They were very excited and all of them clenched their weapons. 


Seeing that Gui Danlei was helpless, Yin Yingchuan naturally did not change his tactics, and continued to 
press forward and spin and slash. Gui Danlei had to guard against Yin Yingchuan's sword attacks coming 
from the left or right, so retreating was the only way to survive. 


But Gui Danlei is convinced that it is only temporary. His mind was constantly thinking about his 
opponent's weaknesses. 


——tThere is no martial arts in the world that the Wudang Sect cannot defeat! 
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Yin Yingchuan was in an invincible position. He alternately used the spin slash "Xunfeng Mowing" on the 
right and "Lihuo Shaotian" on the left, forcing Guidan Lei back eight steps. 


Yin Yingchuan felt anxious. 


--Oh shit! You haven't made a move for so long. Are you the opponent I've been waiting for so long? ... 


The blade of the knife reflected the sunlight, reflecting the sweat on Yin Yingchuan's black and white 
eyebrows. He repeatedly turned around and fired the sword, using a heavy weapon weighing more than 
ten kilograms. The physical exertion was so great that ordinary people could hardly imagine it; and as he 
was over fifty years old, his strength was already at a disadvantage. But at this moment, Yin Yingchuan 
faced the Wudang disciples who were feared by the martial arts people. He had always had the upper 
hand since his attack. He was in a very excited mood and felt that his strength was as full as when he 
was in his prime. 


--The fight with all his strength and all his soul made him feel young. 


What's more, this tactic no longer needs to be continued for much longer. Yin Yingchuan saw that there 
were still less than twenty steps in the alley behind Gui Danlei while drawing the sword. As long as Gui 
Danlei is forced out of the alley, as soon as they reach a wider street, the Bagua sect disciples and 
heroes behind can rush out. Even if Gui Danlei is not besieged, they can still rush to the "Yinghua 
Pavilion" to help out. When Gui Dan Lei fails in his mission, his mind will be in a state of confusion. In 
addition, the big saber can be utilized in a wide range of areas, so Yin Ying Chuan's chances of victory are 
even greater. 


Naturally, Gui Dan Lei did not have time to look behind him, but he had already observed the length of 
Shao Ci Alley, and knew that there was not much space left to retreat. 


--If we allow them to get out of the alley, it is tantamount to defeat! 


In fact, Gui Dan Lei already had a counter-attack plan in mind, but it was quite risky, and he still wanted 
to watch the other party's saber moves for a while longer before deciding whether to use it or not. 
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Ten steps to go. 


--There is no more room to watch. 


Gui Dan Lei took a breath and watched as Yin Yingchuan was about to perform the "Sundown Wind 
Grass Cutting" again, and this time his body did not retreat. 


This time, his body did not retreat. In a moment, Yin Yingchuan realized that something was wrong. But 
there was no time to change his stance, he could only slash out his saber with all his might and use the 
overwhelming strength of his saber to break any of his opponent's stances! 


Gui Dan Lei did not retreat. But neither did he advance. 


Instead, as if the soles of his feet had stepped on water or ice, he suddenly, like slipping, left foot off the 
ground and sank down! 


--Gui Dan Lei this sinking, its momentum is extremely fast, precisely because the heart to use the 
"borrowed phase", assuming that the foot is a piece of soft grass can not be hurt, the use of imagination 
to suppress the instinctive fear of human beings, and really feel at ease with full force "fall" down. 


In Yin Yingchuan's eyes, the large body of Gui Danlei disappeared from the front of the saber in a flash. 


At the moment before his buttocks were about to fall to the ground, Gui Dan Lei's right leg, standing on 
one foot, stopped his fall with a very profound horse stance; at the same time, his left foot, which 
seemed to have slipped out of his lost footing, kicked out in front of him, and the sole of his foot, like a 
saber, stomped on the shin bone of Yin Yingchuan's right leg! 


Gui Dan Lei's feint stomp looks funny and odd, but it is carefully calculated and is the best way to crack 
Yin Ying Chuan's big spinning saber: Yin Ying Chuan's spinning saber only focuses on the middle and 
upper paths, and Gui Dan Lei's tilting down and kicking low not only dodges the saber, but also strikes 
back at the most difficult place for the other party to defend. 
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More importantly, the Bagua Sect uses footwork as the starting point for all of its martial arts; to break 
its footwork first is to pull out its roots! 


Gui Danlei's foot used Tai Chi's very clever weight shift to add the weight of his entire heavy body. If it 
stepped on the five-inch middle section of Yin Yingchuan's tibia, the bones would break! 


Yin Yingchuan was blocked by his sweeping sword and could not see Gui Danlei's counterattack, but he 
used a warrior's instinct to detect that the threat was coming from below. 


However, his "Xunfeng Grass-cutting Swivel Knife" has already rotated and slashed with all its strength, 
and it is impossible to retract the knife in time to retreat - this is the worst disadvantage of using a heavy 
weapon. 


In order to avoid the danger of breaking his leg, Yin Yingchuan could only do the one thing he had never 
done before in his life: abandon his saber. 


But Yin Yingchuan has been practicing this giant sword for nearly twenty years. How could he not think 
about encountering such a crisis? 


——It is necessary for "masters" to prepare contingency methods for any situation. 


He didn't retract his saber. He didn't step back. He didn't let go of the saber. 


On the contrary, he sabered even more. 


The saber had already passed over Gui Dan Lei's head. But Yin Yingchuan did not stop, he continued to 
swing his saber to the left. 


Gui Dan Lei's footsteps have already reached... 
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Yin Yingchuan's feet rose off the ground. For the first time, the soles of his feet were exposed. Gui Dan 
Lei's stomping foot only passes underneath. 


--So fast? 


This question flashes through Gui Dan Lei's mind. 


Yin Yingchuan didn't just leap with his legs - jumping was not enough to dodge the foot. He was utilizing 
the centrifugal force of the heavy Eight Trigrams Saber to throw his body upward and forward with the 
help of the heavy saber and the heavy stance! 


Yin Yingchuan's response technique was certainly not just a dodge. He utilized this strong throwing 
momentum to kick out his right foot and cupped at Gui Dan Lei's eyes! 


--Bagua Sect's martial arts have always been strict about keeping the feet off the ground, and this kind 
of flying high kick is even more absolutely not necessary; Yin Yingchuan, in order to compensate for the 
weaknesses of his saber and weaponry, boldly went against the principles of our martial arts and 
created this kind of unique move that utilizes the saber's momentum to drive the leg strike. 


Although Gui Dan Lei was surprised by this change, but after all, he is a great expert in boxing and kicks, 
in time to realize that the leg attack, side head oblique dodge, at the same time, the right hand to make 
a half circle, five fingers want to capture the incoming leg ankle! 


--As long as he can get hold of the enemy's limbs, "Tai Chi Fist" will be at a great advantage! 


Seeing that Yin Yingchuan's mid-air kick is no longer able to utilize his strength, and that his leg cannot 
be retracted, he must be caught by Gui Dan Lei... 


At the same time, the wall on the left exploded. 
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Yin Yingchuan's eight trigrams saber swung out dramatically, this time cutting deeply into the left wall. 
With his right hand still holding the saber's hilt, he used it as a Support to retract his right foot, which 
was about to be caught, and his left foot immediately stepped down on Gui Dan Lei's chest! 


Yin Yingchuan kept coming up with strange moves, and this volleying chain of kicks was unexpected by 
Gui Danlei again. This time he really had no time to dodge, so he could only turn slightly to avoid the 
vital part of the sternum, and used his right pectoral muscle to absorb the kick. His body was like a ball, 
rolling around behind the alley to eliminate the force. 


Behind him, he could already see the sunny street at the entrance of the alley. It was less than five 
steps. 


The light of imminent victory flashed in Yin Yingchuan's eyes. 


Down with the Wudang Sect. This would be the peak of his life. 


He could see that Gui Dan Lei's body was solid, and that it was impossible to seriously injure him with 
just one leg. 


--This was just a preparation for the final killing blow. 


Yin Yingchuan used the force of the kick to Gui Danlei's body to fly to the right wall, and at the same 
time he pulled out the giant knife that had been cut into the opposite wall. 


Before his body fell, he actually had his feet on the right wall, walking on the wall with "Bagua Steps", 
chasing the falling Guidan Lei from a high place! 


Gui Danlei rolled around, then stood still on horseback. When he looked up, he saw the sharp edge 
shining again! 


Yin Yingchuan used the Eight Diagrams Sect's waist-stepping technique on the wall, raised the giant 
Bagua knife above his head and drew a bow; then he jumped out with both feet on the wall, held the 
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knife in his right hand and slashed vertically, and pushed the back of the knife with his left palm to add 
strength. The weight and power of the entire falling body were concentrated on the giant sword, 
completely integrating the body and the sword. 


This move is the true "Moon Cutting in Water". 


The moment he unleashed his full killing power, Yin Yingchuan's heart felt as clear as the moon. 


——Retreat or die, it’s your choice. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 21 


The true origin of the Bagua Sect martial arts is not known, but both to "Bagua" as the name, initially it 
should be like Wudang, Huashan, Qingcheng and other schools, from the Taoist sects, but later widely 
spread in the secular world, and only then became one of the world's famous "Nine Sects," the Bagua 

Sect. 


The Bagua Sect worshiped Rong Zhanhe, a person in the early years of the founding of the Ming 
Dynasty, as the founder of the sect, whose deeds are not much to go by, only that he taught a number 
of outstanding martial arts disciples during his lifetime, in the area of Jiang and Anhui (present-day 
Jiangsu and Anhui Provinces), and gradually made a name for himself, and began to set up the "Bagua 
Sect" in the third generation, with Huizhou as its base. It is known that initially Rong Zhanhe transmitted 
only one set of boxing "Bagua Fist" and one set of saber "Bagua Sword", but later gradually absorbed 
more folk martial arts skills, and only then did the sect's kung fu equipment become more and more 
abundant. 


Bagua door martial arts is most characteristic of footwork, with flexible changes in walking steps to grab 
the enemy's side or rear, in order to maximize the most advantageous angle of position to attack, but 
also with the movement of the body steps, generating force out of the move, and continuously turning 
to force, moment after moment. 


The "Bagua Steps" were initially named after the eight, eight, sixty-four hexagrams of the Book of 
Changes, but they were in fact just codes with no special meaning, and had nothing to do with the 
principles of the birth and change of the hexagrams. Later on, in order to facilitate teaching and 
memorization (as most martial artists are only proficient in writing and ink), the Bagua Sect simply gave 
up the names of the hexagrams and replaced them with simple numbers, thus completely separating 
themselves from their distant Taoist origins. 


"Although Baguazhang is called boxing, it is in fact an open-handed palm method, or push the seal to hit, 
or push to capture, and later on, with different styles of rigidity and flexibility, it developed "Baguazhang 
Sinking Thunder Palm", "Baguazhang Wandering Body Palm" and other martial arts. The Bagua Sect is 
also exceptionally good with swords, the original set of simple "Bagua Knife", now known as the "Old 
Eight Knives", and as a basis for the derivation of the "Night War Old Eight Knives", "Bagua Body 
Breaking Knives" and other paths, the same characteristics of the footsteps to promote the saber, and 
more than a turn to chopping with the same trend, the attack and defense of the same. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 47 Chapter 4 Yin Flow - Yang Pole 


On the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion". 


Two swordsmen, a man and a woman, were facing each other under the sun. 


Shimazu Hu Linglan raised her Nodachi saber, that reflected the golden sunlight in her hand higher, 
rising from her eyebrows to her forehead. 


At the same time, her waist sank further and she stood with her legs spread wider. 


This was a stance to strengthen her defense. 


Of course, the purpose of this is to prepare for the second attack of the powerful monster on the other 
side. 


Xi Xiaoyan did the same. He raised the long knife above his head with one hand, but the back of the 
knife was almost pressed against the back of his neck, as if he was carrying the knife on his shoulder, his 
main attacking stance was as simple and crude as that of a village man chopping down a tree and cutting 
down the grass in the mountainous countryside. 


The three-jointed arm holding the saber, when bent up, was so strange that it was even harder to catch 
a hint of what was to come. 


Hu Linglan was not sure how far Xixiuyan's attack was. As a precautionary measure, she slightly 
retreated half a step, and her feet, wearing straw sandals and leg bindings, moved inch by inch on the 
roof tiles. She spread her horse stance, revealing a pair of long legs outside her skirt, and her firm and 
smooth wheat-colored skin was dazzling. 


——Although Hu Linglan changed into Han women's clothing, she was not used to it after all. The hem 
of the skirt was not conducive to fighting and horseback riding, so she simply cut the sides of the skirt by 
herself. 
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Standing on the side of the roof of the Secret Sect members, at first sight of this exposed in front of the 
beautiful legs could not help but be dumbfounded, and for a moment actually forgot that they were in 
danger. Even the experienced Dong Sanqiao was dumbfounded by the confrontation between the two 
sabers: on the one side, there was a tall woman with an exaggerated saber and a beautiful appearance; 
on the other side, there was a young man with strange, alien hands and a face like a wild animal. Such a 
strange duel had never been imagined. 


Suddenly, there was a low moan, and only then did the people of the Secret Sect wake up from their 
dreams and retreated to the place where Uncle Han Tianbao was lying. 


Dong Sanqiao took a closer look at his uncle, and saw that Han Tianbao was unconscious, and although 
he was still instinctively holding back the pain, he was still unable to stop his moaning. The place where 
he was lying was only half a foot away from the roof of the house. 


The disciples opened Han Tianbao's clothes and took a look. The fist in his chest was so bruised that it 
looked like it had been smeared with ink. Fortunately, there were no serious broken bones. After all, 
Han Tianbao was already in a boxing stance when he was hit. Although he was suddenly hit by Xi 
Xiaoyan's strange move, he still exhaled in time to withstand it at the moment of contact, so as not to 
suffer more serious injuries. 


"Get out now." Dong Sanqiao glanced back at Xi Xiaoyan and Hu Linglan, and then said to the remaining 
three junior brothers. 


"No...don't you want to help her?" one of the junior brothers asked urgently. If Hu Linglan had not 
waved her sword in time to fight back, none of them would have been blown out of the roof by Xi 
Xiaoyan's mad sword. This Japanese woman was indeed their savior - even though they had attacked 
her with all their strength not long ago. . 


"She was never a companion." Dong Sangqiao said flatly: "Why she wants to fight with Wudang disciples, 
| don't know. The safety of my uncle is the most important thing now." 


The last sentence moved the three of them. They nodded, worked together to lift Han Tianbao, and 
quietly climbed down on the edge of the roof. 
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The Secret Sect disciples escaped, but of course they didn't go out of Xixiao Yan's sight. He just doesn't 
care. 


At this moment, all he could see was the beautiful Hu Linglan in front of him. 


Xi Xiaoyan couldn't help but look at Hu Linglan's exposed thighs. But what attracted him most was not 
the strong and slender shape or the tight, dark skin, but the several healed sword scars on his legs. They 
were all left behind after her last battle in Chengdu. The scars lined the toned legs, giving people a 
feeling of regret, but also a sense of beauty that combines strength and softness. 


Hu Linglan also noticed the direction of Xi Xiaoyan's gaze. She sneered and said, "Where are you 
looking? Be careful with my knife, it will hit you." 


"You are beautiful." Xi Xiaoyan responded. 


Hu Linglan's face was slightly flushed, and her brows were furrowed more tightly because of anger. She 
didn't know that Xi Xiaoyan's words were not frivolous and teasing. He grew up in Wudang Mountain 
and was immersed in martial arts. He had no experience in dealing with women. This sentence was just 
a straightforward statement of what was in his heart. 


Hu Linglan did not let her guard down for a moment. She has not forgotten the shock she felt when she 
took Xi Xiaoyan's knife just now, and is thinking about how to deal with it the second time. 


Although Xixiuyan's right hand was longer, Hu Linglan's saber was more than a foot longer than his, so 
the distance between their attacks was even. 


But in terms of power, Hu Linglan's slightly numb arms were telling her that there was a gap. 


While Hu Linglan was concentrating on the saber, Xi Xiaoyan didn't think much about it. 


With his saber, there was no need to think at all. He was just looking at Hu Linglan. 
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Xi Xiaoyan never thought that he would fight with a woman one day - that would be an insult to himself. 


But the fight just now had proved that she was absolutely worthy. 


Therefore, he did not have the slightest hesitation to use his saber again - even the most admired 
enemy is still an enemy. 


The strange arm swung forward from the upper right, as simple as a woodcutter breaking wood. But 
there is no woodcutter in the world who is so fast and powerful. The arm and the four-foot saber were 
like whips, instantly turning into blurred shadows and coming down on Hu Linglan's head! 


Hu Linglan had been on the alert for a long time, and she had already seen the "Yang Chi Saber", 
although Xi Xiaoyan's move was only a slight hint of his waist shaking and turning, it was still detected by 
her. The Nodachi, which was already raised above her head, was vigorously charged to meet the fierce 
saber that was coming down! 


The second clash of blades - the sound that had awakened Yan Heng below - echoed through the streets 
around the Ying Hua Pavilion. 


Hu Linglan buried her head under the back of her saber, which was angled to block Xixiao Yan's yangji 
sword. Nodachi's saber was angled to meet Xi Xiaoyan's terrifying saber strength, half blocking, half 
unloading. Hu Linglan immediately utilized the rebound force of this block to turn the heavy Nodachi 
sword back half a circle to the right side, transforming it into the Yinliu Taijutsu Technique "Aoishi", and 
horizontally slashed across Xixiao Yan's waist! 


However, Xixiaoyan's strength is still beyond Hu Linglan's calculation. Under the strong blocking, the 
rebounding Nodachi is more difficult to control than expected, and the arm is sore and numb, the 
counterattacking "Aoishi" slashes are stifled, and the speed and power is at least 30% weaker than 
usual! 


Xi Xiaoyan would not let go of this opportunity, the saber in his hand was deflected to the side by Hu 
Linglan's Nodachi, and struck upwards with the long knife in the opposite direction. The power was not 
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inferior to the previous downward slash to attack. And he fought with Hu Linglan's cross-cutting "Aoi 
Kishi"! 


Another exchange of sounds. Xi Xiaoyan's slash came from a completely accurate angle. Hu Linglan's 
"Green Bank" sword was completely broken, and the five-foot-long Nodachi was knocked upwards and 
rebounded to hit Hu Linglan herself. 


The rebound force was extremely strong, Hu Linglan exerted all her strength to control the saber, but 
still gave the back of the saber hit her right forehead. She immediately felt pain and took a step back 
with blood splattering on her temples. 


In pain, Hu Linglan still pointed the Nodachi in front of her chest to prevent Xi Xiaoyan from taking the 
opportunity to pursue. Seeing her posture that was not broken at all, Xi Xiaoyan was surprised again and 
admired Hu Linglan even more. 


Hu Linglan's right forehead and temples were wet, and a line of blood flowed across her eyebrows and 
down the side of her face to her chin. If Hu Linglan hadn't been strong enough to control most of the 
force of the Nodachi's rebound, this blow would have knocked her unconscious. She bit her lower lip 
tightly, obviously enduring the pain, but her fighting eyes and expression did not waver at all. 


She just smiled bitterly in her heart. 


Since arriving in the Middle Kingdom, she had repeatedly encountered the most elite masters of the 
"Wu Dan", all of whom were equally difficult to deal with, and she had been injured in two encounters, 
so she really didn't know what kind of bad luck she was having. 


| don't know what kind of bad luck I've had -- probably because | didn't go to the shrine to pray before | 
got on the boat. ...... 


Hu Linglan is even taller than Xi Xiaoyan, but after all, she is only a girl, but she can practice this kind of 
arm strength, so he really admired. 


"What is your name? Xi Xiaoyan couldn't help but ask. 
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"Shimazu Hu Linglan." She purposely tried to play a trick on him by saying it in its original Japanese 
pronunciation instead of in Chinese, which confused Xi Xiaoyan. He was so illiterate that he couldn't 
even tell that the Nodachi saber she was holding was a Japanese weapon. 


"I'm from the Wudang school, Xi Xiaoyan," he introduced himself. When you fight an opponent like this, 
you should definitely know each other's names. 


Hu Linglan didn't have such a good feeling. She only knew that Jing Li's South Sea Tiger Respect Sect was 
driven to extinction by Wudang. 


Jing Li's enemies were her enemies. 


She didn't reply, she just raised her saber towards her head, pointing the tip of the saber diagonally 
towards the sky behind her, becoming the "Big Upper Stage" stance for a full attack. 


--This time it's my turn. 


Seeing that Hu Linglan was about to attack, Xi Xiaoyan became even more excited. His right hand once 
again assumed the posture of chopping firewood with one hand, and the five fingers of his left palm 
were spread out and stretched forward, as if to stop her from charging. 


—-—lIt’s like saying: You’d better not make any move. If | take action, | will definitely be able to break it. 


Hu Linglan opened her chest a little more, and the blade of the sword was slightly pulled back to gather 
strength, as if to answer him: 


--l am going to chop down. Let's see if you can break it. 


The two of them did not use words, but talked with gestures and movements. 
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By this time, Dong Sanqiao had already carried Han Tianbao back to the ground with his fellow disciples. 
Two of the less injured Secret Sect members who were able to walk on their own also climbed down, all 
with defeated looks on their faces. Han Tianbao lay on the street coughing and groaning, his mind now 
clearer than before. His wrinkled face was not so much out of pain as it was out of regret for having 
fallen on an opponent who was much younger than him. Daikui from the Xinyi Sect saw it and originally 
wanted to see Senior Han's injury, but firstly he was still taking care of Shuqiao, and secondly he was 
concerned about the duel on the roof, so he didn't go there. 


At this time Shuqiao opened his pale lips. 


"where am l...... 


"You're fine." Dai Kui comforted her: "Just take the antidote and you'll be fine in a while." 


Shuqiao frowned for a while, eyes still did not open, but then asked: "Where is the young master’... Is 
he... okay...?" 


Dai Kui thought for a while before realizing that the "young master" Shuqiao was talking about was Yao 
Lianzhou. He couldn't answer for a moment, so he only said vaguely, "You rest ...... "Then he looked up 
again at the two swordsmen on the roof. 


——He is also a swordsman himself, so he cannot help but be fascinated by such a powerful duel. 


Hu Linglan's knees were slightly bent. That was to prepare for the leap forward slash. 


After the two previous confrontations, she finally estimated how far Xi Xiaoyan's sword could cut. 
Combined with her height and knife length, she knew she still had a slight advantage in distance. 


——Just use this sword skill... 


Xixiayan's red eyes were fierce. The face that looks both smiling and angry is provoking. 
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--Come on. 


At this moment, a figure appeared from the door of Ying Hua Pavilion downstairs. 


Dai Kui, who stood closest to the door, saw that those who came out of the door were the same masters 
of the various factions of the Eastern Army who had attacked the door earlier; they all retreated with 
their backs to the door, their blades still facing inward, and all of them looked panicked and seemed to 
be embarrassed. 


On the other side, Dong Sanqiao also saw them, looking defeated and silent. 


Dai Kui was still confused about what had happened. While the heroes were still coming out, a strong 
voice rang out from the Ying Hua Pavilion, so loud that it could be heard clearly all around the room: 


"Master Xi, there is no need to fight anymore! 


Once this voice was heard, the people who had already come out were all ashamed and bowed their 
heads. 


However, Xi Xiaoyan on the roof did not relax his stance and demeanor at all, he was still concentrating 
on facing Hu Linglan and turned a deaf ear to this call. 


Although he didn't know Hu Linglan's background, he had already sensed that she was different from 
the other people on the roof and below, and he was worried that she wasn't a member of the same 
group. But at the same time, he also realized that her sudden intervention was indeed due to her hatred 
for the Wudang sect. 


But none of this mattered to him. Even the task of rescuing Sect Master Yao was already behind him. At 
this moment, Xi Xiaoyan had only one thing on his mind: 
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--Fighting with this woman is very enjoyable. 


He didn't know what would happen afterward. Maybe he'll just cut her down with a saber here today. 
But right now, this swordswoman from Satsuma is shaking his heart. She's so much like him. Simple 
saber strokes. Long-distance fights. A contest of power. 


It was a strange and contradictory admiration. 


Yan Qingtong also appeared through the main door under the protection of many dart masters. Behind 
him were the eight Mindfulness Sect members who had attacked earlier. Dai Kui saw that Lin Hongyi 
and his three brothers were holding their bloody right hands and had lost all their weapons. 


"What's going on?" Dai Kui asked Yan Qingtong from a distance. He also noticed that the sword of the 
Wudang Master, which one of his fellow disciples had been holding, had also disappeared. 


Dong Sanqiao also looked at Yan Qingtong, his eyes full of doubt and dissatisfaction. The Secret Sect had 
lost many of their disciples on the roof in vain, but the dozens of people who had entered the hall had 
retreated without a fight - with only a few reinforcements from the other side! 


Yan Qingtong also knew that it would be difficult to justify this. But he had already decided how to save 
face for his retreat. 


"It's all that Yan's fault! Yan Qingtong deliberately gritted his teeth and said, "If it weren't for this traitor, 
we would have caught Yao Linzhou long ago! 


He spoke vaguely. Neither the Xinyi disciples nor the heroes of the Eastern Army could deny his lies. 
Although it is not certain whether Yan Heng was a spy, he did not kill Yao Lianzhou, which was indeed 
what he saw with his own eyes. Even if Yan Qingtong hid the negotiation with the Wudang disciples and 
did not say anything, the group of heroes themselves could not lose face and naturally did not expose it. 
It would be convenient to blame the matter on a boy. 


Yan Qingtong with the crowd, stood to the street a little far from the "Ying Hua Pavilion", tilted his head 
to watch the two people on the roof of the confrontation. 
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Perhaps because they were all weak-minded, they saw Hu Linglan, with a Japanese saber raised in both 
hands, her cheeks bleeding, looking particularly heroic. 


She was doing what none of them dared to do: fighting alone with the Wudang masters. 


The strange arm of Xixiuyan also surprised them: how many other amazing and strange secrets does the 
Wudang School hide? ...... 


Under the sun, the golden blade of the Nodachi saber suddenly blurred. 


Because the saber, started. 


Hu Linglan stepped out with her long right leg, and the roof tiles cracked under her feet! 


The Nodachi was launched from the upper right side of her head, with a hurricane-like sound, and 
slashed diagonally towards Xi Xiaoyan. 


Yinliu Sword Technique - "Swallow Flight". 


The most basic chopping technique without any tricks. With speed, power, distance and weapon, it 
overwhelms everything. 


In this very short moment, Xi Xiaoyan really stood still like a rock. That was because his whole body's 
senses were fully expanded, he was measuring the distance of Hu Linglan's saber and preparing for the 
most timely attack. 


But halfway, Hu Linglan's posture changed. 


Her left hand left the hilt of her saber. 
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The "Swallow Flying" saber still continued. But Hu Linglan changed to holding the saber with one hand 
with her right arm, and at the same time, her shoulder and body turned slightly sideways, and the 


distance between "Yan Fei's" sabers suddenly increased by half a foot! 


--Half a foot is often the difference between life and death in a battle with a small difference in strength. 


This "One Hand Fight" is the secret technique of the Yin-ryu "Yan Fei" that Hu Linglan learned. It can only 
be used at the necessary moment - to control such a huge and heavy Nodachi with one hand. If a blow 
fails, it will be It is extremely difficult to restore the posture. 


Xi Xiaoyan instinctively noticed that the opponent's lengthened sword move suddenly reached the left 
side of his head and face. The original estimate was wrong. 


——Whether or not your mind is confused at such unexpected moments determines whether you are a 
real master. The real battle is not to proceed according to the predetermined ideal situation, but to 
constantly deal with and overcome the mistakes and difficulties that arise all the time. 


Xi Xiaoyan once again used the posture of carrying the sword on his back. 


But it's not slashing forward. 


Instead, he directly passed the long sword around the back and back of the head, swung it to the left 
side of the head, and faced the nodachi with a reverse slash! 


--This move is similar to the "Brain Wrapping Saber "1 of the normal single saber technique, but because 
his arm has one more joint than an ordinary person, it is much easier to move the knife around the head 
and body, and it can be slashed upward at an angle that ordinary people cannot. 


"Note 1: The basic saber technique for close-in attack or defense is known as the "head-wrapping 
saber," which involves wrapping the saber around the top of the head in a spinning chopping motion. 
The "head-wrapping" technique is the forehand and the "head-wrapping" technique is the backhand. 
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He is probably the only one in the world who can perform such a strange skill. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not need to swing the sword forward sharply, but instead used a twisting and reverse 
slash. The attack route was much shorter, just in time to meet the nodachi that was speeding up! 


Hu Linglan was not shaken by this strange move, and "Yan Fei"'s change of moves remained unchanged. 


——His attack like this is definitely not as powerful as my downward slash! Kill him with both his body 
and his sword! 


The moment the blades clashed, Hu Linglan's right hand felt that it was met with more resistance than 
she could have imagined. 


--Why? 


It turned out that a moment before the clash, Xi Xiaoyan's left hand was also not idle, with his palm 
against the back of the saber, helping to push upward with more energy! 


The fourth shocking sound of metal hitting each other. 


Nodachi was rebounded and jumped upwards. This time Hu Linglan only held the knife in her right hand, 
and "Yan Fei" had no reservations. Once the knife was blocked with force, it was no longer possible to 
control the blade, and the long handle flew away from her fingers! 


Lost the knife in the duel. This was the first time in Hu Linglan’s life. 


Maybe it's also the last time. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 48 Chapter 5: Slicing the Moon in the 
Water 


The end of Shaoci Lane, five steps behind him, was obviously the widest way to survive. 


But for Gui Danlei, it was the final hurdle. 


Facing Yin Yingchuan's "Moon Zhan in the Water" flying down and concentrating 100% of his strength, 
he had no choice. 


Guidan's thunderous horse steps sink even further. No intention of retreating. 


Opponents are willing to confront them head-on. Yin Yingchuan, who was in mid-air, was extremely 
grateful. 


Gui Dan Lei's scarred right palm met the saber that broke the wind. 


At the moment when the decisive battle was about to take place, Gui Danlei and Yin Yingchuan, the two 
usually formidable faces, were equally calm at this moment. 


Gui Danlei stretched out his right hand, but he was not sure of the result - the martial arts he was best at 
sometimes didn't know whether it would work. 


——But as a warrior, you will have to cross this boundary several times in your life. 


The most difficult thing about "empty-handed fighting" is never skill, accuracy or speed, but courage. 


--Only one time. Succeed, or die. 
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Yin Yingchuan's eyes seemed to have seen the blood splashing in victory. 


The moment when the blade of the blade meets the palm of flesh. 


Gui Danlei's palm seemed to be simply raised upward to resist the Bagua knife, but it suddenly deflected 
at the last moment. 


Slap your palm from the side to the blade surface. 


The force of the giant sword's slash did not change at all. 


The palms of his hands were pressed against the metal that was falling at an extremely high speed. 


——This astonishing accuracy is equivalent to riding on a high-speed horse and catching the petals flying 
down. 


The blade edge has reached five inches above Guidan Lei's head. 


"Tai Chi Fist - Cloud Hands". 


The technique of "Introducing the Falling into the Void" was activated at this moment of life and death. 


Gui Dan Lei's thick, scarred and calloused palm looks rough and clumsy on the surface, but the 
"transforming force" power inside is as gentle as caressing a lover's face, no less. 


--Just as in the previous battle at Qiao Zi Kou, Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road disciple Shang Si Lang used 
his "Tai Chi saber" to neutralize Monk Yuan Xing's frontal chopping stick, Gui Dan Lei's "Cloud Hands" 
follow the exact same principle; however, Gui Dan Lei's "Tai Chi" skill is far superior to Shang Si Lang's, 
and it is performed with a more sensitive palm, which is not the same. 
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The Bagua Sect disciples behind Yin Yingchuan could only see: the moment the "Water Slicing Moon", 
which they saw as unrivaled and unbeatable, was glued to the palm of that hand, it was as if it 
encountered an invisible flowing force, and the path of the saber began to slant and deviate. 


Yin Yingchuan gritted his teeth. In that brief moment, he remembered Jing Li's instruction to Yuan Shi to 
utilize his short bodily force to break Shang Si Lang's "Tai Chi". 


However, Yin Yingchuan had already staked his entire body strength, even his forty years of martial arts 
life, on this saber, "Chopping the Moon in the Water", and there was no way to change his stance. 


He could only hope that the saber would be faster than the transforming power of "Tai Chi". 


Under the guidance of Gui Dan Lei's "Cloud Hand", the giant eight trigrams saber fell diagonally to the 
left side of his body. 


The sharp sound of the saber breaking through the air swept past Gui Dan Lei's left ear. 


Blood splattered. 


Gui Dan Lei was not able to fully neutralize the sharpness of "Moon Slicing in Water". The saber touched 
his left shoulder. 


Gui Dan Lei followed the stance, deviated, and moved forward. 


He howled like a wild beast. 


The broad blade cut straight down from the outside of the shoulder, cutting a brilliant blood path on the 
outside of Gui Danlei's left shoulder and upper arm! 
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However, the "Moon Slash in Water" was just a hair short of penetrating deeply into Gui Dan Lei's left 
arm and body. The saber continued to be guided by Gui Dan Lei's right palm, and slashed straight into 
the yellow-colored sandy ground of the alley! 


Guidan Lei, whose left body was splashed red with blood, rushed into the arms of Yin Yingchuan who 
was still on the ground. 


Enter the body and break the trend. 


Guidan's body bulged like a thunder ball, and he released the most powerful "reliance force" among the 
"Thirteen Postures of Tai Chi", and his right shoulder and right elbow crashed into the middle of Yin 
Yingchuan's chest! 


The handle of the knife fell out of hand. The Bagua giant knife was still stuck on the ground. Yin 
Yingchuan's body flew up again before landing. 


As if he was hit by a six-horse chariot, his body flew up high, over the heads of several of his junior 
brothers, including Ding Junqi, and spat out blood in the air and flew backward for nearly a foot before 
landing among the people who stood behind him. 


The group of heroes crowded in the alley seemed to have been suddenly hit by a human cannonball, 
and they screamed in pain and surprise at the same time. 


Even more agitated were the hundreds of students and teachers who were watching from upstairs. 
When they saw Yin Yingchuan fly up like this, it was like witnessing some kind of demonic magic, and 
exclamations rang out in the alley. Even the neighboring townspeople outside the alley, who were two 
houses away, all looked in the direction of Shao Ci Alley because of the loud noise. 


Ding Junqi and the Bagua Sect members who stood at the front to watch the duel, saw for themselves 
that their skills were broken, and that their uncle had lost so badly, all of them looked sad and angry, 
staring excitedly at Gui Danlei, who was half-bloodied in front of them. 


--Even the master uncle is alive or dead do not know. His order was lifted. 
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More than a dozen Bagua Sect blades were drawn at the same time. 


Gui Danxue had broken the "Water Slashing Moon" under extremely dangerous circumstances, and 
before he could take a look at the injury on his left arm, three Bagua Sect members were already in 
front of him, holding up their sabers and swords and running towards him. 


The first to arrive was the most experienced senior brother Ding Junqi, who raised his single saber, took 
a diagonal step with his left foot, and slashed at Gui Danlei head on! 


Gui Dan Lei had just narrowly defeated a strong enemy, and his whole body was filled with the will to 
fight. Ding Jun Qi was using the same Bagua Sect saber as Yin Ying Zhou, but his power was not as 
strong, and in the eyes of Gui Dan Lei at the moment, it was just like a slow motion. He did not know 
whether the left arm can move, but still only use the right palm to grab into the saber, five fingers a 
hand to restrain the wrist holding the saber! 


There were two other members of the Bagua disciple, one holding a single sword and the other holding 
a long sword, attacking from the left and right sides of Ding Junqi to rescue him. The alley was too 
narrow, and it was quite difficult for the three of them to attack side by side with their weapons. They 
could only attack with the most monotonous forward thrust with each sword. 


Gui Danlei used the spinning force of "Tai Chi" to yank Ding Junqi's wrist, pulling him forward and falling 
down, just in front of the sword tip thrust from the left. The Junior Brother from the Bagua Sect who 
was wielding the sword sheathed his sword in time to avoid making a hole in the back of Senior Brother 
Ding. 


Gui Danlei pulled Ding Junqi vigorously, and at the same time, he leaned down and dodged the single 
sword thrust from the right. 


Ding Junqi was pulled so hard that he almost fell to the ground, so he naturally leaned back violently, 
trying to stabilize his body. This movement was immediately sensed by Guidan Lei's palm. Gui Danlei's 
"Tai Chi" lightning change move was still clasped tightly on his wrist, but his body rushed into Ding 
Junqi's arms. His right shoulder pressed against his chest, and there was another heavy "shoulder 
support". Ding Junqi's backward force caused him to lose his footing and fall backwards! 
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The junior brothers on both sides of Ding Junqi immediately released their hands and held down the 
senior brother's shoulders and back, trying to stop him from falling. Unexpectedly, upon contact, they 
felt that the falling force was extremely heavy, and both of them sat down in a low horse stance, 
desperately trying to hold on. 


Gui Danlei's "Tai Chi" skills are fully activated, and his "Ting Jin" sensitivity is beyond ordinary people's 
sensitivity. As soon as he met the resistance of the two people behind him, Gui Danlei judged the 
movements of the two people through Ding Junqi's body faster and more clearly than with his eyes. He 
circled and shook his waist and hips, and at a very short distance from his shoulders, he used his 
strength to hit Ding Junqi's chest for the second time! 


Ding Junqi's body was shouldered in front and pushed on his back. There was no space between the 
front and back, as if he was caught between a hammer and an anvil. Gui Danlei's strong shoulder 
pressed against him, and he let out a scream, and his sternum was shattered on the spot. He spit out a 
mouthful of blood with a "Wow", and the wrist that was still captured immediately became weak and 
dropped the knife. The two people behind them also lost their balance and retreated under this violent 
collision. 


In order to defend the entrance of the alley, Gui Danlei was unyielding. He slightly raised his left arm 
that had been hit by the knife. He found that he could still move, so he let go of Ding Junqi's wrist. At the 
same time, he swung his waist in a circle, swallowed and spit, and made the first move. He exerted his 
strength three times and hit the left and right sides of the semi-conscious Ding Junqi's chest with a 
"Double Pushing Palm" move! 


This "double push palm" seems to be a simple push, but in fact it uses the clever power angle of "Tai 
Chi". The power passes through Ding Junqi's body and is all concentrated on the Bagua disciple holding 
the sword to the left. The swordsman was already unsteady on his feet, but when he encountered this 
strength again, his body suddenly turned over and fell, and he bumped into his fellow disciples who 
were rushing to support him from behind! 


——This miraculous skill of "hitting a bull across a mountain" has been heard many times by those 
present, but this is the first time to see it being used in actual combat. 


The Bagua Sect and the martial arts group in the alley were intercepted, shocked and furious, and all 
wanted to rush forward to attack. But Shao Ci Lane is really narrow, and Gui Danlei's boxing skills are so 
good. Even though there are hundreds of people, there is nothing they can do. 
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Suddenly, someone in the crowd was particularly sober and shouted: "Squeeze together! Squeeze that 
guy out!" 


As soon as the Bagua disciple who was standing in front heard this, he immediately put away his sword 
and stepped forward to push the fellow disciple who was still pressing Ding Junqi's back. The people 
behind also swarmed up, pushing one level at a time, gathering the strength of everyone, just like a 
group of rough guys who have never learned martial arts, squeezing forward no matter what. 


This sudden and strange change caught Gui Danlei off guard, and in an instant, there were piles of 
human bodies squeezing in front of his eyes. Even though he had the exquisite "Tai Chi" skill of "moving 
a thousand catties with four ounces", it was of no use in the face of this raw power of nearly a hundred 
people. He was pushed back step by step faster and faster, and finally lost his footing and rolled out of 
Shao Ci Lane. Outside the entrance of Dongxiang! 


The few Bagua Sect disciples in the front row suddenly lost their resistance and were pushed by the 
people behind them. They followed Gui Danlei and fell to the ground. After that, dozens of people 
swarmed out to the street. 


Gui Danlei rolled over twice before he knelt down and found himself surrounded by a group of heroes in 
the middle of the street. 


Only one person was lying on the ground, and it was Ding Jungi, who had been sandwiched between Gui 
Dan Lei and the others. He was hit by Gui Dan Lei's "shoulder leaning" and shattered his sternum, 
several ribs were also broken, his chest was sunken, he was already seriously injured and dying; after 


that push, he had already rolled his eyes and swallowed his breath. 


"Kill him quickly! One of the Bagua Sect disciples surrounding Gui Dan Lei shouted. He saw his fellow 
disciples being killed and wounded in succession, and his heart was very angry: "Then we'll rush over 
and kill his boss of Wudang, his grandma! 


Gui Dan Lei was surrounded by seventy to eighty people, sabers and guns, half of his body was covered 
with blood, but he remained calm, reached out and touched the wound on his left arm, only to feel a 
burning pain. 
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It turns out that the "water cuts the moon", his left shoulder and upper arm a large area of skin and 
flesh cut off, but fortunately did not hurt the bones and joints. Gui Danlei thought that if the "Cloud 
Hand" of his "Tai Chi" was a little slower, or if Yin Yingchuan's knife was a little faster, the left shoulder 
would be severely cut and the entire left arm would be naturally useless. Whether he can counterattack 
and defeat Yin Yingchuan is also doubtful. 


Despite this stab wound, he could still barely move his left arm, but it was bleeding profusely and was 
consuming his energy every moment. There were dozens of times more enemies surrounded in front of 
him, and they were not ordinary people. Except for the dozen or so bodyguards from Zhenxi Bodyguard 
Agency, they were all warriors with excellent kung fu, and half of them were disciples of the famous 
Bagua sect. 


More importantly, he was no longer in a narrow alley, but an open street that was easy to encircle and 
attack. Although Gui Danlei was very proud of his "Tai Chi" martial arts, in his current state, he was not 
even half sure of being able to fight through such a battle safely. 


The shouts of the disciples of the Bagua sect were very useful. Not only the fellow sects, but also the 
warriors from other sects were all excited and stared at Guidan Lei in the middle. 


They have not forgotten how this Wudang disciple spoke arrogantly at Qiaozikou not long ago: 


--"Whichever sect is the last to leave the gates of Xi'an, we, the Wudang Sect, will be the first to destroy 
it." 


This is a battle that concerns the safety of all the martial arts sects. If we can unite and kill one more 
Wudang master, it will count as one. 


Dozens of bodies emitted murderous intent at the same time, filling the streets, and the atmosphere 
was no different than a battlefield. 


Just wait for whoever is boldest to cut or stab first. 


Gui Danlei also remembered another sentence he said earlier today and couldn't help but smile. 
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——"We might as well turn the streets of Xi'an into a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood." 


——It seems that this is the moment. 


——But that mountain of corpses may also include my own corpse. 


Gui Danlei had secretly gathered strength and was preparing to charge in one of the directions. Breaking 
out is the only possibility of survival. 


The group of Bagua sect disciples at the front looked at each other and felt connected. 


--revenge! 


Five knives, three swords, one tassel spear, and a pair of tiger-head hooks attacked Guidan Lei at the 
same time. 


Within a three-foot radius of Gui Danlei's body, there were powerful sharp blades that wanted to cut his 
heart out. 


He roared. 


The sound of bones cracking. The sound of metal hitting each other. The sound of flesh tearing. 
Miserable screams. Muffled sound. The sound of wood snapping. The sound of the weapon falling to the 
ground. 


The siege was so chaotic that no one knew how it went. Only the consequences can be seen: 


Gui Danlei's right hand was holding the back of a single sword. The blade was slightly bent under his 
strong finger force. His left hand was holding the small half of the gun barrel inserted into his back waist. 
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The sharp gun tip was two inches into his flesh, and he held it back, the sharp end of the gun 
penetrateed into his flesh just for two inches, his tightening of the waist muscle clamped firmly, making 
it unable to go deeper; there were sword wounds on the left abdomen, right shoulder, and left thigh, 
and the clothes were stained with blood. 


Around him, two Bagua sect swordsmen and a swordsman lost their weapons, their bones and joints 
were twisted, and they fell to the ground or moved away in severe pain. The one with the tiger head 
hook was hit by a knife on the index finger of his right hand and almost fell off; another swordsman from 
the Bagua Sect had a deep crack in the long sword in his hand; another swordsman was hit in the throat 
by a chopping palm and passed out; the man holding the gun only had half of the broken rod in his 
hand, and he was in a daze with shock. 


It was not the time to be dumbfounded. Surrounded by the second layer of people added: willow leaf 
sabers, double swords, swallows, iron whips ...... 


Gui Dan Lei's body kept on spinning, meeting, grabbing, fighting, and destroying all the attacking blades. 
His curly hair waved wildly, as if he were a wounded lion caught in a trap. There was more blood on his 
body. 


A third wave of attacks followed. The men surrounding him no longer had the usual warrior's demeanor, 
but were like primitive hunters rounding up a wild animal, with no other intention than to see their prey 
die. Those on the periphery who could not join in the battle also let out rough shouts. 


Around Gui Dan Lei, bodies and wounded began to pile up. Blood flowed into the puddles on the stone 
floor. 


The original color of his clothes was no longer visible. It was all red. A piece of his left ear was cut off. His 
left arm was not raised above chest height. His legs looked like they had been plunged into knee-deep 
mud. 


Gui Dan Lei's mind was blank. Only the body is naturally moving on its own. It was the combat skills that 
had been practiced to the marrow of his bones that still drove him. 


And the dignity of being a Wudang disciple. 
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--At least, take half of the people here to hell. 


Blood choked his nose. It's hard to breathe. 


--It's almost over. ...... 


"Over there!" Several escort masters from the Zhenxi Escort Agency who were surrounding the 
outermost group suddenly shouted in surprise. 


Because it was too noisy, the people in the innermost part of the siege could not hear at first, and they 
continued to fight for a while. It wasn't until the sudden panic spread to the inner circle that everyone 
stopped. 


All the warriors of the Western Army looked in the direction pointed by the escort, and they were all 
stunned. 


Only to see that at the southern end of the street, a group of densely packed figures were rapidly 
approaching this side - the street where the darts were initially given was still far away, but now it was 
only a few dozen paces away. At first glance, there were between thirty and forty people, anong whom 
two men could be seen running at the front. Just looking at their body movements and postures, it was 
clear that they were neither civilians nor police officers. 


——ls it reinforcements? ...Or has the Eastern Army been defeated and fled here? ... 


A large group of people rushed towards them, not knowing whether they were enemies or friends. The 
Western Army had no choice but to suspend their attack on Guidan Lei, broke the siege, and were on 
guard against the group of people. 


Gui Danlei was half-kneeling, covered in blood. He opened his eyes, which were almost sticky with 
blood, and took a look at who was coming. 
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The group moved closer. Gui Danlei gradually recognized the two men at the front. 


One is Fang Jijie, a disciple of Wudang's "Shou She Dao" stationed in Xi'an. 


Another man running side by side with Fang Jijie was wearing a cyan uniform, with an iron arm armor 
shaped like a beast's claw on his left hand, and a silver long sword slanted on his waist. The middle-aged 
face is covered with trauma scars. 


Gui Dan Lei recognized this person and couldn't help but grin his blood-red teeth. 


The next thirty to forty men were of different sizes, ages, clothing, and temperaments, each carrying 
weapons that did not seem to belong to the same sect. The formation was very similar to the martial 
arts group that had gathered in Xi'an to attack Yao Lianzhou. 


Fang Jijie hurriedly ran up and knelt down, supporting Gui Danlei who was trembling. The man in green 
clothes wearing iron claw armor placed his right hand on the hilt of the sword at his waist to protect his 
body. 


"Senior Brother Gui." Jiang Yunlan seemed to be smiling, but the expression on his face as he stared at 
the heroes of the Western Army did not make anyone feel that he was smiling at all. "| never thought | 
would see you in such a miserable state." 


Upon hearing this "senior brother", everyone in the Western Army was shocked. 


——Dozens of Wudang disciples came at once! 


"It's my turn to ask you..." Gui Danlei waved Fang Jijie away and slowly stood up on his own. After taking 
a few breaths to steady his breathing, he continued: "Why aren't you... Sichuan?" 


Jiang Yunlan touched the brand new sword on his waist and smiled silently. 
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It turns out that a few months ago after the defeat in the battle of Chengdu, Jiang Yunlan changed his 
identity as a "Soldier's Crow Road" , said goodbye to his deputy leader Ye Chenyuan, and left Sichuan. 
He was supposed to return to Wudang Mountain immediately; but on the way, he kept being frustrated 
because he could not kill the "Wudang Hunter" Jing Li. He was worried about it and felt quite depressed. 
He also thought about breaking the ancient sword he loved and having no suitable weapons around. He 
always feel uneasy, so the midway decided not to return to the Wudang for two reasons, one of them to 
go out to dissipate the depression, the other is also good to Ifind a new sword in Yehao. 


After leaving in this way, he traveled for two or three months, all the way to Henan Province. During this 
period, | was thinking hard about the battle of Chengdu, and went to review the many small sects in 
Henan that had been surrendered by Wudang - now all have become affiliated with the Wudang sect - 
to learn about the various martial arts. Later, he found a famous blacksmith in Nanyang who made this 
new sword for him. 


It was in Nanyang that he heard the shocking news that Master Yao had gone to Guanzhong alone, and 
that many people from many sects had gone west to follow him. Just like Gui Danlei and Chen Daixiu, 
Jiang Yunlan also thought that the news spread so quickly and widely that things must be unusual. 
Worried about the safety of his master, he did not have time to go back to Wudang Mountain to report 
the news, so he selected these 40 or so "disciples from outside the mountain "1 from the Wudang sects, 
entered the border directly from Nanyang, and then came to Xi'an on the basis of the new news, and 
finally arrived in time on this critical day. 


"Note 1: "Disciples from outside the mountain" is the name given by the Wudang sect to disciples of 
other sects who have submitted to join the sect. 


Jiang Yunlan did not answer Gui Danlei at this moment because he was afraid that the forty people 
behind him would be exposed. Gui Danlei glanced at these people and saw that they were all strangers, 
and none of them were direct disciples of Wudang Mountain. Looking at their expressionless faces, as if 
they didn't come willingly, Gui Danlei guessed where Jiang Yunlan recruited these people from. 


Jiang Yunlan looked at the dozens of enemies in front of him and made a mental assessment. He knew 
that the people he brought were actually slightly weaker than the other party. Especially the group of 
enemies standing at the front. Although Jiang Yunlan didn't know that they belonged to the Bagua Sect, 
one of the "Nine Sects", he could see that their martial arts background was unusual, and his own 
people were even lower. 
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——tThese guys who were brought in temporarily just bowed their heads before the powerful power of 
Wudang and did not come to rescue the leader wholeheartedly... 


However, the heroes of the Western Army did not know what was going on, thinking that the forty 
people who came were all genuine Wudang disciples. And the leader, Jiang Yunlan, had an intimidating 
aura that could not be faked. His tiny triangular eyes glanced around, as if he was treating everyone in 
front of him as prey. 


--This is the vigor of Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road, which has been cultivated through countless battles. 


Although the Western Army lost eight or nine men when they besieged Guidanlei just now, their 
number is still nearly double that of the opponent. However, their morale has been suppressed by the 
sudden appearance of the new enemy army, and there is no leader. It's really a dilemma. 


——Some people were secretly cursing Yan Qingtong for actually coming up with the bad idea of 
dividing the army into two groups. If two hundred people were united into one team, no one would 
have to be afraid. 


At this time, someone came out of Shaoci Lane. 


Yin Yingchuan supported the bodyguard on one side, and used the huge sword he picked up as a crutch 
on the other side, so that he could stand up and staggered step by step. 


The gray beard on his chin was stained with blood from internal injuries. His thin face seemed to be 
greener than the knife in his hand, and his black and white eyebrows were wrinkled in pain. Every 
breath he took was short and came with a low moan. 


- The sternum and half of the ribs were broken. It was miraculous luck that he was not fatally injured by 
broken bones piercing his internal organs. 


The Eight Trigrams Giant Sword is more of a burden than a support to Yin Yingchuan at this moment. But 
he still endured the severe pain and refused to let go. The tip of the knife dragged on the stone floor of 
the street, making a tooth-piercing sound. 
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Several Bagua disciples saw this and hurriedly stepped forward to support the uncle on behalf of the 
bodyguards, and raised their weapons to protect him. 


Through the crowd, Yin Yingchuan saw about forty new enemies coming from the opposite side, and 
then looked at Gui Danlei, who was covered in blood. At this moment, Gui Danlei was covered in 
wounds, and he could no longer clearly see the wound made by "Water Zhanyue" on his left arm. But 
Yin Yingchuan himself knew very well what happened at the last moment of the battle. 


He lowered his head again, looked at Ding Junqi and the other Bagua Sect disciples who were lying on 
the street, and then shook his head slightly with sad and angry eyes. 


Jiang Yunlan saw Yin Yingchuan and his giant sword. Although he did not know his identity, he knew that 
he must be the enemy's leader. The injury to Yin Yingchuan was naturally caused by Senior Brother Gui. 
Jiang Yunlan thought it would be better to taunt him with a few words to shake the opponent's military 
morale. But Gui Danlei spoke before him. 


"Do we still want to continue the fight?" Gui Danlei coughed up blood as he spoke. Just now, he was hit 
by an iron whip on his back and suffered internal injuries, along with the loss of blood from external 
wounds of various sizes, he was now in the same condition as Yin Yingchuan, although he no longer had 
the same pride in the face of the enemy that he had defeated with his own hands. 


Yin Yingchuan instructed his disciples to take off their robes and cover the faces of the dead disciples 
and other martial artists of the sect. 


"If it were ten years ago ...... "Yin Yingchuan stared at Gui Dan Lei's bloodied left shoulder and spat out a 
defiant gaze in his eyes, "...... my saber would have. ...... cut you to death first." 

"Maybe ...... " Gui Dan Lei replied blandly. "But...... ten years ago, | hadn't even begun to learn Taijiquan 
yet." 


Yin Yingchuan was dumbfounded after hearing this. Then he nodded his head slightly at Gui Dan Lei with 
a sense of shame. 
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It is not up to the martial artist to choose when and where the most important battle of his life will take 
place; once you have embarked on this path, you are a warrior at all times of your life. 


Yin Yingchuan used the cloth towel handed over by his disciples to wipe away the blood stains around 
his mouth. 


"Lift up the dead and wounded fellow disciples." He ordered the remaining twenty or so Sect members, 
then took a step toward the north side of the street, "Let's go." 


"Master! The Sect members rushed to dissuade him. They could not swallow the humiliation. 


"We can't afford to lose any more Bagua Sect disciples today." Yin Yingchuan said sorrowfully, "We have 
a much more important battle ahead." 


He turned his head back towards Gui Dan Lei and Jiang Yunlan and said categorically, "We will not sit 
back and wait for our doom. We will gather all the Bagua Sect members in the world to fight with you to 
the death." 


The many Bagua Sect disciples also picked up the corpse and injured fellow disciples, surrounded by the 
injured uncle, and slowly retreated to the north of the street without saying a word. 


The remaining thirty warriors and several bodyguards of the Western Army who were left behind were 
all panicked for a moment. They did not expect that the martial arts alliance that had just set off with 
great momentum would collapse by a quarter. Everyone immediately had no intention of fighting, 
fearing that the Wudang Sect team would take the opportunity for revenge and attack, so they all 
followed the Bagua disciples and retreated. 


——Many people on the way quietly took off the white cloth strips they wore in memory of He Zisheng 
and threw them away in shame. 


OOOO 
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This section of Shaoci Lane had two empty earthen walls covered with knife marks, which were 
preserved by the people of Xi'an to commemorate this amazing decisive battle; later, even the nearby 


school was converted into a restaurant and teahouse for people to listen to martial arts legends and 
stories. 


It was not until decades later, when the saber marks were blurred by weathering and the earthen wall 
fell into disrepair, that the story was gradually forgotten. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 49 Chapter 6 The Gathering of the 
Dragons 


Hu Linglan's fingers no longer felt like the cloth wrapped around the saber's hilt. 


In this instant, she felt that she was bound to die. 


In that short moment, she did not regret coming all the way to China to die. 


She only recalled that night in Satsuma so long ago. The lightning reflected Jing Li's powerful back. 


Then that dark night in the streets of Chengdu. The two of them were back to back. They felt each 
other's body heat, sweat and tremors. A feeling of intimacy that cannot be described even in native 
language. 


Between the beautiful mountains and waters of the Wu Gorge. The clear sound of wooden sabers 
slashing each other. Smiling faces sweating under the sun. 


On the plateau road of yellow soil. The clattering of horses' hooves. Together they chase the sinking 
sunset. The dry winds blowing against her hair. 


None of this will ever be the same again. 


But she still thinks: it's worth it. 


But Hu Linglan had underestimated herself. After all, she was the strongest swordsman in the Shimazu 
clan, the most powerful martial arts family in Satsuma, Kyushu, where martial arts flourished. 


The attacking power of "Swallow Flight" is always different from ordinary; and Xi Xiaoyan's "Brain 
Wrapping Saber", even with the help of his left palm, is not as powerful as his normal hand "Yangji 
Saber". 
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Under the collision of these two swords, Xi Xiaoyan endured great pressure from the sword. Qi and 
blood surged all over his body, which was already suffocating his movements. Unable to withstand the 
pressure, Xi Xiaoyan suddenly stepped through the roof tile under his right foot. His body suddenly 
collapsed, and his entire leg sank to his knees. The saber that was supposed to counterattack 
immediately could not go out any more. 


Although Hu Linglan's mind was scattered, but the body that had been practiced for a long time was still 
able to react automatically, leaping forward and flying back. 


The Nodachi saber flew upward, circled in the air for ten to twenty times, and crashed through the 
decoration of the beast on the roof, before it fell to the center of the street below. 


Hu Linglan realized that her life had been spared. She was shocked, but she was not upset. She pulled 
out a short knife from her belt with her backhand, and was still on guard against the embarrassed Xi 
Xiaoyan. 


——As long as she still has breath and the last knife in her hand, she will not accept her fate. 


However, when the people below saw Hu Linglan losing her main weapon, they all knew that she was 
losing. Some of them felt pity that Hu Linglan couldn't defeat the Wudang disciples for them because 
they shared the same hatred, but some of them had a more complicated thought: if the Wudang people 
were defeated by a woman from the East, wouldn't it be a great loss of face for them, the martial arts 
practitioners of the Middle Kingdom? Therefore, they are glad that Xi Xiaoyan won...... 


Xi Xiaoyan half-kneeled down, reached out to support the roof tiles, and pulled out his right leg, which 
was stuck into the broken hole. On the surface, his situation is quite embarrassing, but in his heart, he 
knows that it is all because of the Hu Linglan's fierce saber moves, so he does not feel half embarrassed, 
just silently stood up, hanging the long knife on the side of his body, and stared at the back of the short 
saber held by the Hu Linglan. 


Just now, he lost the opportunity to counterattack, of course, it is a bit of a pity, but Xi Xiaoyan was also 
secretly happy that he did not kill Hu Linglan with his saber. 
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Having defeated Hu Linglan, Xi Xiaoyan's fighting spirit had dissipated, and he had the time to look 
down. He saw that the enemies of all sects had gathered in the street, apparently for the three senior 
brothers to drive out of the "Ying Hua Hall". Now that the Headmaster was safe, there was no reason for 
him to continue fighting with Hu Linglan. 


Just before Xi Xiaoyan was about to return his saber to its sheath, two figures jumped up from one side 
of the roof, and at the same time made a sound of "choking" as they unsheathed their blades. 


"Lan, catch!" 


A bright golden light flew towards Hu Linglan from behind. When Hu Linglan heard that delicate voice, 
her brows immediately unfolded, and she turned around and copied the golden light into her hand. 


Xi Xiaoyan took a look and saw that Hu Linglan had a long sword more than four feet long in her hand. It 
had an elegant shape. The lotus-shaped sword pommel had a dragon carving on it. The long golden 
sword body looked extremely sharp, at a glance that is known to be no ordinary item. 


It is the treasure of the Qingcheng Sword School, the "Dragon Thorn". 


The two men on the roof were of course Yan Heng and Tong Jing. They were worried about Hu Linglan's 
ability to resist the Wudang disciples, so they did not jump under the window, but climbed up on the 
window frame instead, only to see that Hu Linglan had lost her wild saber in her hand, and she was still 
confronting the fierce-looking Xixiuyan. At Yan Heng's signal, Tong Jing pulled out the Dragon's Thorn 
from his back and threw it to Hu Linglan for defense. 


The two of them walked to Hu Linglan's side. Yan Heng sees the bleeding wound on Hu Linglan's 
forehead and gives her a worried look. Hu Linglan smiled and shook her head at him. 


"| told you." Tong Jing smiled at her and said, "I will definitely bring Yan Heng back." 


Hu Linglan frowned, "You're worrying me to death." She looked around at the two of them and saw that 
they were both fine, so she held the "Dragon Thorn" in both hands and pointed at Xi Xiaoyan from a 
distance. 
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Only then did Yan Heng have time to look at Xi Xiaoyan and was surprised to see his strange arm. 
Somehow, he felt that this Wudang disciple's face looked familiar. ...... 


"Wow! This guy is disgusting! Tong Jing couldn't help but spit out her tongue and exclaimed, "Is he born 
with it?" 


Xi Xiaoyan was ridiculed in front of such a young girl, but in this confrontation, he couldn't get angry and 
didn't know what expression to make. 


Tong Jing's words "Is it natural?" reminded Yan Heng of something: he had seen a person with a weird 
figure in the past, and he had the same question in his mind. 


——tThe guy named Xi Zhaoping. 


Yan Heng looked at Xi Xiaoyan's face again, compared it with his memory, and suddenly understood. 


--It was a relative. 


When Yan Heng thought of Xi Zhaoping, he stared at Xi Xiaoyan with hatred in his eyes. He drew his 
Tiger's Path again, and together with the Still Life Right Sword in his hand, the two swords swung toward 
each other. 


--The stance was no different from the one he had with Yao Lianzhou in the room earlier. It was also 
very similar to He Zi Sheng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" stance. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not know who this kid was, and was a bit surprised that he was so hostile to himself. 
However, Xi Xiaoyan is a straightforward person, so he didn't look into it. Seeing that someone else was 
going to challenge him, he smiled with his teeth and raised his saber to his shoulder once again. 
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When everyone on the street saw Yan Heng resolutely confronting this terrifying Wudang disciple, it was 
difficult to believe that he was a traitor in Wudang, and they all looked at Yan Qingtong and Dong 
Sanqiao with suspicion. Dong Sanqiao paid little attention and was still taking care of the seriously 
injured Han Tianbao; Yan Qingtong felt uncomfortable and wanted to quickly divert his attention, so he 
grabbed an injured secret sect disciple and asked: "I couldn't see that Wudang sect member on the roof 
before. How can he fight? Is he very powerful?" 


The secret sect disciple looked troubled and hesitantly replied: "Our Master Uncle Han... this way... is 
just a punch..." 


"You mean to beat Senior Han like this with one punch?" Yan Qingtong was panicked and looked up at Xi 
Xiaoyan again. 


--Just now decided to retreat, may be the right bet ...... 


Suddenly, there was a rush of sound coming from the street in the west, not strong at first, but gradually 
getting louder and louder. 


It was the sound of horses' hooves. 


Not long after, there is a horse from the street to run to, stand closer to the street corner of the people 
have to avoid. The horse raced like an arrow through the crowd, dashing half a block away, before 
stopping abruptly. 


The horse stood up, and the rider turned it around in a smooth manner, showing a very handsome 
riding skill. It was only then that the crowd saw the face of the elderly rider. 


The old man had already taken off his hat and hung it behind his back, his hair was in a messy bun, his 
white hair was flowing, and his face, which was originally very dignified, now revealed a child-like smile, 
and a silver-encrusted tooth on the right side of the upper row shone brightly in the sun. 


Several people in the group recognized this old man. One of them was Yan Qingtong. He couldn't help 
but shout: 
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"Mr. Flying Rainbow! 


Hearing this, everyone was thrilled: this boyish old knight was no one else but Lian Feihong, the current 
head of the Kongdong Sect in Pingliang, Gansu Province! 


Kongdong Mountain has a long history of martial arts, and the "Eight Great Absolutes" martial arts is 
one of the "Nine Great Sects" of the contemporary martial arts world, and this time it is even the head 
of the sect who has come in person. The group of heroes, who were originally anxious and uneasy about 
seeing this strong support, were instantly calmed down a lot. When they looked at the weapons on Lian 
Feihong's body, they knew it was not fake. 


"| told you, I'm going to win!" Lian Feihong raised his fist and shouted with great excitement. He had just 
arrived here and had not yet fought, so no one could figure out what he had actually "won". 


Yan Qingtong had met Lian Feihong twice in the past due to his role as a bodyguard. When he saw that 
Lian Feihong had only arrived at this moment, he couldn't help but curse in his heart: You old man, if 
you had come to help earlier, we wouldn't have to look so bad just now! 


"Mr. Lian Fei Hong, you've come at the right time! Yan Qingtong stepped forward and bowed 
respectfully. He thought, as long as we can bring this master over to our side, we will be able to salvage 
our position in the group, and all of our previous embarrassments can be wiped away. "My juniors and | 
have been waiting here for a long time, waiting for our seniors to uphold justice in the martial arts 
world!" 


Lian Feihong was in the midst of his excitement, but when he looked at Yan Qingtong, he didn't seem to 
recognize him, and he didn't seem to understand anything about "justice in the martial arts". He looked 
around at the people gathered on the street and asked with a frown, "What's the matter? Have you 
finished fighting? 


Yan Qingtong was stunned and didn't know how to answer, but then he inadvertently looked at the roof 
of the house. Lian Feihong followed his line of sight and saw the confrontation above him, his brows 
immediately unfolded, "Ah, so there are still people fighting! 
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At that moment, three more figures ran out from an alley in the west, all on foot. They were all on foot. 
Everyone saw that those three men, two of them carrying spears and swords, stopped abruptly as soon 
as they reached the street, looking at the people on the street and Mr. Lien Fei Hong on the saddle with 
a wary look. 


Lian Feihong saw them and smiled from ear to ear. 


Yan Qingtong hurriedly asked him, "Senior, are these ...... your disciples?" 


"Not at all! Lian Feihong waved his hand: "I ran into these Wudang faction on the street there, and 
competed to see who would be the fastest to arrive. Hey, everyone saw the result, | won!" 


When the heroes heard that the visitor was another disciple of the Wudang Sect, they immediately 
became nervous. Those who were standing a little closer to the three people all moved away in panic. 


When Li Tong and Jiao Hongye first arrived, they were unaware of the situation in the "Yinghua 
Pavilion". They just had an intuition that the people surrounding the brothel had no intention of fighting. 
When they looked up, they saw a strange and familiar figure on the roof. It was Xi Xiaoyan. One to three. 
Two of the enemies were women, one was a little yellow-haired girl, and the man was not much older 
than the girl. Although Li Tong and others were surprised, they were not worried about Xi Xiaoyan at all. 


--He's one of the best in the Turtle Road. 


"Senior Brother Xi, what's going on?" Jiao Hongye shouted loudly, his rough brown face tightened like an 
iron plate, and he coldly glanced at the many enemies on the street: "Where are Senior Brother Chen 
Daixiu and the others?" 


No need to answer. Chen Daixiu walked out of the gate of "Yinghua Pavilion" at this time. He went out 
to inspect because he heard the sound of horse hooves outside. When he saw Lian Feihong riding on the 
horse, his brows immediately raised. Although he still didn't know the identity of the leader of 
Kongtong, he could see that the old man on the saddle had an extremely confident aura, far superior to 
the tycoons on the street. 
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——This old man... is not easy to deal with. 


"We've already met up with the Headmaster," Chen Daixiu said loudly to Li Dong and other people from 
a distance, at the same time, his hand pressed the hilt of the sword on his waist: "He is OK, do not have 
to Worry ....... 


Halfway through his speech, Chen Daixiu realized that Gui Danlei and Shang Shilang had not appeared. 
He thought to himself, there must be a change in this, but it is not convenient to ask here - after all, they 
only have a few fellow disciples in the field at the moment, facing dozens of enemies, relying on a force 
of might to suppress the other side; if there is any news, once again boost the other side's morale, the 
situation could change at any time. 


Next to Chen Daixiu, another person stepped out from the door. His body was covered in blood, and he 
only hurriedly tied up some of the more serious injuries with cloth strips. He was Fan Zong, a master of 
hidden weapons from the "Shou Snake Way". He still had the "mourning nail" that belonged to Han 
Tianbao in his hand. 


Fan Zong's originally fair face was now even paler due to blood loss. He scanned the crowd and 
immediately found Yan Qingtong standing next to Lian Feihong horse. 


Yan Qingtong saw the gaze, a chill arose from his back. 


"Are you the owner of Zhenxi Escort Agency here?" Fan Zong said and walked straight towards Yan 
Qingtong. Everyone who passed by retreated away - although Fan Zong was injured, everyone had seen 
his weird and vicious hidden weapon just now. 


Yan Qingtong hurriedly stood closer to Lian Feihong's horse, hoping to use this famous man as a shield. 
But Lian Feihong only looked up, curiously studying Xixiuyan's strange right arm on the roof, and paid no 
attention to him. 


Fan Zong walked up to Yan Qingtong and extended his palm. 


"You still owe my Headmaster something." 
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The group of heroes who had just withdrawn from the hall downstairs together were all puzzled. They 
clearly saw that Yan Qingtong had already left Yao Lianzhou's "Single Back Sword" on the table in the 
hall with his head hanging down. What does Fan Zong want from him now? 


Yan Qingtong knew it well. 


—-—lIt’s finished...how did he...know that it was me who poisoned... 


He didn't know something: Fan Zong had followed the gangster Liang Si who poisoned "Yinghua 
Pavilion" beforehand, as well as the two Zhenxi bodyguards who killed Liang Si. It is clear who is the 
mastermind of the poisoning. 


Yan Qingtong had thought that after withdrawing from the Flower House, the matter could be blurred 
out - there were so many martial artists, from all sects, who had come to form an alliance against Yao 
Linzhou, so how could the Wudang sect identify who it was? The Wudang sect would not be able to tell 
who they were, and they could just plant the evidence on any small sect. Unexpectedly, the poisoning 
has been recognized by the disciples of Wudang, and he felt that he was already a corpse. 


But Yan Qingtong's character is that he will never accept his fate until the end. Out of curiosity, he 
grabbed the shirt of an escort next to him, got close to his face and shouted, "It's you, you bastard! 
What are you doing without telling me?" While cursing, he secretly dug his other hand out of the inside 
of his belt. He took out another packet of antidote and hid it in his palm. 


The bodyguard was looking confused, and Yan Qingtong scolded him again: "You have lost all my face!" 
He said with a big slap on the bodyguard's face. 


The dart master was so confused by the blow that he fell to his knees. At the same time, a small paper 
packet fell on the ground - of course, it was the antidote Yan Qingtong had thrown during the beating. 


"Look! Didn't you get the stolen thing with you?" Yan Qingtong didn't let the dart master speak, and 
kicked him to the ground again: "Why don't you pick it up and give it to him?" 
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The dart master touched his swollen face with one hand, bent down to pick up the paper packet with a 
puzzled look, climbed up with a trembling body, and respectfully handed the antidote to Fan Zong's 
hand. 


Fan Zong only laughed coldly. Even if Yan Qingtong could hide such tricks from the onlookers, how could 
he deceive him, a master of hidden weapons with sharp eyes? But at this moment, it was important for 
the Headmaster to get rid of the poison as soon as possible, so he didn't have the time to expose Yan 
Qingtong. Fan Zong only held the antidote, his eyes still did not leave Yan Qingtong, coldly threw down a 
sentence: 


"We'll settle this with you later." 


After Fan Zong said that, he quickly ran back to the "Ying Hua Pavilion". 


This last look and words made Yan Qingtong feel as if the center of his heart had been pierced by the 
"death nail". 


Li Dong, Jiao Hong Ye and Zhao Kun all went forward to join Chen Daixiu. Chen Daixiu shouted at the 
group of heroes on the street, "Shouldn't you have retreated two blocks away? What are you doing 
here?" Then he looked up to the roof: "Master Xi, didn't you hear the order before? No need to fight 
anymore, come down first!" 


Xi Xiaoyan was not very interested in Yan Heng and Tong Jing, and Hu Linglan had already been defeated 
by him, so he did not have a strong will to fight. At this moment, when Master Chen gave another order, 
he took his long saber back into its sheath. 


When Yan Heng saw him treating himself with such contempt, his anger increased and the color of 
hatred in his eyes burned like fire. 


Xi Xiaoyan shook his head, "Kid, don't look at me like that. If you don't like it, you can hate those useless 
partners below you," he said. He turned around and turned his back to the four sharp swords of the 
three of them, very trustworthy. 
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"It has nothing to do with them." Yan Heng spat out from between his teeth, his voice becoming hoarse 
from the excitement: "All of you from Wudang Mountain are my enemies of the Qingcheng Sect." 


When Xi Xiaoyan heard the words "Qingcheng Sect", his face, which had already eased up, turned into a 
violent beast all of a sudden. He slowly turned back. 


--Mount Qingcheng. The place where his brother, XI Zhaoping, died. 


"Great." Xi Xiaoyan was now radiating an intense killing intent that he hadn't felt before when he fought 
with Hu Linglan. He raised his right arm and flexed it again, touching the hilt of his saber at his back. 


"There's still a fish in the net. Let me finish my brother's work." 


The light of the unsheathed blade flashed from Xi Xiaoyan's shoulder. 


Hu Linglan grasped the hilt of the "Dragon Thorn" sword tightly with both hands, the golden sword 
blade was placed in the "Flat Blue Eyes" stance in the middle, and the tip of the sword was pointed at Xi 
Xiaoyan's eyebrows. She moved slightly sideways, her body hidden in front of Yan Heng. 


"Don't be impulsive." When Hu Linglan said this, she did not dare to move her eyes away from Xi 
Xiaoyan: "There is only one person among us who can resist him." 


Xi Xiaoyan sneered: "Your memory is not very good, right? Your big knife is still down there." 


"I'm not talking about me." When Hu Linglan said this, her gaze had a softness that was not normally 
seen, and it carried the expectation of a person. 


"He will come soon." 


When Xi Xiaoyan saw Hu Linglan's eyes like this, a sour feeling of unhappiness naturally rose up in his 
heart, but he couldn't understand why he felt this way. 
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--She is clearly an enemy. ...... Who is she waiting for, and what does it have to do with me? ...... 


Along with the jealousy comes a strong anguish that wants to be vented. Xi Xiaoyan shook his head 
violently, and gathered strength in all four joints of his right hand from the wrist to the shoulder, 
preparing to draw his sword and cut quickly. 


At this time, a black foreign object, accompanied by a whistling sound, flew out from the roof of another 
building across the street on the west side. With a long tail, it quickly passed across the street and hit 
the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion". 


The object hit the highest point on the west wall of "Yinghua Pavilion" and was nailed deeply into the 
wall bricks. Attached to the back is a slender chain stretched straight. 


After the thing stopped, everyone downstairs saw what it was: 


A jet-black iron gun head. The two ancient characters "Emei" are engraved on it. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 50 Chapter 7 Combined Battles 


This is the day. 


No one in the martial arts world will ever again be unaware of the name of the "South Sea Tiger 
Respected Sect". 


OOOO 


The long iron chain with the head of the iron spear, the other end of which was knotted, was firmly 
nailed to the ridge of the roof of the building to the west by a hunting saber. 


Jing Li stepped on the iron chain that ran across the street, and without stopping, ran along the chain 
towards the roof of the Ying Hua Pavilion. 


Many people at the bottom of the building witnessed this amazing skill and could not help but shout in 
surprise. 


Jing Li, who had an imposing figure, ran along the chain with a surprisingly dexterous pace, running as if 
he were walking on the ground. He was holding a weapon in each hand, a large oar in his left hand and a 
long Japanese saber in his right hand. With his arms spread out to both sides, and with the help of the 
balance of the two weapons, his feet in straw sandals didn't slow down a bit, and he had already 
reached the top of the center of the street in an instant. 


Jing Li was running in the direction behind Xi Xiaoyan. Xi Xiaoyan slightly turned around and stood at the 
side with his horse stance, on the one hand, he was still on guard against Yan Heng's trio, on the other 
hand, he looked back to see who was coming. 


Jing Licame from the west, his back facing the slanting sun, and in Xi Xiaoyan's eyes, he looked like a 
black shadow with golden light all around. 


The Japanese saber on his right hand was shining brightly. 
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Xi Xiaoyan could instantly tell which side was the real threat. 


--This person is the one she was talking about? ...... 


Xi Xiaoyan unsheathed his saber behind his back. 


Jing Li walked to the end of the chain, jumped upward with his left leg, and climbed up to the edge of 
the roof with his right leg. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn’t even have to think about it. His sword technique has always been one. 


Sit on the horse, turn your hips, twist your waist. The four joints from shoulder to wrist are shaking 
violently. 


The "Yangji Saber" slashed vertically at Jing Li's braided head! 


Jing Li took the opportunity of running and jumping to utilize his heavy weapons: his left oar was raised 
horizontally over the top of his head to resist this cleaver; his right hand saber was swung horizontally 
from the outside to the inside at the same time, slashing Xi Xiaoyan's left waist. Both of his hands were 
facing the heavy weapon, attacking and defending at the same time, showing amazing arm strength. 


But just before Xi Xiaoyan's saber touched the oar, Jing Li changed his stance. 


This move was not thought out at all. Rather, Jing Li's instincts, cultivated from hundreds of life and 
death battles at sea and abroad, automatically made a judgment: 


--"This saber of the other party can't be blocked with one hand. 
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The Japanese sword that was originally slashing horizontally changed its direction halfway, and was 
flicked upwards, together with the oars, to fight against the "Yangji Saber"! 


Jing Li was glad that he had made the right judgment once he met his opponent's blade. 


Both the oar and the saber bounced away. The after-effects of the "Yangji Saber" had yet to dissipate, 
and the impact was felt inside his body. Jing Li took a big step back before he could stabilize his body, 
which had been pushed back due to the exchange of blows. This step was almost outside the eaves of 
the house, Jing Li stood dangerously on the edge, and a few pieces of broken tiles fell from his feet into 
the street. 


Xi Xiaoyan was no less surprised than Jing Li. 


Since he had truly practiced this "Yangji Saber" two years ago, the strongest resistance he had ever put 
up to a saber attack was not long ago with Hu Linglan's Nodachi. 


--But so soon, he met another stronger enemy! 


Xi Xiaoyan also took a half-step backward to neutralize the force of the clash between his two weapons 
and Jing Li's weapon. 


Both of them reacted in the same way, after they retreated from each other's attack, they used their 
legs and feet to counter-step and immediately attacked again. 


Xi Xiaoyan once again used his simple "Yangji Saber" to slash his head! 


Jing Li was well prepared this time, his arms were fully utilized, his oar and saber were placed on top of 
his head in a zig-zag formation, and he was able to use the force of his whole body to attack upwards! 


The three weapons collided for the second time, the force was almost indistinguishable from each 
other, and each of them bounced backward again! 
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Jing Li, however, had an idea, utilizing the force of this collision to tilt his upper body back, and then his 
right leg struck a "heart-piercing stomp", which went straight to Xi Xiaoyan's abdomen! 


--Jing Li's double saber kick, which is a Siamese martial arts technique, is often thrown immediately after 
an exchange of blades, and both sides are often in close proximity to each other, so it is very difficult to 
defend against it. 


However, it was an exception for Xi Xiaoyan - his saber was held by an unusually long arm, and when the 
blades were exchanged, his body was still at a distance, and he only slightly retracted his abdomen and 
shrank back, Jing Li's stomping leg went to the end, but missed his body by an inch! 


Xi Xiaoyan's beast-like fighting instincts were definitely not inferior to Jing Li's. At the same time, he 
pulled his abdomen in and reached forward with his free left hand. Jing's legs pushed too hard and he 
grabbed his ankle! 


To be caught by someone's leg in a real saber duel. An absolute disadvantage. 


Xi Xiaoyan is ready to flip Jing Li over and deliver a fatal blow. 


Jing Li stood on one foot and jumped up from the roof tiles with his left leg. 


Dai Kui, who was watching the scene downstairs, could not help but stop breathing. 


--He had experienced Jing Li's amazing balance and spring-like jumping power at the "Eight Immortals 
Table" competition at the Linmen Inn. 


Xi Xiaoyan's left hand pulled on his ankle, but it accelerated Jing Li's jump towards him! 


Jing Li crossed his two weapons in front of him, and jumped into the air towards Xi Xiaoyan, the blade of 
his Japanese saber, together with the oar on the back of the saber, pressed towards Xi Xiaoyan's face! 


847 


--Although he didn't swing his arm to slash, this blow was attached with Jing Li's weight and jumping 
impulse, if it hit, it could still cut deeply into the flesh and bones! 


Just a few inches in front of Xi Xiaoyan's nose, the blade touched the blade again. There was a harsh 
clang between metals. 


It was Xi Xiaoyan who retracted his long sword in time, held it upside down in front of him, and blocked 
the oncoming Japanese sword! 


This note has very unusual meaning for Xi Xiaoyan: 


Because this was the first time he was forced to defend since he came down from Wudang Mountain! 


——Good guy! 


But this fight is not over yet. 


Taking advantage of the force of his jump, Jing Li's left leg continued to bend upwards, and his knee hit 
Xi Xiaoyan's heart! 


— —One of the four limbs was captured, and the other three suddenly fought back together. This is the 
essence of the "Eight-Armed Martial Arts" that Jing Li learned from the royal warriors of Siam Ayutthaya. 


Xi Xiaoyan let out a muffled cry, and immediately released Jing Li's ankle with his left hand. He issued a 
"Tai Chi" press from his chest, struck out with a palm, and hit the flying knee head-on! 


Although Xi Xiaoyan is famous for his right hand's strange arm combined with the "Anode Knife" to 
generate strength, the strength of the fist of his left hand is not simple either - the broken wooden 
stakes at the "Cang Yun Martial Arts Field" on Wudang Mountain are proof. The palms and knees struck 
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each other, and Xi Xiaoyan's body was only shaken; after all, Jing Li was in mid-air, and his body flew 
backwards. 


Jing Li rolled backward on the tiled surface and knelt down with the support of his left oar, while his 
right hand saber was still on guard in front of his chest. His right calf, which was half-kneeling, was 
exposed outside his trousers, and there were five clear red fingerprints on the top of his ankle. 


He grinned. Just like every time he met a strong enemy. 


--Not to mention the fact that the one he met this time was stronger than any other in the past! 


While staring at Jing Li, Xi Xiaoyan moved to the side on the roof, stepping away from Jing Li and Yan 
Heng. Previously, he did not mind being sandwiched between the two parties, but after the exchange of 
blows, he no longer dared to be arrogant - it was too dangerous to fight Jing Li and Hu Linglan at the 
same time. 


He looked at the saber in Jing Li's hand. The saber did not come from the East, but was made by a 
Chinese craftsman and Jing Li had seized it from a Han pirate a few years ago. Xi Xiaoyan saw the 
similarity between this saber and Hu Linglan's Nodachi saber, which seemed to indicate that the two 
were very close to each other. He glanced at Hu Linglan again, remembering the passionate look in her 
eyes earlier, and felt jealous again. 


As soon as Jing and Xi separated from each other after the battle, a wave of applause erupted from 
downstairs. 


The martial artists from the various schools of the Eastern Army that surrounded the Flower House 
could not help but cheer and applaud Jing Li on the roof. They had already suffered a lot from the 
Wudang master and his disciples in the afternoon, not to mention the deaths and injuries, and were 
even threatened by a few Wudang disciples who came to their aid and withdrew from the hall, which 
could be said to be a disgrace; but now there was a person who fought with this dreadful Wudang 
master, as if he was fighting for them, naturally, they all applauded, and they had already forgotten 
about how Jing Li had mocked and satirized the alliance among the various sects in the Inn of the Lin 
Gate earlier on. 


"Do you remember what sect this good man belongs to?" Some people were talking to each other. 
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"| seem to have heard of the "Tiger Respected Sect" when | was at the inn". 


Among the crowd, Dai Kui, who was once defeated by Jing Li, was the most excited one. Seeing such an 
exciting fight, he seemed to have forgotten the pain of his broken arm and raised his right fist to cheer 
for Jing Li. 


Lian Feihong also had an elated expression on his face, and he patted his thigh in a daze. Because he 
slapped it too hard and too loudly, the horse started to jump after sitting down, and Lian Feihong 
hurriedly reined it in to stop it. 


Of course, some people were unhappy when they saw it. Dong Sanqiao and others from the secret sect 
all had ugly expressions on their faces - Xi Xiaoyan had knocked down their Uncle Han with one punch 
before, but now Jing Li's fighting power was equivalent to completely defeating the Secret Sect. 


However, when it comes to the most exciting thing, no one on the street can compare to Yan Qingtong: 
Jing Li suddenly came out of the sky to kill, attracting everyone's attention, and for the time being, no 
one pursued the matter of his masterminding the poisoning. He took a few of his darts masters with him 
and quietly retreated to the end of the crowd while they were calling out in excitement, ready to leave if 
anything went wrong. 


--He was still hoping that Yin Yingchuan and Yuanyi would arrive with the western army and change the 
situation. 


At that moment, someone really appeared on the street outside the Ying Hua Restaurant. Yan Qingtong 
looks over and sees that it is not Yin Yingchuan, but four strange men and women. As soon as they 
arrived, they saw Lian Feihong and at the same time jumped off their horses and walked through the 
crowd. 


Everyone looked at the two men and two women. One woman was in her forties or fifties, and the other 
three were quite young. They each carried several different weapons and wore clothes stained with 
dust. They were dressed like Lian Feihong, both have a flavor of the Western Regions, so we can guess 
that he must be a member of the Kongtong sect. Wherever the four of them passed, the heroes saluted 
them. The four of them were busy returning the salutes while walking to the side of Lian Feihong's 
horse. 
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--They were in the city earlier, separated from the anxious and chaotic Sect Master, and had been 
circling around the eastern part of the city until they heard the crowds applauding and cheering, and 
only then did they find their way to the "Flower Pavilion". 


The elderly woman was Lian Feihong's sister, Cai Xianjiao, who was also the deputy head of the 
Kongdong Sect. Although her name is not very famous in the Central Plains martial arts world, twenty 
years ago she was already a heroine who made the horse thieves in the west lose their nerve. Looking at 
her rough face like a peasant woman, it is hard to imagine the number of bandits who have died at her 
hands, and the corpses are stacked even higher than her own. 


"Brother." Cai Xianjiao took the hand of Lian Feihong's horse by the hand and said reproachfully, "It's 
been hard to find you." 


Lian Feihong, however, completely ignored his sister's angry look and just smiled and said, "I'm glad | 
made it in time! | almost missed the show! He pulled out the iron fan that was tilted on his belt and 
pointed it to the roof. 


The three young disciples who came with them, the woman was Lian Feihong's personal disciple, Xing 
Ying, and the two men were Cai Xianjiao's disciples, Guo Zhong and Bussa - Bussa, with his curly hair and 
deep eyes, was of Hui descent. They all approached with their horses. 


The beautiful eyes of Xing Ying attracted the attention of the men. However, when she removed the veil 
covering the lower half of her face, a conspicuous saber scar of about an inch appeared on the right side 
of her pretty face. It was a pity for all of them, but Xing Ying herself did not seem to care about it at all. 


The three Kongtong disciples followed the leader's gaze and looked towards the roof above. When they 
saw Xi Xiaoyan's strange arms, they were so surprised that they opened their mouths wide. 


At this time, Jing Li stood up from his half-kneeling position. Looking down, he saw that the atmosphere 
on the street was getting more and more lively, and some people were still shouting. 


Standing on this high roof, bathing in the cheers and sunshine - Jing Li couldn't help but recall the scene 
of standing on the ring by the seaside in his hometown of Quanzhou many years ago. 
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He raised his head to the sky. 


— —Uncle Pei...can you see it? ... 


While Xi Xiaoyan moved aside, Yan Heng, Tong Jing and Hu Linglan hurried forward and came to Jing Li's 


side. 


The four companions stood side by side, looked at each other, and laughed at the same time. 


"We are together again." Tong Jing said happily. 


"Brother Jing Li......" Yan Heng looked at Jing Li with eager eyes, as if he had a lot to say. 


Jing Li looked back at him with understanding eyes. 


"If you have anything to say, wait until you've defeated the enemy." 


Yan Heng nodded and stared at Xi Xiaoyan opposite him again. 


Hu Linglan didn't say a word. But as soon as he stood next to Jing Li, the shadow under Xi Xiaoyan's 
sword that had nearly killed him immediately subsided. 


But at this moment, two figures appeared behind Xi Xiaoyan. 


It was Li Tong and Jiao Hongye from Wudang's "Soldier Crow Way". They had climbed onto the roof 


without anyone noticing, each setting up their tassels and swords to protect both sides of Xixiaoyan. 
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"| haven't said that | want to help." Xi Xiaoyan said arrogantly. He looked at his senior brother Li Tong, 
but saw that Li Tong's expression was very unusual, and he was even more serious than usual. 


"This guy..." Li Tong raised the tip of his spear slightly and pointed at the front door of Jinghua: "...we 
have met him in the west of the city before and even fought against him." 


"He is the Hunter." Jiao Hongye on the other side said loudly. 


When he heard the word "hunter", Xi Xiaoyan was like being hit by a thunderbolt. The knuckles of the 
five fingers holding the handle of the knife were clenched. 


His eyes turned red with blood. 


--The enemy who killed his brother is right in front of him. 


Tong Jing felt the strong killing intent coming straight from the opposite side, and her body couldn't help 
but tremble. The joy of reuniting her companions suddenly dissipated. 


Hu Linglan saw Xi Xiaoyan's face change and recalled his domineering sword skills just now. Her palms 
holding the "Dragon Thorn" were sweating. 


After the battle in Chengdu, she knew how powerful the Wudang Sect's enemies were; now there were 
three opponents, and although there were four on her side, Yan Heng was not yet mature, and Tong Jing 
could not be relied upon... This battle was bound to be dangerous. 


——What's more, there is such a monster among the enemies... 


Yan Heng showed no fear at all. He had previously fought against many members of the Secret Sect 
alone, and then competed with Yao Lianzhou. Now his self-confidence was far higher than before. 


"If | guessed correctly..." Yan Heng whispered to Jing Li, "He is Xi Zhaoping's younger brother." 
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Jing Li returned Xi Xiaoyan's gaze that seemed to tear him apart with a wider smile. 


"Is that so?" Jing Li purposely raised his voice, so that even the people downstairs could hear it, "Hehe 
eds both brothers were born with such ugly bodies, it's really rare! 


The Xi brothers' bodies are the result of their mother's sacrifice of her life. This sentence is a great insult. 


Jing Li raised the oar in his hand, "Let me see if | remember ...... Yes, this is the one! The index finger 
holding the oar stroked a diagonal mark on the oar that cut through four horizontal lines: "This is your 
brother! 


The significance of the engraving was obvious. 


Li Dong saw that there were nine of them on the oars - so many of his fellow disciples had died at the 
hands of the Wudang hunter! 


--There was also Shang Silang, who was also defeated by him, the tenth. 


For the Wudang Sect, which is dedicated to achieving "invincibility", it is an unacceptable shame to let 
such an enemy live. 


For Xi Xiaoyan, the reason was even more straightforward. 


The Wudang sabers, swords and spears were activated at the same time! 


Jing Li took the lead, and the four of them rushed forward, stepping on the roof tiles! 


Xi Xiaoyan's long arm and saber attacked faster than Li Dong's six-foot spear. 
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The simple but pure "Yangji Saber" slashing straight down again! 


Jing Li knew that he was the only one who could resist this saber. He raised both of his blades to meet it 
first. 


The shattering sound of the sabers was even sharper than before. Xi Xiaoyan's face instantly turned into 
a ghost. 


Jing Li also put away his smile. He now knew what kind of beast he had angered. 


--Anger that exceeds the normal limit will make a master make a mistake in judgment or use excess 
power. On the surface, anger would make one's will to fight increase, but in reality, one's strength 
would decrease. This is the reason why Jing Li often provokes his opponents with his words. 


--But this Xi Xiaoyan is obviously an exception. 


Hearing that cruel sound of air-breaking, Jing Li immediately judged that he could not block this time. 


He changed his stance and turned the tip of his right hand Japanese saber to point to the ground, and 
set up the saber at an oblique angle in order to dislodge the "Yangji Sword". 


Xi Xiaoyan clenched his teeth and completely ignored Jing Li's change in guarding stance, still 
concentrating on his saber. 


The two blades came into contact with each other, but this time Xixiuyan's saber didn't bounce away. He 
sat on his knees and sank his hips, utilizing the strength of "Tai Chi" to the extreme, and his saber blade 
brought with it the strength of a heavy and majestic power to force Jing Li's obliquely raised Japanese 
saber to go down! 
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There was an ear-piercing sound of metal scraping. Jing Li's move was not enough to dislodge the 
"Yangji Saber", and his right arm alone could not withstand the force. The defense line collapsed. 


The blade was already three inches in front of Jing Li's left shoulder and neck. 


At the last moment, Jing Li pushed his left oar against the blade to block the saber's attack. 


With this block, the saber sliced three inches into the solid oar - if Jing Li's neck were to be replaced by 
this piece of wood, he would have been killed. 


Silver light flashed into Jing Li's eyes from the right. 


It was the tip of the spear with the fluttering red color. Li Dong attacked from the side, and his "Wudang 
Throat Locking Gun" shot straight at Jing Li's right cervical artery! 


Jing Li was pressed by Xi Xiaoyan's strong saber above his shoulders and neck, and could only stand 
firmly on his horse with both feet, so it seemed impossible for him to dodge this shot. 


However, halfway through his attack, the stabbing line of the spear suddenly rose, crossing over the side 
of Jing Li's head, with a few strands of red hair only skimming over his right ear! 


It was Yan Heng who raised his "Still Life Sword" with his backhand, hit the front of Li Dong's gun barrel, 
and pushed the gun head away from the side. 


Yan Heng, after a series of fierce fights, especially with Yao Lianzhou, had mastered and gained 
confidence in his own dual swordsmanship, and without thinking, his left hand "Tiger's Sword" also 
made a series of strikes, piercing out from underneath his right hand's sword, but it was not a counter- 
attack on Li Dong, but a direct stab at Xi Xiaoyan's heart and chest! 


The blood-slotted blade of the short sword is wide and thick, full of weight, and the stabbing force is 
really like a tiger. Xi Xiaoyan had no choice but to retract his left chest and dodged the incoming sword! 


856 


The power of his saber was greatly reduced when Xi Xiaoyan deviated from his position. As soon as Jing 
Li felt the pressure of the saber become lighter, he immediately came back to life, his oar was still 
against Xi Xiaoyan's saber, while his right hand Japanese saber was drawn out, and then he backhanded 
Li Dong's right front leg and knee! 


Seeing Yan Heng's sword coming to block histassel spear, Li Dong originally thought it was a fight 
between rivals, and was already prepared to deal with Yan Heng's follow-up. Unexpectedly, Yan Heng 
and Jing Li's attacks were intertwined, and they actually exchanged attack targets, so Li Dong suddenly 
encountered Jing Li's long saber, and he could only drag the spear with one hand, shrink his right leg and 
jump back in panic, only to dodge Jing Li's slash. 


--This is the first time Jing Liand Yan Heng have ever fought side by side, and Yan Heng himself is 
surprised that their strikes are so well coordinated. Jing Li, however, was not surprised; he knew that 
this was the rhythm and tacit understanding cultivated through daily and nightly practice. 


At that moment, Jing Li felt the sensation of a needle stabbing at his left waist. 


--The primary target of Wudang's trio was always him. 


Before the tip of the sword arrived, the killing intent came first. Jiao Hongye used the "Wudang Xingjian" 
to make a low snake step, and from an extremely difficult to defend angle, he stabbed at Jing Li's left 
waist and ribs, which had been exposed due to the oars being lifted. The timing was just right, and there 
was no doubt that the blow would hit. 


--If Jing Li did not have Hu Linglan beside him. 


Hu Linglan gripped "Dragon's Spine" with both hands and slashed the golden blade from the bottom left 
to the top right, blocking Jiao Hongye's stabbing sword! 


With a length of only four feet, the Dragon's Spine is much lighter than Hu Linglan's customary wild 
saber, and the handle is too short for a two-handed grip, so Hu Linglan is not very comfortable with it, 
and her strokes are much less powerful than usual; however, because it is lighter, Hu Linglan's sword 
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strokes are much more high-speed than usual, and the Dragon's Spine is transformed into a gust of 
golden wind! 


Jiao Hong Ye's Wudang long sword was chopped by the "Dragon Spike" and bounced up high, the 
stabbing move returned with no success. 


Jiao Hong Ye only heard a different sound when the blades clashed, but before he could look at the 
sword in his hand, he only saw another black shadow attacking him head on, and it was that big oar with 
a dark color! 


--Xi Xiaoyan dodged Yan Heng's "Tiger Pai" stabbing sword, the power of the saber had disappeared, 
Jing Li took the opportunity to draw out the oar again, and attacked Jiao Hongye on the left with Hu 
Linglan. 


The overall combat power of the three Wudang elites was actually higher than that of Jing, Yan, and Hu. 
Unexpectedly, when the six groups of people fought, Jing Li cooperated with his companions to 
alternate moves, beating the three Wudang people into confusion. Most people downstairs couldn't see 
clearly, but several masters such as Lian Feihong and Dai Kui were amazed. 


--It turned out that since he survived the bloodbath in Chengdu, Jing Li knew that there would be many 
more chances to fight with the Wudang sect, and nine times out of ten, he would be at a disadvantage 
in terms of strength, and only by relying on the cooperation between his companions could he narrow 
the gap. Therefore, he had been thinking for several months about how he could work with Yan Heng 
and Hu Linglan to maximize his strength. Although they had not practiced this joint battle formation yet, 
Jing Li had already planned it in his mind; in addition, Hu Linglan had fought with him side by side in 
Chengdu, and the tacit understanding had been born. 


On the contrary, the disciples of the Wudang Sect have always emphasized on self-improvement of 
individual strength, and seldom thought of practicing the method of combining the attacks of many 
people, so they were disorganized at once. 


Jing Li and the other three fought side by side, it was Jing Li who was in the center of the battle, and his 
two-handed weapons were timely to match with Yan and Tiger, and Jiao Hong Ye and Li Dong on the left 
and right sides felt as if each of them was being attacked by two people. Jing Li's skill requires the ability 
to use two weapons at one time and to observe both directions. It is truly a demonstration of superior 
martial arts. 
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——Especially the people of the Kongtong faction who were similar to Jing Li and carried various 
weapons, they cheered heartily when they saw his fighting style. 


Only Tong Jing, standing behind her three companions with her "Still Life Sword", could not find any 
room to intervene and help. 


However, Miss Tong, who has always been a hothead, did not show any expression of indignation at this 
moment, but only watched the six people's moves carefully, pondering. 


--Ever since she saw Yao Lianzhou's swordsmanship in the room below, she has been in a bit of a trance, 
as if there is something more in her mind. But she couldn't figure out what it was. 


Xi Xiaoyan was forced to retreat by a young man's stabbing sword. He saw his two senior brothers were 
helpless, and he was furious. 


——How can the Wudang Sect’s reputation be compromised in front of everyone? 


Seeing Jing Li's left and right sabers attacking Jiao and Li, the center door was wide open, Xixi Xiaoyan 
exerted all his strength, and with a push of his strange arm, his long saber once again slashed at Jing Li! 


Yan Heng had already prepared to cover Jing Li, his right hand "Still Life Sword" utilized the sword move 
that had defeated Fan Zong's flying sword earlier: "Wind and Fire Sword - Eagle's Feather" of Qingcheng 
School, the blade of his sword was swung upwards to meet the falling saber! 


Yan Heng poured all his hatred into this sword, and his accuracy and strength were even greater than 
before. 


--Unfortunately, he met a saber that he should never have fought with. 
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Yan Heng only felt the impact, an electric shock hit the tiger's mouth and wrist directly, his fingers went 
numb, and the "Still Life Right Sword" flew away immediately! 


Xi Xiaoyan's saber broke Yan Heng's "Eagle's Feather", but his momentum remained unchanged, still 
slashing down on Jing Li's head! 


Jing Li dragged his saber back horizontally in time, and only managed to hold it in front of his head, but 
with the remaining force, the back of the saber smashed into the top of Jing Li's forehead, and blood 
splashed out from his hair! 


--However, he still managed to block the deadly saber. Of course, Yan Heng's "Eagle's Feather" was able 
to dissipate 50% to 60% of the saber's strength. 


Seeing that Yan Heng had lost his right sword, Li Dong would not let go of this opportunity, and with his 
right hand on the barrel of his spear again, he revived both his arms, and the spear turned over like a 
poisonous dragon, and the red shadow attacked Yan Heng's face with a silver light! 


In time, Yan Heng used his left hand to hold his Tiger Pike in front of him, blocking the sharp thrust, but 
he no longer had his right hand to counterattack with. 


--A single short sword against a long spear, only able to defend but not to attack, will surely be defeated. 


Hu Linglan made an immediate decision and did two things at the same time: 


With her right hand, she threw the Dragon Thorn to Yan Heng; 


She stretched out his left hand and rested it on the handle of the Japanese sword that lay across Jing 
Hui's head. 


In this critical moment, Yan Heng had no thoughts and his heart was clear. He unconsciously stretched 
out his right hand and grabbed the sword of his family that was thrown in the air. 
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Jiao Hongye saw Hu Linglan throw her sword and had no weapon in her hand. This time, he did not use 
the "traveling sword" to grab the air at a slanting angle, instead, he used the "Wudang Sword of 
Strength" to attack from the front, and his three-foot green blade slashed towards Hu Linglan's neck! 


Jing Li knew what she was thinking as soon as he felt the handle of the Japanese sword in his right hand 
being touched by Hu Linglan's palm. 


Xi Xiaoyan's saber was still on his head. The blood was still flowing. But with absolute trust, he let go of 
the five fingers of his right hand. 


Hu Linglan gripped the hilt of the Japanese saber with her left hand and pulled it out from underneath of 
Xi Xiaoyan's blade with a toothsome metallic scraping sound! 


Seeing this, Xi Xiaoyan strengthened his right arm, and when the Japanese sword was withdrawn, his 
long sword was about to press into the top of Jing's head. 


Jiao Hongye's sword reaches Hu Linglan's neck. 


Hu Linglan did not completely pull away the Japanese sword. The length of the five-foot Japanese sword 
was enough to cover the two of them. The front part of the blade was still pressing against Xi Xiaoyan's 
blade. Hu Linglan also moved the handle of the sword slightly forward, using only the base of the blade 
near the hilt to block Jiao Hongye's slashing sword. Got it! 


——Such a dangerous defense method shows courage and wisdom. 


However, the Japanese sword only had the tip of the sword against Xi Xiaoyan's powerful long sword, 
and its power was always insufficient. The long knife was pressed down, and the back of the Japanese 
knife hit the same wound on Jing Li's head again. The braid on his forehead was stained with blood. 


Jing Li gritted his teeth and endured the severe pain, and put his free right hand on the oar. Holding 
both ends of the oar with both hands, he lifted it up like a cauldron, and then lifted Xi Xiaoyan's knife 
away from his head. 
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At the same time, on the other side, Li Tong failed to succeed with a single shot. He swallowed and spit 
out the gun barrel in his hand, and then took Yan Heng's throat! 


——But this time it’s different. Because the "Male and Female dragon and tiger swords" have joined 
together. 


Yan Heng connected the long and short swords on his left and right, and swung out the blades of the 
"Double Shuttle Swords". The light in front of him shone brightly, and he swung the barrel of the gun 
away! 


When the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" clashed with the barrel of the gun, Li Dong and 
Jiao Hongye felt something strange about the weapons in their hands just like before. For a moment, 
they didn't dare to draw the gun again and danced like a spear before jumping back. 


On the left side, Jiao Hongye's sword failed to hit Hu Linglan, then forced him to step forward and stab 
her left eye again. 


——"Wudang Shi Sword", once it is used, it will advance but never retreat. 


Hu Linglan saw that Jing Li had used his oar to hold up Xi Xiaoyan's saber, so she no longer had any fear 
and drew out her Japanese saber, holding the handle with both hands. The shape and weight of the 
Japanese saber was similar to that of the Nodachi she was used to, so she felt comfortable with it and 
once again utilized the Yinliu Taijutsu technique, taking a big step back with her left foot to open up the 
distance, and then she made a move called the "Tiger Dragon," which was a diagonal slash downward 
toward Jiao Hongye's long sword! 


—-—This move "Tiger Dragon" was originally meant to cut the opponent's wrist holding the weapon, but 
Hu Linglan changed it to cut the enemy's sword for another reason. 


There was a crisp sound when the two blades collided - it turned out that the Japanese sword had cut 
off the first three inches of the Wudang sword's tip in one go! 
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Jing Li's saber is just a battlefield item, not a rare magic weapon; Jiao Hong Ye's Wudang sword is also 
not inferior. In this confrontation, the sword was cut off. There was actually only one reason: 


——Previously, Hu Linglan used the Qingcheng sword "Dragon Thorn" to strike instead of a sword, 
which had already caused Jiao Hongye's sword to collapse; now with the "Tiger Dragon" move, she 
targeted the same part of the sword and struck it, and the result was a move succeed! 


"Tiger Dragon" is actually one move with two moves: the knife cuts the hand, and regardless of whether 
it hits or not, the tip of the knife stabs the opponent's head and chest forward. 


The sharp blade of the grown-up Japanese sword reaches directly between the neck and chest of Jiao 
Hongye. This was a combo that was won by cleverness. It was not as powerful as Hu Linglan's previous 
chop. Jiao Hongye had the strength to raise his sword to block it. But when he saw that the sword was 
broken, his mind was shaken for a moment. He hesitated for a moment, and then he leaned back in 
panic when he realized that the tip of the sword was approaching! 


Hu Linglan's arms were stretched out, the saber's handle on the side of her right arm, and her upper 
body leaned forward, stretching out the "Tiger Dragon's" thrusts to their fullest extent, the Japanese 
saber like a long gun, vowing to strike Jiao Hongye's throat and neck! 


Jiao Hongye had already retreated and could not retreat any further, so he could only try his best to 
dodge to the left side, hoping that the saber would only graze his skin... 


Hu Linglan felt a familiar force coming from the saber in her hand. 


Even without looking, just by the sound of the saber, she knew that it was Xixiuyan's saber again, which 
struck away Hu Linglan's bayonet in a flash. 


On the other hand, Li Dong retreated and took a look at the barrel of the gun in his hand, and could not 
help but be shocked. 


The barrel of the gun was made of carefully selected hardwood, which normally leaves only a few white 
marks when it touches with other blades; however, after fighting with Yan Heng's Male and Female 
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Dragon and Tiger Sword for a few times, the front part of the spear was covered with shallow wounds. If 
the fight continued like this, Li Dong was not sure how long his favorite spear could withstand. 


--What kind of swords are these? 


The sword is so sharp that it can't even be used as a sword!In order to help Jiao Hong Ye, Xi Xiaoyan let 
Jing Li, who only had an oar in his hand, go; Hu Linglan and Yan Heng, who were worried about Jing Li's 
head injury, didn't chase after him, but covered him up and retreated two steps away.The two sides 
exchanged blows for one round, but they both retreated for the time being.The "Still Life Sword" that 
was hit by Xixiuyan flew to the ground and landed on the stairs, and people in the vicinity avoided it. 


Blood flowed from Jing Li's forehead, and it went over his eyebrows and down both sides of his nose. 
The excited smile he showed naturally due to the fierce battle, coupled with the blood stains, became 
extremely weird, as if his face did not belong to human beings. 


The people downstairs saw this lightning-like melee with several ups and downs, but this time, they did 
not applaud, instead, they were silent. 


First, Jing Li and the other three people cooperated to clamp down on the Wudang disciples; then Xi 
Xiaoyan used clumsiness to break down the opponent's formation with a powerful and simple cleaver; 
then Yan Heng and Hu Linglan exchanged weapons and used a strange tactic to regain the 
disadvantage....... Within a few breaths, the situation changed again and again, and the crowd watched 
the battle with breathlessness, and they didn't know which side to praise. The people are all breathless, 
but they don't know which side to praise. 


And among the battle situation, it is a pair of Qingcheng school magic weapon " Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Sword ". 


Yan Heng was holding his sword in both hands, defending Jing Li's right side, and his hands were 
glittering with golden light. This seventeen year old young swordsman was already very tired from the 
battles he had fought in the afternoon, and his body had several bloody wounds from the Secret Sect's 
disciples. But at this moment, he was holding the sect's three-hundred-year-old treasure, and under the 
setting sun, he looked so majestic and imposing that the group of heroes below who dared to watch the 
battle were all ashamed of themselves. 
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"Qingcheng Sword, good! Mr. Lian Feihong was able to catch his breath and slapped his leg again. 


Everyone knew that Mr. Fei Hong had been in a relationship with He Zi Sheng, the head of the 
Qingcheng Sect, and with his comment, everyone's doubts about Yan Heng were cleared away. Dong 
Sanqiao, who stood on one side of the room, was the first to falsely accuse Yan Heng of being a traitor in 
Wudang, so he couldn't help but blush and lower his head. 


However, no one really knew how Yan Heng was feeling excited in his heart. 


He thought back to a few months ago, how the Qingcheng Sect was massacred by more than thirty 
people from Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road; and now that he was fighting against Wudang's disciples 
such as Li Dong, he was able to hold his own to such a degree, which was so unexpected that he couldn't 
believe it. 


"My uncle once told me. ...... " Jing Liseemed to sense Yan Heng's uneasiness and said to him, "All people 
in the world have no more than two hands and two legs, and they all fight in the same way; however, 
when a person has confidence, it is like having a third hand". 


Yan Heng couldn't help but nod, "Your uncle is really interesting. ...... | would like to meet him." 


"He's dead." Jing Li said lightly. He took a look at Xi Xiaoyan on the other side of the room and said with 
a sneer, "That dead old man is so easy to say. He has never thought that there are people in the world 
who have such a strange hand." 


"Brother Jing, let me help you." Tong Jing said at this time, and tied a white cloth strip to Jing Li's 
forehead to stop the bleeding, but the white cloth was already stained red as soon as it was tied. It 
turned out that when she saw that Jing Li was in trouble, she used her sword to cut off a strip from the 
hem of the Wudang leader's robe around her waist and bandaged it for Jing Li. 


"Thank you." Jing Li smiled and said, not taking his eyes off the three Wudang foes, but he was not the 
least bit nervous. 
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The three of them did not take the opportunity to attack Jing Li while she was bandaging up his body - 
although none of them hated the idea of stabbing several holes in the body of this "Wudang hunter", 
their anger could not drown out the sense of honor of the Wudang School. 


Tong Jing carefully knotted the cloth securely - if it fell down in the middle of the fight and obscured 
Brother Jing's view, it would be very bad. She was not able to assist in the fight, but at least she had to 
do her best here. 


At this time, the crowd downstairs suddenly broke the silence and became agitated. But not for the 
seven people on the roof. 


Someone appeared from the gate of "Yinghua Pavilion". 


| saw Wudang disciples Fu Yuanba and Tang Liang walking out of the gate, each carrying a sword on his 
back and carrying a chair with four hands. 


There was naturally a person sitting on the chair. 


——Who else in the world can get these two domineering masters of the "Soldier Crow Way" to be 
presented with such respect? 
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Yao Lianzhou. 


His long, dark hair was spread out as he sat on the rocking chair. A pair of long, thin eyes looked out 
through the hair in front of him at all the enemies outside the door. 


Although he was half covered with the hair, it could be seen that most of the gray color on his cheeks 
had faded away. He pressed the "single-backed sword" lying flat on his knees with both hands, and his 
fingers no longer trembled. This showed that the antidote had taken effect not long after he took it. 


Immediately behind the chair was Yin Xiaoyan. Compared to earlier when she came out with Shu Qiao 
on her back, she was much more calm at the moment, all because Yao Lianzhou and the Wudang 
disciples were with her. 


The last to appear was naturally Fan Zong, whose wounds had been temporarily coated with the 
Wudang School's gold wound relief medicine, and had been bandaged up by Yin Xiaoyan, recovering 
some of his vitality compared to before. With the sharp eyes unique to a master of hidden weapons, he 
glanced in all directions at the end, holding the porcelain pieces and flying spikes in his hands to prevent 
anyone from taking the opportunity to attack the still weak leader. 


In the crowd on the street, there are many people who haven't seen Yao Lianzhou's real face yet, and 
they can't help but stare at this self-proclaimed "strongest among the strongest" drawing their necks; 


When they saw that he had an ordinary figure, a handsome face, and seemed to be quite young, they 
were really surprised. 


They could not imagine that this was the same man who had turned the entire martial arts world upside 
down in recent years, first destroying Qingcheng, then Emei, and then destroying Huashan; nor could 
they imagine that such ruthless characters as Xi Xiaoyan, Fu Yuanba, and so on, were all under the 
command of this man. 


Lin Hongyi and other Xingyi disciples, who had suffered from Yao Linzhou, now saw him again, and felt 
the sting of pain coming from the traumatized parts of their bodies. 
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Dai Kui was the most agitated. He held his broken left arm in his right hand and looked at the corpse of 
his disciple Li Wenqiong, which had been covered with a shirt, and then stared at Yao Linzhou in grief 
and anger, and his fingers couldn't help but scratch blood marks on his injured arm. 


Yin Xiaoyan saw through the crowd that girl Shugiao, who was lying next to Dai Kui, had woken up. 
Although she was still weak and unable to move, her face was filled with blood, and she was obviously 
no longer in danger. Xiaoyan wanted to go over and see her right away, but there were so many 
ferocious warriors who were enemies of Wudang, so she still didn't dare, so she had to thank Dai Kui 
from a distance with her eyes and smile. But Dai Kui kept staring angrily at Yao Lianzhou and didn't see 
her. 


Chen Daixiu immediately ran over and covered the front of the Master's chair with his sword. Fu Yuanba 
and Tang Liang gently placed Yao Lianzhou's chair in the middle of the street, and immediately drew out 
their horse-killing saber and long sword to guard the chair on both sides of the chair like the right and 
left gate deities. The powerful formation of the three Wudang disciples forced some warriors from small 
sects not to dare to look directly at them. 


Zhao Kun, who was responsible for leading the way, and another fellow disciple of "Shou She Dao" had 
to stay secretly in Guanzhong to spy on intelligence. In order to avoid being remembered by others, they 
had been hiding in the periphery, so they could not care less about that at this juncture, and they also 
came over to the Headmaster's seat and drew their hidden daggers to join in the defense. 


The Wudang disciples guarding the four sides of Yao Lianzhou have increased to as many as six, and the 
various sects of the group of heroes do not dare to come closer. 


Lian Feihong was still sitting on his horse, looking at Yao Lianzhou with his sister and three Kongdong 
disciples. 


"Is he the one....... " Lian Feihong, who has always been a man of many words, only murmured this. His 
right hand gently stroked back and forth on the handle of the sword at his waist. 


On top of the roof, Jing Li, Yan Heng, Tong Jing and Hu Linglan couldn't help but look down at Yao 
Lianzhou in the street below - Jing Li and Hu Linglan were seeing the Wudang master for the first time. 
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Yao Lianzhou also tilted his head and stared straight at Jing Li. 


The two men exchanged glances. 


Yao Linzhou's face was calm, not changing a bit. 


Jing Li, on the other hand, put away his smile. 


--Unbeknownst to the others, there were waves of frenzy crashing inside his chest at this moment. 


Next to the coast of Quanzhou. Side-by-side tombstones of all the masters and teachers of the Tiger 
Respected Sect of the South Sea. 


The same shore. On that dark night, the lantern reflected the face of Master Pei. The last time they met. 


Jing Li had the urge to shout to the sky. But he suppressed it. It was not the right time. The enemy was 
still less than ten paces away. One must be calmer than the enemy-this was the weapon he had always 
relied on to defeat strong enemies, and it was also the valuable lesson his senior uncle had taught him 
many years ago. 


Jing Li looked at Yao Linzhou's face. He also looked at the "single backed sword" that lay flat. 


He didn't know how far he was from this man and this sword. 


--But at this moment, he finally saw for himself the destination of this path of blood and steel. 


"He ...... "Yao Lianzhou coughed lightly and asked Chen Daixiu, "...... is the hunter? 
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Chen Daixiu nodded, "Yes. ...... He claimed to have killed nine of our fellow disciples. Including XI 
Zhaoping." 


Yao Lianzhou once again took a close look at Jing Li's solid face with half-dried blood. Inside the room, as 
soon as he heard the disciples outside talk about " Hunter ", he insisted Fu Yuanba and the others to 
carry him out - even if he had to let the enemies outside see him in such a weak state, he would not 
hesitate to do so. He had to see this "Wudang Hunter" with his own eyes. 


Yao Lianzhou took a look at Jing Li and then Yan Heng beside him, and once again fell silent, his heart 
somewhat conflicted. 


--This Hunter must not be allowed to live in the world. 


--But that Qingcheng sect kid ...... no matter what he says, today | do owe him. | can't kill him. 


Chen Daixiu did not know Yan Heng had twice to the Wudang faction to leave the matter,but he was 
quite keen after all, and he could see some hesitation on the leader's face. He thought that the Sect 
Master wanted to kill the Hunter on the spot, but he did not want to rely on his strength to win in front 
of the public, and thus he felt conflicted. 


"Sect Master." Chen Daixiu volunteered, "Please let the disciple go up to help." He looked coldly at the 
roof, "There are still four of them." 


Yao Lianzhou nodded in agreement and threw the "single-backed sword" to Chen Daixiu: "Take it up for 
Hongye to use." 


As soon as Chen Daixiu received permission, he rushed forward with two swords in hand, stepped on 
the window frame, reached out to climb the eaves, and climbed up to the roof with a few light 
movements in succession. His movement was very handsome. 


A Shanxi Handao, martial artist who just withdrew from the hall of the "Ying Hua Pavilion" saw Chen 
Daixiu's skill, and remembered the momentum he showed in the hall before, and couldn't help but be 
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staggered, patted his chest and exhaled, and turned back to say: "Wow, Mr. Yan, it's fortunate that you 
decided to--" 


He looked back at Yan Qingtong standing place, but no longer see the fat figure, even the group of 
Zhenxi dart company dartmen have disappeared. 


Chen Daixiu went up to the roof and immediately joined Xi Xiaoyan's trio and handed Jiao Hongye the 
"single-backed sword". Jiao Hong Ye threw away the broken sword and respectfully drew the slightly 
curved frosty blade, then quietly said to the three disciples, "The boy with the two swords, let me do it. 


All three of them understood the meaning of these words: Yan Heng's Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword was too sharp, so in order to avoid further damage to the blade, they had to use the Sect 
Master's sword, which was made by a famous craftsman, to fight against him. 


"Jing, you go down first." Jing Li said. Just now, the three Wudang fighters had barely managed to even 
the playing field; now that there was another strong enemy, he was afraid that he would not even be 
able to protect Tong Jing, but he also thought that since Tong Jing did not have any grudges against the 
Wudang fighters, she would not be attacked if she went down there alone. 


"No." When Tong Jing heard Brother Jing call her name for the first time, she was slightly stunned, but 
immediately replied without hesitation. This time, she was no longer standing behind her three 
companions, but to the right, standing side by side with Yan Heng. The "Still Life Left Sword" was raised 
even higher. 


Yan Heng couldn't help but laugh. 


"What are you laughing at?" Tong Jing shouted in a delicate voice. 


"Brother Jing, please save your breath." Yan Heng said, glancing sideways at Tong Jing's handsome face 
with its raised eyebrows, "I've told her more than once, 'You go first'. This guy, he won't leave even if 
he's driven away with a stick." 
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Tong Jing couldn't help but snort with laughter. On the other side, Hu Linglan also showed her face, 
revealing her shell-like teeth. 


The battle in front of them was obviously extremely dangerous, but the hearts of the four men were 
now filled with a calming warmth. 


--If you know that even if you die, it will be by the side of a trusted friend, you will have nothing to fear. 


"I'm sorry, | was wrong." Jing Li smiled and sighed, "| forgot that | told you the day | promised to teach 
you martial arts, how to live with a sword. | shouldn't doubt your determination any more." 


Tong Jing felt the urge to cry as she listened. 


--This was the feeling of finally being recognized as an adult. 


However, the trust between the companions could not change the greater gap in strength between 
them and the enemy in front of them. 


Everyone downstairs could see that. But no one dared go up to help. 


Only Dai Kui of the Thoughtfulness Sect could not hold back any longer, and was about to go up with his 
saber, when Lin Hongyi, a fellow disciple, pulled him back. 


"What are you doing? ...... " Dai Kui struggled for a moment, but another disciple came to help stop him. 


He softly hissed angrily through his teeth, "Look, other people's teenage brothers of the Qingcheng Sect 


have more balls than us ...... : 


"Brother, you have injured an arm, how much can you help them?" Lin Hongyi suppressed his voice and 
looked at Yao Lianzhou's side: "Once you go up, the Wudang faction may send another person, aren't 
you doing a disservice? 
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Dai Kui took a look and saw that Fu Yuanba and Tang Liang were standing next to Yao Lianzhou's chair. 
They were both very energetic. Dai Kui asked himself that given his current situation, he might not be 

able to fight one of them alone. What Junior Brother Lin said was not unreasonable; however, he was 

asked to stand by and watch young people like Yan Heng and Tong Jing fight against Wudang masters, 
but he felt really ashamed and felt very conflicted. 


At this time, something long flew up to the corner of the roof of the "Yinghua Pavilion" from below. It 
turned out to be an iron claw flying with a long iron chain attached to it. 


With a flick and a tug of the chain, Kongdong Sect Master Lian Feihong's body left the saddle, and the 
whole person lightly flipped and flew, and all of a sudden went up to the high ridge of the roof, and sat 
on the top of the roof with his legs crossed, and then with a wave of his hand, he brought an iron claw 
head back again. 


Yao Lianzhou saw the Kongdong Sect Master's hand, and for the first time, he was moved, and his body 
sat up straight in the chair. 


"Is Master going to help that Qingcheng Sect kid?" Xing Ying, a female Kongdong disciple, asked her 
uncle excitedly, "He seems to have a relationship with Sect Master He of the Qingcheng Sect, right?" 


"No, | don't think so." Cai Xianjiao laughed coldly and looked up at her brother, saying, "When He 
Zisheng came to Gansu to practice, he beat your bastard master to death, and your master hates him so 
much that he won't try to save his disciples. 


As soon as Lian Feihong came up, each of the eight men on the roof took half a step back to stand on 
guard. Yan Heng did not know who this old senior was, only that he was not from the Wudang sect, so 
he was probably not an enemy. 


Lian Feihong laughed, and while winding up the iron claw chain , he said loudly to the people on the roof 
below, "Don't be mistaken, I'm not here to help either side, | just couldn't see it clearly from below, 
that's why I've come up here". 


873 


All the people of Wudang looked at Lian Feihong with skepticism. The heroes of the various sects were 
really puzzled when they heard that he was not joining the battle, but rather taking up a better position 
as a spectator. This Mr. Fei Hong is the head of Kongdong Sect, but he has been here for so long, but he 
is still acting like a cynic, which is disappointing. 


In fact, Mr. Lian Fei Hong was also itching to fight with the Wudang Sect, but he really enjoyed watching 
that round of fighting between the two sides, and thought that if he joined in the fight, he wouldn't be 
able to watch the fight properly, so he decided that he would rather enjoy the fight for a while before 
saying anything. 


"Why don't you guys fight?" He urged the eight men at his feet. 


"Ignore him for now." Chen Daixiu said coldly, shifting his gaze back to Jing Li and the other four, "If he 
comes to intervene, we will be able to cope with him. 


The sun was already dipping. The nine people on the roof were covered with a layer of yellow light. 


"Let's settle today's business before sunset." 


Xi Xiaoyan raised his saber once again and made the starting gesture of the "Yang Chi Saber". The three 
disciples nodded their heads. 


Jing Li gripped the end of the oar with both hands as if he was holding a big wooden saber, and his eyes 
never left Xi Xiaoyan. 


--If you don't break this man's powerful saber, there is no chance of survival. 


Without words, just by taking a look at Jing Li's stance, Hu Linglan at the side understood what he was 
thinking and was prepared. 


--Once we engage in a fight, we should first focus on defeating this weirdo. 


874 


Yan Heng had the same idea, and was ready to assist in the battle from Jing Li's right side. Although he 
knew that he was far behind Xixiuyan in terms of strength, he still hoped to utilize his own precious 
sword to damage the other party's saber, so as to help Brother Jing to win the battle. 


When Hu Linglan saw that Xixiuyan was making the same stance, she said to Jing Li in Japanese, "This 
guy is always making the same stance, he doesn't know how to change his stance". 


Jing Li nodded, he thought the same as Hu Linglan. 


--When a person possesses the most powerful killing move, he will rely on it too much; on the other 
hand, as long as he puts his opponent in a situation where he can't utilize that move, that's the 
opportunity to win. 


Although Xi Xiaoyan is a junior in the Wudang Sect - only Jiao Hongye is his senior among the three who 
fought alongside him - he is confident that he is above his peers in terms of strength and knows that he 
is definitely the strongest master among the four of them. 


However, due to his natural temperament, he cannot be the kind of marshal of the Chinese army who 
sits at the pass to meet the enemy, but is a born pioneer. Xi Xiaoyan recognized the master's challenge 
to the entire world from the bottom of his heart. 


--The strongest person should be at the forefront. 


At this moment, it is the same. In order to break the enemy's formation, there is no more suitable 
weapon than his "Yangji Saber" that cuts down everything. 


Xi Xiaoyan was the first one to step out and ran straight forward to help him, his long vine-hilted saber 
raised behind his shoulder and neck was ready to slash with vigor! 


Jing Li had been watching him closely. From the previous encounter, he knew the range of attack of that 
strange arm and saber, and had already estimated it in his mind. 
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Xi Xiaoyan took the second step. The waist and hips twisted. 


Chen Daixiu, Li Dong, and Jiao Hongye also followed closely. 


Jing Li changed his stance to holding the oar with his left hand in front of his chest, while his right hand 
was extended to the back of his waist. 


Xi Xiaoyan stepped on the tile surface with his left foot, ready to take the third step. 


Jing Li's right hand was shining with a silver light. 


Xi Xiaoyan notices it, but he is not stopping. 


Jing Li's right arm swung up from bottom to top, a blade of wind flew out from his waist, and in an 
instant, it was already in front of Xi Xiaoyan's chest! 


--lt was the mandarin duck axe originally belonging to Wudang's disciple Shi Hong! 


Suddenly, there is a hidden weapon, Xi Xiaoyan cannot use his "Yangji Saber" with full power, he just 
uses his shoulder and arm to slash down his long saber to intercept the flying object! 


The mandarin duck dart knife that flew in the air collided with the slashing blade, refracted downwards, 
penetrated the tiles, and fell into the house! 


When the dart was fired, Jing Li didn't stop there. He took advantage of the situation and started 
running in the direction of the dart's flight! 


Hu Linglan, Yan Heng, and Tong Jing also followed. 
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Jing Li took one step before he could reach the distance where the oar could strike, but he swung his left 
hand from right to left! 


The paddle was released, spinning horizontally and flying towards Xixiaoyan again! 


The oars were long and big, with a wide swirling range, Xi Xiaoyan had no space to dodge, and the saber 
he had just chopped down was forced to lift up again in the same way, and smashed at it with the back 
of the saber! 


There was a dull thud of metal against wood. The oars of the boat flew away diagonally towards the 
back of Xi Xiaoyan. 


Jing Li threw two weapons in a row with only one purpose: 


To seize a momentary gap to cross the optimal attacking distance of Xi Xiaoyan's " Yang Chi Saber"! 


His legs, which had been trained by jumping on the rocky shore since he was a child, rushed forward at 
the highest speed. At the same time, his right hand was already on the hilt of the Yan Ling saber given to 
him by Uncle Pei ten years ago. 


The two of them were at a distance of five paces. This was the most dangerous moment for Jing Li: it 
was the distance where the strength of the "Yangji Saber" could be maximized. 


Jing Li was betting his life on crossing it. 


He was right. It was because he saw the only slight weakness in Xi Xiaoyan's saber style: it required 
preparation in the starting stance, and he was accustomed to using each saber to its fullest extent, so 
the return of the sword was a little slow. 
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--This weakness is somewhat similar to his brother, Xi Zhaoping's martial arts style. Jing Li had the 
experience of killing Xi Zhaoping. 


After Xi Xiaoyan's two sabers had knocked away his enemy's weapons, he realized that Jing Li had 
already rushed in front of him. He could no longer use his "Yangji Saber". 


Jing Li hissed and exhaled. The goose-plume shaped saber with dents came out from his waist, and with 
the momentum of drawing the saber, he slashed Xi Xiaoyan's neck horizontally! 


--The "Flying Weight Saber" of the South Sea Tiger Respected Sect! 


Seeing that Xixiuyan's saber was raised upwards, there was no time for him to defend again, Jing Li's 
horizontal slash would definitely hit him... 


However, the sound of steel clashing was still heard! 


The Jing Li Yan Ling Saber was still only blocked by the long saber. 


Xi Xiaoyan's blocking move was extremely bizarre: his right arm crossed the back of his head like a 
snake, and his forearm and wrist extended out from the left side of his ear, which made him hold the 
saber diagonally in front of his neck, and in time, he was able to hold it at a close distance to the wild 
goose-plume saber's blade! 


--Jing Li's horizontal slash had originally entered into Xi Xiaoyan's inner gate1, Xixiaoyan’s long sword 
was still on the outside due to the previous attack, so he was unable to save him; but with his natural 
magic hand, he turned the back of his head hard and brought the blade back to the inner door from the 
other side to block this vicious move. Only Xi Xiaoyan, who was born with such an arm, could use such a 
weird technique, and even the well-informed Jing Li had never imagined it. 


Note 1: For the concepts of "Inner Gate" and "Outer Gate" in martial arts, please refer to "Lecture Notes 
of Da Dao Zhen Jian Tang - No. 22". 
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Xi Xiaoyan was furious in his heart: 


--Within one day, he was forced to defend twice by the same person! 


The blocking of this saber did not solve Xi Xiaoyan's disadvantage: Jing Li had already used Yan Ling's 
close attack to strike into his arms; on the contrary, Xi Xiaoyan's best long-distance slashing attack was 
no longer effective. 


If this was a one-on-one match, Jing Li would have 70% chance to win. 


But it wasn't. 


The first to come to his rescue was Li Dong, who was holding the longest weapon. The dancing red spear 
made the spear seem like a living thing, and it came out from behind Xi Xiaoyan, pierced through a little 
space under his left armpit, and stabbed Jing Li's right side between his ribs! 


Because Li Dong's spear was fired from behind Xixiao Yan's body, most of his movements were covered 
by Xixiao Yan's body, and when the silver spear appeared, it was already too close for Jing Li to return 
his saber to block. There was no other way but to dodge backward. 


--Forcing Jing Li away was also Li Dong's biggest goal: once the distance was widened, Xi Xiaoyan's 
"Yangji Saber" could be activated again. 


However, Jing Li had spent a lot of effort to venture into Xi Xiaoyan's presence. He would not give up 
this advantage easily. 


He raised his right leg up to the knee in time to meet the spear. The angle of Li Dong's spear was so 
poisonous that the cracked kneecap could not be completely eliminated. The tip of the spear "cracked" 
across the side of his thigh, and the spray of blood was absorbed by the spear! 


Jing Li did not waver even though he was injured, his goose-ling saber was still pressing Xi Xiaoyan, and a 
close-knit head-binding saber was followed by another slash! 
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Xi Xiaoyan could only continue to block this close-range saber, and at the same time, he took a big step 
backward, trying to distance himself to utilize his "Delightful Saber Technique". 


Jing Li disregarded the blood on his right leg and immediately pressed forward. 


Li Dongying's tasseled spear hesitantly attacked Jingli's right side again! 


This time, the gun was deflected by a golden light - Yan Heng rushed to cover with a four-foot "Dragon 
Thorn"! 


Yan Heng parried the spear with his sword, and was about to attack Li Dong's forehand with his left 
hand, when out of the corner of his eye he saw a curved silver-white flash coming from the upper right, 
so he turned his Tiger Pike back to block it! 


It turned out to be Jiao Hongye, who at some point had already come around from behind his fellow 
disciple and raised the "single-backed sword" entrusted to him by the Sect Leader, stabbing Yan Heng 
directly in the eye! 


Yan Heng's left-handed sword was weaker, and he was bounced away in the clash. 


Jiao Hongye's "Wudang Xingjian" is based on the word "Xing", and once it is activated, it is like flowing 
water. He took a step diagonally, and slashed the curved edge of his "Single Back Sword" at Yan Heng's 
face, and Yan Heng had to draw back his "Dragon Spike" to block it. 


Li Dong's spear was able to get rid of Yan Heng's entanglement and attacked Jing Li again. 


On the other side, Hu Linglan also tried to block Jing Li's spear. However, Chen Daixiu attacked from the 
side, and his Wudang longsword was even faster than Jiao Hongye's. 
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Hu Linglan wanted to use her strength to overpower the sword, but Chen Daixiu's sword was so fast that 
she could only swing her Japanese saber hastily to defend herself. 


The mild-mannered Chen Daixiu is often underestimated, forgetting that he is a veteran of Wudang's 
"Zhengui Dao". After fighting each other, Hu Linglan was vaguely reminded of Jiang Yunlan who she had 
fought against in Chengdu. 


--How does this damned "Wu Dan" all the swords so fast? 


Hu Linglan was restrained by Chen Daixiu's fast sword, and her saber was unable to protect Jing Li. 


Tong Jing, who was standing by Yan Heng's side, was left behind. Knowing that she was the weak point 
of her own camp, and not wanting to drag her companions down, she resolutely swung her "Still Life 
Left Sword" and stabbed Jiao Hong Ye with her most practiced and purest Qingcheng Sword Technique, 
"Star Chasing the Moon"! 


In the face of this immature Qingcheng sword move, Jiao Hong Ye almost didn't even bother to look at 
it, he dodged through it with a slight move, and at the same time, he also used his sword to take a low 
blow to Tong Jing's abdomen, forcing Tong Jing to retreat in an awkward manner. 


Jiao Hongye had already realized the difference in strength, so he used a single sword to resist the three 
swords of Yan Heng and Tong Jing. He changed to the "Wudang Shijian" method, slashing hard from left 
to right. The curved blade of the "single-backed sword" was half a knife, which was more powerful than 
ordinary straight swords for slashing. Yan Heng and Tong Jing, the young male and female swordsmen, 
were forced to defend themselves for a while. 


Jiao Hong Ye was able to fight with one against two, while Chen Dai Xiu was able to hold on to Hu 
Linglan on the other side: 


Jing Li had to fight against two Wudang masters, Xi Xiaoyan and Li Dong! 


Li Dong had no more worries, he came out from behind Xi Xiaoyan and attacked Jing Li's right rear, and 
swept his spear to Jing Li's right shoulder! 
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Jing Li was still trying to press Xi Xiaoyan with his saber in front of him, so it was hard for him to defend 
himself against Li Dong's rapid shot. He could only dodge slightly, and his shoulder was cut open by the 
tip of the spear, and blood spattered. 


The battle was dangerous. 


But Jing Li still won't let go of Xi Xiaoyan. 


--If we let this guy's saber go, we'll only collapse faster. 


We'll have to bear the greatest danger. This is the unavoidable responsibility of the strongest man in the 
battlefield. 


Another shot came from the back. This time, there is no way to avoid it, Jing Li can only take the risk, 
while slashing a saber at Xi Xiaoyan, he also stretched out the "Tiger's Tail Kick" at the back, kicking away 
the gun barrel! 


Although this dual-purpose move saved another disaster, the pressure of the goose feather saber in 
front of him was weakened due to the distraction of the kick, and Xi Xiaoyan was able to take an extra 
half-step to open up a gap. 


Hu Linglan saw that Jing Li's hands and legs were covered with blood, she bit her cherry lips and slashed 
the Japanese saber to open the way, wanting to go to his rescue. 


However, because she was anxious, the intention of the move was too obvious, Chen Daixiu flashed 
through the blade calmly, avoiding the green into the red, the long sword pointed directly at the 
weakest point of her saber stance. Hu Linglan was once again forced by the tip of the sword, and could 
not move forward. 


--Hu Linglan's saber was originally a match for Chen Daixiu's, but Chen Daixiu was not in a hurry to win, 
he only wanted to keep her in check, so it was really hard for Hu Linglan to break through his fast saber 
net for a while. 
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Yan Heng is also the same, "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" versus "single back sword", no 
longer have the advantage of the sharpness of the blade before, Jiao Hongye sword method is above 
him, no matter how his long and short double sword chopping and dancing, he is still suppressed. 


Li Dong fired another shot, forcing Jing Li to dodge. Xi Xiaoyan took the opportunity to pull back a little 
further, reaching a distance where he could reapply his "Yangji Saber". 


Defeat had already occurred. No more variables, Wudang would surely win. 


However, the unexpected happened in the most unexpected place. 


Tong Jing. The usually irascible Miss Tong. At the most critical moment for her companions, she really 
quieted down. 


In the dark room below, Yao Lianzhou's flying sword light, how to use the smallest force, the smallest 
action, successively defeated the heart of the door three - this scene, has always flashed repeatedly in 
the heart of Tong Jing. 


She had seen every sword of the Wudang Sect Master clearly. 


A field of martial arts that she had never even imagined before had unfolded in front of her by a strange 
chance. 


And it seemed to connect with something hidden in her heart. 


Tong Jing approached Jiao Hong Ye's side. 


Jiao Hongye's main force was still dealing with Yan Heng. He didn't pay attention to the girl at first, and 
he didn't look at her directly at this time. He twisted his body and swung his sword to the left, trying to 
force her away again so that he could concentrate on attacking Yan Heng. 
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Tong Jing did not even frown. Her entire pretty face was completely relaxed, not a bit agitated. 


The "Still Life Sword" was thrust out almost simultaneously with Jiao Hongye's sword. The difference 
was only a fraction of a second2 - a time difference that only a master could notice. 


Note @): "ku" is the unit of time in martial arts, please read the "Lectures on the Great Dao Zhenjian 
Sword Hall - Its Fifth" (Volume 1) for more details. 


--Mastering such subtle timing differences and beats is the true essence of the "last to strike, first to 
strike" principle. 


Tong Jing's sword strokes were very casual, not even the "Wind and Fire Sword" of the Qingcheng 
School that Yan Heng had taught her, but just the basic sword strokes that she had learned from Master 
Chuanchang in the past. 


There was no strong power or speed. There were no carefully laid out false moves or backstrokes. 


Yes, it's just extremely accurate timing. And the angle. 


——It was just the right angle for Jiao Hongye’s wrist to hit the tip of the sword. 


And Jiao Hongye's own negligence was an unforgivable mistake. He did not abide by the second 
commandment of Wudang. 


——Anyone standing in the way is the enemy. He must be killed with all his strength. 


A shocking result. 
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Jiao Hongye's right wrist blossomed with blood. His hand was like being burned by fire, his original 
sword stroke was cut off, and his arm quickly retracted behind him. 


But it was too late. The tip of the "Still Life Sword" had deeply pierced his veins. 


Jiao Hongye lost control of his fingers. The "Single Back Sword" fell out of his hand. 


Everyone who witnessed this scene was shocked. Most were surprised by the result: 


--A Wudang swordsman had lost his hand to such a young girl! 


Only a very few were surprised by the details of the swordplay. 


Among them, the most surprised were all the Wudang sword practitioners present: Yao Lianzhou, Chen 
Daixiu, Tang Jiong, and Jiao Hongye himself. 


Because they all saw: Tong Jing's sword, although the movement and power were not decent, the trick 
of intercepting the attack at the right angle and at the right time was no other than the "chasing after 
the form and cutting off the vein", which is the meaning of "Wudang Shaped Sword", the highest sword 
in the "Four Swords of Wudang"! 


Even when Yao Lian Zhou was surrounded and attacked, his eyes had never been so wide. 


He instantly recalled what happened in the room: Tong Jing had reacted to his sword grabbing action 

and returned the sword to counterattack - it was absolutely impossible for a teenage girl to be able to 
catch the attack of a Wudang master with her eyes. Yao Lianzhou had previously wondered if it was a 

coincidence. 


Now he knew it was not. And he also understands where she learned this " shaped sword" technique. 


--She saw me. 
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Yan Heng was equally stunned, but he knew that this was not the time to be dumbfounded. 


"The Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords’ blades were so bright that they forced away Jiao 
Hongye, who had no sword in his hand, and then snatched forward to attack Li Dong directly! 


Li Dong took aim at Jing Li's vest and stabbed him again. He didn't see Jiao Hongye being hit behind him. 
He only heard the sound of breaking wind sword. He turned around in panic and struck the gun back 
and forth in front of him to stop the attack! 


Jing Li was no longer threatened by the spear from behind, his spirit was greatly boosted and he 
concentrated more on swinging his sword forward. 


However, Xi Xiaoyan had already been relieved by Li Dong's help earlier, and finally had a chance to 
change his style of fighting. He put his left palm against the back of his long sword, and pushed out the 
blade of the sword in front of his chest, and rammed it into Jing Li's goose-plume saber, and performed 
the same close-quarters and short-fighting saber style! 


The two of them were only an arm's length away from each other, their sabers clashing furiously. 


Tong Jing was shocked to see that the tip of the sword in her hand had brought out a cluster of blood 
flowers. This was not only because she had used the "Vein Interceptor" technique, which had surprised 
even herself, but also because it was the first time she had wounded an enemy since she had started out 
in the Jianghu. 


--The feeling of shock was the same as after Yan Heng had defeated Ghost Saber Chen. 


The "single-backed sword" landed on the tiles and slid down the roof. 


Jiao Hongye had lost the sword entrusted to him by the Sect Master, and felt that his reputation as a 
Wudang master had been greatly damaged; his right wrist was injured, and although he did not know 
how serious the injury was, the swordsman's life could be terminated at any time. He was instantly 
enraged, and stretched out his left hand towards Tong Jing! 
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--When Jiao Hongye became angry, his rough face was twisted like a ghost. Wudang disciples drink the 
"Xiong Sheng Wine", a medicinal wine of the Object Migration Sect, every day when they enter the 
school to help boost their body functions. The wine is very strong and has an effect on people's mind, so 
Wudang people are usually calm and quiet like water, but whenever they are triggered by their killer 
nature, they tend to be as wild as wild animals. 


Tong Jing was just dazed by the sword just now, when she saw a shadow attacking her head. Jiao 
Hongye pounced closer, and the index and middle fingers of his left hand, which were originally pinched 
into a sword technique, separated, turning into a "two dragons grabbing a pearl" clawing position, and 
aimed directly at Tong Jing's bright eyes! 


When his fingers were close to the eyelids, something flew in! 


Jiao Hongye's left hand retracted violently like the sword in his right hand. He groaned and covered his 
arm, only to see a flying saber nailed to his forearm, with a bright red saber scarf tied to the iron ring on 
the handle. 


A figure then descended from the ridge and landed in front of Tong Jing, and it was the owner of the 
saber, Mr. Fei Hong, the head of the Kongdong Sect! 


Mr. Lian Feihong opened his right hand to defend the front, but did not attack again, instead, he turned 
back to look at Tong Jing's face and asked her, "Are you alright? 


Although Tong Jing knew that he was not an enemy, but was suddenly stared at by such a vicissitude of 
the old man's face, but could not help but be shocked after shrinking, and did not answer him. 


Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing just to see if her eyes were injured, but she seemed to dislike him, so 
he couldn't help but feel embarrassed. 


Everyone was surprised to see the Kongdong Sect's leader suddenly strike at this juncture, and seeing 
his demeanor, they wondered if he had something to do with the little girl. ...... 
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Jiao Hong Ye was seriously injured, in this battle is of extraordinary significance: the eastern army group 
for the first time to see, Wudang swordsman is defeated! 


Chen Daixiu, who was fighting with Hu Linglan, saw that Jiao Hongye was injured, and immediately 
changed his sword approach. He swung his sword at Hu Linglan twice before running away, and rushed 
over to help his junior brother. 


--The killing of the hunter is important, but it is not as important as the safety of our fellow disciples. 


Li Dong had the same thought and put his gun in front of him, while jumping towards Jiao Hongye, 
holding him up with one hand and dragging him to the back. Chen Daixiu also joined in to support him. 


Hu Linglan and Yan Heng were only there to help Jing Li, and did not pursue the three. 


Only two people were left on the roof. 


Jing Li and Xi Xiaoyan were slugging it out and the fight was still going on. Jing Li resisted his opponent's 
long saber with his right hand, while his left hand secretly reached to his right waist and gripped the 
bird's head shaped hilt of his southern short saber, intending to pull it out and attack with both sabers. 


Xi Xiaoyan sensed this and slapped his left palm downward, pressing Jing Li's left wrist to prevent him 
from pulling out his saber; at the same time, his right hand, which was holding the saber, flexed and 
lifted up his arm, and one of the elbow joints smashed Jing Li's solar plexus horizontally! 


Jing Li's goose-ling saber blade was still sticking to the saber, but he raised the saber handle backward 
and hit Xi Xiaoyan's elbow with the end of the handle; at the same time, his left hand let go of the 
handle of the bird's head saber and flipped his wrist to counteract his opponent's left palm. 


At the same time, his left hand let go of the hilt of his bird's head and turned his wrist to counteract his 
opponent's left palm. Xi Xiaoyan was forced to retract his elbow strike, and also hit Jing Li with the hilt of 
his saber. The two sabers' arms were fighting against each other. 
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The distance between the two is even closer than just now, the sabers can no longer be utilized, and 
each of them uses the hilt of the saber and the free left hand as a short bridge to stick and strike, the 
four arms are dismantling each other to attack, and in the blink of an eye, five to six moves have been 
made. 


--The short strikes that are sharp and close together cannot be seen with the eyes, but rely on the bridge 
hand feeling and instinctive experience, which is even more impossible for the onlookers to see. 


Dong Sanqiao of the Secret Sect, who was downstairs, has always prided himself on the speed and 
density of his bridge hands, but he felt ashamed to see such a match. 


Neither Yan Heng, Hu Linglan and Tong Jing, nor the Wudang Sect could help any more - Jing and Xi 
were almost twisted into a knot, and attacking with their sabers risked injuring their fellow fighters. 
They could only stand on the sidelines to take advantage of the situation. 


As for Lian Feihong, just protect in front of Tong Jing, watching the two fight, and appear like a childlike 
expression of good-looking lively, seems to have no intention to intervene. 


Chen Daixiu and the others did not see clearly the intention of this Kongdong master, only knowing that 
he is a strong enemy, and for a while, they also stopped attacking Yan Heng and the others, and first see 
if Xixi's brother can defeat the "hunter" and then say. 


The situation suddenly turned into a one-man battle between the two sabers. The victory or defeat 
depended on this battle. 


XI Xiaoyan had always believed that his muscles and bones were different from those of ordinary 
people. He often attacked with his fists, palms and bridge hands, in order to overwhelm Jing Li with his 
strength and hardness; however, Jing Li was no match for him in terms of physique and strength, and 
the sound of his four arms fighting each other was just like the impact of an iron bar wrapped in cotton. 


Both of them still had sharp blades in their hands, which made this close combat even more dangerous. 
Both of them had to pay attention to the other's saber at all times, as a drag or a touch from the blade 
could be fatal. 
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Jing Liwas aware of this, when Xi Xiaoyan focused on attacking with his left palm and relaxed his right 
saber, he pulled his goose-plume saber away from the pressure of his opponent's long saber, and 
dragged his saber to the side of Xi Xiaoyan's neck artery! 


Sensing the danger, Xi Xiaoyan immediately turned his left palm into a claw and rolled it back to catch 
Jing Li's right wrist, followed by his own right hand saber, which also chopped at Jing Li's ear from the 
side! 


Jing Li used almost the same move, his left tiger claw was like a wipe, also intercepted Xi Xiaoyan's saber 
arm, he sank his wrist and closed his fingers, holding the pulse of his opponent's right wrist. 


The two domineering swordsmen could no longer display their proud sword skills, and instead entered 
into the simplest stalemate: each used one hand to capture the other's wrist holding the sword. 


The two of them competed with their arms wide open, like two bison, each using a pair of large horns to 
hold the other against. 


The most primitive state of struggle. 


——This kind of mutual capture is not cool and beautiful at all. But who says a real battle must be 
beautiful? 


Open your arms wide, and your middle door will naturally open wide. Out of fighting instinct, Xi Xiaoyan 
bent the elbow joints of both arms at the same time, spread his shoulders and chest, and rushed 
forward with his body, slamming his forehead against Jing Li's nose ! 


--This tactic is no different from fighting in the marketplace. However, to win is not a choice, but to 
utilize all possible methods. 


A headbutt at such a close range is normally unavoidable. 
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--But when it comes to experience in grappling, Jing Li is several times more experienced than Xi 
Xiaoyan. 


When Xi Xiaoyan moved, Jing Li had already sensed his intention. Jing Li quickly took a big step 
backward, utilizing his forward momentum, his left hand violently pulled his right wrist holding the saber 
downward! 


Xi Xiaoyan's headbutt was pulled to the side before it reached the halfway point, his body lost balance 
and the headbutt lost its power. 


Xixiuyan was about to fall down, he hurriedly entered his horse and took a forward bow step to stabilize 
his body! 


Jing Li has already taken his reaction into account, his right foot kicks out low, sweeping the inside of his 
foot towards Xi Xiaoyan's front foot's knee bend! 


--This sweeping kick is the lower kick of the Southern Fist, which is characteristic of the South Sea Tiger 
Respected School, combined with Jing Li's overseas wrestling techniques, it is both accurate and stable. 


No matter how strong and developed the body is, there is still a limit to the resistance of the joints. 
Although Xi Xiaoyan tried his best to sink his waist and sit on his horse, Jing Li's left paw takedown had 
caused his center of gravity to tilt forward. The kick caused Xi Xiaoyan's knees to bend backwards, and 
his knee joints immediately buckled and he knelt down! 


Jing Li grasped this golden opportunity and spun to the left with himself as the axis, his body force led to 
his left arm, pulling Xi Xiaoyan again. Xi Xiaoyan's body, which was already out of balance, was brought 
off the ground by this rotational force and fell out horizontally! 


Xi Xiaoyan only felt that the sky and the earth turned upside down. 


The direction that the strong body flew was exactly the eaves of the roof, and half of it had already 
crossed over in an instant! 


891 


Although it is only a two-story roof, coupled with Jing Li's throwing power, if Xi Xiaoyan falls to the 
ground, the momentum will be equivalent to falling from a four or five-story tower, and he will be 
seriously injured even if he does not die! 


At this critical moment of life and death, Xi Xiaoyan's brother Xi Zhaoping's face suddenly flashed in his 
mind. 


It was half a year ago. In the "Zhan Xuanwu Field" in the middle of Wudang Mountain. Before their elder 
brother set off on an expedition to Sichuan, the two brothers practiced martial arts for the last time. 


First, Xi Xiaoyan used a wooden knife, forcing his brother to do nothing - even Xi Zhaoping did not dare 


to use his right "arm shield" as strong as a rock to forcefully catch his brother's "anode knife". Under the 


wooden sword, he could only retreat. 


Next, the two brothers only fought with their fists and feet. Initially, XI Xiaoyan still used his long arm's 
"Yang Chi Fist" to gain the upper hand in long-distance attacks; however, XI Zhaoping seized an 
opportunity to get in close and fully utilized his "Two Rituals Robbery Fist", and his younger brother 
could no longer defend himself, and he was thrown to the ground severely. 


At that moment, Xi Zhao Ping frowned and shook his head. He himself was not able to practice "Tai Chi 
Chuan" due to his talent and physical attributes, so he was envious of his brother, who had the 
Opportunity to do so two years ago. 


However, after two years, due to his own inclination and temperament, Xi Xiaoyan only concentrated on 
the "Tai Chi" method of generating rigid-yang force, and neglected the soft skills of listening to the force 
and transforming it into energy, and tackling, wrestling, and fighting. Of course, he practiced the 
powerful "Yang Chi Saber" and "Yang Chi Kung Fu", but they were too simple. 


At that time, XI Zhaoping shook his head and said, "The strength of an iron chain and its ability to 
withstand strong pulling depends on its weakest link. Though your saber is strong, if you are robbed by 
the intruder and you don't practise close combat, you will suffer. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't think so, and smiled as he stroked his wooden saber: 


892 


"That will have to wait until someone can break through my sword." 


Now that he was about to fly out of the roof, Xi Xiaoyan finally believed what his brother said. 


--At the same time, his heart was filled with nostalgia for his brother. 


" Brother!" 


A bellowing cry that sobered him up. 


A long object came into view. 


It was Li Dong who had turned his spear upside down and extended the end of the spear violently 
towards Xi Xiaoyan who was in mid-air! 


Xi Xiaoyan gave up his saber in this moment of crisis and stretched out his abnormally long arm to grab 
the end of the spear. 


His body was already not light, and the force of the fall was so strong that Li Dong, who was standing on 
the unsteady tiled surface, was pulled towards the roof with his gun by Xi Xiaoyan! 


But he will not let go of the gun. 


Chen Daixiu was quick and grabbed Li Dong's shirt with one hand, while Jiao Hongye, who was injured in 
both hands, also held Li Dong with his arms. Only with the combined efforts of the two of them was Li 
Dong stabilized. 


Li Dong used his strong grip and arm strength from years of gun training to lock the bent barrel of the 
gun and finally stopped Xi Xiaoyan's fall. 
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Xi Xiaoyan's right arm then exerted energy, using the gun barrel to push up his waist, and then he 
bounced back to the edge of the roof and knelt down. 


He looked up. 


Seven or eight paces away, Jing Li was resting his goose-plume saber on his shoulder, his head was tied 
with a strip of cloth that had been dyed bright red, and his hands and legs were bleeding in many places. 
The setting sun reflected his proud posture. 


He was also looking down at Xi Xiaoyan coldly. 


Xi Xiaoyan also saw Hu Linglan standing beside Jing Li with a Japanese saber. The two of them stood side 
by side, as if they would naturally protect and rely on each other. Like Jing Li, Hu Linglan had blood on 
her forehead. Her bright eyes reflecting the golden sunlight were looking at Jing Li with trusting eyes. 


Xi Xiaoyan's left hand, which was resting on the tile surface, crushed a tile to pieces. 


Absolute humiliation. 


Apart from losing his saber, Xi Xiaoyan was actually unharmed. But he knew in his heart that he had just 
lost a battle in a one-on-one duel in front of everyone's eyes, and only through the timely rescue of his 
fellow disciples did he not break his skin and bones, and he felt very frustrated. 


However, he did not realize that Jing Li did not show his usual smile when he looked down at him. 


Xi Xiaoyan was definitely the strongest Wudang enemy Jing Li had ever fought. But he was not as excited 
as he expected to be because of his victory. It wasn't because he had utilized the terrain - the use of 
terrain is an important part of a martial arts battle. 


Jing Li just couldn't get rid of the shock of Xi Xiaoyan's "Yang Chi Saber". His arms still felt as if he had 
just blocked the saber many times. Not being able to break his opponent's best skill head-on, Jing Li still 
felt as if he hadn't really won the battle yet. 
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--What's more, the enemy hadn't stopped breathing. 


The hatred between the two of them could not be resolved here. 


"Shall we do it again?" 


Jing Li asked Xi Xiaoyan coldly. 


He did not smile when he asked. He was genuinely eager to fight again. 


However, to Xi Xiaoyan's ears, it sounded like derision and provocation. 


"Master, please allow me and Tang Liang to go up too!" Fu Yuanba, who was standing next to Yao 
Lianzhou below, was very excited when he saw his fellow disciple's defeat, and his knuckles were 
crackling while holding the horse-cutting knife. 


The other side had another one, Lian Feihong. With this difference, it was now three against five in the 
Wudang camp. If they went up to help, it wouldn't hurt the reputation of the sect. 


"Don't be impulsive." Fan Zong flatly objected, "Killing the hunter is important, but it is not as important 
as protecting the Sect Master." 


As he said this, his eyes were fixed on the four men and women of the Kongdong Sect on the other side 
of the street. The Kongdong master has joined the battle, and his disciples may also attack this side at 
any time. 


The calm Fan Zong did not forget: they were still surrounded by several times the number of enemies 
with a force of about ten. Although the martial artists from the smaller sects were momentarily 
intimidated by Wudang's momentum, if the Kongdong Sect and the hunter and his gang took the lead 
and galvanized the other side's morale, their side could be in danger again at any time. 
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Yao Lianzhou was silent, neither answering Fu Yuanba nor agreeing with Fan Zong. He just thought 
about other things. His eyes kept looking at Tong Jing and Yan Heng on the roof. 


It was dusk. The shadows of the house were already slanting. 


It was at this point that the situation changed dramatically. 
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Lecture on the Sword Hall of the Great Dao Jin - 22 


As the martial arts saying goes, "The hand is two doors," and in martial arts there are the concepts of 
the "inner door" and the "outer door. The inner door generally refers to the inner side of the 
outstretched arm (and sometimes the outstretched leg) of the enemy when attacking or defending; the 
outer door, on the other hand, refers to the outer side. In the case of a weapon fight, since the weapon 
is an extension of the hand, there is also a distinction between the inner and outer gates. 


When attacking and defending against the enemy, the two sides exchange limbs or weapons, whether 
they are occupying the opponent's inner or outer gate. Both have different advantages. Therefore, if 
you can clearly distinguish the inside and outside and use appropriate tactics and techniques, your 
chances of winning will be doubled. 


When occupying the opponent's inner gate, the most obvious benefit is naturally that the opponent's 
center gate is opened, and the midline of the body, from the center of the eyebrows, throat, middle of 
the belly to the lower part of the body, is exposed to the shortest straight line in front of you. Moreover, 
the opponent's bridge player is blocked from the outside by you and often has difficulty returning to the 
center. Destroying the enemy from it is powerful yet simple and direct. 


On the other hand, when you are controlling the opponent's outer gate (on the outside of the 
opponent's shoulder and arm), you have the advantage of using your own body against the enemy's 
flanks. The opponent's farther arm, separated by his own body, is no longer useful, so the enemy is 
facing me sideways with one hand, and we only need to concentrate on suppressing the closer arm, two 
hands against one, and we are in an undefeatable position. If we can suppress the shoulder, with the 
footwork, we can always go around and grab the opponent's back, and the advantage will be even more 
obvious. 


It is important to note that fighting is a constant interaction between the two sides. The inner and outer 
gates are not in a solid and unchanging position, but are constantly shifting as the two sides move. The 
inner and outer gates may also be in opposition to each other: while you are entering the inner gate, 
your enemy may be pressing on your outer gate, and vice versa. Who has the advantage depends on the 
ability of both sides to react and the timing and speed of the transfer of routes. 


One point in particular: in hand-to-hand combat or with two weapons, there are inner and outer gates 
because both the right and left hands can be used; however, in one-weapon situations, the inner and 
outer gates are more obvious because only one arm is being used (e.g., if the enemy is holding a saber in 
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his right hand, the right side of the enemy's right hand is the outer gate, and the left side of his right 
hand is the inner gate). 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 52 Chapter 9: The Pact 


In just one afternoon, the two-story building of the "Ying Hua Pavilion" was as if it had been struck by 
some kind of catastrophe: many windows were broken; the roof was pierced with several holes, and 
there were broken tiles everywhere; the walls were full of footprints, and there were daggers inserted in 
the walls; and there was a streak of blood in front of the door and on the surrounding streets....... It is 
hard to imagine that not long ago, this was a place where singing and dancing birds chased fireworks. 


People who live in Xi'an have probably never imagined that such a brothel with red walls and green tiles 
would become a historical important place in the world of martial arts. 


Two groups of people suddenly appeared from the west and south streets and arrived outside the 
"Yinghua Pavilion”. 


The heroes first saw a large team coming from the west. They thought that the Western Army led by Yin 
Yingchuan had finally arrived, and some of them cheered. But if you look closely, the more than forty 
people, no matter their appearance, clothing or weapons, are completely different from the Western 
Army. They are all new faces that have never been seen before. Leading the way was a man with scars 
on his face and a strange iron claw on his left hand. He had a murderous aura all over him. Excitement 
immediately turned to panic. 


"Senior Brother Jiang!" Fu Yuanba couldn't help shouting when he saw Jiang Yunlan coming with more 
than forty Wudang sect "disciples from outside the mountain". 


Everyone in Wudang was also extremely surprised: Jiang Yunlan was supposed to be still following Ye 
Chenyuan's expeditionary force in Sichuan, but he suddenly appeared in this pass! 


Once they heard that the visitors were indeed from the Wudang Sect, the crowd was even more 
agitated. 


--There are so many Wudang disciples! 
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Many of them speculated that because the Western Army had not arrived yet, they might have been 
killed by this new Wudang force. An atmosphere of fear permeated the whole place. Some people 
began to regret that they had come all the way to Xi'an to join in the fun, and they would probably die... 


Four of the team members were walking at the end, carrying a hastily constructed stretcher. 


The man lying on the shelf was fat and stout. He was Gui Danlei, the chief of "Turtle Town Town". His 
body was covered with bandaged wounds. 


Jiang Yunlan hurriedly led the dozens of disciples at the front to Yao Linzhou's seat. 


"lam late." Jiang Yunlan arched his fist and bowed to the Sect Leader, simply saying this. The Wudang 
sect was not good at manners, and would not say anything like "Please forgive me, Sect Leader" or any 
other nonsense. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded slightly. Jiang Yunlan observed the face of the Headmaster and saw that he did not 
seem to be in high spirits, guessing that he had been injured or hit by some secret plan, so he could not 
help but show a worried look. 


"Dan Lei..." Yao Lianzhou pointed to the back of the team. 


"Senior Brother Gui was attacked by the enemy and suffered some injuries, but his life is not affected." 
Jiang Yunlan replied. 


When Chen Daixiu and others saw Gui Danlei lying below, they couldn't help but look angry. 


Jiang Yunlan then looked up to the roof and saw Jing Li and Hu Linglan. 


"Jing Li!" Jiang Yunlan shouted, "| knew | would see you here again! 
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Jing Li looked down at Jiang Yunlan and remembered his fallen Emei friends, his heart was on fire, he 
just nodded at him without words. 


Only then did the Wudang people realize the name of this " Hunter ". Chen Daixiu heard that Jiang 
Yunlan had fought with Jing Li, mostly in Sichuan. They had only known that four of his fellow disciples 
had been killed by the hunter, and that Xi Zhaoping was the fifth, so the other four stripes engraved on 
the oar represented the other four disciples he had killed in Sichuan. 


Wudang's side had a sudden increase of more than 40 men, although they were not direct disciples of 
Wudang Mountain, their strength was comparable to that of the enemy, and with the addition of Jiang 
Yunlan, an elite swordsman of the Soldier's Crow Road, the army's morale was greatly boosted. 


Fu Yuanba and Tang Liang knew that they no longer had to worry about protecting the Headmaster, and 
they were ready to go up to the roof to help kill Jing Li and the others. 


However, before Jiang Yunlan's men could stand still, another group of people appeared, this time from 
the south. 


These people were much smaller in number than Jiang Yunlan and the others, but they were much more 
eye-catching. 


--There are very few people in the world who are more prominent than the Wudang Sect. Unless they 
are ranked higher than Wudang in the "Nine Great Sects" ranking. 


--There is only one such sect in the world. 


The person at the forefront of this group of people was none other than Monk Yuanying, who was still 
wearing the "half bronze armor". But when everyone looked at his face, there was no longer the 
aggressive and wild aura on his face, and instead he seemed slightly depressed. 


Yuan Xing seemed to be carrying something on his back. Upon closer inspection, he realized that it was 
an old monk who was extremely thin and short. His eyes were half-closed. It was unclear whether he 
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was in trance or asleep. At first glance, the face lying on Yuan Xing's back seemed to be... A bit like a 
newborn baby with wrinkled skin. 


Behind Yuan Xing followed six more monks, wearing the same robes as him and holding staffs in their 
hands. The six monks all wore copper-inlaid armor on their arms, legs, shoulders and chest, and each 

stood in a slightly different posture. The more important martial artists in the audience could see that 
they wore this "bronze armor" on different parts of their bodies according to their own specialties. 


The Shaolin School's world-famous "Eighteen Bronze Men's Formation". Although there are only seven 
of them, it still shakes the hearts of all the martial artists. The bronze armor reflects the setting sun as if 
it were on fire. 


For many martial artists from remote places or small schools, this moment was like a dream: Shaolin and 
Wudang were meeting on the streets of the Dongdachai City, a little-known city in Xi'an, and a war may 
even break out - this is a rare moment in the martial arts world. 


As soon as they saw that Shaolin monks had also rushed to take part in the battle, the Wudang disciples, 
who had been slightly relieved by the reinforcements, immediately became nervous - there was no 
other sect in the world that could make the Wudang people so vigilant. 


Li Dong and Jiao Hongye in particular, who had seen Shang Silang defeated by Yuan Shi, were even more 
nervous. 


"Let's go downstairs and talk about it. Chen Daixiu ordered his fellow disciples. Once the Shaolin Sect 
arrived, the matter of killing Jing Li became less important. 


Xi Xiaoyan was still staring at Jing Li in anger. Li Dong pulled his sleeve. The brothers had saved him, so 
he could not go against their wishes, so he followed Li Dong and stepped back. 


Before Chen Daixiu went down, he did not forget to pick up the master's sword that fell on the corner of 
the roof. Xi Xiaoyan went down along the wall and retrieved the saber that had been thrown down in 
the center of the street. Li Dong, on the other hand, helped Jiao Hongye downstairs. The four of them 
did not say a word and walked back to the master's side. 
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"Senior brother..." Li Tong looked at Guidan Lei that had been placed on the ground. 


"No need to say anything..." Gui Danlei smiled, groaned and said, "| can't die...you haven't seen that old 
man Yin Yingchuan...he was injured more seriously than me..." 


Although Jing Li would like to fight with Xi Xiaoyan again, but the other party withdrew first, the current 
situation is not enough for him to entangle Wudang not to let go, so he returned the goose-plume saber 
to his waist. 


Yan Heng also sheathed his swords. It was only then that he had time to take a look at the old man who 
had suddenly joined him. 


He remembered that Yan Qingtong had told him at the Linmen Inn that Mr. Fei Hong, the headmaster of 
the Kongdong Sect, was also coming to the meeting; he also saw Lian Fei Hong's body full of weapons, 
and remembered that his master had once described the Kongdong Sect's "Eight Great Absolutes" as 
being compatible with these weapons, so there was no longer any doubt in his mind, and so he walked 
up to Lian Fei Hong, lowered his head and bowed his hands in salute. 


"Thank you, senior, for your help! This junior is Yan Heng, a disciple of the Qingcheng Sect. | once heard 
that my teachers and students mentioned my senior..." 


Lian Feihong looked at Yan Heng, as if he was listening or not. He took a closer look at Yan Heng's "Male 
and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords", and his face turned red and blue. When He Zisheng came to 
Gansu to practice, he was not yet the head of Qingcheng, so he naturally did not obtain this pair of 
treasures. However, he had already practiced the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword", the 
highest swordsmanship of the Qingcheng School, and he also used long and short swords of similar 
shapes. Now seeing this pair of swords, Lian Feihong recalled the shame of being defeated by He 
Zisheng in a contest twenty years ago, and felt very unhappy. 


He grabbed Yan Heng's clothes with one hand, pulled him close and held him under his arms, but looked 
at Tong Jing on the other side, and asked Yan Heng quietly: "What is your relationship with this kid...?" 


Yan Heng didn't know why he was asking. When he heard "what's the relationship", he thought Lian 
Feihong had misunderstood something and hurriedly explained: "Her name is Tong Jing... we are just 
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"You?" Lian Feihong suddenly screamed strangely, making others look at him: "You taught her? Didn't 
you?" 


Lian Feihong still kept looking at Tong Jing. Although Tong Jing had been saved by Lian Feihong, she was 
a bit unnerved by such an old man, so she went to Hu Linglan's side and half-hid herself. 


"If you Say SO,......, You are not considered her master, right?" Lian Feihong asked again. 


"That's great! Lian Feihong released Yan Heng, clapped his hands, and half ran, half jumped down from 
the house. 


Jing Li stood by the roof and shouted at the monk Yuan Xing below: 


"You are late! 


Yuan Xin scratched his hair and beard, and said awkwardly, "I'm sorry. It seems that you have fought a 
big battle here, but | didn't come to help ...... before | originally also chased after, how do | know chasing 
lost your team, and then lost ...... walking ...... walking ...... "He pointed behind him: "| was found by my 
fellow disciples from Shaoshi Mountain." 


Yuan Xin was about to say something, but a thin hand like a bird's claw slapped him on the shoulder. 
Yuan Xin immediately stopped talking and gently lowered the old monk on his back. The other monk 
behind him handed over his staff to the old monk so that he could stand on it. 


The old monk took off his bamboo hat and gave it to his disciple, only to see that his face was very dry 
and thin, and his eyebrows were almost white, so it seemed that he was at least seventy years old. No 
one knows his identity, but even if he is a veteran of the Shaolin sect and has extraordinary martial arts 
skills, it is impossible for him to take action again at his age and condition. 
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Yuan Xing and six senior brothers protected the old monk and walked seven or eight steps in front of 
Yao Lianzhou. Xi Xiaoyan and other Wudang disciples were naturally on guard. 


——Although they never expected to have a showdown with the "Martial Sect of the World" so soon, if 
they had to become enemies of Shaolin today, they would never back down. 


"Unexpected." Yao Lianzhou was still sitting and did not salute the Shaolin elder who was about forty 
years older than him. He just said coldly: "Even the Shaolin sect has joined to besiege me. What an 
honor." 


"The old monk's nickname is Cheng." The old monk clasped his hands and said, "This Tan Yue must be 
the leader of the Wudang Sect, Yao, right?" 


Yao Lianzhou nodded, seeming a little impatient. 


Someone among the heroes heard the name of Master Cheng and couldn't help but say: "Ah, he is the 
literary monk elder of Shaolin..." 


Although there are many martial monks in Shaolin Temple, not every monk practicing in the temple is 
qualified to practice martial arts. Those who do not learn martial arts are called "literary monks." After 
all, the temple is a place for Zen practice, so the status of literary monks in Shaolin is not belittled 
because they are not proficient in martial arts. 


There was a lot of discussion: this was a fight between martial artists, why did Shaolin send a literate 
monk here? 


"| think Master Yao has misunderstood." The tone of his voice was very peaceful: "| have brought a few 
disciples with me, not to fight with your school, but just to look for this disciple who has left the 
mountain without authorization. With that, he pointed to Yuan Xing. 


The group of heroes were very surprised to hear this. They had thought that with the help of Shaolin 
monks, they would not be afraid to fight with Wudang, but unexpectedly, this master said right at the 
beginning that he would not fight, which was really disappointing to all of them. 
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"How can a master say that?" Dong Sanqiao of the Secret Sect was the first to express his dissatisfaction: 
"The Wudang sect is arrogant and boastful, claiming to be invincible, and they have attacked all sects 
and killed countless people! We have formed an alliance to fight against Wudang for the sake of justice 
in the martial arts world. How can Shaolin, the greatest martial arts school in the world, stand alone? 


Yuan Xing seemed to have endured for a long time, and now also put the hexagonal Qi Mei stick on the 
ground, shouting: "Uncle Tai, he is right! The Wudang Sect intends to dominate the martial arts world, 
and Shaolin will suffer disaster sooner or later. ! If we don’t join forces with various factions to fight 
against Wudang, one day Wudang will swallow up all the other sects and then attack Lai Shaoshi 
Mountain, and then it will be too late!" 


"Yuan Xing, | understand what you are thinking." Master Cheng sighed, "You secretly came down to the 
mountain to fight with Wudang because you think: no matter if you kill a Wudang disciple, or if you are 
killed by Wudang yourself, Shaolin and Wudang will have a blood feud, and we can no longer stand by 
and watch Wudang's ambition to dominate the world, can we? You are doing this because you are 
worried about the safety of the Shaolin Temple in the future, and | understand this spirit of fearlessness 
and dedication." 


Upon hearing this, Jing Li and the others realized that Yuan Xing, who appeared to be a wild monk, 
actually had such a reason for fighting in his heart. Jing Li could not help but look at him with 
admiration. 


Yan Heng had not talked to Yuan Xing much, but he could relate to Yuan Xing's feelings of bearing the 
future of the sect, and he secretly regarded Yuan Xing as a fellow monk. 


"But you are wrong." Master Cheng said, and then scanned the street, "All of you have also thought 
wrong. 


He looked at Yao Linzhou again and said slowly: 


"There is no such thing as the Shaolin Sect. There is only the Shaolin Temple." 


Hearing this, everyone in the audience was puzzled. 
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"| would like to hear more about it." Yao Linzhou said. 


Master Lie Cheng eloquently said: "When Patriarch Bodhidharma came east and opened the "Ancestral 
Court of Zen" in Shaolin Temple, he was dedicated to spreading the Dharma and saving people, and did 
not create any martial arts sect. The Patriarch taught the "Yi Jin Jing" and "The Eighteen Arhat Hands" ” 
and other martial arts, firstly, because martial arts can involve life and death and are connected with 
Zen Buddhism; secondly, it can strengthen the body of the monks to enhance their spiritual practice and 
prevent them from slacking off; thirdly, in troubled times, the monks can practice boxing and sticks 
when necessary. It is used to protect the temple to prevent it from falling into evil hands and stealing 


the name of Shaolin and distorting Buddhism. 


"Thanks to the blessing of the Buddha, our temple has been preserved for nearly a thousand years, with 
a continuous flow of incense and a large number of monks, so that our martial arts have been refined 
and reproduced from generation to generation, and we have been able to form our own school. 
However, the aim of Shaolin martial arts is still the same, and it is not for the purpose of establishing a 
school and competing with others in the martial arts world. 


"This is why | said that there is only the Shaolin Temple in the world, and that the term ‘Shaolin Sect' is 
only a misunderstanding among the martial arts practitioners." 


Yao Lianzhou couldn't help but laugh coldly at this. 


He stretched out a palm. Chen Daixiu immediately handed the Single Back Sword back to the Sect 
Master. Yao Lianzhou played with the handle of the sword while saying, "Why are you talking so much 
nonsense to me? In the end, you just want to say 'We Shaolin will not fight with you’, right?" 


"Something like that." Cheng again folded his arms. 


"It is not up to either party to decide whether to fight or not." Yao Lianzhou's body had recovered a lot 
more than before, and his eyes stared sternly at Cheng Cheng: "That's what fighting is all about." 


"If your sect were to come to Shaolu Mountain one day with swords drawn, saying that they want to 
‘exterminate Shaolin’, that would indeed be the only thing that could be done. Even if our monks have 
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the highest level of meditation, they will not be willing to be killed, so we will accompany you." Although 
Liao Cheng was just a literary monk and had never learned any martial arts, he did not feel timid at all 
under Yao Lianzhou's gaze. His peaceful eyes looked directly at the head of Wudang: "But before that 
day, my temple will not break the precepts of our ancestors and compete with the martial arts under 
the mountain. 


"Is this what you think alone, old monk? Or all of us?" Yao Lianzhou asked. 


"All of us in the temple cannot break this precept." 


Although Master Liao Cheng is a literary monk, he is an elder of the Shaolin Temple and the uncle of the 
current Shaolin Abbot, Master Bendu. He is highly respected and can represent Shaolin in every word. 


Yao Lianzhou sneered again. 


"If it's just you, I'm sorry you haven't learned how to punch or kick, so it's not surprising that you have 
such bastard thoughts... But it turns out that the Shaolin Temple, the 'Martial Sect of the World’, is just 
like this. It's really ridiculous." 


Yuan Xing and the other seven monks were enraged to hear such an insult to their sect. Especially 
Yuanxing was young, his forehead veins popped out with anger, and he glared at Yao Lianzhou fiercely, 
as if he were an angry golden warrior. 


However, in front of Master Tai, they all held their tongues and did not speak. 


"What does Sect Master Yao mean by this?" Cheng Yu asked calmly, without a hint of anger, showing his 
cultivation of mind. 


"Before you picked up your sticks and sabers, didn't you realize what martial arts practice was all 
about?" 
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Yao Lian Zhou questioned in a loud voice, seemingly not only to the Shaolin monks, but also to all the 
other martial arts practitioners around him. 


"Isn't practicing martial arts just to become stronger than others? It's nonsense not to compete with 
others. If you think so, you Shaolin Temple should not practice martial arts from the first day, and just 
concentrate on practicing your Zen. Well, we Wudang sect will not have time to disturb a ruined temple 
that only knows how to talk about Zen and Buddhism. 


"But you said that you will fight us in front of the mountain gate in the future, which is quite decent." 
Yao Lianzhou then scanned around the group of heroes of various sects: "The worst thing is you guys. As 
warriors, when you encounter someone stronger than yourself, you will cry about "martial arts justice”. 
Are you ashamed? You rely on the power of numbers to surround me. This is the second best - anyway, | 
It’s not that | can’t handle it; but if you use conspiracy and trickery, why should you practice martial 
arts?” 


The heroes all bowed their heads at Yao Linzhou's comment. Especially Dai Kui and Dong Sanqiao, who 
knew about the poisoning, felt even more ashamed. 


Only a few people sent by Kongtong, led by the leader, were just here to enjoy the fun and watch the 
fun, and they didn't care at all about these words. 


Yao Lianzhou pointed at the roof at this time: "Among you, the only ones named Jing and that boy from 
the Qingcheng faction are the ones who have some backbone." 


Everyone had seen before that the Wudang disciples tried their best to kill Jing Li and called him 
"Hunter", so there must be a blood feud between the two parties; but now the Wudang leader actually 
named him and praised him, which was very surprising. 


However, Jing Li and Yan Heng did not forget the great revenge of the destruction of their sects, and did 
not react to Yao Lin Zhou's words - even though deep down in their hearts, they still had to agree with 
his earlier words. 


--A few months ago at Qingcheng Mountain, they had heard Xi Zhaoping say something similar. It 
seemed that this was indeed the creed of the Wudang Sect. 
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"As | said, | only came here to look for my disciple, and | don't want to argue with Master Yao." 


Master Cheng said, his kind eyes still looking at Yao Lianzhou's lonely and proud face. 


"But | would also like to advise your school: ‘Invincible’ or ‘dominating the martial arts world’, it is just an 
illusion that happens overnight, why do you have to sacrifice your life to chase after it?" 


"It may be an illusion to you." Yao Lin Zhou replied categorically, "But in the eyes of those of us who 
have practiced martial arts, it is an immortal undertaking." 


"The word 'karma’' is well said." Liao Cheng responded: "As the saying goes, 'Strongness is easy to break.’ 
Your sect only follows the path of being strong and moving forward without any luck. What happened 
today is also a sign that there may be trouble in the future. A bigger disaster will come back to bite us. 
It’s time to turn around.” 


"If someone stronger wants to destroy my Wudang, | would be happy to meet him." Yao Lianzhou 
snorted coldly: "Old monk, you said that you don't want to argue, what are you talking about? 


Liao Cheng smiled: "I can't change my old habit of being argumentative. It shows my lack of cultivation. | 
feel ashamed." After saying that, he closed his eyes and clasped his hands again. 


"Since you Shaolin monks say you don't want to fight, | will ignore you for the moment. Yao Lianzhou 
said and stood up from his chair with his "single backed sword", he stood up straight and seemed to be 
able to walk and even had the strength to fight again. He looked at the people of the various factions 
and said, "It is your turn. 


The group of heroes heard this and became very nervous. If the Shaolin monks really decided to stand 
by, they would have no chance of winning against those 40 to 50 Wudang disciples. Now, if only Yao 
Lianzhou said something, the battle would start again, and maybe before the sun set, there would be 
bloodshed outside the Ying Hua Pavilion. 
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"| went to Guanzhong alone because | felt that the progress of Wudang's hegemony was too slow, so | 
took action myself; | have stayed here in Xi'an for a long time because | want to defeat you all in one 
go." Yao Lianzhou lifted his sword, and as he spoke, he exuded a peerless aura of disdain for the world. 


"But today's incident has made me realize one thing," he continued. "You are all too weak. Even if I, 
Wudang Sect, were to wipe out all of your sects today, it would still be too easy and meaningless. 


"In this case, | will make an agreement with you today: We, the Wudang Sect, will temporarily cease our 
activities for five years. | will give these five years to each of your sects, so that you can have a period of 
time to try your best to become stronger. After five years from today, our sect will definitely come back 
to visit again, and | hope that by then you will give us some decent resistance; if you know that you will 
never be able to defeat Wudang, you can use these few years to clean up your own rotten sect, and 
withdraw from the martial arts world from now on, and then we can live in peace; or simply surrender 
like the Emei Sect, and become my Wudang sect's tributary dojo. 


The moment Yao Lianzhou made this decision, everyone was moved. Even the disciples of Wudang were 
surprised by the Master's decision. 


The rules and regulations of the Wudang Sect were not numerous, but the Head Sect's orders were like 
a mountain, and there was no room for disobedience. 


--This is because the Headmaster is the strongest person in the school. Believing in the strongest is the 
first belief of the Wudang Sect. 


Yao Lianzhou then looked up to the roof. 


"This agreement is also valid for you." He looked at Jing Li, Yan Heng, Hu Linglan and Tong Jing, "Your 


name is Jing Li, right? The kid from the Qingcheng Sect, and Yan Heng, if | remember correctly? And ...... 


"My name is Tong Jing!" Ms. Tong answered first, and then pulled Hu Linglan's arm and said loudly, 
"Also, this is the first female warrior from the East Japan! Her nickname is ...... , she thought for a 
moment, "...... ‘One Saber, Two Swords’, 'Big Sword Heroine’, Shimazu Hu Linglan's sister!" 
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Hu Linglan couldn't help but laugh when she heard her nickname herself. 


Yin Xiaoyan looked at Tong Jing and Hu Linglan with envy. Earlier, as she watched the fight on the roof, 
although she wanted the Wudang side to win, she didn't want to see these two female swordsmen get 
hurt. 


--They can walk around freely like men ...... and take up sabers to protect themselves and their friends 


--Why can't | be like them? ...... 


Not many people have the guts to talk such nonsense in front of a Wudang master. But Yao Lianzhou 
didn't take Tong Jing's words seriously. 


"Yan Heng, | know you will never accept my favor. | wouldn't either. However, | find you an interesting 
boy and would like to see how far you can progress in the future. | can't wait too long. In five years' 
time, if you want to come to us to recover the blood debt as you said earlier, we will certainly 
accompany you. 


"Jing Li, you want to defeat the Wudang Sect, don't you? | just heard those people say that you are a 
member of the Tiger Respected Sect of the South Sea?" 


Jing Li nodded his head. "You won't remember." 


"| have memorized every sect that has been destroyed or swallowed by the Wudang Sect." Yao Linzhou 
replied. "Especially those that dared to fight against us and were destroyed. The Tiger Respect Sect of 
the South Sea. It was a small sect that could be crushed with a single finger. Your desire to defeat us, the 
Wudang Sect, is not purely for revenge, is it? It's also to be the strongest. Coming from that kind of sect, 
but being able to get to this point, it shows how much blood and sweat you have put into it. But it's still 
too early to say that you can defeat us - at least you don't have the qualifications to stand in front of me 
yet. 
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"What a pity. If you hadn't made such a blood feud with us, you would be the enemy | would most like 
to subdue." 


Yao Lianzhou looked around: "Among the enemies | have encountered so far, you are the one whose 
ideas are most similar to those of our Wudang Sect." 


Jing Li had always harbored strong animosity towards the Wudang Sect, but at this moment, he could 
not help but feel moved by Yao Lian Zhou's words. 


Yao Lianzhou was not wrong. Desperately trying to become stronger, and then challenging and killing his 
opponents to prove his own strength - Jing Li, the "Wudang hunter", was not much different from the 
Wudang Sect in nature. 


Jing Li was silent as he listened. 


"Of course, you are an enemy that | hate to the bone," Yao Linzhou continued. "But you are also an 
opponent | recognize. Since | have given these bastards from other sects five years, | am not willing to 
deal with you first. It's not reasonable to let these guys live longer than you. | will leave you behind. I'll 
also see how far you can go and how high you can climb when you walk this path alone." 


Only then did Jing Li speak up and refute. 


"lam not alone." 


Yao Lin Zhou looked at Yan Heng, Hu Linglan and Tong Jing beside Jing Li and silently nodded in 
agreement. 


He looked at Tong Jing for a while, as if he wanted to say something, but stopped short. 


So far, he was still not 100% sure that he had not misjudged Tong Jing. After all, she was a young girl 
who had not yet been truly understood. That seemingly terrifying potential might just be an outburst 
that will never be repeated. 
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--That depends on her fate. ...... These five years are actually a gift to her. 


Yao Lianzhou only unilaterally declared a truce, Jing Li actually did not want to accept it - challenging 
strong enemies and constantly fighting is the most important part of his cultivation. However, since Yao 
Lian Zhou had decided to suspend the conquest of the various sects, the Wudang disciples would not be 
mobilized, and Jing Li would not have the chance to attack them - there was no way he could go up to 
Wudang Mountain and knock on the door, was there? So there is nothing he can do about it. 


"What five years ...... " At this point, Dong Sanqiao said, "How do we know that you will keep this oath? 
How do we know that this is not a trick, you Wudang sect turn around and kill us again a backhanded 
shot? 


"There is no way for you to know," Yao Lianzhou said blandly. "Even if it is a trick, what can you do? This 
is the tragedy of being weak. You have nothing to do but to believe in my words." 


He pointed to Tong Jing on the roof. Everyone looked at her. 


"The robe is in her hands as a token of this promise." 


Tong Jing took off the Wudang leader's robe rolled up around her waist and raised it. Although the sky 
was getting dark, the fourteen characters on the robe, "There is no one stronger than the strongest, a 
thousand mountains are not as high as this mountain." were still clearly visible. 


Although the Wudang Sect is ruthless, it has not used any fraudulent schemes so far, and relies on its 
strength, which is convincing. 


"Master." Chen Daixiu said at this time: "Are we going to let go even of the mastermind of the 
poisoning?" 


Fan Zong sneered: "| have just seen several times, that surnamed Yan has disappeared. Maybe he took 
the opportunity to escape when he saw the Headmaster appearing." 
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"He is the local leader in Xi'an, so he must have a place to hide." Chen Daixiu said, "Should we send the 
disciples of the First Snake Path to find out where he is?" 


"Forget it." Yao Linzhou waved his hand. "That kind of person is not worth our effort." 


--Even if Yan Qingtong had not been exposed as the poisoner, he would have run away as the head of 
the alliance, and it would have been difficult for him to gain a foothold in the jianghu in the future. 


Jiang Yunlan had already heard that the Sect Leader had been poisoned and trapped by the local people, 
and that was why he was so weak. He went up and said: "Sect Master, although it is almost dark ...... ; 
but these people are good at fraud, and also have connections with the three sects and nine streams 
here, If you stay in this city for one more night, | wonder if they will use any tricks to commit crimes 
again. We have a large number of carriages and horses prepared outside the city, and we also have 
torches and lanterns from the previous night's drive. Why don't we leave the city now and go to nearby 
villages and towns by night?" 


"Hmph, who's afraid of these guys coming again?" Li Dong said angrily while bandaging the wounds on 
Jiao Hongye's hands. 


"That's fine." Yao Lianzhou nodded. "I don't want to be in the same city with people like this anymore. If 
Dan Lei is fine, we'll leave immediately." 


"| can do that." Gui Danlei half-sited up and replied. 


Everyone in Wudang gathered around Yao Lianzhou and prepared to leave. 


Yin Xiaoyan, who had been standing behind Yao Lianzhou, was at a loss at this moment. 


She looked at the dilapidated "Yinghua Pavilion". She felt happy that the place where she had lived for 
four years had turned into this. 
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But Xiaoyan also knows: No matter how broken "Yinghua Pavilion" is, the owner will restore it. Such a 
profitable business would not be given up easily. At that time, she will wake up from a dream, return to 
the past days without herself, and face a future she does not want to face... 


Xiaoyan looked at Tong Jing and Hu Linglan on the roof again. 


——Even if you are born as a woman, your destiny should be controlled by yourself. 


This is the last chance. 


Xiaoyan mustered up her greatest courage and pulled Yao Lianzhou's sleeves. 


"Take me away, okay?" 


Yao Lianzhou turned around and stared at Xiaoyan's beautiful big eyes full of expectation but a little bit 
of fear. 


He recalled that on this day, even in the most dangerous life and death situation, she never left him. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded. 


Yin Xiaoyan was so happy that she almost cried. But over the years in the brothel, she had become 
accustomed to suppressing her emotions and just shyly bowed her head and said, "Thank you..." 


She then looked at Shuqiao on the floor and showed a concerned expression. 


Yao Lianzhou sensed it and said to her, "Go ask her if she wants to go along with you. 


Yin Xiaoyan nodded vigorously, no longer afraid, and walked over to sit down next to Shuqiao. 
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"Sister ...... 


Shuqiao had already heard their conversation. But she closed her eyes and shook her head. 


"Why?" Xiaoyan held Shuqiao's palm tightly. 


up alittle, and didn't say any more. 


Yin Xiaoyan reluctantly touched the messy sideburns of Shuqiao's hair. 


"If you're going to be with him, you have to be prepared for that. Shuqiao gave her final instructions to 
her sister, who was not related to her by blood. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at Shuqiao for a while, and then said to Dai Kui, Lin Hongyi, and the other members 
of the Xingyi Sect, "That Yan is a member of the Xingyi Sect, isn't he? You will be responsible for taking 
good care of her until she recovers. As you know, we have eyes and ears in Xi'an. If | find out anything 
wrong with her, | will have to break my promise and look for your Shanxi Heart Sect alone. 


Lin Hongyi and the others were very frightened when they heard this, and immediately looked at 
Shuqiao, while mentally cursing Yan Qingtong for causing this trouble. 


Only Dai Kui dared to look directly at Yao Linzhou and said, "There is no need for you Wudang Sect to 
threaten us, since this girl is in trouble because of us, we will take care of her. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at Dai Kui. 


--No wonder he was able to survive with only one arm under my "Tai Chi Sword". There is such a decent 
man in the Heart's Desire Sect. 
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Yin Xiaoyan said goodbye to Shuqiao in tears and followed Yao Lianzhou on his way. First, a dozen or so 
of Wudang's "disciples from outside the mountain" set out to open the way, heading south and 
preparing to leave the city at Yongning Gate. 


The monk Yuan Xing took a few steps forward and said to Li Dong, "You still have that fellow disciple, | 
didn't kill him. IHe should still be in the west of the city. 


Li Dong and Jiao Hong Ye looked at Yuan Xing with mixed feelings, but they felt that they should not 
express their gratitude, so they just nodded their heads without words. Li Dong called Zhao Kun and 
brought seven or eight subordinates with him to rush west to fetch Shang Silang. 


On the roof Jing Li, Yan Heng and others; Shaolin's Master Yu Cheng and all the monks; Xingyimen Dai 
Kui and his disciples; Dong Sanqiao of the Secret Sect and Han Tianbao, who is still lying; Kongdong's Mr. 
Fei Hong, Cai Xianjiao, and three of his disciples ...... as well as other martial arts practitioners of various 
schools and sects, watched Yao Lianzhou and the disciples of the Wudang sect go away. The back of Yao 
Lianzhou and all the Wudang disciples are glowing golden under the setting sun. 


Each and every one of them was thinking about different things. But there was one thing in common: 


A more dangerous battle lies ahead. 


Xi Xiaoyan turned back and looked at Jing Li and Hu Linglan on the roof. The duel between him and Jing 
Li has not yet been finalized, and the thought of having to wait another five years to continue the 
unfinished competition is driving him crazy. 


--Brother, | will avenge this hatred with my own hands. 


--| will listen to you and become a martial artist with no weaknesses. 


However, what really occupies his mind at the moment is not Jing Li. It was Hu Linglan. The face that is 
heroic and beautiful under the sun, imprinted on his heart that before only knew how to practice hard. 
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——Five years later...can | really meet her again? 


The evening wind blew a cloud of dust on the street. Xi Xiaoyan turned back silently and continued to 
follow the leader and senior brothers forward. 


——Today, he has not been able to predict that his longing for this Japanese woman will be the force 
that drives him to become a stronger person in the future. 


After the last Wudang man disappeared at the end of the street, the remaining people felt a sense of 
loss. 


Yan Heng took the lead in climbing down from the roof, and the first thing he did was to check on Han 
Tianbao, the senior of the secret sect who was seriously injured. 


As soon as Yan Heng came closer, Dong Sanqiao walked away awkwardly, instructing the remaining 
junior disciples to help the injured disciple and also take care of the dead companions. In today's battle, 
the secret sect suffered the most tragic casualties. When he looked at it, his eyes were about to burst. 


"Senior, are you okay?" Yan Heng knelt down and asked with concern when he saw Han Tianbao's 
bruised chest where emergency wound medicine had been applied. He has not forgotten the trust that 
Senior Han had placed in him before. 


Han Tianbao had completely lost and should not have been in the mood to face Yan Heng; but at this 
time of injury, he still remembered how his disciples misunderstood and besieged Yan Heng. He forced a 
forced smile and just said: "Young Master Yan... no matter what... in the future you will need help from 
the Qingcheng faction to rebuild... and it will be me... Old Man Han..." 


Yan Heng was greatly moved when he heard this. At this time, he saw the last "mourning nail" dropped 
by Fan Zong on the street. He walked over, picked up the famous hidden weapon of Senior Han, and 
handed it back to the secret sect disciple. 


Though the street was free from the Wudang Sect, there was still a lot of fear and talk in the streets. 
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"What are we going to do?" "Are we just going to sit back and wait for the Wudang sect to come back in 
five years?" "This is no fun." "Now that we have a deeper grudge, it will be harder to negotiate with 
Wudang." "It was Yan Qingtong's stupid idea." 


"That's right. What are we going to do in the next five years?" Jing Li asked in a loud voice from the roof 
of the house to the group of heroes below. 


"Hmph, do you have any idea?" Dong Sanqiao asked coldly. 


"Yes, | do." 


Jing Li said, causing everyone to wait for him. 


"As long as all of our sects can stop harboring secrets and break down the sectarianism, and exchange 
tips and insights on martial arts with each other, and then strengthen our training, we may not be able 
to compete with the Wudang Sect in five years' time." 


Jing Li's words were not greeted with an outcry by the martial arts community, but rather with silence. 


Jing Li was disappointed to see this reaction. 


He had been hiding this idea in his heart for a long time, and thought that with the catastrophe of 
Wudang, all the martial arts sects would be united in their hatred, and might be able to accept it gladly. 


However, Jing Li's idea was really too deviant in the eyes of the martial arts world: the reason why many 
sects were able to gain a foothold was because of the secret techniques that were not lightly 
transmitted, and if they were to be made public, would it not be destroying the foundation of their 
predecessors? There must be a difference in the size and strength of the sects, and if the big sects trade 
their world-famous martial arts skills for the small sects' unreliable playthings, they will inevitably feel 
that they are doing business at a loss. Speaking of breaking down sectarianism, if in the future all sects 
have one of us and one of us has you, then there will be no more sectarianism to speak of. How 
different is it from being unified under Wudang? 
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Many of them thought that Yao Lin Zhou had just said that Jing Li's thinking was very similar to that of 
Wudang, and it was true, just like Wudang's people, he was also a madman. 


--A true hero or heroine is always crazy in the eyes of a stiff-minded person. 


The people of the various sects gradually dispersed in the streets around the "Ying Hua Guan" while it 
was still dark, each supporting their injured and carrying their dead fellow disciples. 


Jing Li stood at the corner of the roof, facing the slightly cold evening wind, with a look of despondency 
in his eyes. 


--But he has never let his faith be shaken. 


OOOO 


Ona small building opposite the northwest corner of the Ying Hua Pavilion, Li Junyuan, a close associate 
of the King of Ning, sat in front of the window and watched until only Jing Li and four other people were 
left there. 


He had patiently watched everything that had happened in the Ying Hua Pavilion throughout the 
afternoon. Although he could not really see the fierce fights with his scholarly eyes, he could still 
distinguish clearly between the winners and the losers, and who was stronger and who was weaker. 


On the other hand, Wang Fang, the Deputy Thousandth Household of the Jinyiwei, was feeling tired. All 
day long, he had to direct his men to find out about the martial artists in the city, arrange the best place 
to observe them, and accompany Li Junyuan all the time, which made him feel trivial. Wang Fang does 
not care about the competition between those martial artists. 


"It seems ...... that the Wudang school is the strongest ...... " Li Junyuan said, as if he were talking to 
himself. 
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Wang Fang was like waking up from a dream, and hurriedly responded, "Yes." 


Originally, Li Junyuan had hoped that today's battle would be a little more fierce and would result in 
more hatred. But this is not a bad thing. 


He was calculating in his heart: if he could bring the Wudang sect under the Ning King's command, it 
would be like a heavenly army, and would be able to accomplish great feats in the future. However, 
judging from Wudang's behavior and words, it would be most difficult to subdue this overbearing sect. 


--Not necessarily. As long as this fight is not over, there will be opportunities in the future. Anyway, 
recruiting martial artists for the King's Grandfather to strengthen his army is not something he expects 
to accomplish today or tomorrow. 


He looked at the Jing Li on the roof again. 


In addition to the Wudang faction, this group of strange people is the most interesting to Li Junyuan. 
Can fight with Wudang's elite to this point, but does not seem to have any big sect as a backer ...... 
These people may be the most useful. 


"Mr. Wang, please instruct your men to continue to track these people. Even if they go through the 
provinces, please ask Mr. Qian to utilize the Jinyiwei's connections to monitor them as much as possible. 
His Lordship will surely reward them." 


Wang Fang nodded and went to the door to give orders to his men to follow them. 


Li Junyuan stood up from his chair, stretched his sore back, and took a sip of half-cooled tea. Tomorrow, 
| will go back to Nanchang to report the results of this observation to the King's Grandfather and Father. 


The world will be more chaotic than the Wulin. However, the competition is still the same thing: 
ambition and force. 


OOOO 
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In the courtyard of a small inn in Mutou City in the eastern part of the city, Dai Kui stood in silence, 
looking down at the corpses of Li Wenqiong and a few of his disciples arranged on the ground in one 
corner of the courtyard. 


Earlier, Master Liao Cheng of Shaolin Temple and his disciples came to chant sutras for the 
transcendence of the deceased. Dai Kui was very grateful. 


The moonlight fell on the white cloth covering the body, reflecting a faint paleness. Dai Kui stared at 
them, his bushy-bearded face losing its usual heroic spirit. 


The Mindfulness Sect has been in existence for more than 200 years, and this can be considered the 
most painful defeat. 


Although not all the elite of the Xinyi Sect have emerged this time, those lying here are by no means 
mediocre in the sect, but they all died under the poisoned Yao Lianzhou sword. Just thinking about the 
disparity is horrifying. 


——Will this kind of fiasco happen again in another five years, or even become more severe? 


He could not imagine the day when the Wudang Expeditionary Army knocked on the door of Xinyimen 
General Hall in Qixian County, Shanxi Province. 


The broken left arm has been stabilized and looks like it can be restored. But wounded confidence is not 
so easy to recover. 


Dai Kui remembered Jing Li's words. At that time, he was not in the mood to listen. But now that the 
night was quiet and the moon was bright, every word resounded in his heart. 


--The view of a broken doorway. It is comparable to Wudang. 
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With his heart pounding, he put his right hand on the hilt of the saber at his waist and gripped it tightly. 


He has made a decision in his heart. 


OOOO 


"Master! Sifu!" Guo Zhong, a disciple of Kongtong Sect, slammed the door of the inn. 


It was Xing Ying who opened the door. She was already getting ready for bed, with only a robe wrapped 
around her body. Guo Zhong suddenly saw his favorite junior sister in such disheveled clothes, his heart 
pounded wildly and his face turned red, but Xing Ying didn't take it seriously. 


"What's all the commotion? Inside the room came the raspy voice of Cai Xianjiao: "Can't we talk about 
this tomorrow?" 


"It's bad! Master, he...is missing!" Guo Zhong shouted. 


Cai Xianjiao rushed out of the room and saw Guo Zhong holding a piece of paper. 


"| just brought water to wash my uncle's feet, but | found that he was not in the room... | only left this 
letter..." 


Cai Xianjiao grabbed the letter, quickly read the twenty words, and cursed angrily: 


"Asshole! How can there be such a bastard leader in the world?" 


It was written on the paper in a child's handwriting: 


"| will no longer be the master. 
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Sister, you be the master. 


I'm going to take that kid as my disciple." 


OOOO 


Of course, monks don’t live in inns. Master Liao Cheng and other Shaolin monks stayed at the famous 
"Wolong Temple" in Xi'an. 


It was late at night. Yuan Xing sneaked out of the inn alone, stood in the front yard of the closed door of 
the Mainxiong Hall, looked up and let the moonlight fall all over the monk's clothes, and his mind was in 
a state of flux. 


He was the first Shaolin monk to defeat a Wudang disciple, and this battle was originally of great 
significance. However, after listening to the words of his great master who said at dusk, "There is no 
Shaolin School in the world," he was reminded of many things and had countless questions. 


——Are the things | have sacrificed my life and death really worthless to Shaolin? ... 


At this time, a thin figure appeared in the moonlight. Master Liao Cheng walked over with a trembling 
step, leaning on his walking stick. 


Yuan Xing hurriedly stepped forward and helped the Grand Master to sit down on the stone steps in 
front of the palace. 


They looked up at the almost full moonlight together and were silent for a while. 


"Grand Master, I'm sorry." Yuan Xing couldn't help but say, "I still agree with what the Wudang master 
said. If we don't want to compete with others, we Shaolin should not practice martial arts from the 
beginning." 
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Liao Cheng stretched out his withered hand and touched the green dragon mark on the inner side of 
Yuan Xing's left arm. Green dragon on the left, white tiger on the right, this is the mark left when he 
opened the Shaolin Temple Wooden Man Alley and finally moved out of the alley with the big cauldron 
in his arms. 


"Wanying, you love practicing martial arts? Will you be happy when you become stronger?" 


Yuan Xing nodded affirmatively. 


"But now that you've become stronger, you have to fight with others?" 


"If | don't fight, how would | know how strong | am?" 


"So how long will you fight? Until no one in the world can beat you? Until you're invincible, as the 
Wudang school says?" 


lL aeetes don't know ...... either," Yuan Xing said, scratching her short, dirty hair. "Maybe. 


"But if you don't fight, if you don't fight against anyone, aren't you still invincible? What's the 
difference?" 


"But there are enemies coming right now, how can we not be enemies?" Yuan Xing asked unhappily. 


Liao Cheng touched Yuan Xing's head and said approvingly: "Good boy. Although you are still a stubborn 
stone now, but your mind is upright and there is still a little light inside. It just depends on your luck to 
achieve success. It's just your own fault. You have been a monk in Shaolin since you were a child. You 
have never touched the joys and sorrows of the world, and the world of mortals. Some things must be 
experienced before you can understand cause and effect and break away from discrimination. Even if | 
say thousands of Dharma words to you today, you will not understand. of." 
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After Liao Cheng said this, he propped himself up with a walking stick and went back to the dormitory. 


Yuan Xing looked at Grand Master Uncle's back, scratched his hair again in confusion, and hurriedly 
caught up to help him. 


The moonlight continued to shine in front of the empty Buddhist temple. 


OOOO 


"Sister Lan, are you asleep? 


Hu Linglan had already felt her eyelids a little heavy. After receiving so many sabers from Xi Xiaoyan in 
the daytime, it is not a joke, and she is all tired. But when she heard Tong Jing, who was lying in the 
same bed, ask this question, she still answered, "Not yet. 


Tong Jing was still very excited because of this ups and downs day, and she didn't feel sleepy at all. 


"see... that the Wudang faction with the strange hands, likes you." 


Hu Linglan laughed: "How can that be?" 


"| can see at a glance that ...... he looks at you with ...... weird eyes." Tong Jing said, half teasingly. After 
such a tense battle, she only wanted to say something that would make herself and others relaxed. 


--But she inadvertently hit the truth. 


"However, that guy is hopeless. ...... We are so hostile to the Wudang sect, and Lan you have also killed 
Wudang people. ...... There is such an entangled hatred, how can he marry you? And everyone knows, 
you like the person is Jing big brother ah. 
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Tong Jing this sentence to make Hu Linglan sleepy, almost to sit up from the bed, just do not want to 
give the Tong Jing know that said in, but also as if nothing, said: "Do not talk nonsense. 


--If not for the fact that the oil lamps had been turned off, Tong Jing would have seen Hu Linglan's 
flushed face. 


"Why are you talking nonsense? Anyone can see it. Ask Yan Heng if you don't believe me." 


Hu Linglan did not answer. She was thinking about something she hadn't told Tong Jing: 


--I'm not the only one who is entangled in the feud between Jing Li and me. ...... 


In the darkness, Hu Linglan stared at a pair of eyes that were already wide awake. 


OOOO 


Jing Liand Yan Heng climbed up to the roof again. 


But this is no longer the "Ying Hua Pavilion", but the "Lin Men Inn". The two of them were sitting side by 
side on the tiles, looking at the moon, each holding a bowl of wine, and Jing Li had a bowl of wine beside 
him. 


For fear of the embarrassment of meeting again, all the heroes of the different factions did not stay at 
the Linmen Inn, and as a result, only Jing Li and four other martial artists stayed there. Yan Qingtong had 
already booked this place to entertain the martial artists and even paid for the room in advance, so Jing 
Li thought it would be a waste. 


Jing Li's head wound had been wrapped with a new white cloth. Originally, both of them had suffered 
from several wounds and should not drink, but after the fight with the Wudang Sect, they could not help 
themselves. 
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Yan Heng told Jing Li about the fight at the Flower Pavilion and how he did not kill Fan Zong and Yao Lin 
Zhou. Jing Li sipped his wine and listened silently. 


"Brother Jing ...... , do you think I'm doing the right thing?" Yan Heng asked with a frown. "Am | not being 
a woman's man?" 


"Didn't you say so yourself? Do you think that if you were Master He, you would have done the same 
thing ...... " Jing Li replied, "There are many things in the world, and it is up to you to decide whether or 
not you are doing the right thing." 


"Don't tease me with that kind of words again!" Maybe because of the alcohol, Yan Heng is bolder and 
more direct than before, "I'm asking you what you think! Can't you give me a simple answer?" 


Jing Li looked at Yan Heng with a slight surprise, then smiled. 


--This guy ...... has really grown up. 


"Okay, I'll answer you." Jing Li pointed to the stars in the evening sky, "| saw your master's face. He is 
smiling at you." 


Yan Heng frowned. He smiled and took a sip of wine. 


He had drunk a few cups of wine in the past because of his socializing with the rich and famous, but he 
felt that the wine was extremely unpleasant; however, at this moment, with the confidant whom he 
could trust with his life and death, he tasted the sweetness of the wine for the first time in his life. 


"What are we going to do now?" Yan Heng drank half of the bowl and then said, "There will be no one 
from the Wudang Sect to fight in the next five years." 


"We will just continue to travel around and practice martial arts." Jing Li sighed and replied, "That's a 
good thing. | can teach you some more things during a period of peace." 
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"Today, | saw Yao Linzhou ...... ," Yan Heng put away his smile, "I truly know how difficult the road ahead 


is. 


"My dead master said something that | remember to this day," he said. Jing Li looked at the far end of 
Xi'an City in the dark night. That is exactly the south. "A man is like a saber. It takes fire and beating to 
make him strong." 


He looked at Yan Heng, "He also said, ‘Everything worth doing in the world is difficult. 


Yan Heng also looked at Jing Li, thinking to himself, "This master must have had a great influence on 
Brother Jing's life, right? 


"That's right. Today, Tong Jing reminded me of something: you know everything about me, but you 
haven't told me much about your past. That's not fair." 


Jing Li smiled and lightly touched the bowl of wine in his hand with Yan Heng's. 


Jing Li was originally very bitter about not being able to convince the martial artists of the various sects, 
but now that depression had been swept away. 


"The night is still long. Alright, I'll tell you everything." 


Jing Li looked at the bright moon. 


"Just tell me what happened when at the age of fifteen." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 53 Volume 5: The Contract of the Masters 
Postscript 


When | decided to take the route of martial arts novels again two years ago, my first priority was to find 
a new path in the already crowded martial arts world with numerous famous writers - if | couldn't find it, 
| might as well not write it. You are wasting your writing life by simply repeating what others have 
written. 


At that time, there happened to be a book that inspired me a lot. It was the oral memoir "The Passing 
Martial Arts" by Xingyiquan master Li Zhongxuan (written and compiled by Xu Haofeng). Mr. Li is the 
only remaining martial artist from the Republic of China era in the 21st century. The three masters he 
studied with: Tang Weilu, Shang Yunxiang, and Xue Dian were all very famous martial arts figures at that 
time. Chinese martial arts and martial arts traditional culture have suffered a lot of damage and even 
developed faults due to modern political relations. Mr. Li has heard, witnessed and even experienced 
the real old martial arts. It is definitely a "living antique" in the history of folk customs. His descriptions 
and memories are truly It is extremely precious (Mr. Li passed away two years before the book was 
published). 


This book was first published in a domestic martial arts magazine. Originally, only people in the martial 
arts circle were interested. Later, Liang Wendao vigorously promoted it on a reading program, and it 
became widely known to the public. 


The biggest inspiration for me in writing "Poetry of Martial Arts Madness" is not the martial arts 
experience part (although it is also very beautiful), but through Mr. Li's memories, | was able to get a 
glimpse of the words and thoughts of martial artists of the old times, the interpersonal relationships 
among martial artists, as well as their stance and thoughts on martial arts practice. Since ancient times, 
Chinese society has regarded studying and taking imperial examinations as the "official career", and the 
status of martial artists has been low. Not to mention a brief biography of a famous martial artist, even 
the history and inscriptions recording the ancient Shaolin martial arts traces are actually only a scratch. 
It is even more unique to have martial arts information that is as in-depth as this book without being too 
mythical. 


When | was young, | tended to despise tradition and felt that it was a tool used by conservatives to 
maintain power; now, | have gradually developed a great interest in old people and things. There are 
still a lot of things that have been accumulated and deposited in the old traditions that are wrong and 
unreasonable. However, | gradually see that there are certain "core values" in the traditions and old 
things that have extraordinary significance and charms in this new era - especially nowadays, when 
human feelings and righteousness are becoming more and more scarce. 
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This reminds me of Hong Kong, which has been in the midst of a heated debate recently: folk culture, 
historical values, and collective memories ...... have become a major battleground in the "generational 
wars" of the past few years. Paradoxically, in this generational confrontation, those who stand on the 
side of defending history and memory are precisely the younger group. 


| think | see something similar with them. 


OOOO 


These days, Hong Kong movies have revived a "masculine" trend, and martial arts films have once again 
become a hot selling topic, so | am certainly happy to be writing martial arts action novels. 


Many people don't realize one thing: martial arts and kung fu films have always been one of the most 
original genres in Chinese cinema (especially in Hong Kong), and have always supported the core of the 
film industry. From Bruce Lee to Jackie Chan and Jet Li, from Chang Cheh's The Five Poisons to Ang Lee's 
Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon, martial arts films have been the spearheads of Chinese cinema's 
international expansion for decades; and Hong Kong cinema has been home to a number of genres: 
heroes, gamblers, and gangsters. If you look deeper into their story modes and worldviews, you will find 
that they are in fact all about the martial arts warriors that Chinese people are most familiar with. 


Unfortunately, | feel that our own family's research and respect for martial arts films is often not as 
good as that of foreign enthusiasts, and | am often embarrassed to see European and American authors' 
in-depth research and fascination with Chinese-language martial arts films. Tarantino, a big fan of Hong 
Kong movies, even filmed two episodes of "The Order" to pay the greatest tribute to the martial arts 
film that once "raised" him. Kung Fu movies were originally Hong Kong's most successful local original 
products. Unfortunately, the author of the first Chinese book that truly analyzed and studied the 
language of Kung Fu movies was not from Hong Kong but from the Mainland. 


This is just like the difficulty facing urban conservation in Hong Kong: Are we too close to see what we 
are most proud of and cherish? 


OOOO 
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Ever since | wrote "Poems of Martial Arts Madness", something strange has happened: Every time | was 
interviewed by the media and published, | found that almost all of their introductions to me had 
changed to "Writer of Martial Arts Novels", as if | had always been | have been writing about martial arts 
for more than ten years. | have obviously only written this book less than two years ago, and | have 
written nearly twenty novels of other types before... | am actually a little confused when | think about it. 


Maybe because there are so few people writing about martial arts in Hong Kong now, no one has used 
this label for a long time. 


"Poetry of Martial Arts" has reached its fifth volume, and the story has completed the first part 
"Wudang Ambition Chapter". The next volume will start with a slightly different new route, and 
continue to expand the world of "Martial Arts" more broadly, so please look forward to it. 


I'm also excited to announce that the Poetry of Mudokan series has been licensed to Hong Kong-based 
multimedia studio Dream Horse International this year, and will be adapted for animation, comics, and 
computer games. Although this is not the first time for me that a work has been adapted, the scale of 
the project and partners this time is far greater than before. | look forward to the near future, where 
readers and even a wider audience can enjoy it in various ways. Ways to appreciate and even 
experience the martial arts world of "Martial Arts Madness". 


OOOO 


Special thanks go to Moses, a friend who is a martial arts practitioner, for providing and demonstrating 
more principles and knowledge of Tai Chi to me, and giving mea lot of inspiration for imagining martial 
arts scenes. 


Qiao Jingfu 


March 9, 2010 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 54 


Volume 6: The World of Rendezvous Introduction 


He who has reached the highest level peeps into the blue sky above and dives into the yellow spring 
below; he wields the eight extremes, and his spirit remains unchanged. 


--Chuang Tzu - Tian Zifang 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 56 Chapter 1 Accepting a Disciple 


The sky and the earth are wide open. The yellow earth is flying. 


The sound of the horses' hooves, like an uplifting drum, taught the riders in the saddle to feel their 
bodies lighten up, as if they were about to take off with the momentum of the gallop. 


The four horsemen, Jing Li, Yan Heng, Hu Linglan, and Tong Jing, were galloping away from Xi'an in the 
bright morning light of the east. 


Yan Heng looked back and saw that the city wall of Xi'an had become very small. 


It was only yesterday that he had been in a fierce battle, and the wounds on his body were still stinging. 
However, Yan Heng felt as if the battle of Xi'an had gone on for a long time. 


--Or, on the contrary, he had grown up a lot after the battle. 


Yan Heng turned his head back to see the backs of the three men riding in front of him. 


Riding together with the companions who had shared the same life and death in the wide open world, 
riding across thousands of miles, free and uninhibited, such a pleasure was hard to come by in life. 


Yan Heng lightly shouted, urged his horse to tighten its hooves, and caught up with his companions. 


The four of them have been traveling eastward, ready to leave the customs, but where to go from here 
is not yet planned. 


Wudang master Yao Lianzhou has made a five-year non-combat agreement, Jing Li, the "Wudang 
hunter", has lost the goal of hunting, and is at a loss for ideas. 
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"Why don't we do what we did in Sichuan?" suggested Tong Jing. Tong Jing suggested, "Traveling around 
and practicing together. It was a very happy time." 


The other three smiled at the thought of those days on the river in Sichuan. They did not object. 


After the four riders left the city and traveled on the empty official road, Jing Li suddenly slowed down 
his horse. 


Hu Linglan was next. Yan Heng and Tong Jing, on the other hand, ran forward for a while before turning 
their horses back. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan looked at each other. Hu Linglan took down the longbow on her back. 


"What's the matter ...... ," Tong Jing paced over on her horse. She saw Lan's grave expression and knew 
what was going on: they were being followed. 


"Could it be ...... Wudang ...... 


——lf Yao Lianzhou's five-year agreement is just a trap, after the various sects have dispersed and the 
mood has relaxed, he will pursue and retaliate one by one with ambushes... This might not be a cruel 
plan. 


"No." Yan Heng said flatly, "He is not such a person." 


——Obviously he is the biggest enemy in life, but Yan Heng has an inexplicable understanding and trust 
of Yao Lianzhou's personality. 


Jing Li had traveled to many places and dealt with countless treacherous people and bandits, and he had 
also survived a lot of tricks and traps. These experiences have taught him one thing: 


Never underestimate the dangers of the human heart. 
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Not to mention the fact that the assassins from Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road did ambush him in 
Chengdu. When he met that Jiang Yunlan again yesterday, the hatred in his eyes had not diminished 
with the passage of time. 


--Why don't | want to kill him to avenge my Emei Sect comrades? ...... 


Jing Li put his hand on the hilt of his saber at his waist. 


The followers soon appeared at the end of the road. There was only a single rider. 


Under the sunlight, the rider wore a big bamboo hat to hide his face, and his clothes were full of flower 
patterns, which fluttered as he rode at speed. On his body and beside his saddle, there were various 
objects of different sizes and lengths, some of which reflected the light of metal. 


The rider's posture was exceptionally brave, and his riding skills were extremely skillful, as he 
approached at a fast pace. 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan both relaxed. Although they hadn't seen their faces, they could tell from their 
clothes, weapons and hands that it was none other than Kongdong Sect Master Lian Feihong, who had 
helped them yesterday. 


Mr. Feihong saw the four people stopped from a distance. He seemed a little stunned and stopped his 
horse. He reached out and touched his gray beard, his posture seemed to be hesitant, and he did not 
step forward for a long time. 


"Ah! It's the practice leader..." Yan Heng called softly: "We didn't thank him properly yesterday, so why 


not... 


"Don't pay attention to him." Jing Li turned his horse's head. 
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"Brother Jing, it's not polite ...... , Yan Heng said unexpectedly. 


"Just listen to me." Jing Li clamped his leg and urged his horse forward, at the same time smiled 


mysteriously, "There are benefits for you...... : 


The other three people were confused and had no choice but to continue eastbound. 


As soon as he saw the four people starting off, Lian Feihong also drove forward, but always kept a 
distance from them. 


When Jing Li stopped, Lian Fei Hong also stopped; when they continued on their way, Lian Fei Hong 
followed them again. 


--It was like a child who saw a few other children playing, but he wanted to join in, but he was too shy 
and embarrassed to do so, so he could only watch from a distance. 


Before noon, the sound of another horse's hooves suddenly sounded from behind Lian Feihong. 


Lian Feihong and Jing Li stopped to keep watch. 


The rider was galloping along the only official road eastward, and in a short while he appeared in front 
of us, with a wobbling saber on his back, holding the reins in his right hand, and with an extremely 
steady hand. 


The five of them saw that it was Dai Kui, the master of the Heart Sect, with his left arm, which had been 
broken by Yao Lianzhou, hanging from a cloth scarf in front of his chest. With such a serious injury, but 
with such a fast horse, it should have been very painful, but Dai Kui seemed to have no feeling at all. 


Dai Kui recognized the Kongdong Sect Leader and was surprised to see him here. He slightly slowed 
down his horse and nodded at Mr. Fei Hong as he passed by, but he did not stop and still ran towards 
Jing Li's four men. 
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Jing Li's eyes flashed with a strange light when he saw Dai Kui's arrival, and he immediately leapt out of 
the saddle. The other three also dismounted. 


Dai Kui stopped his horse a few paces in front of them and jumped down from the horse's back. This 
intense action shook his left arm again, and he frowned slightly. 


"Brother Jing...it's really great that | caught up with you..." Dai Kui panted slightly, but he grinned widely 


with a beard-covered mouth: "I...L... 


"Brother Dai, speak slowly." Jing Li stepped forward and clasped his fists. 


"| won't say anything polite. I'll just open the door and see the mountain." Dai Kui took a deep breath 
and added, "In this battle, | can say that my Mind Sect has suffered a complete defeat! Also out of Yan 
Qingtong this disgraceful guy, really ...... alas, Wudang faction, really defeated us solidly..." 


As he spoke, he looked at a piece of burlap wrapped around his left upper arm. It is to commemorate 
the death of the heart of the same door in this battle. 


Yan Heng saw that Dai Kui's wounded left arm was already spilling blood, and the wound had ruptured 
again as he rode along. He hurriedly took out the cloth belt and wound medicine from the traveling bag 
beside the saddle. 


"Brother Dai....... | will change your medicine and bandage first,......" Yan Heng stepped forward to 
remove the cloth bandage for him. He was aware that Dai Kui respected himself and the Qingcheng 
Sect, and had seen him save the poisoned prostitute without regard to the reputation of the sect, so he 
had always had a good feeling about this good man. 


"Brother Yan... the bastard named Yan whom | sent also had a hand in framed you, but you..." Dai Kui's 
voice was choked when he said it. 


"It's all over." Yan Heng carefully unwrapped the medicine. "Am | still alive and well?" 
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Hu Linglan and Tong Jing, who were standing behind, also laughed. 


"After a famous family, there is a difference." Dai Kui admiringly looked at Yan Heng, and then said to 
Jing Li: "Yesterday evening, Jing brother said on the roof of the house, the words ...... last night, | have 
been thinking over and over again ...... to break down the doorway of the opinion of the family, to study 
each other's martial arts skills, together to create a stronger martial arts. It's really too good to be true." 


"It's a pity that...... " Jing Li frowned and sighed, "no one listened to me." 


"Yes!" Dai Kui gave a thumbs up to his nose, "There is one right here! If you don't mind, I'd like to spend 
some time with you all, swapping martial arts and practicing together! 


"To be honest, Dai is not selfish in thinking this way. It is all for the future of our sect: Yesterday's battle 
has shown that the Wudang sect's martial arts are domineering. Compared with theirs, the gap between 
my mind sect and theirs cannot be calculated... Although there is a five-year truce, if our martial arts 
cannot advance by leaps and bounds during this period, we will definitely not be a match for the 
Wudang Clan in the future, and we will only live a few more years!" 


"Dai's request to change skills this time is really because he wants to learn from everyone's experience 
and tips and bring them back to our sect to help improve the martial arts of Xinyi Sect. After five years, 
even if it is still not enough to fight Wudang, we will at least make them pay more!" 


Dai Kui's bold words made Yan Heng's blood run cold. He looked at Jing Li. 


"Do | have a reason to refuse?" Jing Li said with a bright smile, extending his hand to shake Dai Kui's 
hand. 


Jing Li's smile was something Yan Heng had seen before. It was when they first met at Mount 
Qingcheng. 


--One companion who truly shared the same ambition was enough. 
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Now, there was one more. 


Yan Heng changed the medicine on Dai Kui's arm and re-bandaged it to stop the bleeding. Tong Jing and 
Dai Kui hadn't formally gotten to know each other before, so they exchanged pleasantries. 


Dai Kui did not know Tong Jing's background, he only heard her say yesterday that she was learning 
sword from Yan Heng, but in the battle at the Ying Hua Pavilion, he saw that Tong Jing had used an 
interception move that even Yan Heng could not do, and had destroyed the Soldier's Crow Road 
swordsman of the Wudang School with a single stroke of her sword. Dai Kui was curious, but he didn't 
dare to ask more questions about such a delicate girl. 


——Does she have another famous teacher? ... 


Jing Li happily patted Dai Kui on the shoulder. Dai Kui is about ten years older than Jing Li, and his 
reputation in the martial arts world is much louder; he had fallen into Jing Li's hands in front of the 
public during the competition at the Linmen Inn, but now he has defected to Jing Li without any 
hesitation, which is really a brave and good man. Although Jing Li's kung fu was better than his, he 
couldn't help but feel respect in his heart. 


"Alright, get on the horse." Jing Li pulled the horse's handrail, "I'm already hungry, let's go to the next 
town for lunch." 


Dai Kui looked back at Lian Feihong, who was still parked in the distance. "Why is Sifu Lian here? ...... 
Aren't we going to say hello to him first?" 


"Don't worry about him." Jing Li got on his horse first. Dai Kui scratched his beard in confusion, but since 
he didn't know what had happened earlier, he had to listen to Jing Li and also stepped on the stirrups. 


"Wait ...... wait! 


Lian Feihong shouted as he hurried over with his horse. Jing Li couldn't help but laugh at the sight. 
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Mr. Feihong stopped his horse, then took off his hat, revealing a head of white hair, a few pigtails strung 
with beads, fluttering up. 


i eset am like him...... " Lian Feihong pointed to Dai Kui, "and will go with you too!" 


"I'm going to go with you, too." Jing Li asked with a smile. 


Lian Feihong's eyes couldn't help but look at Tong Jing, but he was speechless, just like a boy who sees 
the girl he likes and doesn't dare to confess. 


Tong Jing felt uncomfortable being looked at by the old man and frowned. 


Lian Feihong finally plucked up the courage, dismounted and walked to Tong Jing. 


"Be my apprentice, okay?" 


Yan Heng and Dai Kui were both stunned when they heard this. Jing Li didn't seem surprised. 


Tong Jing's eyes widened and she looked Lian Feihong up and down for a while, then shook her head. 


no. 


Lian Feihong couldn't believe his ears. 


"Wait ...... a while!" he said anxiously. He said anxiously, "You probably don't know who | am yet, do 


"| heard from Brother Jing. You are the master of the Kongdong Sect, right?" 
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"It's not the case anymore..." Lian Feihong murmured to himself, and then hurriedly said as if he realized 
he had said something wrong: "Yes, yes, yes! It's the Kongtong Sect! One of the ‘nine sects’ in the world, 
and the same as Shaolin Wudang Huashan The Kongtong sect is as famous as Qingcheng and Emei!" 


As he spoke, Lian Feihong jumped away and set up a stance in the middle of the empty official road. 


The five people looked at him attentively. 


Suddenly, they were dazzled. 


Only see Lian Feihong wearing iron boxing gloves left palm a chop out, the move is not yet old, the right 
hand has already backhanded the waist of the machete, from the bottom upward tease; saber trend is 
not yet finished, the left hand has opened an iron fan in front of the chest dance; black fan shadow 
fluttering when the knife has returned to the sheath, his right hand between the fingers of the two 
flying knives thrown to the sky; iron fan put up and inserted back into the waistband; both hands to 
catch the falling flying knives, left and right back into the leather sheaths. 


In one breath, Lian Feihong changed several kinds of weapons with both hands, quickly pulling out and 
closing, closing as if nothing had happened, just now everything was just an illusion, and the speed of 
the maneuver was very elegant. 


Dai Kui had long heard of the fame of the Kongdong School's "Eight Deadly Arts", but since Kongdong is 
located in the western part of the country, he had not yet had the chance to see them. Now that he had 
seen the master, Mr. Fei Hong, casually showing his skills, he felt even more fortunate that he had 


rushed to join Jing Li's group this time. 


——lf Mr. Feihong also travels with us, he will have the opportunity to learn Kongtong sect martial arts, 
which will definitely be of great help to my Xinyimen! | would be willing to lose ten years of my life for 
such an opportunity! 


Jing Li was also touched by this performance, but he didn't show it on his face, he still had the same 
smile that he didn't care much about. 
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Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing proudly, "After seeing this, you want to learn, don't you? Why don't 
you learn from me?" 


But Tong Jing still shook her head decisively: "No." 


Lian Feihong was shocked to hear this and grabbed his hair with both hands. He couldn't believe that 
any young person in the world who loved to practice martial arts would so flatly refuse to learn the 
Kongdong School's martial arts - and if |, Mr. Fei Hong, were to teach them myself! 


"Why?" Lian Feihong's voice seemed to be on the verge of tears, "What's wrong with learning from me 


"That's not the point." Tong Jing pointed at Jing Li and Yan Heng. "I've already learned from them, so of 
course | can't learn from other masters." 


"What?" Lian Feihong smiled strangely, showing his face and grinning: "It's just such a simple reason? 
That's easy to handle!" 


He reached out and pressed the hilts of the swords on his left and right waists: "How about | knock them 
both down in front of you now? As long as | prove that | am stronger than them, then | will be more 
qualified to be your master than them!" 


Yan Heng saw that this senior whose status was much higher than his own suddenly wanted to fight 
with him, and he couldn't help but feel so nervous that his stomach shrank. 


Jing Li, who was sitting on the horseback, didn't take it seriously. He looked like he was ready to come 
over at any time, but he didn't seem to be prepared to do anything. 
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Lian Feihong looked at Jing Li and Yan Heng and added, "It's fine if you don't fight, as long as you are 
willing to allow me to be this child's teacher, | won't make things difficult for you - of course, of the 
three teachers, I'm the 'Great Teacher Father'! 


Tong Jing hurriedly stepped forward, blocked in front of Lian Feihong, stomping her feet and said: "This 
has nothing to do with who is stronger! It was an agreement | made with them to learn martial arts! 
Even if they agree to make you my master, | won't do it! A promise is a promise! Understand? Not to 
mention you, Even if it were you, the invincible Yao Lianzhou, | wouldn’t take him as my master!" 


Lian Feihong felt as if a basin of cold water was pouring down on his head, and his previous momentum 
disappeared instantly. 


"Xiao Jing, you can't talk like that!" Yan Heng couldn't help scolding her at this moment: "How can you 
be so rude to the training leader? He saved you yesterday!" 


Tong Jing then remembered that in yesterday's battle on the rooftop of "Yinghua Pavilion", if the head 
of Kongtong hadn't thrown the flying knife in time, one of her eyes might have been destroyed by Jiao 
Hongye; she also saw Lian Feihong's depressed look at this moment. It's so pitiful, it was really 
inappropriate to speak like that just now. 


But Yan Heng scolded her like this in front of everyone. If she apologized in public, wouldn't it look like 
she was obedient to Yan Heng? She felt ashamed and angry, her face turned red, she snorted, then got 
on the horse and urged it forward. 


Seeing her temper, Hu Linglan found it funny and immediately mounted her horse to chase her. Jing Li 
looked helpless towards Lian Feihong and followed her. 


Yan Heng saw that Lian Feihong was so discouraged, but he didn't know how to comfort him, so he went 
up and clasped his fists and said, "Senior, my ...... companions have been offended, don't be offended. 
Yesterday senior had helped us, have not had the opportunity to thank you ...... why not go to the front 
of the town, and eat a meal together, okay? Other things ...... will be discussed later." 


"That's right." Dai Kui on the side also said, "It's better to meet by chance than to invite you. | would like 
to thank you for your honor as the practicing leader." 
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Lian Feihong let out a long sigh, then got on the saddle and followed the two of them. 


Tong Jing looked back from her horse and saw that Lian Feihong was also following Yan Heng. She 
guessed that Yan Heng must have asked him to come along, and this was clearly an attempt to 
embarrass her. Tong Jing was even more furious and drove her horse to run faster. 


OOOO 


Just at noon, the group of six riders arrived at the town of Lingtai, which was halfway between Xi'an and 
Lintong on the road, with many travelers and many teahouses. Tong Jing picked a relatively decent 
restaurant and stopped. The six of them occupied a large table on the second floor. 


"Bring me the most expensive things you have." Tong Jing had nowhere to vent her frustration, and her 
temper came back to haunt her. She took out a silver ingot and slammed it on the dining table. 


"Bring me some wine too." Jing Li said. 


Tong Jing thought it was strange because Jing Li was not particularly good at drinking, and never drank 
during the day when he was on the road. 


"We have new friends." Jing Xi explained. Tong Jing looked at Dai Kui, and suddenly realized that she had 
lost her composure in front of this new companion, and smiled shyly at Dai Kui. 


Everyone is from the martial arts world, and they are not formal. They eat and drink as soon as the food 
and wine arrive. Jing Liand others also toasted to Dai Kui. After Dai Kui drank two glasses of wine, he 
couldn't help but discuss with Jing Li the competition between them at the table yesterday. 


"Brother Jing's move... is really good!" He gestured with his elbow: "What move is it?" 
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"It's not martial arts from the Central Plains." Jing Li smiled: "| learned it from a small country in the 
south called Siam." 


™'Siam’... I've never heard of it... | really need to learn from Brother Jing." Dai Kui imitated the move 
again, and then smiled bitterly: "At that time, | tried my best not to use an arm to block it. If it hadn't 
been for Jing, Brother, keep your hands, my bones don’t have to wait for Yao Lianzhou..." 


At this point, Dai Kui touched his broken left arm and fell silent. Naturally, it was because he thought of 
his deceased junior brother Li Wenqiong. 


Jing Li laid a bowl of wine on the ground. 


"This bowl of wine is for the good men of the Mind Sect who died in the war." 


Dai Kui nodded vigorously and also laid a bowl of wine. The rest of the men were moved and also laid 
down a bowl of wine one by one. Only Lian Feihong was left to his own devices, not listening to them. 
Everyone has seen how he acts and speaks with a bit of madness, so they don't blame him. 


"Senior Lian..." Yan Heng asked softly from the side: "| heard that you have been friends with my master 
for many years, but | don't know..." However, Lian Feihong seemed to be turning a deaf ear to him and 
couldn't continue talking midway through the question. 


Although Tong Jing was sulking, she refused to look at Lian Feihong and Yan Heng; Lian Feihong didn't 
know what he was thinking; Dai Kui was drinking because he thought about the death of his classmate. 
The atmosphere at the table was quite strange. 


After Jing Li was full, he held the wine bowl and walked to a row of windows on the second floor, 
overlooking the scenery of the town streets below. 


Yan Heng took this opportunity and came over. 
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"Brother Jing, why don't you say anything?" Yan Heng pointed at Lian Feihong: "What should we do 
about this matter?" 


"Don't be impatient." Jing Li took a sip of wine. "He'll be here soon." 


Sure enough, Lian Feihong was already standing in front of another window next to them, leaning 
against the window and sighing. 


"Senior." Yan Heng couldn't help but ask, "Why do you have to accept Xiao Jing as your apprentice?" 


Lian Feihong squinted his eyes and looked at Yan Heng with an expression like "You don't know this?" 
"Of course it's because of the sword she stabbed yesterday." 


"Just...a sword?" 


"|, Mr. Feihong, have been obsessed with martial arts for decades. | will never make a mistake." Lian 
Feihong looked at Tong Jing from a distance. Tong Jing relaxed because he left the table and was eating 
and laughing with Hu Linglan. 


"With that sword, | dare say that she is a rare martial arts prodigy in a century." 


The description "a martial arts prodigy who is rare in a century" has been used indiscriminately in the 
martial arts world. But coming from the former leader of the Kongtong Sect, which is famous in the 
western part of the country, it carried a different weight. 


"Jing." Lian Feihong stared at Jing Li, who was more than thirty years younger than him, "You are willing 
to teach her because you see her talent, right?" 


"No." Jing Li did not laugh at this moment, but replied seriously, "Initially, | was only impressed by her 
enthusiasm. | was also extremely surprised by that sword yesterday. | have to admit that | was 
mistaken." 
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Yan Heng saw the expression on Brother Jing's face and knew that he was serious. He couldn't help but 
take a look at Tong Jing as well. Of course, he had also seen her sword yesterday, and wondered if she 
was lucky. But if both Brother Jing and Sect Leader Lian said so, then it was definitely true - Tong Jing 
was hiding a very great talent. 


Thinking of this, Yan Heng couldn't help but break out in a cold sweat. 


--If | were to teach her, wouldn't it be a waste? 


At that moment, Lian Fei Hong's eyes fell on Yan Heng's face. 


"| know that | will never be the top master in this life - | know it from the moment | know your master 
He Zisheng and see his swordsmanship." When Lian Feihong said this, he restrained his usual madness, 
but without anger or sadness, he only stated a fact very calmly: "Now that | am getting older, my martial 
arts strength has declined even more than when | was in my prime. Alas, in the remaining days, | can no 
longer pursue anything in martial arts." 


He stated his regret without hiding anything, causing Jing Li to show his admiration. 


--A martial arts fanatic who had seen the peak of his talent but was unable to overcome the wear and 
tear of the years was indeed a deep sadness. 


"So since more than ten years ago, | have made up my mind: before | am born, | will cultivate a top 
descendant of Kongtong!" Lian Feihong continued: "Then I, Feihong, will not be able to do this in my 
lifetime. The name of a top master will remain in the history of martial arts, so that people can 
remember me as a famous teacher! Unfortunately, Pingliang, Gansu is a sparsely populated area, and | 
have a few good disciples, but they are not the materials | am looking for... Until | saw this baby 
yesterday..." 


Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing, who was working hard to eat, with eyes full of hope. 
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"She is a piece of unparalleled beauty. The Kongtong sect's "Eight Great Skills" will be completed in her 
hands one day!" 


Yan Heng was greatly moved by Lian Feihong's bold words and was about to persuade Tong Jing. 


Jing Li said, "There is nothing we can do...... Although we have only known her for a few months, we do 
understand her hard nature. Even if | order her as a master, she will never give in....... 


"I'm not sure what I'm going to do. ...... " Lian Feihong scratched his hair so violently that his bun was all 
messed up. 


"We both want to help you very much." Jing Li deliberately smiled bitterly and shook his head, 


"Unfortunately, we really can't think of a solution ...... 


"Both of you...... " Lian Feihong looked at the two, while murmuring, suddenly his eyes glowed with a 
strange expression. "I've got it! I've got it!" 


Tong Jing on the other side of the table heard him shouting so strangely and couldn't help but look over 
in confusion. Lian Feihong, fearing that she might hear him, took Jing Li and Yan Heng by the shoulders 
and pulled them to a farther corner. 


"Although she refuses to learn Kongdong School martial arts from me ...... , she is willing to learn from 
you! Lian Feihong lowered his voice and said, "As long as | teach the Kongdong mastery to you, and then 
you pass it on to her, then it will be fine." 


"How can this be done? " Jing Li frowned, "She is the one you want to teach, so how can we learn it 
secretly? The Kongtong sect's martial arts should not be passed on to outsiders lightly, right? Besides, 
Yan Heng and | both have our own abilities. The sect he belongs to, Yan Heng is a descendant of the 
famous Qingcheng sect, so how can he randomly learn martial arts from other sects..." 


When Yan Heng heard Brother Jing's words, he knew that he was deliberately speaking against the 
truth, as opposed to his usual advocacy of eliminating sectarianism. At this moment, Yan Heng came to a 
sudden realization: 
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--Brother Jing has been ignoring Senior Lian all this time, that is, he wants him to teach us the martial 
arts of the Kongdong Sect voluntarily! 


Jing Li knew that this old man had an odd character, so he was afraid that if he directly asked him to 
disclose his martial arts skills, he would be refused, so it was the right time to make use of this 
opportunity. 


"How could he not?" Lian Feihong hastily refuted, completely unaware of the fact that he was throwing 
himself into a trap: "| am at least the head of the Kongdong Sect - no, the former head of the Kongdong 
Sect, so who dares to object to whoever | want to teach?" 


He came close to Yan Heng's face and said, "| am very familiar with your master. | see that you haven't 
learned all the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords, have you? | have seen a lot of He Zisheng's 
sword moves, so | can give you some guidance in this area." 


Yan Heng's eyes lit up. 


Apart from the Wudang Sect, there are probably very few people in the world who have witnessed He 
Zisheng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" and are still alive. Among them, there 
is probably only one person with the weight and vision of Master Kongtong. Yan Heng vaguely heard 
Uncle Lu Yiwei say that his master had traveled abroad for a long time before he took over as the 
master. Maybe Lian Feihong had been with his master for a long time and knew his swordsmanship in 
detail. 


——And it was He Zisheng who was in his prime in his thirties. 


For Yan Heng, who is dedicated to restoring the unique skills of the Qingcheng School, this is an 
irresistible temptation. 


"Okay!" Yan Heng blurted out. "Thank you for your kindness, senior!" 


Lian Feihong turned to look at Jing Li. 
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Jing Li touched the beard on his chin. 


"Alas, since you're pleading so hard, I'll reluctantly give you a hand." Jing Li looked at Yan Heng with a 
smile in his eyes, "But first things first, we don't belong to the Kongdong Sect, and we won't call you 
master." 


"Hmph! Do you think it's that easy to call me master?" Lian Feihong said coldly, "Don't even call me 


‘senior’! Just call me 'Mr. Fei Hong’ or 'Sir'. 


He patted his thighs, and his face suddenly became ecstatic. He glanced at Tong Jing secretly, and 
shouted: "| didn't have any appetite just now, but now I'm starving! Waiter! Bring more food! And 
wine!" " 


Lian Fei Hongfei jumped back to his seat. 


Yan Heng looked at his back, his eyes shining. 


This famous senior gave Yan Heng an unexpected hope: to be able to reconnect with his dead master 
and the lost "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall - 23 


The base of the Kongtong Sect is located in Kongtong Mountain, Pingliang, Gansu Province. Due to the 
harsh climate, vast land and sparsely populated areas in the western region, the folk customs are strong. 
Since ancient times, there has been a tradition of folk practicing martial arts with swords for self- 
protection. Local ancient martial arts have gradually developed, and have been recorded in the ancient 
dictionary "Erya" from the Qin and Han Dynasties. As the saying goes, "the people in the air are armed 
with the same force." The Kongtong area is also the main post station outside the Western Customs. It 
has become a must-have place for military strategists and business travelers. Soldiers and travelers from 
far away places, and even foreigners from the Western Regions, have brought various weapons to them. 
Fighting techniques spread; in addition, Kongtong Mountain is a religious resort and a training place 
where Confucianism, Buddhism and Taoism are integrated. Many religious methods of cultivating 
health, such as the technique of meditation and breathing, are combined with martial arts, finally 
formed the unique, vigorous and profound Kongtong Martial Arts. 


The true founding of the Kongtong sect began about one hundred and sixty years ago, when a 
generation of master Feiyunzi gathered up and down the Kongtong Mountains and even in Pingliang to 
spread the great achievements of martial arts. Fei Yunzi was originally a Taoist priest, but after the sect 
was established, the second generation of disciples were already laymen, including both men and 
women. It was the seventh generation when Lian Feihong became the leader. 


Kongtong martial arts is most famous for its complex martial arts, which naturally includes boxing, 
swords, guns and sticks. In addition, due to the influence of military and alien culture, there are many 
strange and unpopular weapons, soft weapons and flying concealed weapons are also common. Among 
them, the eight martial arts instruments are the most outstanding, collectively known as the "Eight 
Great Skills", including: "Through-arm Sword", "Sun Lun Dao" (a blend of the scimitar technique of the 
Hui people from the Western Regions), "Hua Zhan Chu" (unarmed boxing technique) , "Mountain Whip" 
(short whip pole), "Black Leaf Fan" (Iron Fan Technique), "Heart-Destroying Flying Lao" (Iron Chain Flying 
Claw), "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" (Flying Knife Technique) and " "Moyun Hand" (the art of wrestling 
and falling) is the highest martial art that all masters in the past must practice. 


There are two special techniques in Kongtong Martial Arts: one is called "Flower Technique", which is to 
constantly change various weapons and fighting styles in continuous battles, and even mix different 
weapons on the left and right at the same time to confuse the enemy's eyes and mind and win by 
surprise; at the same time Because of its difficulty and complexity, the "Flower Method" also has the 
effect of training the body, hands, and eyes to be flexible and accurate. 


The other is the "Flying Technique", which means that no matter what kind of sword or weapon is used, 


it can suddenly fly away and attack the opponent from a long distance, making it impossible to prevent 
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it. Practicing "Flying Technique" is not just about "flying", but you also need to know how to quickly pull 
out another weapon after letting go (this technique is similar to the "Flower Technique"), so that you 
can fully utilize the advantages of the various weapons carried by the Kongtong Sect warriors. 


Although the Kongtong sect is a powerful force and is one of the "Nine sects", due to its location in the 
west, few masters travel around the Central Plains. This makes the Kongtong martial arts particularly 
mysterious. People from other sects do not know its background, so they naturally have an advantage 
when fighting with others. However, this also makes the reputation of the Kongtong sect difficult. So far, 
there has not been a truly top master recognized by the world. In the Central Plains, it is not as famous 
as the widely inherited sects such as Bagua Sect or Xinyi Sect. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 57 Chapter 2 Conqueror 


The golden warm sunlight shines in from the window, passing through countless floating dust particles, 
and reflects into Ye Chenyuan's eyes with runes tattooed on them. 


Ye Chenyuan held a very ancient book in his left hand, sitting cross-legged alone on the floor of the quiet 
room, his body as still as a statue, 


Not even the long gray hair moved at all. 


He lowered his head slightly and read every line of long-ago inked words on the page: 


"If there is a spear-splitting person, you should sit on your knees. The head of the gun cannot be raised 
more than five inches, and the back hand comes out to strike the other person's hand. If there is a gun- 
wrap, the first is empty, and the other person turns down. | turn from top to right, then down, then 
down, turn left, and | have a good grasp of it." If the dragon comes with the spear, either to the left or 
right, | will step back a little and follow it to the left and strike with it. Wait for the old dragon to go 
straight to its master. If there is one with the spear, strike it from the left or right, and then entangle the 
dead dragon." 


Ye Chenyuan occasionally reached out to open the next page and immediately returned to the posture 
as if he was in meditation. After reading the last page for a long time, he closed the book gently with 
both hands and closed his eyes and exhaled. 


On the back cover of the book, there was a large, elegant inscription that read " Emei's Great Arm 
Tradition". 


This is the fourth time Ye Chenyuan has finished reading this Emei Sect's secret book. On the floor 
beside him, there were dozens of similar books, most of which he had read carefully, except for some 
that were too shallow, or those that were catalogs with no tricks, which he put aside after flipping 
through them once. 


Ye Chenyuan put down the "Great Arm Legend" and stood up, walking to the window of the room to 
look out. 
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This place is the top floor of the Tiefeng Lou, the main headquarters of the former Emei Sect - which has 
now become the Emei Road of the Wudang Sect - the Tiefeng Lou, located at the foot of Fuhu Mountain 
on Emei Mountain. Right outside the window is the famous Huxi Zen Forest. At first glance, it looks 
almost towering. The ancient trees glowed with emerald green in the sun. 


Half a year has passed since | surrendered to the Emei Sect. 


In the past, the Wudang Sect had gone on many expeditions, and after they had absorbed other sects, 
they didn't stay for long, but simply changed their signboards and left it at that, while in a few of the 
more powerful Taoist centers, only three or two senior Soldier's Crow Road disciples were left to deal 
with acceptance matters. 


However, Emei was the first of the "Nine Great Sects" to be annexed by Wudang, so it was an unusual 
situation. Ye Chenyuan and the Sichuan Expeditionary Army had been stationed at the Iron Peak House, 
with the primary task of stabilizing the Emei Sect, preventing them from rebelling and spreading the 
news of Emei Sect's surrender to the outside world, thus cutting off the Sect's future. 


After all, the Emei Sect has been rooted in Chengdu and Sichuan Province for hundreds of years, and has 
many disciples in the area. The Emei Sect is especially good at using guns and clubs, which is suitable for 
use in military battles. There are many Emei disciples with military status, and their connections and 
power should not be overlooked, so it will not be easy to deal with them if they are allowed to gather. 
The best way to prevent this is to publicize the fact that Emei has surrendered without a fight, thus 
destroying the dignity of the Emei Sect and causing them to lose their reputation of calling for disciples. 


This was not Ye Chenyuan's main concern - if Emei wanted to rebel, so be it. He had already conquered 
his opponents once, and he was confident that he could win at any time. 


Ye Chenyuan stayed in Emei for so long, even after hearing the news that Grandmaster Yao had gone to 
Guanzhong, he didn't rush back to Wudang Mountain because of two other things. 


The first was to absorb and study the essence of Emei Sect's martial arts, which had been accumulated 
for decades. This is a golden opportunity that no one who is good at martial arts would want to miss, let 
alone an avid martial artist like Ye Chenyuan who lives for the sword. For the past six months, he has 
spent at least one hour every day in the scripture pavilion, carefully studying the manuals, boxing sutras, 
and mental techniques that Emei Sect has handed down through the generations. 
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Of course, just reading the manuals is not enough - martial arts are passed down from generation to 
generation, and without generations of living martial arts practitioners, any high-level secret manuals 
are nothing but a pile of waste paper. 


Under Ye Chenyuan's order, Emei's former Master Yu Qinglin and the following senior disciples took 
turns to demonstrate the various martial arts disciplines of the school. Naturally, they were reluctant to 
reveal their priceless secret skills to the conqueror's eyes. But what choice did they have? The day Yu 
Qinglin opened the gates of the mountain to welcome the Wudang expeditionary force, they could no 
longer resist. 


The Emei Sect has been a leading martial arts school for hundreds of years, with a longer history than 
Wudang, and its gun and stick techniques are extremely unique in terms of power utilization and tactics. 
Although the martial arts of the leader Yu Qinglin is still far behind that of He Zisheng of the Qingcheng 
sect who also belongs to Sichuan, Ye Chenyuan is still impressed by the skills of the Emei big spear. 


——Emei lost to Wudang, and what he lost was his will. 


Although Ye Chenyuan is only good at swordsmanship, and the Wudang sect does not specialize in spear 
skills, any martial arts has similarities. In the past six months, he has tried his best to absorb and 
understand the essence of Emei Martial Arts, with the purpose of bringing it back to Wudang Mountain 
to help the Wudang Sect take their martial arts to a higher level and achieve the hegemony of being 
"invincible in the world". 


Ye Chenyuan watched the disciples of Emei perform martial arts, not only to learn about the martial 
arts, but also for the second thing: to select young disciples with potential and bring them to the gate of 
Wudang Mountain. 


This is Wudang's consistent practice after conquering other factions. In the past, only small sects 
surrendered, and there were only a few talents worthy of selection; but for large sects such as Emei, 
those who can join the sect and persist for several years without being rejected are naturally chosen 
from thousands of people and have all the talents. Good material for "innate power". Some of them are 
already middle-aged and have deep feelings for Emei. It is difficult for them to switch to Wudang 
wholeheartedly, so Ye Chenyuan only chooses the younger ones. 
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But potential and age are still secondary. In order to join Wudang Mountain, there must be a more 
necessary condition: the burning desire to pursue the "strongest". 


Now Ye Chenyuan has selected thirteen former Emei disciples, and they have all agreed one by one - no 
one has ever been forced to enter Wudang Mountain. 


Ye Chenyuan looked at the forest scenery outside the window and thought to himself: It's almost time 
to go back... 


This window faces exactly north. Hundreds of miles away, it was of course impossible to actually see 
Qingcheng Mountain, but Ye Chenyuan looked far into the distance and thought about the figure and 
sword light that shocked his heart. 


He Zisheng. Every moment of that battle, every confrontation, Ye Chenyuan clearly remembers in his 
heart, and there is always a moment that reappears in the void in front of him every day. Sometimes 
while sleeping, he wakes up feeling hot all over. 


After failing to challenge Yao Lianzhou for the position of leader a few years ago, Ye Chenyuan thought 
that there would never be another such a shocking opponent in his life. Unexpectedly, at the end of his 
career as a swordsman, which has reached its peak, he would meet another one. This is the happiness of 
dying without regrets. 


Ye Chenyuan never thought that he had defeated He Zisheng. 


——I just killed him... 


He imagined and compared many times in secret: If He Zisheng had no eye disease, what would be the 
outcome if he faced off against Master Yao? He still had no answer. 


Then he suddenly realized how ridiculous it was to try to compare two people who were above him. 
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Ye Chenyuan faced the sky, and his eyes that were usually as cold as a sword seemed to be as ethereal 
as seeing through something at this moment. 


He has decided to seal the sword from now on. The Sichuan expedition was his last battle. He Zisheng is 
his last opponent. After returning to Wudang Mountain, hand over the expedition mission to Shi 
Xinghao or Master Yao. 


——For the rest of my life, | will continue to fight with the phantom of He Zisheng in my heart. 


At this time, someone knocked lightly outside the door of Jingshu Pavilion. 


"Come in." Ye Chenyuan woke up from deep thinking. 


The person who pushed open the door was a slender, fair-skinned young man named Yang Zhenru. 


"Vice Headmaster, | am sorry to disturb you...... ," Yang Zhenru arched his fist and saluted. "Soldier's 
Crow Road's senior brothers said they have something important to present, please Vice Headmaster to 
the inner hall downstairs." 


Ye Chenyuan didn't reply, but just walked out of the room with his arms folded. Yang Zhenru closed the 
door and followed Ye Chenyuan. 


This Yang Zhenru is very natural when he says "Vice Headmaster", however, he is not a member of 
Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road expedition, but a disciple of Emei Sect, and he is a direct descendant of 
the former Headmaster, Yu Qinglin. He has been selected by Ye Chenyuan as one of the thirteen talents 
to be brought back to Wudang Mountain. 


Ye Chenyuan was walking in the corridor on the second floor of "Tiefeng Tower". On the way, he met 
people from the Emei School, all of them bowed to him with respect and awe. 


"There were more than 200 Emei practitioners in the Iron Peak Building, while there were only 30 or so 
in Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road. It was not safe to live in the same place with several times as many 
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submissives. It is actually not safe to live in the same place with several times the number of surrenders. 
But Ye Chenyuan went in and out of "Tiefeng Tower" not only without his disciples, but also without the 
"Kanli Water and Fire Sword" with him. 


At first, the disciples of Soldier's Crow Road advised the Vice Head to be careful. However, Ye Chenyuan 
only replied coldly, "If they think they can revive Emei Sect by underhanded means, let them do it. 


Ye Chenyuan's magnanimity impressed many young disciples in Emei. Compared with the useless Yu 
Qinglin, they really felt that it would be better to follow this conqueror. Yang Zhenru is one of those who 
believes so. In the past few months, he has become Ye Chenyuan's close person, arranging his daily life. 


Yang Zhen Ru followed Ye Chenyuan silently without saying a word. Although he had already decided to 
go to Wudang Mountain with the Vice Head, he still felt a little hurt when he saw how all his former 
fellow disciples of the Emei Sect were bowing down to Ye Chenyuan and other Wudang disciples. 


--Originally, we were the proud Emei Sect in Sichuan. 


Yang Zhenru also knew how some of his fellow disciples scolded him behind his back as a traitor who 
betrayed his ancestors. He didn't feel the slightest bit guilty about this: surrendering to the Wudang 
School was not his decision. If the head master decides to pick up the gun and fight that day, he is willing 
to die for the sect; or if his master is not Yu Qinglin, but his uncle Sun Wuyue, he will be willing to leave 
the Emei Mountain Gate and follow him... 


Yang Zhenru shook her head lightly. What's the use of thinking about this? It's all in the past. | still have 
a future. He's only 27 years old this year. Moreover, since Emei Sect has officially become the Wudang 
Emei Dojo, | will only be transferred to the Wudang Mountain to further my education, so what betrayal 
is there to speak of? ...... Yang Zhenru does not want to stay in this "Iron Peak House" full of defeat 
atmosphere for half a moment, and would like to leave today. 


Ye Chenyuan did not look back, but seemed to sense the thoughts in Yang Zhenru's heart. 


"We are about to leave ...... are you ready?" 
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"| don't have anything to prepare." Yang Zhenru replied respectfully, "Just bring one person and one 


gun. 


Ye Chenyuan did not respond, just nodded slightly. Yang Zhenru knew that this was the deputy head's 
greatest compliment. 


The two went down the stairs and passed through the hall of the "Tiefeng Tower" where the golden gun 
was still enshrined. There was originally an ancient plaque that had been hanging in the hall for more 
than eight generations, "Xuankong Myriad Techniques" (4). Half a year ago, it was replaced with the 
three characters "Wudang Sect", and the four characters "Emei Dojo" were written in the lower left 
corner. 


"Note 1: The word "Xuankong" is a reference to the legendary ancestor of Emei martial arts, Situ 
Xuankong." 


They walked to the inner hall, which used to be an important place for the Emei Head Master to discuss 
matters with the Elder Masters of the sect and to receive foreign dignitaries, but nowadays, it has been 
occupied by the disciples of the Soldier's Crow Road of Wudang. 


As soon as Ye Chenyuan entered the hall, three disciples wearing Soldier's Crow Road's black clothes 
immediately stood up and saluted. One of them is in his early forties, with a square face, three hairless 
scars on his forehead, and a pair of sabers on his waist; he is Qin Shaofang, a senior disciple of the 
expeditionary force, who replaced Jiang Yunlan as Ye Chenyuan's second-in-command. 


Ye Chenyuan took a look at the big table in the hall and saw that it was lined up with blades, a few of 
them were the unique ancient spears collected by Emei Sect, while the rest of them were the Qingcheng 
Treasure Swords, which were looted before burning down the "Xuanmen Shelter" after the attack on 
Qingcheng Sect earlier on. 


"Deputy Head." Qin Shaofang went up to report: "We listened to your instructions and packed up to 
prepare to go back to Wudang Mountain at any time. But when we were sorting out the weapons, we 


discovered something in this object ...... : 
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Qin Shaofang walked to the table as he spoke, reached out and patted a large wooden box on the table. 
The box was very quaint, lined with silk, and contained two elegantly shaped scabbards, one long and 
one short. 


Ye Chenyuan naturally recognized it at a glance: this was the wooden box that contained the Qingcheng 
Sect's treasure "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". Although the two swords were taken away 
by Yan Heng and their whereabouts were unknown, Ye Chenyuan still cherished the box and scabbard 
left behind. It was taken away from Qingcheng Mountain with his disciples. 


"When | picked up the scabbard to examine it, | realized that there was a small hidden pocket 
underneath the box, and when | opened it up, | found this." 


Qin Shaofang picked up a thin book on the table, not much bigger than the palm of his hand, and held it 
with both hands in front of Ye Chenyuan. The cover of the book was made of leather, without any 
writing and tied with a leather cord. 


"We don't dare to open it and read it, let's wait for the Deputy Head Master to read it first," he said. 


Ye Chenyuan, who usually had a cold and haughty face, revealed an extremely rare expression of 
excitement, took the book and hastily untied the rope. As soon as the cover was opened, what caught 
the eye was line after line of tiny characters: 


"This skill is the sword of the Heavenly Master Zhang Daoling to subdue the demons and and subjugate 
demons, and its divine skill is that the dragon and the tiger meet and the male and the female are in 
harmony with each other, the long vertical and short horizontal. They can be obedient and rebellious. 
Their shapes and potentials are unique. No ghost can defeat it, and | have recorded the recipe as 
follows." 


Ye Chenyuan, with slightly trembling fingers, hurriedly turned to the next page. "The disciples of 
Soldier's Crow Road have never seen Deputy Head Master in such a hurry. 


Ye Chenyuan kept on flipping through the pages, and all he saw were the names of moves such as 
"Cloud Chasing", "Mountain Shaking", "Claw Whisking", "Scale Shaking", "Diving Extreme Sea", and 
"Vault Breaking"...... . Ye Chenyuan and He Zi Sheng fought, although he did not know the name of the 


other party's moves, but he was sure without a doubt: 
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——This is the sword manual of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword"! 


The strongest enemy that he recalled day and night, the secret of the unique art was now in his hand, 
and Ye Chenyuan felt his blood boiling all over. 


Originally, he had long ago rejected the idea of competing with Yao Lianzhou for the title of master, but 
now it seems that another unexpected door is opening in front of him. 


~-If wo... | can learn one or two of the essentials of He Zisheng's sword technique, it may not be 
impossible to challenge him ...... again. 


But taking a closer look at the sword manual, Ye Chenyuan was suddenly disappointed. Even the hot 
sweat that had just broken out seemed to have cooled down. 


The description under each sword move is like this: 


"Three and five together at forty-two, step four and eight, left sword connects to seventy-three, the 
enemy's position is broken, if the enemy's sword responds with a deflection and downward wipe, | step 
back to step one-nine and return with six-two, the hand will be hit." 


Ye Chenyuan flipped through one page after another, all the descriptions of the moves were 
accompanied by a bunch of unknown numbers, none of the moves were understandable at all. 


Ye Chenyuan covered the book and sighed. 


--It's a cipher. 


The four disciples in the hall do not know what Ye Chenyuan is looking at, they were just curious to see 
the flashing red and bluish color of the Deputy Headmaster's face. 
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Ye Chenyuan held the sword book tightly in his palm. 


--Does ...... it really have to be useless? ...... 


--wrong. The person who wrote this sword manual naturally already understood the "male and female 
dragon and tiger sword techniques". He did not write this just for himself, but also to pass it on to 
others... 


--Those who are qualified to read this sword manual are of course the disciples of Qingcheng ...... That is 
to say, this kind of code writing, the disciples of Qingcheng can understand! 


The flame of hope is rekindled in Ye Chenyuan's heart, because he knows that there is at least one 
Qingcheng disciple alive in the world, and he also knows where he is at this moment. 


Ye Chenyuan put the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Records into his lapel, returned to his 
usual ice-like expression, and gave orders to his disciples. 


"Tomorrow, set out to return to Wudang Mountain." 


OOOO 


"Xiaoying, wait for me!" 


A young voice sounded in the forest. The branches and leaves were flying, and a figure rushed out of the 
bushes and ran on the rocks for several steps before stopping. 


The fourteen-year-old boy was sweating all over his body, his face was blood-red, and he exuded a 
restless youthful energy. 


After the young man came out of the forest, he looked around and then up at the rocks above, but there 
was no trace of his companion. 
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"Xiaoying, where are you?" The boy stamped his feet. He was already very unhappy when he lost to his 
companion in this forest race, but now he found out that he couldn't even see his opponent's shadow, 
and he was even more angry and blushing. 


"No more playing! Come out quickly!" The boy put his palms over his mouth and shouted loudly to the 
sky. 


"Here it is." 


A voice, also young but with a much older tone, came from above. The boy looked up and saw Hou 
Yingzhi's figure on a branch of a large tree. 


"Don't come down! The boy puffed up his cheeks and climbed up from the tree trunk. His arms and legs, 
which had been practicing martial arts for six years, were as flexible as an ape's, and after a few climbs 
and jumps, he was already up there, sitting side by side with Hou Yingzhi. 


"How could | lose?..." The young man was still unconvinced: "| know, you must have taken some 
shortcut! Is my guess correct?" He pointed at Hou Yingzhi's nose. 


Hou Yingzhi smiled and slapped the boy's fingers away, but bit his lower lip and refused to say anything. 
The young man turned his fingers into fists and punched Hou Yingzhi on the shoulder as a joke, but Hou 
Yingzhi stretched out his arm to block it. Hou Yingzhi took advantage of the situation and grabbed the 
young man's neck. The two struggled hard and almost fell off the tree together. Then they both stopped 
and looked at each other and laughed. 


After laughing, Hou Yingzhi sighed and leaned against the tree trunk, overlooking the scenery of the 
Wudang Mountain peaks outside the rocks. 


Seeing Hou Yingzhi put away his smile, the young man asked him curiously: "What are you sighing for?" 


"Nothing..." Hou Yingzhi looked up at the invisible golden summit in the clouds: "I just thought that | am 
so lucky to have come to Wudang Mountain." 
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He originally thought that joining the Wudang Sect would be a hellish life day after day, but it was not. 
Although he was brought to the school with his skills, the Wudang masters treated him like a family 
member from the very first day. In the martial arts training field, no one was deliberately hostile 
because they wanted to try his Qingcheng School swordsmanship, and the senior brother who taught 
martial arts was not unwilling to teach him carefully because he had a background in another sect. Many 
senior brothers from "Zhengui Dao" did not care about their seniority, and specially came to ask him to 
demonstrate the key points of Qingcheng swordsmanship, so as to improve their own Wudang skills. 
Although the daily morning and afternoon classes were so rigorous that one could vomit at the thought 
of them, the rest of the day was filled with laughter and conversation. In the past few months, Hou 
Yingzhi had only seen his fellow disciples arguing passionately over martial arts ideas, but never once 
had he seen anyone fight over personal matters. 


--Because we are all companions who share the same pursuit of pure ambition. 


Like the young man beside him, he is no other than Ye Tianyang, the son of the Deputy Headmaster, Ye 
Chenyuan. Hou Yingzhi realized this only after he had been acquainted with him for a long time - in this 
young man, he had never seen any pretense of being the son of the Deputy Headmaster, and no one 
around him had ever treated him favorably for this reason. 


After all, Hou Yingzhi had more than six years of Qingcheng swordsmanship foundation. After entering 
Wudang Mountain Gate, it only took him one and a half months to pass the examination of his senior 
brothers. He left the initial level of "Cang Yun Martial Arts Field" and was promoted to the higher level 
of "Xuanshi Martial Arts field". On the first day there, Hou Yingzhi's first sword duel opponent was Ye 
Tianyang, and they became good friends from then on. 


Both Hou Yingzhi and Ye Tianyang could not explain why they were so close to each other. Hou Yingzhi, 
who is about to turn nineteen, is actually not very close in age to Ye Tianyang. The two men's origins are 
at two extremes - Hou Yingzhi's father was a loser who failed to learn the martial arts, while Ye 
Chenyuan was a world-famous Wudang swordsman. The only similarity is that that both of them have 
an indifferent relationship with their mothers. Hou Yingzhi's mother ran away when he was a child; Ye 
Tianyang's mother was an illiterate peasant woman. After her son started practicing martial arts at the 
age of eight, she moved back to the village down the mountain. Mother and son only saw each other a 
few times a year. 


This was the second thing that surprised Hou Yingzhi about the Wudang Sect: he thought that Wudang 
Mountain was a place of cultivation where women were forbidden, but it turned out that there were 
many elite disciples with wives and families. 
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But later he realized that the reason why so many Wudang disciples married and had children was to 
continue the excellent bloodline of warriors and continue to strengthen the Wudang Sect. Therefore, 
the wives they want are not ladies from famous families. They are all strong women selected from the 
villages around Wudang. They have found out that the first two or three generations have not suffered 
from any serious diseases, and then "bought" them with betrothal gifts. Rather than saying this is a 
marriage, it is better to say that it is no different from the mating of horses. 


This method is difficult for Hou Yingzhi to agree with. If you want to be the strongest, you just need to 
practice hard. Is it necessary to go to this point? Do you want to give up even your human feelings? Hou 
Yingzhi decided in his heart that if his teacher wanted to marry him such a wife in the future, he would 
never agree. 


What's more, Hou Yingzhi simply doesn't believe that martial arts skills are inherited from generation to 
generation - just look at his father. 


"It will be lunch class in a while." Ye Tianyang said at this time, patting Hou Yingzhi on the shoulder: "Go 
back." 


Hou Yingzhi nodded, and climbed down the tree with Ye Tianyang, returning to the "Xuanshi Martial 
Arts Field" along the way. 


Although they were hardworking and tired after class, they were after all energetic teenagers, and 
because they had been taking "Xiong Sheng Liquor" for a long time, they were always in high spirits, so 
they still loved to run and play through the mountains after class to kill the restlessness that seemed to 
have no end. 


Ye Tianyang held a branch and pushed aside the leaves in front of him. Hou Yingzhi followed him 
silently. Looking at Ye Tianyang's back, he couldn't help but think of Yan Heng. | don't know what kind of 
coincidence it is, but Ye Tianyang is used to calling him "Xiaoying" just like Xiaoliu and Xiaoli before. 
Every time he heard Ye Tianyang calling like this, Hou Yingzhi felt both warmth and bitterness in his 
heart. 


——Are they... still alive? ... 
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Hou Yingzhi does not deny that he is a selfish person. On that day when he decided to switch to the 
Wudang Clan and follow Ye Chenyuan's Sichuan Expeditionary Force, he never once thought of his two 
good friends. All he thinks about is his future. 


Now that Hou Yingzhi has settled down in Wudang Mountain, he gradually misses what he has lost. 


Hou Yingzhi only remembered that when a big fight broke out outside the "Xuanmenshe" training 
ground that day, Song Li had already passed out. As for Yan Heng, he was last seen escaping into the 
mountains with the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". Both are unknown whether alive or 
dead. 


——Maybe Xiaoliu is still alive and has found Xiaoli. The two have been living together in unknown 
places, trying hard to forget what happened... 


——Xiao Liu, you'd better not think about revenge... If you come here and take a look, you will 
understand that it is impossible... 


"Xiaoying, you are so weird today." 


Hou Yingzhi woke up from his meditation and saw Ye Tianyang stopping and looking back at him. It must 
be because | showed a sad expression just now, right? 


"Nothing...just remembering some old things." Hou Yingzhi replied with a wry smile. 


The two continued walking. Hou Yingzhi knew that it was useless to dwell on the past, and it was better 
to cherish the companions in front of him. 


But looking at Ye Tianyang, Hou Yingzhi felt another wave of sadness. 


Ye Tianyang is another example that proves that talent is not necessarily inherited. Ye Chenyuan is a 


universally recognized genius in the art of swordsmanship; however, this only son of his, when he was 
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promoted to the "Xuan Shi Martial Arts Stadium", his performance has already begun to be a bit weak, 
and he obviously has not inherited his father's talent. 


Hou Yingzhi thought that if Ye Tianyang continued like this, sooner or later, he would be disabled or 
even lose his life in the harsh martial arts training ground of the Wudang School. He believed that not 
only himself, but also all the masters of the Wudang School and even Ye Chenyuan could see that. But 
none of them seemed to want to stop this from happening. 


He remembered the grave that Master Gui Dan Lei had shown him on the day he entered the school. 


--This is the sorrow that must be endured. 


Hou Yingzhi sighed: Even the people who were once the closest to him will not be able to stay with him 
one day. In the end, people are still alone. 


--The only thing you can rely on in life is the power in your own hands. Only the sword. 


Hou Yingzhi casually broke off a branch beside him and gestured in the air the Wudang sword moves he 
had learned in the past few months. He felt that he was practicing even more desperately than when he 
was at Mount Qingcheng - the infectious power of the Wudang sect, with its large scale and many 
disciples, was too strong. And with the help of the Xiong Sheng Liquor, it was easier to recover from 
injuries after practicing, so he had no qualms about practicing at full strength. 


"Xiaoying." Ye Tianyang looked back at him and asked, "If you have a chance to be selected in the future, 
do you want to be a Soldier's Crow Road or Zhen Gui Road?" 


"Soldier's Crow Road." Hou Yingzhi answered without hesitation. Conquering the North and the South, 
stirring up the winds of blood with his sword, and proving himself to be the strongest by fighting - this 
was the ideal way of a martial artist in his mind. 


"So am |." Ye Tian Yang smiled and replied, "I'm not just here because | want to succeed my father." 
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Hou Yingzhi smiled bitterly. He knew in his heart that this close friend would not have the chance to 
wear the black clothes of Soldier's Crow Road. 


He didn't want to think about it anymore and wanted to change the topic. At that moment, he 
remembered a question in his mind. 


"Oh yes, there is something I've been wanting to ask for a long time....... | often see disabled senior 
brothers walking to the forest behind the Palace of Encountering Truth with their food and change of 
clothes. Why is that?" 


When Ye Tianyang heard this, his originally rosy face suddenly turned pale. When Hou Yingzhi saw it, he 
knew that he had asked a very unusual question. 


"Xiaoying, don't you know...our Wudang Sect has three deputy heads?... 


"| know." Hou Yingzhi replied. Of course he knew Ye Chenyuan; he had also seen the other deputy 
master, Xinghao, who returned to Wudang Mountain from the capital more than a month ago. It was 
just the third one, and he had never heard his senior brother talk about it. Although Hou Yingzhi 
regarded the elders of Wudang as a relative, he felt that he was still a beginner and the matter was not 
related to martial arts training, so he did not ask. 


"The food and clothes are for the third deputy head." Ye Tianyang said with a slight tremor in his voice. 
"| heard that he lives in a cave behind Yuzhen Palace... Ever since Head Yao took over six years ago..." 


Hou Yingzhi's eyes lit up. A man with the same status as Ye Chenyuan. No matter what, he wanted to 
know more. 


"Why would you hide behind the palace? ...... What is the name of this Deputy Master? ...... 


Upon hearing this, Ye Tianyang hurriedly waved his hands: "Don't mention it! This was a ban on the sect 
that was established at that time. Wudang disciples are not allowed to mention the name of this deputy 
leader again!" 
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Hou Yingzhi was very curious and guessed that some secrets of the Wudang Clan must be involved. 


——Did it happen at the same time that Head Yao ascended the throne? ...Is it a power struggle? ... 


"Is this deputy head... imprisoned?" Hou Yingzhi asked: "Because he failed in the competition with head 
Yao?" 


"| was still young when this happened, and I'm not very clear about the details." Ye Tian Yang replied, 
"Dad never wanted to tell me. However, | have heard a few of my senior brothers mention this incident 
before, and that's probably what happened." 


Although Hou Yingzhi guessed it right, he felt something was wrong: on the first day he went to Wudang 
Mountain, he knew that the Wudang Sect had an open system of "palace preparation", and everyone 
could challenge the leader and use their strength to seize power in the Wudang Sect. It's not a crime, 
and you shouldn't be punished if you fail... Why is this deputy leader imprisoned? 


"You grew up in Wudang Mountain, so you must have seen him, right?" Hou Yingzhi said. "What kind of 
person is he?" 


"It's been too long, | don't even remember his appearance...| just vaguely remember that there was such 
an uncle. He was always accompanied by a group of senior brothers. After he lived in the cave, those 
senior brothers disappeared...still remember , this uncle in charge, and one or two of those senior 
brothers, are wearing brown Taoist robes." 


Hou Yingzhi raised his eyebrows. He had seen someone in Wudang Mountain wearing a uniform of this 
color: Fan Zong. 


"It's the ‘Brown Snake' from 'The Path of the First Snake'!" 


Ye Tianyang nodded. "Otherwise, | don't remember much. By the way, there was also a time a few years 
ago when | heard Senior Brother Gui Danlei talking about him, saying that he was a...'traitor' of the 
Wudang Clan." 
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Hou Yingzhi felt strange. Wudang is originally a martial arts group that goes to extremes and has very 
few rules and regulations. What this deputy leader can do or what ideas he has is even difficult for the 
Wudang sect to accept. He wants to be labeled a "traitor" "Such a serious charge?" Hou Yingzhi is really 
puzzled. 


If it was someone that even Ye Chenyuan or Shi Xinghao would be wary of... Hou Yingzhi really wanted 
to take a look at this person. But he also felt that this was a huge taboo within the Wudang sect, and he 
did not want to be expelled from Wudang Mountain because of this - although Gui Danlei had said that 
Wudang would never expel disciples from the sect, but when it came to the deputy leader seems to be 
the exception. 


Since this person was an imprisoned traitor, why was he still not removed from his position as deputy 
head? Hou Yingzhi understands this very well: "Deputy Head" is not only a position, but also a title that 
symbolizes strength, so it can only be won with strength. To this day, no Wudang disciple has been able 
to do this. 


Just when Hou Yingzhi was imagining this character and his blood was boiling, one sound after another 
came from the bottom of the mountain. Ye Tianyang knew it as soon as he heard it. It's the big bronze 
bell next to "Yuzhen Palace:Zhenxian Palace". 


Hou Yingzhi had never heard the bell ringing since he went up the mountain. Because this bell will only 
be struck when announcing something important has happened, to call the disciples who are practicing 
martial arts all over the mountain. 


Ye Tianyang and Hou Yingzhi hurriedly ran towards the sect's headquarters. Something critical must 
have happened to the Wudang Sect. Then they can only think of one reason for ringing the bell. 


"Hurry!" Ye Tianyang shouted as he ran: "Xiaoying, you haven't seen him yet, have you?" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 58 Chapter 3 Returning to the Mountain 


The moment she stepped into the majestic "Yuzhen Palace" in Wudang Mountain, Yin Xiaoyan felt that 
her heartbeat was so intense that she was about to faint. 


Only by holding Yao Lianzhou's hand tightly could she prevent herself from falling. 


The stone-paved square in the center of the palace was filled with people. Xiao Yan had never seen such 
a scene before and could not estimate how many people were here. Will there be thousands of people? 
She looked at those neatly arranged men standing silently under the sun. They all had a unique aura on 
their faces. 


--She was already familiar with this aura: Fan Zong, Gui Dan Lei, Xi Xiaoyan, and Jiang Yunlan, who had 
traveled with her this month, all had this smell on their faces. 


Many of the Wudang disciples in the square had their foreheads and clothes soaked with sweat. It was 
not so hot in the afternoon, so Xiaoyan guessed that they came here in the middle of exercise. 


No one knelt down. They all just stood silently, gazing with great reverence at the man she held the 
hand. 


Yao Lianzhou didn't say anything or gesture, but just accepted the gaze without words. 


When Xiaoyan worked at "Yinghua Pavilion", she met many powerful and wealthy businessmen, and 
also saw how their subordinates helped them, and how they respected and feared these nobles. In 
contrast, Wudang disciples have a completely different attitude towards Yao Lianzhou: this is not 
worship or fear of power, but true admiration from the bottom of the heart. 


——And | was actually walking in the middle. Who am |? What am | doing here? ... 


Some Wudang disciples looked at her with curious eyes. Xiaoyan couldn't help but blush, hoping that 
there was a hole in the center of the stone floor for her to hide in. 
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Yao Lianzhou felt Xiaoyan's embarrassment, so he held her tiny palm more tightly, trying to keep her as 
close to him as possible. Xiaoyan looked at him and was very moved. 


But then she remembered the advice Sister Shuqiao gave her before leaving: 


——When you follow a man like this, you must be prepared that you will not become the most 
important thing in his heart. 


Not long after leaving Xi'an Mansion, Yao Lianzhou once said to her on the road: 


"If you have somewhere you want to go, | won't stop you." After saying that, he took out a bag of heavy 
silver. 


Xiaoyan pursed her lips tightly. She didn't blame Yao Lianzhou for saying such cold words. After all, when 
the battle in Xi'an ended, Xiaoyan just begged him to take her away. 


——Leave "Yinghua Pavilion". Depart Xi'an. Leave that irresistible fate. 


But she never asked him to take her with him. He didn't agree either. 


But this is the time to make a choice. 


She didn't even look at the bag of silver. 


"Take me to ...... where you live." Xiao Yan's voice was as small as a bug's. But Yao Lianzhou heard every 
word clearly. 


He immediately took her hand. 
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"Okay." 


At that time, Xiaoyan didn't know what was waiting for her at the end of the journey. 


Now she is walking in the square of "Yuzhen Palace" and she knows it. 


Xiaoyan recalled how terrifying men like Fan Zong and Xi Xiaoyan were when she saw them in the 
"Yinghua Pavilion". Looking at the nearly a thousand Wudang disciples in the square in front of her, she 
couldn't help but wonder: How many Fan Zongs are there among them? And Xi Xiaoyan? 


At this moment, Yin Xiaoyan truly realized what kind of power and status the man she liked possessed. 


She couldn't help but feel intensely ashamed of herself. 


——Am |... worthy? ... 


When the Wudang disciples saw their leader returning to the mountain, he was holding such a young 
girl. They were naturally curious, but they did not discuss it privately - no one could interfere with any of 
the leader's decisions. Even if Master Yao is dragging an old woman or a little boy, none of them will 
frown. 


Rather, it was the sight of Gui Dan Lei's appearance that stirred them up for a moment. Most of the 
saber wounds on Gui Dan Lei's large body have been healed, but his left arm was cut by Yin Yingchuan's 
knife, "The Water Slices the Moon," which is not a light wound, and still has to be hung in front of his 
chest with a cloth towel; in addition to a deep wound to a long gun in the waist and spine, and walking is 
still a bit abducted, and he has to use a wooden staff to help him to walk quickly. Many new scars were 
added to his face. 


Gui Dan Lei was a good enough replacement for the chief teacher, Xing Hao, in "Zhen Gui Dao", but to 
be wounded like this, the disciples were all surprised to see him. 
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Other returnees appeared one after another: 


"Jiao Hongye, a young fighter of the Soldier's Crow Road, still has both hands bandaged, especially his 
right hand, which is injured in the wrist vein, a vital part of a swordsman's life, and he looks very 
depressed; 


Shang Silang, who has half of the power of "Yin Yu Tai Chi" and is also a front-line fighter of Soldier's 
Crow Road, is now hindered in his movement and has not yet recovered from the heavy internal 
injuries; Fan Zong, a master of "Brown Snake", is still wrapped with cloth bandages on several parts of 
his body; and Xi Xiaoyan, who is feared by many of his fellow fighters, is not injured, but he seems to 
have lost the arrogance of his usual face and looks a little despondent. 


——There is no triumphal momentum like when the expeditionary forces came back in the past. 


One person stepped forward to head Yao. Xiaoyan looked over and saw an old man with sparse white 
hair. He was wearing a dark green robe with a "Tai Chi" logo on his left chest. Looking at the old face 
again, she saw a tragic inverted triangle-shaped wound on his chin. The tooth roots and red gums are 
exposed, and the appearance is like an evil spirit. Xiaoyan couldn't help but tremble when she saw it, but 
she didn't scream out of politeness. 


The old man noticed it, nodded slightly to apologize to Xiaoyan, and pulled up the black scarf hanging 
around his neck to cover the lower half of his face. 


Xiaoyan didn't know the old man's identity, so she nodded in return. 


——lf there are people from the outside world, they will be surprised to see the dignified deputy head 
of the Wudang Sect apologizing to a maid from a small brothel. 


"Master, thank you for your hard work." Shi Xinghao said in a strange voice, checking Yao Lianzhou's 
face to see if he was in serious trouble. 


Yao Lianzhou did not answer, but took out a piece of paper from his lapel and handed it to Shi Xinghao. 


Shi Xinghao opened it and saw the word "Huashan" written on the paper with a cross on it. 
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The corners of Shi Xinghao's mouth were covered, and his expression could not be seen, but his eyes 
were obviously smiling. He folded the paper and put it away. 


"When did you come back?" Yao Lianzhou stretched out his palm and gently shook it with his teacher 
Xinghao. 


"Two months ago." Shi Xinghao replied, looking at Gui Danlei and others who were injured at the back 
of the team. "I should still rush to Guanzhong in person. It was my decision that made the mistake. 
Master, please punish me." 


"If a disciple dies because of this, | will be the first guilty person." Yao Lianzhou said frankly: "I can't 
believe that the harvest this time is so rich. Even the 'Hunter' was lured out." 


Upon hearing this, Shi Xinghao raised his eyebrows. 


"Let's talk after we enter the palace. | also want to know about the capital." Yao Lianzhou said, turning 
back slightly: "Gui Danlei also has something to report, so come in together. The other people who have 
just returned will go to rest first. The disciples returned to the martial arts field to practice as usual. .” 


After he finished his instructions, he looked at Yin Xiaoyan and said softly: "| have something to deal 
with. Can | arrange a place for you first?" 


Xiaoyan shook her head: "Go to where you are doing business. | will wait outside the door." 


She didn't want to be too far away from Yao Lianzhou - at least not before they had a good talk about 
the future. 


"Okay." Yao Lianzhou smiled, continued to hold her hand, and walked to the "True Immortal Palace" 
with Shi Xinghao. Gui Danlei threw away his cane and followed closely behind with a slight limp. 


Among the many Wudang disciples, there was also Hou Yingzhi. He tried his best to stand at the front, 
wanting to see clearly for the first time, the "absolute first person" in Wudang Mountain. 
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Although Yao Lianzhou was not wearing the leader's white robe, in Hou Yingzhi's eyes, his body seemed 
to exude a faint brilliance. 


——So young, yet he is an opponent that even Ye Chenyuan has to bow to. 


——What will happen when | reach his age? 


While thinking about it, Hou Yingzhi was already anxious to go back to the "Xuanshi Martial Arts Field" 
and continue to practice hard. 


But just as the leader and others were leaving the square, someone stopped him. It was none other than 
Senior Brother Fan Zong of the "First Snake Way". 


"You also wait outside the gate of the True Immortal Palace." Fan Zong said, "This is what the master 
ordered when he went up the mountain. He has something to ask you." 


"Yes." Hou Yingzhi nodded and was about to walk towards the "True Immortal Palace" when he turned 
around and asked, "Senior Brother Fan, is your injury okay?" 


——Fan Zong was the first classmate he met on the first day he went to Wudang Mountain. Although 
they only spent half a day together, he felt a special affection for him. 


Fan Zong took a look at Hou Yingzhi, his body was much stronger than when he first came to the 
mountain, and he had a stronger confidence than when he first came, so he could see that he had not 
neglected his training in the past few months. Fan Zong smiled slightly and replied, "No problem. You go 
quickly." 


Hou Yingzhi then quickly ran to the door of the Hall of True Immortals. He saw that Sect Master Yao, 
Sect Vice Sect Master and Sect Master Gui had already entered the door of the temple, only the girl who 
was holding the palm of the Sect Master just now was sitting on the stone steps in front of the temple 
and waiting, with a pair of big eyes looking left and right uneasily, and then looking up at the majestic 
architecture of the temple, showing an expression of admiration. 
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Hou Yingzhi walked over and saw Yin Xiaoyan's face for the first time. Although it was not a stunning 
beauty, but her face was very cute, and she had an aura that made men want to feel sorry for her. 
However, when you look at her expression and posture, she is not completely weak and helpless, and 
there is still a strong vitality hidden in it. Probably because of the trials and tribulations of life. 


——Hou Yingzhi can see it at a glance, because he himself was the same unfortunate childhood. 


Since Xiaoyan went to Wudang Mountain, she finally saw a person of similar age to herself, nodding 
towards Hou Yingzhi. 


Since Hou Yingzhi knew that she was the woman in charge, he naturally avoided suspicion and was 
unable to talk to her. He only nodded in return and stood silently at the other end of the palace steps. 


The two of them waited together in silence. 


OOOO 


Under the huge statue of Emperor Zhenwu, the three of them sat cross-legged. 


Guidan Lei, the leader of Yao, told Shi Xinghao everything that happened in Xi'an: how Yao Lianzhou was 
poisoned and besieged by various factions; the "Wudang Hunter" Jing Li appeared; the position of the 
monks of Shaolin Temple; and the five-year truce agreement. 


"Master, that poison..." Shi Xinghao had taken off his face towel and asked with a broken mouth. 


"On the way back, it has long been restored." Yao Lianzhou replied calmly, "You also know my past ...... 
This level of medicine, still can not poison me." 


Master Xinghao nodded. "Speaking of that ‘hunter’ ...... South China Sea Tiger Respected Sect? ...... I've 
almost forgotten about it. When | think of it, that small sect only has less than ten people, but even 
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allied with other local sects, wanting to fight against my expeditionary force ...... That leader’s name is 
Tiger. He’s a drunkard. | don’t need to take action at all. | didn’t expect that...that guy could teach such a 
disciple...” 


Xi Xiaoyan is the most elite disciple of Shi Xinghao's "Gui Zhen Dao", and he is very aware of how 
powerful he is; this "Wudang Hunter" Jing Li almost threw Xi Xiaoyan to death, which is indeed a hidden 
danger to the Wudang Sect. 


But the leader gave him a few more years to grow... Shi Xinghao was deeply disapproving, but he didn't 
say a word. 


"He has companions," Yao Lianzhou said. "One is a remaining disciple of the Qingcheng Sword Sect; a 
female swordsman from Japan, whose swordsmanship is enough to compete with Xi Xiaoyan; and the 
other..." 


He thought of Tong Jing and the sword she used to "chasing the shape and cutting the pulse" to severely 
injure Jiao Hongye, and he really didn't know how to describe it. 


are Allin all, an interesting bunch." 


Hearing the master describe the enemy as "interesting", Shi Xinghao was quite shocked. The other party 
is the enemy who killed many elite disciples of our school. 


--But with just a few of them, it's unlikely that they'll pose much of a threat to Wudang. ...... Instead, the 
one to watch out for is Shaolin. 


"The old monk from the Shaolin Temple came down specially, but what he said was a bunch of useless 
nonsense." When Shi Xinghao said, he put his fists into his sleeves: "The Shaolin sect of the 'World 
Martial Sect' turned out to be mediocre. It seems that there really is no one in the world who can stop 


” 


US. 


"How's it going in the capital?" Yao Lianzhou asked at this time. 
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Shi Xinghao could hear that the leader was responding to what he had just said: the Wudang Sect's 
"invincible" hegemony was not unimpeded and depended on the court's intentions. 


Shi Xinghao immediately reported to Yao Lianzhou the situation of the "Leopard Room Imperial 
Competition" and how the emperor later rewarded the Wudang Clan greatly. Of course, he also 
described the reactions of the emperor's two favorites, Qian Ning and Jiang Bin. 


"The Emperor's playful boy originally wanted to take us Wudang School as his toys. The guy named Qian 
was afraid that we would compete with him for favor, so he was extremely nervous about it. Later, he 
even came to me personally and used Jin Yiwei to scare me." 


In response to the emperor's order, Yao Lianzhou sent his master Xinghao and his disciples to Beijing to 
perform their skills. He was not seeking any rewards or favors, but just wanted to find out the imperial 
court's stance on the Wudang Sect. 


Although Wudang martial artists regarded themselves as outsiders, they are still a powerful military 
group after all. Such frequent activities in the martial arts world and the bloody storms may arouse the 
suspicion of the court, and they may even be falsely accused of treason if they are not careful. Shi Xing 
Hao's trip to Beijing succeeded in getting the Emperor to recognize Wudang's status, and he also found 
out the court's silent position of non-interference, which can be said to have paved the way for 
Wudang's hegemony. 


However, the threat of Qian Ning still left a little hidden worry in Shi Xinghao's heart. 


"This is exactly what | am worried about," he said. Gui Dan Lei jacked in and said what he had said to 
Chen Dai Xiu in Xi'an earlier: "This time when the Sect Master entered Guanzhong, the news was spread 
so widely and quickly that it would not have been possible to accomplish anything without the power of 
the imperial court behind it. Now that we can corroborate with the information from Deputy Head 
Master Shi, the matter is even more obvious. 


Shi Xinghao thought for a while and then said: "It was expected that Wudang's activities were monitored 
by the Jinyi Guards. But this time they spread the news widely, attracting people from various sects to 
hunt down the leader, causing a big war, and for what reason is it? That guy Qian Ning, if he is worried 
about us competing with him for favor, he should treat this matter coldly, and he will never make it a 
fuss and arouse the interest of the emperor... There must be some other purpose for him to do so that 
we haven't thought of." 
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"One more thing." Gui Danlei said: "Where did the news about Jinyiwei come from?...The only people 
who knew about the leader's departure at that time were...people from Wudang Mountain..." 


Yao Lianzhou and Shi Xinghao looked at each other. 


--There is a traitor from the imperial court in the Wudang sect. This is not a small matter. 


"| don't want to believe it." Gui Dan Lei showed a pained expression, "After all, they are all fellow 


disciples who bleed and sweat together day and night ...... 


"It's not an accident that there are Jin Yiwei's secret agents on Wudang Mountain." Shi Xinghao frowned 
and said, "If | were Qian Ning or Jiang Bin, | would try my best to let one or two in. What I'm really 
worried about is... " 


"Him." Yao Lianzhou said coldly. 


Although the leader only said such a simple word, Gui Danlei immediately understood who he was 
referring to. 


--The Deputy Headmaster. The biggest traitor of the Wudang Sect. 


"| will give an order to Fan Zong." Yao Lianzhou said, "Let him secretly investigate everyone who has 


contacted 'him'. 


Shi Xinghao added: "Please be careful, Master. First determine whether the actions of people in the 
court are really related to 'him'. Don't be too anxious to find out the traitor, otherwise you will not be 
able to find out the truth.” 
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Yao Lianzhou nodded in agreement. After experiencing the danger in Xi'an, he knew that his experience 
and thinking in the world were lacking, and he should listen more to the advice of Shi Xinghao and Ye 
Chenyuan. 


Yao Lianzhou stood up and looked up at the Xuanwu God whose portrait was made of the face of 
Patriarch Zhang Sanfeng. God's eyes seemed to be looking down on him. 


He recalled his respected master Gongsun Qing. Wudang's grand ambitions were sown from the 
Master's generation. Yao Lianzhou is determined to complete it in his own generation. 


——No one can stop it. The "Three Commandments of Wudang" has been written very clearly: no 
matter whether they are gods or demons, they must be killed. Not to mention people. No matter how 
powerful your opponent is, you will never give in. Seek the way between heaven and earth. 


This is Wudang. 


OOOO 


This was only the second time Hou Yingzhi stepped into the Hall of True Immortals. Even though he had 
already seen it once, he couldn't help but gasp when he saw the overwhelming power of the huge gilded 
statue. 


Head Yao sat cross-legged on the carapace of the tortoise, snake and mythical beast that the statue had 
feet on. Hou Yingzhi looked up to him. Looking up close, he looks even younger - although Hou Yingzhi 
knows that the leader is already thirty-two years old. 


Before entering the "True Immortal Palace", Hou Yingzhi was already guessing: Why did Head Yao 
specially summon him? 


--Perhaps because he was a new disciple, the Headmaster wanted to take a look at him personally. 
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However, he felt that it was not right. Fan Zong had already said that the Headmaster had given this 
special order when he came to the mountain. If it was just a routine meeting, there was no need to be 
so anxious. There must be a special reason. 


Hou Yingzhi thought over and over again, and only one came to mind: the Qingcheng Sect. 


Sure enough, Head Yao asked as soon as he opened his mouth: 


"Do you know a boy named Yan Heng?" 


Hou Yingzhi's eyes sparkled, and his heart was filled with blood. 


When the leader asked this question, there was no doubt that he had met Yan Heng. 


——xXiao Liu is still alive! 


Knowing that his friend was still alive, Hou Yingzhi felt excited for a while, but felt sad for a while. 


--What would he think if he knew that | had switched to the Wudang Sect? 


Yao Lianzhou is still waiting for Hou Yingzhi's answer. 


"We ...... grew up together. We also entered the Qingcheng Sect in the same year." Hou Yingzhi replied 
respectfully. 


Yao Lianzhou raised his eyebrows: "What kind of person was Yan Heng when he was in Qingcheng 
Mountain?" 
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Seeing Yao Lianzhou's interested expression and hearing him ask this question, Hou Yingzhi's longing for 
Xiaoliu faded away and was replaced by intense jealousy and disappointment. 


In the Qingcheng Sect, it was Xiao Liu, not him, who first received the favor of He Zisheng and was 
promoted to "Taoist Disciple"; at this moment, in the Wudang Sect, he met the leader Yao for the first 
time, and the person the leader cared about was not the person in front of him, but it was still Xiao Liu. 


--| really can't compare to him? 


Hou Yingzhi held back and did not show this indignation on his face. 


"He is the youngest 'Taoist disciple’ of the Qingcheng School." Hou Yingzhi answered honestly. He knew 
how foolish it was to lie in front of a man like Yao Lianzhou: "| think it is mainly because the talents of 
the current generation of disciples of the Qingcheng Sect are too mediocre that He Zisheng was so eager 
to promote Yan Heng. But he is indeed a talented swordsman. This is what | have seen with my own 
eyes over the past few years." 


--In fact, Hou Yingzhi had another unspoken word in his heart: my talent is definitely not lower than 
Xiaoliu's." Yao Lianzhou nodded. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded, "Go on." 


"But he's too soft, and he's too considerate of others. Sometimes he asks questions that a martial artist 
should not ask." Hou Yingzhi said, his eyes gazing into the distance outside the window of the hall, his 
memories drifting back to the days when he was playing with Xiaoliu and Xiaoli on Mount Qingcheng, "I 
remember once, he even asked me: Why do we need to practice martial arts? What will happen after 
we become strong? ...... is this kind of stupid question. 


"He always lacks confidence in himself. | think, if he can overcome this weakness, and the Qingcheng 
Sect has not been destroyed by us, he can stay in Qingcheng Mountain for a few more years of training, 
then his achievements must be not small. It's a pity." 
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"| only asked you what you know about him, | didn't ask you to guess what will happen to him in the 
future." Yao Lianzhou said coldly. 


When Hou Yingzhi was scolded like this, his face turned pale and his heart felt even worse. 


--Why? The Wudang disciple in front of me is the talent you should look forward to! Why do you value 
that guy more? 


Yao Lianzhou disagreed with Hou Yingzhi's words. 


He had seen Yan Heng's self-confidence and arrogance in the Flower House. If Yan Heng's personality in 
Qingcheng Mountain was really as weak as Hou Yingzhi said, then the few months of training after 
Qingcheng had been destroyed had changed him completely; if the Qingcheng Sect was still in existence, 
Yan Heng would not have become a figure that even Yao Lianzhou was concerned about. 


The stronger the warrior, the more extraordinary adversities and challenges God will give him - Yao 
Lianzhou firmly believes in this. 


Yao asked Hou Yingzhi if he knew Jing Li, Tong Jing and Shimazu Hu Linglan. Hou Yingzhi shook his head. 
In other words, Yan Heng's strange companions had all met only after leaving Mount Qingcheng. This 
kind of destiny reinforces Yao Lianzhou's view of fate. 


Yao Lianzhou waved his hand, signaling Hou Yingzhi to leave. He did not ask a single question about Hou 
Yingzhi. 


--In fact, if it was a normal day, Yao Lianzhou would have been very interested in this disciple who came 
to Wudang on his own after the destruction of the sect; however, at this time, Yao Lianzhou's heart was 
already occupied by many other people and things, and that was why he neglected Hou Yingzhi. 


Hou Yingzhi stepped out of the gate of the "True Immortal Hall" and looked up at the still fierce sunlight. 
He felt that today was the worst day since he went to Wudang Mountain. 


986 


The image of Yan Xiaoliu was still lingering in his mind-especially when he imagined that Xiaoliu was 
wearing the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, which had inherited the spirit of the Qingcheng 
School. 


-No. The path I'm taking is the right one. Join the Wudang Sect and learn the best sword techniques. As 
long as | practiced patiently and diligently, | would definitely be much stronger than Xiaoliu in the 
future! Five or ten years from now, | will be the first swordsman to become famous in the martial arts 
world! 


As he put on his shoes, he looked at Yin Xiaoyan, who was sitting on the stone stairs. Yin Xiaoyan also 
smiled and nodded at him again. 


Hou Yingzhi suddenly thought of Song Li. Not only because of Yan Xiaoliu, but also because of the girl in 
front of him who looked a bit similar to Song Li. 


That day, he left Song Li alone and hurried away without explaining anything to her. Without any 
consideration. Between the sword and her, he made his choice without hesitation. | haven't even 
missed her once in the past few months. 


But now the lovely Yin Xiaoyan in front of him made him nostalgic. 


There was one thing that Hou Yingzhi never told Xiaoliu: He and Xiaoli secretly kissed once in the 
mountains and forests. 


Hou Yingzhi once thought that he would remember the wonderful touch of her soft lips throughout his 
life. But looking back now, it seems like it has become a distant memory... 


——xXiaoli, where is she now? 


OOOO 


She didn't know where she was. 
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All she knows is that a long, long time has passed. She has traveled a long, long way. She couldn't 
imagine how far away Mount Qingcheng was at the moment. 


During these days, Song Li couldn't help but wonder: Did | do something really bad in my previous life? 
Her originally peaceful life completely collapsed in the blink of an eye on that fateful day; the two boys 
she had trusted most in her fifteen-year-old life also left her one by one... 


Then, something like this happened again. 


——God must hate me very much, right? 


Caught in the whirlpool of fate, nothing is in her hands. 


Yan Heng leaves her in the care of the people of Flavored River Town and sets out on the road to 
revenge. Soon after, two old disciples of the Qingcheng Sect come up to the mountain. 


Although they had only been at Mount Qingcheng for a few years and were halfway through their 
training, they had relied on the martial arts they had learned to earn a position as guards in a wealthy 
house in Chongqing, and were so impressed by their master's kindness that they couldn't help but take a 
leave of absence from their jobs to come and visit the Qingcheng Sect as soon as they heard that the 
Sect had been annihilated by the Wudang. They were deeply saddened to see the miserable state of the 
"Xuan Men Shelter", and the teaching ground was even turned into a graveyard for all the disciples of 
the Qing Cheng Sect. 


They found out that in the town at the foot of the mountain, there was still the daughter of Song Zhen, 
so they immediately went to visit her and comforted her, and left some money for Song Li to buy more 
clothes and supplies. 


Less than a month later, Song Li received another letter from two people from Chongging. It turned out 
that they asked their boss to inquire and learned that a local cloth merchant couple had their youngest 
daughter die of illness two years ago. The wife had been immersed in sadness all day long and has not 
recovered yet. The businessman was worried and thought of adopting a girl of similar age to comfort his 
wife, but he has not found the right person yet. The letter advised Song Li to come to Chongqing. Maybe 
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she could get along with the couple and get a place to stay. The letter also included a piece of silver to 
cover travel expenses. 


Although Song Li was not a daughter of a wealthy official or businessman, she was from a famous 
martial arts family, with a clean background and good looks, so the two of them dared to ask their 
employer to recommend her. Weijiang Town is a poor place after all. How could Song Li have endured 
such a hard life when he was in the Qingcheng Sect? If she is adopted by a merchant from a big city, she 
will definitely marry into a good family in the future, which is not a bad thing. After the townspeople 
persuaded her, Song Li agreed. The townspeople immediately packed her luggage, hired a car, and set 
off two days later. 


This is the first time in her life that she has left Qingcheng Mountain. 


--But | never thought it would be like this. 


It was naturally very inconvenient for Song Li, a young girl, to travel far away. There happened to bea 
merchant group from central Sichuan passing by the foot of Qingcheng Mountain, heading east. Some of 
the merchants were familiar with the townspeople, so they were asked to take Song Li with them. Those 
merchants from the province also respected the Qingcheng sect and knew that Song Li was a 
descendant of Qingcheng, so they took good care of her along the way. 


But before the caravan left the Chengdu prefecture, bandits came. 


Song Li didn't see how things happened. She just hid in the shaking car in fear. A series of miserable 
howls and shouts of death came from outside. Regardless of the perpetrator or the victim, the cry is like 
that of a wild animal. 


A touch of dark liquid splashed on the paper window of the carriage from outside. 


— —Song Li recalled that terrible day more than a month ago. Before she fell into coma, she saw the 
blood spraying from her father Song Zhen's body... 
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It gradually became quiet outside the carriage. Someone was moaning in pain. Then there was a strange 
noise, and the moaning stopped one by one. 


Song Li thought: It's me. My bad luck killed these people. 


She looked at the car door in fear with her big eyes, hoping that no one would come and open it, and 
that the bandits outside the car would leave without noticing her... But at the same time, she knew very 
well that she had no such luck. 


The moment the sunlight shone through the crack of the door, Song Li had already shed tears. 


In front of her was a group of dirty bandits, all holding blood-stained swords and guns, staring at her 
with jackal-like eyes. 


Song Li thought: The "Ghost Sword Chen" who was defeated by Xiao Liu with one move was probably 
the same person as these thieves, right? 


If it were in the past, as long as she said the three words "Qingcheng Sect", none of these people would 
dare to touch a hair on her head. But Song Li would never dare to say it today. There is no Qingcheng 
sect in the world anymore. Among these bandits, it is more likely that there are guys who have learned 
lessons from the Qingcheng Sect in the past. If you speak up, the consequences may only be more 
tragic. 


The eyes of the bandits after the killings reminded Song Li of the group of black-clad Wudang disciples 
who came to Mount Qingcheng that day. The wolves were a hundred times more ferocious. Song Li 
would rather face them. 


--It would have been nice to kill them with a sword that day. 


A bandit who seemed to be the leader reached out his hand first and grabbed Song Li's chin. His eyes 
clearly showed evil desire, and saliva was already spilling from the corners of his mouth. 
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Song Li recalled the kiss she had with Hou Yingzhi in the mountains and forests. His young, strong and 
warm arms held her gently. She seemed to be joking, but in fact she was very serious. She raised her 
head and pressed her lips to his... 


This memory has become the most precious thing left in Song Li's life. But even this is about to be torn 
to pieces. 


At this moment, someone reached out and held the bandit leader's arm. The leader immediately put 
away his smile and let go of Song Li's face. Obviously, this second leader was of a higher status than the 
young leader. 


The leader was wearing the same blood-stained clothes, only the material was better than the other 
bandits. 


He pulled Song Li closer to the car door and looked at her face and body in the sunlight. 


"This is good stuff. Don't spoil it." 


"But ...... , the young leader scratched his chest anxiously. 


"If you sell it at a good price, are you afraid that you won't be able to buy a beautiful woman?" 


It was such a cold conversation that decided Song Li's fate. She couldn't decide whether this luck was 
good or bad. 


Song Li continued to be locked in the carriage like this, not knowing where he would be taken by the 
bandits. 


Two days later, the car door opened again. This time, in addition to the bandit leader, there was also a 
man and a woman who appeared outside the door. Their clothes are much brighter than those of the 
bandits. But his eyes were just as sinister. 
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The woman among them glanced at Song Li a few times and nodded. The car door closed again. Song Li 
heard the sound of counting silver coins coming from outside. 


That's it, time after time, Song Li didn't know how many people's hands she had passed. She was pulled 

out of the carriage and put into another, larger one. There were several other young girls in the car with 
the same frightened expressions as hers. Sometimes one of the girls gets dragged out and never comes 

back. 


After changing cars, and dozens of girls who had briefly been her companions, the new girl she met was 
always prettier than the one she had met before. Every time she changed cars, she heard the sound of 
counting money outside the car getting deeper and deeper. | don't know how far I've traveled. 


Song Li estimated the day, should have entered the spring and summer, but the temperature is not 
particularly warm, the night is still cool. 


--She had never traveled far, and wondered if it was because she was going north. 


Finally, tonight, she didn't have to take the car anymore. 


Song Li and the four girls in the car stepped out of the door and found themselves in a large mansion. 
Looking at the courtyard and the pavilions, it must be a very rich family. They stood in the courtyard ina 
row like sheep to be slaughtered. 


Two lanterns approached this way. The two tall men holding the lanterns were in the lead, and there 
was a third man's figure behind them. 


The two men stopped in front of the girls and raised the lanterns one by one in front of their faces so 
that the man behind them could see them. 


The man's eyes reflected the light of the lanterns and he looked at each girl's face for a while. Only when 
he nodded did he move on to the next girl. 
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The last one was Song Li. 


Only when the lantern came closer did Song Li see clearly what the man who seemed to be the owner of 
the house looked like. His chest was very high, and every step he took was very powerful. He wore an 
expensive silk robe, but it didn't really suit him. His posture exuded a dangerous strength, and just by 
walking casually, one could already imagine him in battle armor, carrying a bow and spear. 


Song Li was very familiar with this master's tough demeanor-she had spent every day with people like 
this on Mount Qingcheng. 


The lantern was raised. The master looked closely at Song Li's frightened face. 


Song Li also saw the master's face, which was covered with scars, especially on the cheeks and under the 
ears, as if something had once pierced through the two wounds. 


The master looked at Song Li for the longest time. 


"Very good." He finally said, and left with the two lantern-carrying attendants. 


Standing in the dark night, Song Li still didn't know what fate was waiting for her. 


OOOO 


"It's not by chance that | met you." 


As Yao Lianzhou spoke, a pair of bare feet slid slowly across the wooden floor. At the same time, his 
waist turned calmly, his shoulders and arms stretched, everything was so coordinated. On the naked 
upper body, every smooth and white muscle hides spring-like strength. 
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Yin Xiaoyan knew that being able to enter here at this moment and see the head of Wudang practice 
martial arts with his own eyes was an opportunity that many people in the world only dreamed of but 
could not get. Although this was meaningless to her who didn't know martial arts, she still couldn't help 
but think about the distance between herself and this man. 


Under the huge statue, Yin Xiaoyan felt her own insignificance more clearly. 


She began to regret why she insisted on following him. 


——The huge Wudang Mountain has no place for her to stay. 


"There was a reason why | stayed in a brothel in Xi'an." 


Yao Lianzhou stood up in a lunge position, and slowly performed a "turning body and thumping" move, 
and then said. 


Yin Xiaoyan no longer wanted to hear any more. Of course. Brothels are just for men. Men naturally 
have their reasons for going to brothels... 


"| went to the brothel because | missed my master." 


Yao Lianzhou hit the final closing stance, arms slowly hanging down, legs straight, exhaled a long breath. 
His solid chest was covered with sweat. 


——It is most taboo to speak when practicing martial arts, especially when practicing internal martial 
arts that emphasize deep and long breathing. Yao Lianzhou was talking and fighting at the same time, 
but he was not out of breath at all after a set of punches. This shows that his skills are profound and his 
body has fully recovered from the poisoning. 


Xiaoyan felt very strange when she heard him say this. 
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——MDaster? 


"When | was sixteen years old, my master brought me down from the mountain and went to Gu Cheng 
by horseback," Yao Lian Zhou said. Yao Lianzhou wiped the beads of sweat on his forehead and walked 
to Xiaoyan, "We entered the biggest brothel in the city. He took out his silver and bought me the most 
beautiful whore there. That was the first time | tasted a woman." 


Xiao Yan's face was so red that she almost wanted to cover her ears and not listen. But the look in Yao 
Lin Zhou's eyes told her that this was something very important to him. 


"Master is doing this so that | won't be easily mesmerized by women in the future" . 


He looked up at the face of the Xuanwu God, as if he were seeing his late master, Gongsun Qing, there. 


"He said to me that day, 'A martial artist must not give in to anything. Not even the love of a woman." 


His eyes descended to meet Xiaoyan's. 


"| haven't understood his words for over ten years. Because | didn't have a woman | liked. Or | should 
say, | haven't met a woman | want to like. Until now." 


Yao Lianzhou reached out and held Xiao Yan's palm. She felt the callus of his palm from practicing sword 
day and night. It was rough and hard. But it also had a strange tenderness. 


"| don't know how to tell you how | feel. No one here has ever taught me." Yao Lianzhou was no longer 
speaking with his usual confidence and ease, he seemed to be working very hard, but he was also a bit 
uneasy, and his words became hurried: "On the journey, | actually wanted to bring you back ...... , but | 
don't know what | can give you when | come back, and | don't know what's in your heart...". ...So | asked 
you that way. Luckily, you chose to come back with me." 
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To love someone is to open yourself to them without reservation, even to your greatest weakness; but 
Yao Lin Zhou's warrior nature is constantly resisting showing weakness. In love, he is as incompetent as 
a child. 


Xiaoyan couldn't help it anymore and threw herself into Yao Lianzhou's hot arms. 


"When you saw those disciples outside just now, you should understand how heavy the things | carry 
are and how many people place their lives and hopes on me. Therefore, | can't promise you much. You 
won't even see me often. But | | still really want you to stay by my side. Okay?" 


The greatest men are often also the most selfish. 


——But when you love someone, you can never only choose their good side to love. 


Xiaoyan rested her forehead on Yao Lianzhou's chest and nodded with a lowered face. Her tears mixed 
with his hot sweat. 


Just as Yao Lianzhou only now understood what his master Gongsun Qing said, Xiaoyan only now fully 
understood what Sister Shuqiao said. 


That's not dissuasion. But envy - Shuqiao, who has been in the dust for a long time, envies Xiaoyan for 
being able to like a man so recklessly. Even if that man can't bring you happiness. 


This kind of courage goes hand in hand with the Wudang warriors' long-cherished desire to dominate 
the martial arts world. 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan returned to his quarters on the eastern side of the mountain. It was a simple gray courtyard, 
half hidden in the woods, with a large area for 50 to 60 people, and was one of the dormitories for the 
senior disciples of the Wudang School. 
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The courtyard is clean but the furnishings are very simple. Row after row are neatly arranged beds. The 
walls are covered with replacement uniforms, practice weapons and various equipment. The only 
distinctive feature is a small bookcase filled with several rows of dilapidated martial arts classics. 


Xi Xiaoyan walked to his bed and saw a person sitting on the bed. It was Chen Daixiu, a senior fellow 
from "Zhengui Road". He was holding a black coat and was sewing something with a needle and thread. 


Chen Daixiu realized that his brother was back, only slightly raised his head and said, "It's almost done, 
wait a little longer. Then he hung his head and sewed again. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not know what to do, so he sat down on another empty bed next to him. He couldn't help 
but reach out and touch the bed. This bed belonged to his brother, Xi Zhaoping. One side of the board 
was obviously badly dented, caused by his brother's abnormal right shoulder. He was silent. 


"Okay." Chen Daixiu raised his eyebrows, bit off the black thread, and unfolded the black clothes in his 
hands. 


Xi Xiaoyan saw it was the black suit of "Bingcrow Road". Half of the Tai Chi embroidery badge of "Yang 
Fish" with white body and black eyes is sewn on the left chest. 


"| have already talked to Deputy Head Master, and he agrees. He agrees." Chen Daixiu said, "From now 
on, you will become a disciple of the Soldier's Crow Road. Fighting in the battlefield is the most suitable 
for you." 


"Thank you...... " Xi Xiaoyan took the black coat and his eyes became moist. This is the same color as my 
brother's. 


--| want to carry on what he has not yet done. 


Although he has only been home for a short time, Xi Xiaoyan can't wait to practice martial arts. As he 
changes into his Soldier's Crow Road uniform, he notices an extra-long sleeve sewn onto the right side, 
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which fits his peculiar right arm. Xi Xiaoyan looked at Chen Daixiu with emotion. Chen Daixiu smiled at 
him. 


"Go quickly. | hated seeing your depressed face on the trip." 


Xi Xiaoyan picked up the wooden knife and ran out of the courtyard. The "Xing Ning Martial Arts Field" 
for daily practice is just outside an uphill slope less than a hundred feet away. 


This "Star Condensation Martial Arts Field" is named because there is a strange rock on both sides of the 
field, which is completely blue and full of unknown minerals. When viewed up close, it looks like shining 

stars. Especially on a full moon night, the countless dots of reflected brilliance make people feel like they 
are in a sea of stars. 


Xi Xiaoyan entered the martial arts field and saw that the number of people practicing martial arts was 
only half full. He knew that the Sichuan expeditionary army led by deputy leader Ye Chenyuan had not 
returned yet. 


He saw Jiao Hongye alone in the corner of the martial arts field, making sword moves with his left hand. 


During the battle on the rooftop of Xi'an's "Yinghua Pavilion", Jiao Hongye's left arm was nailed by Lian 
Feihong's flying knife. Fortunately, the tendons were not injured and he recovered during the journey; 


But Tong Jing's "pulse-cutting" sword destroyed the power of his right wrist. The swordsmanship that he 
had studied hard for more than ten years was lost in an instant. 


But Jiao Hongye has already started practicing the left-handed sword. The swordsmanship in his right 
hand is gone, but the swordsmanship in his head and heart is still there. "Soldier's Crow Road warriors 
do not give up so easily. Even if he has to bite the hilt with his teeth, he will continue to practice. 


Xi Xiaoyan walked into the crowd of the martial arts center. No one greeted him, everyone was busy 
concentrating on their training. Xi Xiaoyan had gotten used to this kind of cold atmosphere and took it 
for granted. It was the same when he practiced. 


On the way he saw a man on crutches. 
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His lame right leg was severely swollen, but he was still on the field guiding others to practice. He is Liao 
Tianying, a senior fellow in the "Gui Zhen Dao", a master with the "Tai Chi" mark on his chest. Senior 
Brother Liao had announced that he had become a "Dian Bei" more than half a year ago and was 
preparing to challenge Deputy Master Shi Xinghao. It turns out that this battle has already come to an 
end. 


There were people not practicing martial arts next to the martial arts field. They were Fu Yuanba and 
Tang Liang who had just returned to the mountain. They were talking to a senior brother with one eye 
and a limp hand. Xi Xiaoyan recognized him as second senior brother Jiang Ning. Although Jiang Ning'er 
is only responsible for the chores at the lowest level of "Cangyun Martial Arts Field", he has always been 
very concerned about the affairs of the sect and often helps out in various places in Wudang Mountain. 
He came here specially because he naturally wanted to know what happened in Xi'an. Xi Xiaoyan was 
not surprised to see him. 


Xi Xiaoyan walked to a wooden man used to practice swordsmanship. The wooden man had mottled 
marks everywhere, and the linen cloth wrapped around it had been torn in many places, revealing the 
straw under the cloth. 


Xi Xiaoyan raised the knife with his right arm, but did not strike out. He just held it with his backhand. 
Instead, he gently swung his left fist and hit the wooden man's chest. 


In the past month or so, he couldn't stop thinking about his fight with Jing Li every day. The enemy of his 
brother was right in front of him, but he missed the chance to kill him, and was almost killed by the 
other party. He felt a strong sense of remorse and guilt. 


--If | had listened to my brother ...... 


He swung his left arm again, this time using his brother's favorite technique, the "Two Rituals Robbery 
Fist," the back of his fist twisting inward, the fist slamming into the side of the wooden man's head and 
neck from the side. Because of the special force, the fist did not bounce off the wood, but instead stuck 
to the wooden man like a soft whip. Xixiuyan's punch was 70% to 80% of his elder brother's power. 


At this moment, Xi Xiaoyan remembered his brother's fighting style and imagined how he would fight 
with Jing Li. 
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As Xi Xiaoyan thought about this, his left hand continued to throw punches one after another. His stance 
changed to a sideways stance similar to that of Xi Zhao Ping's. He was not protected by his brother's 
rocky right arm shield, but he had a saber. 


With his right hand, he used his saber as a shield; with his left hand, he used a soft fist to swing ...... Xi 
Xiaoyan was beginning to figure out how to incorporate his brother's close-quarters combat techniques 
into his own martial arts. 


--As long as | have practiced the "Two Ceremonies Robbery Fist", the right saber and left fist will be able 
to make up for my shortcomings in close combat. ...... 


After Xi Xiaoyan threw a punch, he suddenly turned his fist into a claw and grabbed the wooden man's 
shoulder, pulling himself closer. 


-No...... Jing Li is still able to fight closer! The "Two Rituals Robbery Fist" is not enough to deal with him 
sais but there is more...... 


He looked down at the left side of his uniform. Half of the "Tai Chi Yang Yu". In his eyes, he could only 
see the other half that was missing. 


Xi Xiaoyan let go of the wooden man and walked around in the "Star Condensed Martial Arts Center" 
and finally found where Shang Silang was. 


Underneath his clothes, Shang Si Lang's chest was still tightly wrapped in cloth. The Shaolin monk Yuan 
Xing's punch, "Cross Splitting Gold," was so powerful that Sang Si-lang, still in pain from his internal 
injuries and breathing hard, could only practice his moves gently but not at full strength. 


"Can you show me how to use Tai Chi to transform the force into a grappling technique?" Without a 
word of greeting, Xi Xiaoyan said to Shang Silang, "Without this, my martial arts will still have 
weaknesses, and | will not be able to defeat the hunter in the future! 


Shang Silang's flat and ordinary face did not react. But he paused. 
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"There are conditions." 


Xi Xiaoyan was stunned. When Wudang disciples exchanged martial arts tips or tutored each other, 
there was never any selfishness. 


"You must also instruct me in the techniques of Yang Chi." Shang Shilang continued, "The next time | 
meet that Shaolin donkey, I'll return the favor with a stronger, harder punch." 


"Yes!" Xi Xiaoyan replied excitedly. 


Shang Shilang seldom smiles. But he couldn't help showing his teeth. 


Both of them have made up their minds that when they meet their arch-enemies again, the symbol 
hanging on their chests will be a rounded "Tai Chi" symbol. 


Unfortunately, Master Yao had already made a five-year pledge in front of the martial arts world not to 
fight. In other words, no matter how fast Xi Xiaoyan practiced, he would not be able to compete with 
Jing Li again until five years later. 


Just thinking about this, Xi Xiaoyan was so anxious that he was about to go crazy. He couldn't wait that 
long. 


--Especially when he knew that Jing Li was accompanied by someone he wanted to see even more. 


The light of the long, curved saber. The cloud-like bun. The smooth, wheat-colored skin. The beautiful 
face that was so heroic in battle. ...... 


As if unconsciously, Xi Xiaoyan raised his long wooden saber and pointed it toward the far side of the 
mountain. 


He thought to himself, "| want to see her again. No matter what the cost. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 59 Chapter 4 The Journey 


"Sister ...... 


In the endless darkness, Shimazu Hu Linglan heard that indistinct voice calling out to her. 


Her body trembled with fear. 


The voice came closer and closer. 


At last, she saw a figure even taller than herself. 


The young brother Matagoro's face was as pale as paper. His mouth kept spitting out blood. 


"Sister..." 


Matagoro staggered closer to Hu Linglan step by step. His right hand was holding his belly stained with 
bright red blood, while his left arm was hanging limply. There was a large area of purple and black blood 
on his shoulder, which was exactly where he was struck by the Jing Li's Wooden Knife. 


Hu Linglan was unable to move or speak in the darkness. With tearful eyes, she looked at the younger 
brother who was once known as "Kagoshima's No. 1 Male". His face no longer had the fresh vitality it 
once had. Blood continued to gush out from his cut belly and flow down, and he left bright red 
footprints on the ground one after another. 


"Sister...look..." Matagoro spread out his red palms: "...1 can only commit seppuku with one hand..." 


The bloody hand stretched forward, as if it was about to touch Hu Linglan's face. 
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"You... why do you like that man?... Didn't you come to the Ming Dynasty to seek revenge on him? 
Look... my shoulders were crippled by him! | really can't bear this kind of humiliation. Live...this is all his 
fault! Have you forgotten?" 


Matagoro's miserable voice gradually turned into an angry howl. The blood-stained hand stretched out 
and grasped Hu Linglan's throat fiercely. 


She felt it was difficult to breathe, but her brother shouted more violently. 


His fingers tightened tighter and tighter, almost breaking her neck... 


Hu Linglan woke up in the bright sunshine, gasping for air. Everything around me seemed not to be real. 


Hu Linglan touched her throat and found that it was indeed sticky, but it was not blood, but her own 
cold sweat. 


The fierce cry that woke her up came from the other side of the hillside. 


The caller was the bearded Dai Kui from the Xinyi Sect. He was practicing the "Horizontal Knife" in the 
"Xinyi Sanhe Knife". The violent shouting was caused by exhaling and speaking loudly. 


Jing Li stood next to Dai Kui, holding a long Japanese sword on his right shoulder, and was watching 
intently as Dai Kui demonstrated this simple sword move with clever angles of power over and over 
again. 


On the other side, dozens of feet away, Yan Heng was also practicing with all his strength. The long and 
short wooden swords in his hands were similar to the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". The 
wooden swords were swung in front of him, and the sound of breaking wind was loud. 


1003 


Lian Feihong played with the flying knife tied with a red scarf in his hand and sat cross-legged on a rock 
next to Yan Heng. With a pair of sharp eyes like an eagle, he paid close attention to Yan Heng's every 
sword move. 


"Don't just focus on speed!" Lian Feihong shouted: "Be more subtle!" 


Yan Heng nodded and swung the two wooden swords in his hands more closely, intertwining in front of 
him. The feet on his lower body also alternated with the changes of sword moves. At first glance, his 
movements seemed to be performing some kind of juggling dance. 


As for Tong Jing, she was practicing swordplay by herself in a corner of the hillside. Then she saw Yan 
Heng receiving instruction from Lian Feihong, and couldn't help but stop and look at his long and short 
swords. The endless overlapping changes of the two wooden swords were very beautiful, which made 
Tong Jing fascinated, and her mouth couldn't help but open slightly. 


"Baby, doesn't it look good?" Lian Feihong noticed it, smiled at Tong Jing and said, "I'll teach you, how 
about it?" 


Tong Jing just said "hum" and turned away, ignoring Lian Feihong, and continued to practice the 
Qingcheng School's "Wind and Fire Sword" that she had already mastered. Lian Feihong scratched his 
hair helplessly. 


Seeing her companions practicing hard under the sun as usual, Hu Linglan calmed down a little. Her 
mouth felt dry, so she touched the bamboo tube placed on the ground beside her, pulled out the 
stopper, and drank a few sips of water. 


But the guilt in the dream still lingered. Matagoro's blood seemed to be still in front of his eyes. 


She looked at Jing Li again. At this moment, Jing Li had picked up the Japanese sword and was practicing 
the "Heng Dao" of the Xinyi Sect taught by Dai Kui with great interest. 


——You like Brother Jing. 
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——Everyone can see it. 


Hu Linglan recalled what Tong Jing said in the darkness the night before leaving Xi'an. 


She was already very tired that night, but she could not sleep the whole night; the next day when she 
left the city, she was so distracted that she almost threw herself out of the saddle, which surprised Jing 
Li. 


She stood up with the wooden sheath of her saber. The image of Jing Li's back as he wielded his saber 
was still a source of fascination for her. However, seeing it now, there is another bitterness. 


——Everyone can see it...can he also see it? 


——But he never expressed anything to me even once... 


After experiencing the Battle of Xi'an, she had a clearer understanding of what Jing Li was pursuing in 
life and how steep and difficult the journey up was. 


Can aman whose life is dominated by such grand aspirations still have room for a woman in his heart? 


——Even if it’s awoman like me... 


She didn't know. And she can't ask Jing Li. If you ask, you're admitting defeat. 


Shimazu Hu Linglan never admitted defeat to a man in her life. 


Initially, she traveled to the Central Plains alone to look for Jing Li, and kept telling herself: | came here 
to defeat him and avenge my brother's death. But at the same time, she couldn't completely suppress 
her hidden admiration for Jing Li. 
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Now that she had gone through two adventures of fighting side by side with him and relying on each 
other for life and death, she could no longer draw her sword against him. 


Now the fighting is easing. During this period of time, Hu Linglan's heart gradually fell into chaos: If he 
doesn't love me at all, why should | stay? Was it because of the friendship with Tong Jing and Yan Heng 
that he was reluctant to leave? Or is it just because | have nowhere else to go? ... 


--Hu Linglan had stolen the "Harmonizing Charm" from her father, Satsuma Mamoru, and took a boat 
out to sea. This was a treasonous act, and she could no longer go back to Satsuma. 


"Fighting requires companions." 


Jing Li once said this to her when she was in Sichuan. What he meant at that time was: You need 
companions. But Hu Linglan thought about it over and over again, and couldn't help but feel like this: 


——Does he mean: "| need you"? ... 


She longed in her heart that Jing Li would really say this to herself. Her cheeks flushed. 


But after a while, the death look in Matagoro's dream appeared in her heart again, making her feel 
ashamed. 


——lIs Matagoro’s ghost warning me that | shouldn’t pursue a man who doesn’t like me so hard? 


Huge anguish. 


Hu Linglan called out, pulled out her nodachi, and slashed hard at the branches and leaves on the tree. 
The green leaves flew down in the violent sword strikes. 


The other five people were all stunned by her shouting and turned to look at her. The long blade flashed 
continuously, and Hu Linglan's entire figure was wrapped in the blade's light. When everyone saw that 
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she was practicing her sword with all her strength, they didn't care and continued practicing. Only Jing Li 
frowned and looked at her for a while. 


——What is she doing? ... 


Hu Linglan noticed Jing Li's gaze, but deliberately did not look at him. 


At this time, Lian Feihong picked up the four-foot-long whip pole () beside him, jumped in front of Yan 
Heng, thrust the end of the pole towards his lower right side, and shouted at the same time: "Left!" 


[Note (1): Whip pole does not refer to a soft whip, but the name of a short stick in western China. It is 
usually about four feet long. It was originally used by the people to drive cattle and sheep, or asa 
walking stick for long journeys on mountain roads. Later, it was also used for protection. The body 
gradually evolved into a martial arts weapon. | 


Yan Heng hurriedly lowered the dagger in his left hand to block the approaching whip pole. 


Lian Feihong continued to stab the whip stick one after another, shouting out the "left" or "right" 
command at the same time with each stroke. Yan Heng had to follow his instructions and use his left or 
right sword to hit that stick. head. 


Lian Feihong actually only used half of his strength to move and used the whip stick as a target for Yan 
Heng to practice his sword. The difficulty of this practice lies in Lian Feihong's forced left and right 
commands. Sometimes the whip stick is coming, and it is easiest to block the blow with the left sword, 
but Yan Heng is forced to use the right sword to strike; in addition, Lian Fei Hong's commands were not 
arranged in order, sometimes plum blossoms among bamboos, sometimes six or seven in a row, all on 
one side, and the rhythm was fast and slow. Every time he drew his sword, he had to focus on hitting 
the whip stick accurately, which was much better than before when Yan Heng It is many times more 
difficult to wield the sword flower freely. 


—But it is necessary to practice two weapons to be able to use them for two purposes, as if each has its 
own head to command. 
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When Yan Heng moved the sword, he had to concentrate on it, listen to the commands, and keep an 
eye on the target. The physical exertion was not far different from that in actual combat. While his 
swords were flying, he had already executed sixty or seventy moves. He gradually became out of breath, 
and missed the opportunity to hit two whip sticks. 


Lian Feihong pulled back his whip and jumped away, only then did Yan Heng's swords stop. 


"We've almost finished practicing today." Lian Feihong said with a smile. Although he could only hit the 
ball with half strength easily, he was sweating profusely and seemed a little tired - always because of his 
age. 


Yan Heng's clothes were soaked through, but there was no uncomfortable expression on his face. 
Instead, he was very excited and was still making moves slowly. 


This is the joy of seeing yourself progress. 


It has been more than four months since they left Xi'an. They have been traveling eastward for training. 
Unknowingly, they have reached the northeast of Huguang Province. This place is a wild hillside beside 
the official road on the outskirts of Hanyang. 


In the past few months, in addition to continuing to study with Jing Li, Yan Heng also received guidance 
from Lian Feihong of the Kongtong Sect and Dai Kui of the Xinyi Sect. He especially benefited most from 
Mr. Feihong, because the Kongtong Sect In martial arts, he is good at various kinds of dual weapons. He 
uses the "Flower Technique" of alternating left and right to confuse the enemy's eyes and mind and win. 
Yan Heng learned many brand-new techniques from him, and also accumulated a lot of practical 
experience in Xi'an, and his double sword skills improved rapidly - although there is still a long way to go 
with the real "male and female dragon and tiger swords". 


"Well done." Lian Feihong leaned his whip on the ground and went forward to pat Yan Heng on the 
shoulder. 


""Thank you, senior!" Yan Heng held up a pair of wooden swords and cupped his fists. When he thought 
that this famous martial arts star in front of him was his master He Zisheng's best friend during his 
lifetime, Yan Heng, who had lost his master, felt even more affection and respect for Lian Feihong. 
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At this time, Lian Feihong's smile turned cunning, and he put his arms around Yan Heng's shoulders: 
"Okay... then it's your turn to teach her..." As he spoke, he glanced at Tong Jing who was standing far 
away. . "Remember... you have to teach her everything | taught you..." 


"Yes..." Yan Heng scratched his hair in embarrassment. Lian Feihong released his arms and patted Yan 
Heng's butt to urge him forward. 


Yan Heng blushed, coughed dryly, pretended to be serious, and raised his fingers towards Tong Jing. 


Tong Jing puffed up her cheeks and walked over, while looking at Lian Feihong with unconvincing eyes. 


Lian Feihong, who was like a naughty boy, deliberately pretended not to be able to see her gaze, and ran 
and jumped to Jing Li and Dai Kui's end. 


"Come on. Start learning new sword moves." Yan Heng urged, wiping his face with a sweat towel. 


Tong Jing asked suspiciously: "What you taught me were all swordsmanship from your own Qingcheng 
sect, right?" 


"Have you forgotten what Brother Jing gave you on the first day he took you in when you were in 
Chengdu? You will learn whatever we teach you. You are not allowed to ask. If you don't like learning, 
you can leave." 


Tong Jing glared at Yan Heng, bit her lower lip to resist retort, and then began to learn the new moves 
he taught. Soon after practicing, she gradually forgot about this discomfort and concentrated on 
practicing sword moves. 


On the roof of the "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an, the sharp sword that stabbed Wudang master Jiao Hongye 
shocked all the martial arts people present. Tong Jing still has endless memories of this incident. She 
didn't know why: How could she stab the sword at the right time naturally? After practicing hard, she 
couldn't make the same sword move again. 
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Even so, she still couldn't suppress the great joy in her heart: a new realm of martial arts had briefly 
opened a window in front of her, letting her know for sure that the magical realm was ahead - and that 
she did have the potential to go there. 


--One day | will be able to strike a sword like that again, if | practice harder than | ever have before. And 
then twice. Three times. And then | could strike as many times as | wanted. 


With this motivation, Tong Jing practiced hard and happily for several months, and even spent less time 
arguing with Yan Heng. 


The only thing that annoyed her was the old man who called himself "Sir". 


Tong Jing was currently practicing the sword moves of Yan Heng Xinjiao - which was actually the 
introductory sword technique of the Kongtong Sect "Fifteen Practice Hand Sword" - while watching Lian 
Feihong, she felt very uncomfortable. 


After all, Tong Jing is smart and has long seen through the "conspiracy" of Lian Feihong, Jing Li and Yan 
Heng. She left her father and followed Jing Li and others so far just to pursue the freedom of "walking 

her own way". She hated being manipulated; but for her now, there was nothing more important than 
learning the sword. She couldn't resist. 


--good! | will still learn swordsmanship! But don't expect that | will call you "Master" in your lifetime! 


Lian Feihong is practicing the flying knife technique with Jing Li. The Kongtong sect has outstanding 
hidden weapon skills and many strange tricks. Jing Li had a slight victory over Xi Xiaoyan last time, and 
he also relied on throwing weapons to gain the upper hand. Naturally, he was very interested in 
learning, hoping to develop better tactics; Dai Kui on the other side was also listening attentively, 
Xinyimen Although he does not have hidden weapons, flying knives and other martial arts skills, there is 
no guarantee that he will not encounter enemies using hidden weapons in the future (he has not 
forgotten that the Wudang sect has a flying sword master named Fan Zong). The more you know about 
hidden weapon techniques, the more confident you will be in taking precautions. . 
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Last time at the "Yinghua Pavilion", Jing Li had seen Lian Feihong's iron claws, flying knives and flying 
knives. How easy and beautiful his attacks were, and he had long wanted to learn them. He had only 
been taught by Lian Feihong a few times, but he had already mastered the trick. When he used the 
mandarin duck dart knife and the chain gun head, he made great progress. 


With a flick of Jing Li's wrist, the heavy spear head shot straight out and penetrated the tree trunk a few 
feet away. The dart shooting technique has been reduced, which naturally greatly reduces the signs for 
the enemy to notice. 


Dai Kui couldn't help but clap his hands and say, "Brother Jing's talent in martial arts is really admirable! 


Lian Fei Hong was watching Jing Li practicing darts, while he was playing with the whip as if it was a two- 
handed saber, he was practicing the Japanese saber that Jing Li had taught him earlier - Lian Fei Hong 
was a martial arts fanatic after all, he would like to learn any new martial arts he saw, no matter 
whether it was from the Central Plains or overseas, and Jing Li did not hide it from him. 


Jing Li retrieved the chain from his spear and walked over to Lian Feihong. 


"Sir, look." He pointed at Yan Heng and Tong Jing. Lian Feihong looked over and saw that Tong Jing was 
practicing the Kongdong Sword Technique with great dedication, and his eyes were full of smiles. 


"Sir, what do you think of Yan Heng, this boy?" Jing Li asked again. 


"This guy is a straight shooter, he's dedicated to learning, good." Lian Feihong flipped his stick and said, 
"But if he wants to be good at dual swords, he needs to change his temperament. The dual swords 
emphasize the use of two minds, either attacking and defending at the same time to suppress the 
opponent, or changing left and right to confuse the enemy, the mind has to be more subtle, more 
complex to be able to practice well." 


"That's why his predecessor has been teaching him all those fancy ways of moving the two swords?" Dai 
Kui asked. 
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Lian Feihong nodded, "Most of those maneuvers are actually very difficult to use in combat. | am 
practicing and opening his heart." 


Jing Li looked at Lian Fei Hong and thought to himself: 


--This Mr. Fei Hong does have the qualifications to be a famous teacher. 


"Jing Li, you are the opposite of him." Lian Feihong suddenly said: "You are indeed very talented in 
learning, and you have rich travel experience, and your knowledge is very comprehensive and extensive. 
But you have not been able to thoroughly apply the skills you have learned. Integration, and constant 
curiosity to learn new things, in the long run will become too much, and it will be difficult to improve 
martial arts to another level and become a true peerless master." He smiled bitterly and added: "Just 
like me." 


Jing Li put away his usual smile and looked at him solemnly. 


Lian Feihong's words reminded him of the formidable enemy Xi Xiaoyan he had met earlier. 


Xi Xiaoyan had practiced his "Yang Extreme Saber" to the extreme, and Jing Li had spent a lot of effort to 
break his saber, using all kinds of tactics and terrains in order to defeat him; in a few years' time, Xi 
Xiaoyan's "Yang Extreme Saber" would definitely be even more powerful, and Jing Li was not at all sure 
if he could still break it by using a strange trick. 


--Perhaps it will be like when Lian Feihong met He Zisheng. 


"Don't follow my old path." Lian Feihong put away his whip and admonished Jing Li, "Take what you 
have learned and turn it into your own martial arts. This is the only way to reach a higher level. Alas, it is 
a pity that | have only realized this at this age, and it is already too late for me to do anything about it. 


Jing Li hung his head, and held the Yan Ling knife given by Pei Shiying on his waist with his left hand. 
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Lian Feihong was the best teacher Jing Li had ever met after Pei Shiying. What Lian Feihong said just now 
seemed on the surface to be contrary to Pei Shiying's teachings before his death, but in fact there was 
no contradiction. 


It was only because Jing Li, ten years later, was about to embark on another stage of martial arts. 


Lian Feihong grabbed Dai Kui again, "Come on! Before | break up with you, teach me your Xingyi Sect's 
method of punching and generating energy!" He had just sighed and blamed himself for having missed 
out on his attainment because of his desire to learn more martial arts, but then he could not change his 
old habit and was eager to try out new martial arts techniques. 


Jing Li walked away on his own, pondering over Lin Fei Hong's revelation. 


At this moment, he saw that Hu Linglan was still shouting and swinging her saber, but she seemed to be 
quite tired and her saber moves were a bit disorganized. 


Jing Li then walked over to her and squatted on a rock. 


"Take a rest." He smiled and said to Hu Linglan in Japanese, "You'll get hurt if you try to practice." 


"Don't you worry about it!" 


Hu Linglan screamed fiercely, and Nodachi's saber made a backhanded move, slashing across Jing Li's 
face! 


--Ever since the battle in Xi Xiaoyan, Hu Linglan has been unable to escape from his shadow for months, 
and has been using him as a hypothetical enemy, vowing to develop a saber that can override the Yang 
Zhi Sword. 


This "Green Bank" attacked him suddenly, and its speed was faster than Jing Li had imagined, so he 
could only tilt his head back to avoid it in time... 
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As the blood splattered, Hu Linglan's mind was in turmoil. 


The other four turned their heads back because of Hu Linglan's shout, and saw this sudden scene at the 
same time. 


Jing Li fell from the rock to the grassy slope. 


Hu Linglan's wild saber was frozen in front of her. Her hands trembled violently. 


It took a while for Jing Li to finally get up. An inch-long gash was opened under his right eye, and blood 
trickled down, covering half of his face. 


Jing Li's expression was surprisingly not angry at all. He just breathed heavily and looked at Hu Linglan 
with puzzled eyes. 


Hu Linglan's eyes seemed to be covered with fog. Soon, tears began to flow from his eyes. 


——This was the first time Jing Li saw her cry. 


Hu Linglan just put the Nodachi on her shoulder without saying anything, turned around and walked 
away. 


OOO 


The six of them entered Hanyang Fucheng in the afternoon of the same day. They first found an inn to 
stay, settled their horses and luggage, and then went onto the city streets. 


1014 


Hanyang is a must-go distribution center for business travelers in the middle reaches of the Yangtze 
River. The streets are very prosperous, and the shops on both sides sell many handmade clothes. Tong 
Jing saw many new things and couldn't help but stop to watch and play with them. 


Everyone couldn't help but laugh when they saw her innocent appearance, and they didn't urge her too 
much. 


At times like this on weekdays, Tong Jing always takes Hu Linglan to enjoy them together. But at this 
moment, Hu Linglan's face was ashen and she was far away at the end, losing the cheerful atmosphere 
of the past. Tong Jing didn't dare to call her when she saw her. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing walked side by side in this shopping street, recalling for a moment the scene 
when they were in Qingcheng Mountain and playing with Song Li in Weijiang Town at the foot of the 
mountain. Song Li always coaxed him into buying some gadgets for her. 


——How is she doing now? ... 


"Look!" Tong Jing pulled Yan Heng's sleeve and pointed to a small stall on the street with her other 
hand. It was full of colorful dough dolls, with various shapes of gods and warriors. The workmanship was 
very delicate. 


"This! Does it look like me?" Tong Jing smiled and pointed at one of the dolls. She was a woman covered 
in armor and holding a sword. 


"Who is this?" Yan Heng couldn't figure out how there could be girls fighting. 


"Little brother, you don't know this either?" The man selling the dolls grinned and said, "Mulan, who 
joined the army in place of her father!" 


Yan Heng grew up in the Qingcheng sect and had never heard of these folklore stories, so naturally he 
didn't know about them. 
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He saw Tong Jing's eyes shining when she looked at the doll, and recalled Song Li again. He was touched 
by it, and asked her gently: "Can | buy it for you?" 


Tong Jing didn't expect Yan Heng to say this, so she just nodded blankly. Yan Heng took out the copper 
coins to pay, pulled up the Mulan doll, and handed it to Tong Jing's little hand. 


Tong Jing held the doll lovingly and asked Yan Heng with a smile: "Why did you give it to me?" 


"Because | saw you liked it." Yan Heng replied with a shrug. 


Tong Jing turned the puppet in her hand and turned her head away from looking at him. Yan Heng 
thought she was making trouble again and scratched his face in confusion. 


"Let's go. It's getting dark." Jing Li, half of his face bandaged, finally couldn't help but urge: "Find a place 
to eat quickly." 


The six of them were dressed in strange clothes, carrying weapons wrapped in cloth, and were walking 
on the street. But Hanyang is a big commercial port after all, and people have long been accustomed to 
seeing people from the world of martial arts and martial arts, and they don't look at it with any 
suspicion. 


Jing Liasked passers-by until he arrived at the most expensive restaurant in the city, "Hongyan Tower", 
and led everyone there. 


They are setting up a farewell drink tonight. 


OOOO 


Yan Heng drained the wine in his glass and felt a rush of heat rush to his nose and brain. He endured it 
and held his breath for a while before he could speak: 
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"Brother Dai, | didn't expect to say goodbye so soon." 


Dai Kui smiled and drank a drink too. The table was filled with big fish and meat ordered by Tong Jing. 
But the separation was imminent, and none of the six people could enjoy it. 


"There was a bloody battle in Xi'an that day, and my Xinyi Sect suffered heavy casualties..." Dai Kui 
stopped smiling when he said: "As the oldest ‘inner disciple’, | did not personally take the bodies of the 
junior brothers back, nor did | pay tribute to them. The master explained the whole story and followed a 
few people to travel and practice martial arts. In fact, |owed something to the master, and | still can't let 


go... 


"You are doing this for the future of your sect." Tong Jing said with a sad look on her face. She had been 
spending several months with this bold and straightforward uncle, and had already developed a 
friendship. 


"| don't think your master will blame you." 


"We've come this far." Dai Kui said, "If we go further south, | don't know when and what month | will 
return to Shanxi. | came out this time not just to pursue my own achievements, but to take back what | 
have learned. , to help our sect fight against Wudang in the future. | have benefited a lot from the 
guidance of Senior Meng Lian and Brother Jing in the past few months. The time of war with Wudang is 
not far away. | still need to spend time thinking and integrating what | have learned. | will teach my 
martial arts skills to my fellow students, so it’s time to go back.” 


"| have to thank you too." Jing Li also raised his glass. His words were a bit slurred because the stab 
wound on his face had just stopped bleeding, and he was afraid that if he moved his face too much, the 
wound would rupture again. "I need you to teach me the technique of Xinyi Sect's "Three-Hand Sword". 
| have a deeper understanding of using the sword to move my energy. Maybe next time | meet that 
weird guy named Xi, | can knock his sword away head-on. ” He smiled obsessively as he said this, and 
frowned as the knife stung. 


When everyone saw his bandaged face, they couldn't help but fell silent and looked towards Hu Linglan. 


Hu Linglan only ate a little bit of food, then left the table alone, crossed one leg and sat half-leaning 
against the window sill, with Nodachi in her arms, facing the lights of the night street outside the 
window. 
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Only Lian Feihong ignored it and still said to Dai Kui: "Yes! Xinyi Sect emphasizes the unity of mind and 
strength. It is simple and vigorous. It is indeed a superior martial art!" He was still chewing beef in his 
mouth while taking a sip of wine at the same time. , the gray beard around his mouth was stained with 
rice grains and soy sauce, Tong Jing showed a disgusted expression when he saw it. 


Dai Kui was very happy when he heard that this famous old man praised the Xinyi Sect so much. The loss 
of troops and generals in Xi'an greatly dampened his confidence in his own martial arts. 


"Brother Jing, where are you going from now on?" 


Dai Kui asked. 


Jing Li could not answer. Since the truce was made and the Wudang Sect no longer sends out troops to 
conquest, Jing Li no longer has the goal of tracking down and attacking the Wudang Sect, so he has been 
at a loss in the past four months. Jing Li had been a wanderer for ten years and had never thought of 
staying anywhere for a long time. Yan Heng was even more curious about the world outside of his 
home, so he didn't object to this aimless journey either. 


"There is one thing | haven't done yet." Jing Li suddenly remembered, and lifted up the Yan Ling saber 
that was lying beside the table, unwrapped the cloth bag and unsheathed it. 


The matte-colored saber was covered with stains, and the blade was slightly curled and chipped ina 
dozen places. 


"It is not the only one. After a series of battles, the blades we have at hand are all damaged in one way 
or another, and if we don't find a master to sharpen them, we can't be sure that they won't break one 
time. But we don't trust the usual saber sharpening masters." 


——Sword tempering is indeed a great science. If you encounter an unknown sword sharpener, the 
weapon blade will be worn at any time or the life of the weapon will be shortened. Especially the sword 
in Yan Heng's hand, the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword", it is impossible for ordinary folk 
masters to know how to sharpen it. 
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"That's a great coincidence." Dai Kui patted his thigh: "The leader of the Bagua Sect, Yin Yingfeng, has a 
clan brother, Senior Yin Yingqi, who is also a good player in the Bagua Sect. He came to our Qixian 
Headquarters as a guest a few years ago. At that time, he heard that there was a very famous sword 
sharpener named Han Shizi in Luling, Jiangxi Province. His skill in sharpening swords was unparalleled. 
Even the Eight Diagrams sword of senior Yin Yingchuan of "Moon Cutting in the Water" was personally 
brought south. Ask him to polish it! Luling is located in the west of Jiangxi Province. Although it is a long 
way from here, it is not too far away. Brother Jing, why don’t you go visit him? 


Jing Li was from Fujian in the south, and Lian Feihong was from Gansu. They did not know much about 
the martial arts figures in the Central Plains, and they had never heard of the name of this cold stone. 
But if even Yin Yingchuan had to travel south from Huizhou to find him, this saber sharpening master 
must be something special. 


"Haha, good!" Lian Feihong clapped his hands: "| have so many weapons, so | just went to find some 
cold stone and sharpen them for me every time! This journey is very cost-effective." 


Yan Heng also nodded in agreement. Since he is keeping the sect's most precious treasure, he naturally 
hopes to take good care of it, and he diligently oils the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" to 
prevent rust. He thought of the arrogant Yin Yingchuan, and wanted to spend some time with Senior 
Han Shizi. 


"Brother Dai will be on the road alone tomorrow, so be extra careful." Jing Li said at this time. 


"How do you say that?" Dai Kui felt strange. 


"Actually, since we left Xi'an, | have felt that we have been being followed and monitored." Jing Li said 
solemnly, "Although | am not absolutely sure, the feeling seems to be there, but it has been happening 
frequently in the past few months." 


"What a coincidence?" Lian Feihong patted the table: "| thought the same way several times! | thought 
my junior sister came after me and forced me to go back and become the leader..." 


Yan Heng thought to himself: Brother Jing has traveled all over the world in his life, so his intuition is 
naturally sharp; Senior Lian is also a veteran of the world, and has dealt with horse thieves in the vast 
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Loess Plateau for many years. If both of them have similar perceptions, the likelihood that someone is 
really following them is very high. 


"Brother Jing, why didn't you tell us earlier?" Tong Jing asked with a bit of dissatisfaction. 


"You, and Brother Dai, are all straightforward people. | didn't tell you so that you wouldn't appear 
nervous. That would be equivalent to letting the people following you know that we discovered them." 
Jing Xi replied calmly: "Never do that. Let the enemy know what you know. This can save your life in 
critical moments." 


Although Jing Li was more than ten years younger than Dai Kui, his martial arts attainments and thinking 
were superior to him, and Dai Kui admired Jing Li even more. 


"Who does Brother Jing think it could be?" 


"| can't figure it out..." Jing Li shook his head: "But after following him for so long, it's unusual. And since 
he started following Xi'an, it must be related to what happened there. Brother Dai, please think 
carefully: Yao Lianzhou enters The trip to Guanzhong only took a month or two at most, so why did the 
news spread so quickly and widely, attracting all the major sects in the world to join in the fun? There 
must be someone behind this matter, and the power is not small..." 


Dai Kui had never thought about the joints, but now after Jing Li analyzed it, he felt that it was indeed 
very reasonable. 


"There are such eyes and ears in the world..." Dai Kui frowned: "Even if he is not the imperial court, he 
must be someone related to the government..." 


Yan Heng was stunned when he heard the word "chaoting". He recalled the aloof status of the 
Qingcheng sect in the past and had little contact with local officials. Why would anyone from the 
imperial court interfere with this martial arts matter? 


"No matter who it is, | guess the other party has no intention of causing harm at the moment, otherwise 
there would be no need to follow him for so long." Jing Li said, "Brother Dai, it is better to be cautious." 
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"Should we find out the person who hangs his tail and question him?" Tong Jing asked excitedly. 


Jing Li smiled: "No need. Since they want to get something from us, they will show up sooner or later." 


After another round of chatting and drinking, everyone left "Hongyan Tower" and returned to the inn. 


Tong Jing walked in front holding a lantern, holding the dough doll sent by Yan Heng in her other hand, 
and happily led the way. 


"When you came here just now, you were just playing. Do you remember the way?" Yan Heng asked. 


"Humph, who says | don't remember?" Tong Jing smiled and ran towards the street. Yan Heng chased 
after him angrily. 


Jing Li deliberately stayed until the end, side by side with Hu Linglan. As the night progressed, the lights 
on the street were dimmed, and the two of them walked silently in the middle of the dark street. 


Just like that night in Chengdu. 


The cloth on Jing Li's cheek was already oozing with red blood, so he had to change the medicine again. 
He looked solemn, but not because of the pain. 


Hu Linglan is also calm on the outside, but inside she is like a turbulent wave. She knew that if the 
stabbing in the afternoon had gone deeper, one of Jing's eyes would have been destroyed, and her life 
would have been lost. 


In other words, Jing Li's martial arts life almost ended on Hu Linglan's impulse. 


When she thought of this, her heart felt like it was wrapped in a cold air. 
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It's obviously summer. Hu Linglan's shoulders were trembling. 


At this moment, a warmth came from her right palm, which suddenly dispelled the chill in her heart. 


It was the rough hand that Jing Li used to hold the knife every day, and he silently held her equally rough 
hand in the darkness. 


"| wonder how the samurai who went to war in Kagoshima treated their wives?" 


Jing Li said this very softly, but in Hu Linglan's ears, it was like thunder. 


"I'm still on a long journey." Jing Li looked at the distant front with only a little lantern light and said, "I 
don't even know how far I'll go. | don't even know what | can give you. But | -" 


A crisp voice interrupted his words. 


Hu Linglan threw Jing Li's hand away and gave him a backhand slap. Hit the same location as the stab 
wound. 


Jing Li felt the burning pain and couldn't help but groan this time. Blood seeped all over his surprised 
face and trickled down to his chin. 


"What do you think the women of our Shimazu family are?" Hu Linglan wiped the blood on her fingers 
and smiled wildly: "She will surrender to a man with just a few words?" 


"|...1..." Jing Li, who was usually very tongue-tied, could no longer speak calmly at this moment, and was 
at a loss for words. 
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Hu Linglan ignored him and strode toward the street alone. 


"Are you...going to leave?" Jing Li asked anxiously from behind. "But I..." 


Jing Li originally wanted to say something: 


--| need you. 


But Hu Linglan's slap and that smile just now made it impossible for him to say these words smoothly. 


"I'm not leaving." Hu Linglan stopped and turned around. A pair of willow eyebrows almost frowned into 
a line. "Have you forgotten why | came to China to find you?" 


She patted the knife hanging on her back, put her hands on her hips and said: 


"To defeat you! I've come to defeat you, to defeat you utterly! On that day, when you cry and admit 


defeat in front of me, maybe | will have pity on you and take you as my wife ....... 


Jing Li laughed bitterly. 


"| have already said ...... " she added, "Before | defeat you personally, | won't let those bastards from the 
"Material Dan" take your life first." 


Hu Linglan finished her sentence and continued to walk forward. 


Jing Li froze for a while, then resumed his bright smile. When he smiled, the wound was tugged again, 
and the hot feeling was particularly strong in the darkness. 
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Jing Li failed to see that Hu Linglan had also smiled a smile very similar to his as she turned her back on 
him and walked away. 
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The Way of the Great Dao Zhen Sword Hall Lecture - 24 


It is natural that using two weapons is more difficult than using one weapon. The reason is simple: most 
people are accustomed to using one hand (called "handedness"). It is not easy to practice holding a 
sword in both hands and using it flexibly at the same time. Even if you have certain attainments with a 
single weapon, you have to learn it all over again with the other hand, and get used to different 
directions of force, which is another difficulty. 


The first stage of training dual weapons is to coordinate the left and right hands so that the two 
weapons will not hinder each other from hitting each other; the two weapons must be swung at the 
same time without being partial to each other, and the most basic requirement is to be able to move 
smoothly and with a continuous rhythm. At this stage, it is usually necessary to practice many 
predetermined swing patterns (the so-called "sword flower" or "knife flower") so that both hands will 
become accustomed to moving at the same time for a long time. 


In the second stage, you have to practice dual-purpose, using different offensive and defensive 
techniques on the left and right sides. The so-called "draw circles with the left hand and squares with 
the right hand." At this point, you can attack with the left and defend with the right, or defend with the 
left and attack with the right at any time. Only then can you really start to apply the dual weapons in 
actual combat. In addition, you need to practice a lot of how to change your movements from left to 
right, because the advantage of holding a weapon in both hands is that there is no longer a distinction 
between the forward hand and the rear guard. The left and right sides have the same stance, and the 
inner and outer doors can be exchanged at any time (about For the concept of inner and outer sects, 
please read the previous volume of "Lecture Notes of Dao Zhen Jian Tang - Part 22"). Without flexible 
and changing footwork, these advantages cannot be fully utilized. Therefore, the martial arts proverb 
goes: "Two swords to see where to go." This is the reason. 


If this stage of multitasking reaches the highest level, the two weapons can deal with two enemies from 
different directions at the same time. For example, when Yao Lianzhou swords were fighting in Mount 
Huashan, he used "Tai Chi dual swords" to fight enemies from the left and right at the same time. 
However, this realm requires extremely high talent to achieve, and the thinking and reaction of the 
mind must be different from ordinary people, so not most people can achieve it. 


The final third stage of the dual weapons is to reverse the two into one. The two weapons on the left 
and right can attack and defend at the same time, or attack together fiercely, or combine strict defense, 
or attack with the left and the right, or break the momentum with the right and grab with the left. 
Attack, adapt to changes, like mercury pouring down the ground, and attack when you see an opening. 
Only in this way can the two weapons truly multiply each other, and the power is more than doubled. 


Masters of dual weapons have trained to this point, and can often suppress their opponents with force, 
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without giving them a chance to breathe, and become invincible first. The fighting method of He 
Zisheng, the leader of Qingcheng, is an example. 


Ordinary dual weapons use exactly the same left and right weapons; but it is even more difficult to 
practice dual swords such as the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" that are very different in 
shape, weight, usage, and power. But once practiced, the changes in moves and tactics are more and 
more surprising than the same two weapons, which can often push the power to a higher level. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 60 Chapter 5 Crossing Jiangxi 


Jiangxi Province boundary. Jiujiang Prefecture. 


Li Junyuan, still dressed as a scholar, had already climbed onto the northwest tower of Jiujiang City in 
the morning. 


Since the visitor was a popular figure in front of Prince Ning of Nanchang, how could the local 
government dare to neglect him? They had already prepared top-quality tea, wine and fruits on the 
tower, and also sent two beautiful maids to fan Mr. Li, so that he could withstand the hot summer. day. 


Li Junyuan did not touch the snacks, nor did he look at the maid. He only took a sip from the teacup and 
stood looking at the boats passing by on the river. 


Ten days ago, he received a dove message from the Jinyiwei, learning that Jing Li and the others were 
heading south, seemingly from Hubei into Jiangxi Province; five days ago, the news confirmed their 
direction of travel; two days ago, it was clear that they were going to cross the river here. Then Li 
Junyuan has sent his subordinates to take over the tracking of the Jinyiwei to ensure that the target will 
not be lost. 


Li Junyuan caressed another newly bought jade pei on his waist. He felt like he was getting lucky. 


During the battle in Xi'an, Li Junyuan admired the martial arts and fighting spirit of Jing Hui's group; 
today, a few months later, they actually came to Jiangxi on their own, and among them was a leader of 
the Kongtong Sect with extraordinary strength, for Li Junyuan, it was like an opportunity falling from the 
sky. 


At this time, a man ran up to the tower. This person is Feng Shiqi, the head guard of Prince Ning's 
Mansion in Jiangxi Province, and also a close guard of Li Junyuan during his trip. He was originally a 
bandit and was recruited into the manor by Prince Ning three years ago. 


"Master Li..." Feng Shiqi reached out and pointed to the outside of the city tower, pointing to a large 
ferry on the river: "They are sitting on it." 
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"Very good." Li Junyuan placed the tea cup gently on the city wall, picked up the folding fan on the table, 
and was about to go downstairs. 


Feng Shiqi said anxiously: "Master Li... do you really want to see them in person? There are only a few of 
us... Do you want to bring more troops?" 


Li Junyuan looked back with a smile: 


"Have you ever seen someone take a group of sheep to hunt wild wolves?" 


OOOO 


Jing Li and other five people just got off the big ferry, went out of the pier, and walked towards the 
north gate of Jiujiang City, when they realized that a group of people were coming in front of them, and 
there were two carriages behind them. 


"Well, here we come." The corner of Jing Li's mouth lifted up. 


The other four people also saw that these people were coming towards them. From a distance, they 

could see the five men opening the way with swords on their waists. Lian Feihong and Hu Linglan still 
looked relaxed. Yan Heng and Tong quietly moved their palms closer to the hilt of the sword at their 

waists, but neither of them was as nervous as before. 


--After you've faced the Wudang Sect, there are far fewer enemies in the world who can still make you 
nervous. 


Jing Liand the others stopped and waited for the horse to come. 
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The two drivers pulled up the reins and stopped the carriage, just a few steps in front of Jing Liand 
others. It was obvious that they were both elite riders. This alone showed that the owner of the carriage 
was not simple. 


The car owner opened the curtains and stepped down. Jing Hui and others were surprised to see such a 
middle-aged scribe. 


"My name is Li Junyuan, | am working in the residence of the King of Ning in Nanchang, | would like to 
pay my respects to all the warriors. He arched his hand to the five of them, holding a sandalwood 
folding fan with mother-of-pearl inlay in his palm. "It is rare for you all to come to Jiangxi, His Majesty 
has ordered me to come and receive you, so | hope you will not mind and come to the city to have a 
drink." 


Jing Li stared at Li Junyuan expressionlessly for a long time without answering. 


Feng XVII frowned at Jing Li's rudeness. In normal times, he would have already put his hand on his waist 
saber to demonstrate, but at the moment, it was like his hand was not listening to his command - Jing 
Li's body was radiating a fierce aura, which made him not dare to act rashly. 


Li Junyuan met Jing Li's direct gaze and still managed to maintain a relaxed and smiling expression. He 
didn't declare his position in the Ning Wang Mansion, but Jing Li guessed that his position was not low 
when he saw his demeanor. 


"YOU ...... " Jing Li finally opened his mouth, "...... know about us?" 


"The battle in Xi'an was an eye-opening experience for me." Li Junyuan replied. 


Li Junyuan spoke so directly because he saw that Jing Li and his group were calm and composed, so he 
must have noticed that they were being followed, so it was better to get straight to the point. 


"It's hard to talk here..." Li Junyuan continued: "| have already hosted a banquet in the city to receive 
you, why not..." 
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Hu Linglan didn't understand what "Prince Ning's Mansion" was, and she didn't understand what was so 
special about this guy who seemed to be weaker than a woman; Yan Heng, Tong Jing and Lian Feihong 
initially only thought that they were being watched by people from the government., but did not expect 
to find on the door is Zhu Wang's people, a moment at a loss for words. 


"| heard that the people of Wudang faction had been summoned by the Emperor to the Imperial Court 
to compete in martial arts ...... " Jing Li said with a smile, "Now it's our turn to be invited to dinner by the 
prince's palace, and we can finally compete! This meal is a must!" 


"It's a great honor! Then please get in the car." Li Junyuan owed a bow. 


"We are a bit tired from the boat ride, so we would like to take a walk to relax our muscles." Jing Li put 
the oar on his shoulder and asked with a smile, "Mr. Li won't mind, will he?" 


Since Jing Li and the others were going to walk, Li Junyuan was too embarrassed to take the car. 


Mr. Li Junyuan wiped the beads of sweat on his forehead, looked up to the sky to see the sun, sighed 


slightly, opened his folding fan and said, "Please ...... : 


Walking under the scorching sun, the five of them looked at Li Junyuan, who was having a hard time, 
and all snickered. 


OOOO 


When they arrived at the famous restaurant "Jiang Yue Lou" in Jiujiang city, Li Jun Yuan raised his cup 
and was about to toast to the guests, but Jing Li, without saying a word, grabbed the dim sum on the 
table and stuffed it into his mouth. 


"I'm sorry, I'm very hungry." Jing Li said as he chewed, the pieces of dim sum spewed out. 


Li Junyuan smiled bitterly with his wine glass and ordered to serve the food immediately. 
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Lian Feihong, seeing Jing Li already eating, was not polite and quickly stretched out his chopsticks as 
soon as the food was served, scrambling for the food with him. Tong Jing saw that they were having fun, 
so she also picked up her chopsticks and joined the fight. 


Yan Heng and Hu Linglan were a little stunned, but when they saw Jing Li being so rude, they figured 
there must be a reason, so they both started to eat happily. 


The five people didn't say a word to Li Junyuan, they just ate and drank, playing like children, leaving a 
mess on the table. Li Junyuan just stood there wondering and sipping his wine, trying not to show any 
impatience. 


In the past, the talents accepted by Prince Ning's Mansion included people from all over the world, and 
even the rougher guy Li Junyuan had seen them, but as long as he showed the sign of the Prince's 
Mansion, they all obeyed him; people like this did not take him seriously at all. It's the first time. 


——ls this kind of warrior so difficult to deal with? ... 


Li Junyuan was thankful that he had gone to Xi'an to watch the battle in person. He usually holds an 
important position in the palace, how could he ever experience such idleness? If he hadn't seen with his 
own eyes the amazing artistry of Jing Li and his gang, he would have turned against him by now. 


——You will miss the great contribution of adding some powerful generals to the prince. 


Finally, when the dishes on the table were all eaten and the five of them had stopped, Li Junyuan 
hurriedly seized the opportunity to talk to Jing Li. 


"You guys have come from far away from Guanzhong. The journey must have been difficult." 


"Don't you know these very well?" Jing Li smiled slyly and stroked his chin beard. 


1031 


"Li knows very well about Xi'an." When Li Junyuan said, he also looked at Yan Heng, who was sitting next 
to Jing Li: "| also know the enmity between several people and the Wudang sect." 


Li Junyuan's words made Yan Heng raise his eyebrows. 


"A few of them travel long distances and practice martial arts hard, just to improve their martial arts 
skills, hoping to defeat Wudang one day, right?" Li Junyuan continued. 


Jing Li did not respond, which was tantamount to a tacit acknowledgement. 


"However, how long will you be able to survive wandering around with no one to rely on? To put it 
mildly, practicing martial arts alone is no substitute for food." 


Li Junyuan's words had indeed touched upon Jing Li's worries. The Panchuan gifted by gang leader Tong 
Boxiong earlier has been almost spent, and this place has long been far away from the Minjiang Gang's 
sphere of influence. It is difficult for Tong Jing to find anyone to help her. 


Of course, Jing Li can still go to the local powerful people to get some "filial piety money" to spend as he 
did in Chengdu, but it is not a long-term plan - there are still a few years to go before the day of the war 
with Wudang, so is it possible to beg for money everywhere to make a living? 


Practicing martial arts is not a cheap thing to do. Yan Heng of the Qingcheng Sect had already 
experienced this. He couldn't help but think of Song Li's words to him when he left Mount Qingcheng: 


--"What do you martial arts practitioners do? What have you done in practicing kung fu? Those who 
plow fields, raise pigs, and work as craftsmen are all better than you!" 


"Prince Ning cherishes the world's heroes and recruits hundreds of them into his palace." Li Junyuan 
cupped his hands and said, "To tell you the truth, my father is none other than Li Shishi, the prince's 
chief adviser. Li is also a senior official in the palace. He is a counselor who is highly regarded by the 
prince. Li has witnessed the extraordinary martial arts of several knights in Xi'an! If they are willing to 
join the palace, Li can guarantee that they will not be able to leave the position of instructor of the 
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Nanchang Guards!" Looking at Jing Li, he smiled again: "With Brother Jing's talent, | think he can even 
get the position of general easily!" 


Although the royal guards do not have formal official titles, their status in the local area is so 
transcendent that even the government does not dare to interfere. With the prince's token, they can 
run rampant in a province. King Ning recruits talents and is very generous. That salary is even more 
impressive. This is really a job that many people in the world dream of. 


Feng Shiqi, who was standing in the corner of the hall, felt very unhappy after hearing this. He was once 
a bandit who commanded 50 to 60 bandits. After being recruited, he only served as a middle-level 
leader of the Nanchang Guards. At this moment, Li Junyuan offered a price to Jing Li, but he was offered 
the position of general! 


"Please don't misunderstand. His Majesty is not trying to buy a few warriors with money or official 
positions." Li Junyuan, who is a good talker, immediately added, "It's just that His Majesty loves martial 
arts and appreciates talents. Whenever he hears about heroes and heroines, he will want to make 
friends with them, and even take them with him as his companions. Earlier, he listened to Mr. Li recount 
the martial arts battle in Xi'an and heard about your exploits, and was overjoyed, often telling me that 
he hoped to meet you in person." 


"If you were to take refuge in the royal residence, you would have a safe place to live, with no worries 
about food and clothing, so that you could concentrate on honing your martial arts skills, which would 
surely be a much greater achievement than wandering around and practicing like this! | am happy to see 
such a beautiful thing happen, so | took the liberty of asking for it!" 


Jing Li did not react after hearing these words. Li Junyuan wondered if he did not understand. 


Yan Heng, who was beside him, thought to himself, "What Li Junyuan said is not entirely unreasonable, 
if they could settle down and concentrate on their training, they might be able to progress faster." 


But the thought of having to serve the prince made him feel uncomfortable. The Qingcheng faction has 
never dealt with the government. Although they receive gifts from various parties on weekdays, they 
will never accept any gifts from bureaucrats, even military officers who were Qingcheng disciples. 
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At this time, Yan Heng remembered again that he had heard the "Three Wudang Precepts" chanted 
loudly by Wudang disciples at the "Yinghua Pavilion": 


"Out of sight of the temptations of fame, status and wealth, out of ear hearing of the pressure of 
authority and affection, unencumbered by anything, | seek my own way in heaven and earth!" 


--If the Wudang School can do this, there is no reason for us to lose to them! 


With this in mind, he hoped that Jing Li would flatly refuse. 


Instead, Jing Li made the strangest response: 


He just stood up, picked up his weapon and walked downstairs. 


Yan Heng and four others immediately followed. 


"Wait...wait..." Li Junyuan, accompanied by Feng Shiqi, chased downstairs and stopped Jing Li on the 
busy street: "Brother Jing, what are you..." 


"I'm full. | don't like sitting. | want to go out for a walk." Jing Li stroked his belly and said with a smile. 


Li Junyuan felt that his patience had reached its limit, but in view of the fact that these people were 
really extraordinary, he still tried his best. 


"Brother Jing, what do you seek in life, in the rush of a few dozen summers? Is it only the realm of 
martial arts?" Li Junyuan said in a loud voice, "But even if you have a world-class martial arts skill that 
can be used by thousands of people, but you can't use it for anything, then what's the difference 
between having it and not having it? Even if one is invincible, one is actually cut off from the world, so 
what good does it do?" 


Li Junyuan's words caused Jing Li to stop and look back. 
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Jing Li looked at Li Junyuan and realized that he was not simply a strategist who only knew what was at 
stake, and he had to make a new estimate of him. 


Yan Heng was also surprised to hear Li Junyuan's words and pondered deeply. 


——He is right to ask. If one day | become stronger than Yao Lianzhou, defeat Wudang, and rebuild the 
Qingcheng Sect... then what? ...and for what? ...Even if Qingcheng's swordsmanship is passed down 
from generation to generation, then what is the purpose of each generation learning swordsmanship? ... 


Li Junyuan looked around at the street. Since he was in the territory of Jiangxi, he had no more scruples 
and went up to Jing Li and said: 


"If you join Prince Ning, you will be of great use in the future." 


This sentence made Jing Li more alert. He put away his frivolous smile. 


"| can't answer you now." He said, "We will still be in Jiangxi for a while. We will give you an answer 
before leaving the province." 


Li Junyuan smiled. He understands that these warriors are all straight-tempered, and if they don't like it, 
most of them will reject it outright; if they want to consider it, they have to have an idea. 


"Let me wait for your answers." He cupped his hands and said, "| wonder if you guys are here in Jiangxi. 
Do you have anything to do?" 


"We are going to." Tong Jing was mid-sentence, but Jing Li waved her hand to stop her. 


"We will stay here in Jiujiang City for a day. We still have to wait for the horses to be sent over from the 
other side of the river one by one." Jing Li said. 
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"Why bother?" Li Junyuan hurriedly said, "Let me prepare a few horses for you to use ....... 


Jing Li shook his head and refused, then smiled again, "Before | promised you, it's better to take some 
trouble." 


After he finished speaking, he left with the four of them and disappeared into the crowd of people on 


the street. 
Feng 17 this time went forward, quietly in the side of Li Junyuan asked: "Mr. Li...... | have a matter still 
do not understand ...... you clearly said to His Majesty, the most worthy to be under the banner, is the 


Wudang school of martial arts, why now on the contrary, lobbying for Wudang's mortal enemy? 


Li Junyuan's sight was still toward the direction Jing Li and the others had disappeared. 


"The Wudang Clan is so powerful that even the emperor is said to be unable to stop them. This group of 
people are highly skilled in martial arts but have no place to turn to. Recruiting them is the most cost- 
effective." 


"But ...... if there is a chance to persuade the Wudang Sect to join us in the future, and there are 
enemies of theirs in the royal residence, would that not be a hindrance?" 


Li Junyuan opened his folding fan and shook it gently. 


"The best thing about this is that it's the best gift for the Wudang faction, right?" 


OOOO 


Meanwhile, on the street, Jing Li said to Yan Heng and Tong Jing, "Buy as much dry food as you can, and 
bring water. As soon as the horses arrive, we will set off." 


"Why?" Tong Jing wondered, "There should be towns and cities all the way south here." 
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"We have to take the wild road." Jing Li replied, "If we go south, we must pass through Nanchang. | don't 
want to go into the city." 


"| don't really understand." Hu Linglan interjected. "The king or whatever is our equivalent of a lord, isn't 
he? In my country, it's a great honor for a warrior to be honored by a lord. Why don't you accept it?" 


In Japan, the samurai were the ruling class, and only those who were born into a military family were 
entitled to the family name, and even the poorest were nobles above the peasants, artisans, and 
merchants, not to mention vassals under the daimyo.1 


"Note 1: "Daimyo" was the name given to a lord in feudal Japan. 


Therefore, Hu Linglan couldn't understand at first why Jingli wanted to avoid the marriage and refused 
to be the son-in-law of Satsuma Kingdom's guardian. After arriving in Middle-earth, she came into 
contact with many warriors here, and she didn't understand why they all lived outside the government's 
laws - in her hometown, a "ronin" without an owner was equivalent to a bereaved dog. 


Jing Li had lived in Kagoshima for quite some time, and naturally knew Hu Linglan's doubts. 


"Then he must first convince me that | am worthy to die for him." Jing Li said proudly, "If there is such a 
man in the world, perhaps | will submit to him. It seems that such a man has not yet appeared." 


"| don't dare to say whether this King Ning is a good guy or not." Lian Feihong also put away his usual 
cynical smile. This is something that has to be taken seriously. "But | don't have a good feeling about 
these princes and so on." 


"The big man who followed that Li just now, | think he's not a good guy." Tong Jing chimed in. After all, 
she was born in a gang, so it was easy for her to recognize the jianghu flavor of characters like Feng 17. 


"Brother Jing." Yan Heng asked, "You didn't reject Li Junyuan outright. Are you looking for an 
opportunity to find out what Prince Ning's purpose is?" 
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Jing Li smiled and nodded, appreciating Yan Heng's improved thinking. "This matter involves Wudang 
and other major sects, so it's always good to know more about it. Besides, | don't want to cause more 
trouble at this time. Let's go to Luling first, and we'll talk about it after we've finished our business." 


Tong Jing now understood why Jing Li stopped her from telling her destination. 


The five people began to collect food items in the market. As Yan Heng walked, he was still thinking 
deeply in his heart: practice hard, take revenge, rebuild Qingcheng... He thought it was a simple and 
direct path at first; but he never expected that from the sinister people in Xi'an to the intervention of 
Prince Ning's palace behind the scenes, he would actually be involved in Vietnam. In an increasingly 
complex world. 


He suddenly understood something: 


When you have extraordinary power, your world is naturally no longer simple. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 61 Chapter 6: Karma 


"It's coming! I'm coming!" 


A figure in the darkness of the night came running through the pouring rain, treading on the muddy 
ground, shouting over and over again. 


He ran between the houses of the village. There was only a faint light coming from the windows of one 
or two houses, and it could be seen that there were noisy heads in the windows, and they were all 
looking nervously outside. 


The young man ran straight to one of the lighted rooms, pressed his hands against the wall before 
stopping, took off his bamboo hat, pressed half of his soaked face against the window, and called inside 
with panic: "Village Chief! Village Chief ! Coming! | heard the sound of horse hooves coming from the 
woods to the northwest! 


There were leaks everywhere in the house. There were about twenty people crowded in the room, 
including men, women and children, all exuding nervous body odor. 


An old man with a completely white beard and only three teeth left in the upper and lower rows of his 
mouth walked to the window. 


"How many people are there?" the old village chief asked the young man. 


"| don't know ...... ,' the young man gasped, "as soon as | heard the hooves of the horses, | ran back, | 
was afraid | wouldn't be able to escape ...... , but | could hear them through the rain, and | think there are 
more than two or three riders. The body in the straw raincoat is trembling, not because of the cold. 


"The previous news is true ...... , said a middle-aged farmer beside the village headman, his teeth 


chattering, "There are thieves trading in this area ....... 


"What should we do, village chief?" A farmer's wife behind him asked anxiously. 
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"But that has to be reserved for food! If there is a shortage, don't we have to use other harvests to make 
up for it? So what will we eat during the winter?" 


"We must pass this level first! The knife is right in front of us..." 


"Damn it, | might as well go up the mountain and join the gang..." 


Everyone in the room was talking and in chaos. The noise and chaos made the atmosphere of fear even 
higher, and even the people in other houses opposite were infected. 


At this time, the village chief said decisively: 


"Call that guy out." 


Everyone suddenly fell silent. 


"Mayor, think it over." One of the villagers advised, "Do you really want to use that guy? Do you trust 
him? If he fails ...... and angers them, it won't be a matter of offering food." 


"At that point, let's just say that the guy is just a crazy guy we don't know. ...... Anyway, he's a foreigner. 
nae " the village chief said again, "Wake him up." 


OOOO 


"Hey! Wake up! How long are you going to sleep?" 


On the floor of the woodshed, a strong body, wrapped from head to toe in a rotten and dirty rag cloak, 


began to move slowly. 
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"Is it still... raining?..." A rough voice seemed weak. 


"Get up quickly!" shouted the villager standing in front of the house holding a lantern: "Didn't you say 
you want to help? Those people are coming! Go quickly!" 


A thick palm stretched out from between the holes in the cloak. 


"I'm so hungry... If you want my help, please fill my stomach first." 


"If you want to eat enough, let's see what you can do first!" The villager stuffed half of the corn into the 
palm of his hand. "only this!" 


The body in the cloak seemed to be stimulated by something, and the whole body twisted. Lightning put 
the corn in his cloak and had gnawed it clean in a short while. 


"Okay! Get out now!" the villagers urged. 


The thick palm stretched out again and violently scratched the clump of short hair exposed from the 
cloak. 


"Do you have to beat me if you haven't eaten enough?...It's really troublesome..." 


OOOO 


At the entrance to the north of Hengxi Village, a wild man wrapped in a torn cloak stood alone in the 
middle of the road in the heavy rain. The surroundings were so dark that one could hardly see, and only 
the light from the windows of a few houses in the village could make out the topography of things. 
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The villagers hiding in the house nervously peeked at the scene outside. They looked at the hazy back of 
the wild man in the rain, and felt that as soon as he stood out, his body suddenly exuded an 
unparalleled momentum. 


——This guy seems to be really no ordinary person... But is it really possible to have only one person? ... 


The sound of horse hooves gradually came through the sound of rain. The wild man was the first to hear 
it - not only because the others were outside, but also because he had fully opened his five senses. 


His fists clenched under his cloak. 


The sound of hoofbeats overlapped closely. It sounded like there were at least four riders. 


The wild man's eyes shine like stars in the darkness. 


In the distance ahead is a forest path, which turns to the stream bank, and then a small bridge leads 
directly to the village. 


In the dark place, among the raindrops as big as peas, the wild man saw a rapidly moving shadow 
appearing. 


The wild man spread his legs, stood up in a long horse stance, and pulled out a long object from under 
his cloak with his right hand, which was almost as tall as him. The villagers could not see what it was. 


The cavalry on the opposite side emerged from the lane. Because the road was narrow, they came ina 
Straight line, and it was raining heavily. From this angle, it was impossible to tell how many people there 
were. | saw the two leading horses, and the riders on the saddle were all wearing raincoats and bamboo 
hats. There were various things hanging around his waist, and you could tell they were weapons at a 
glance. 


"Coming... coming... really coming..." A villager hiding in the front house felt as if his heart was about to 
jump out of his mouth when he saw it. 
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The villagers heard a few days ago that in the dozens of miles around Hengjiang Town, Shizhou Village, 
Gaolong Village, and Pengjia Village had already had their grain surrendered by bandits. Among them, 
Pengjia Village was the worst. The thieves discovered the hidden grain and stole two of their daughters. 
The village chief also had one of his legs lame. 


——Fight against the bandits. If you fail, the consequences will be even more unimaginable... 


As soon as the villagers thought about this, they began to blame the village chief for his rashness: How 
could the village chief believe that this guy, who had only been here for two days, could drive away the 
bandits? What if he is an imposter? Would the bandits believe that he was just a lunatic from outside? 
As long as one of them is unhappy... 


"Village Chief, forget it! It's not too late to call this guy back!" 


"It's too late," the village chief said, swallowing his Adam's apple. 


The two leading riders had already spotted the wild man standing at the entrance of the village. One of 
them raised his fist to signal the companions behind him to slow down; the other stretched out his hand 
as if to pull something out from the saddle... 


The wild man's bare feet turned his ankles in the mud. 


--| want to eat. You're in bad luck. Amitabha. 


His strong body suddenly moved into action, with his right hand hanging the long object by his side, and 
his feet hurried towards the cavalry! 


——tThe timing of the wild man's attack is calculated: rush out at this time, and the moment of fighting 
is the moment when the opponent's horse is crossing the bridge. That is the narrowest terrain ahead, 
and the opponent cannot encircle and attack. 
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Under such heavy rain, everything was slippery and muddy, but the wild man could run at full speed 
without any scruples, showing off his great skills! 


Under the cover of darkness and heavy rain, his forward momentum was completely unhuman, like an 
angry wild boar! 


The knight who was crossing the bridge had already noticed it and wanted to raise the weapon he was 
holding. 


How can the wild man give the opponent a chance to attack? When he was still six or seven steps away, 
he suddenly put the long object in his hand on the ground, kicked off his feet, and flew up! 


The wild man took advantage of the running momentum, faced the path of the opponent's horse, raised 
his knees high in the air, and gave a side kick to the knight on the right who was drawing his weapon! 


——A wild boar that knows how to leap in the air. How terrible. 


The enemy was suddenly right in front of him, and he had to attack him from a higher point than 
himself. The knight seemed stunned. 


The wild man was already anticipating the sound of the bandit's neck breaking. 


But the knight reacted much faster than the wild man imagined. He instantly judged that it was too late 
to draw his weapon. He let go of his right hand and placed it on his left wrist. His left fist hit the sole of 
the foot that was flying towards him! 


The fists and feet collided, and the wild man fell backwards and flew away! 


He was surprised in the air: 


——| thought these little thieves were easy to deal with, but why are they so skilled? 
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The wild man put all his strength on this leg, and the strength was probably not more than a few 
hundred kilograms, but the knight resisted it with a single fist, and his boxing skills were very good. 


——tThe wild man also felt that the sole of his foot was hit by something cold and hard at the moment of 
the exchange of blows. He guessed that the opponent's fist must be wearing a metal object. 
Fortunately, the soles of his feet had thick skin and no cuts. 


At the same time, the knight who punched also left the saddle due to the impact of the flying leg, and 
his body flew faster and further than the wild man! 


The knight was extremely dexterous. The moment his body flew over the bridge, he relaxed his right 
arm, climbed on the bridge board to relieve his force, and landed safely on the stream with his feet. 


The wild man turned around in the air, spread his legs wide, and stood firm on the muddy ground. He 
was about to raise his head when he heard a foreign object in front of him, roaring through the rain 
curtain and whirling towards the door in front of him! 


The wild man raised his left arm quickly and instinctively. 


The harsh chirping of metal. 


The villagers in the house rushed to watch from the window. But let alone such a rainy night, even in 
broad daylight, it was impossible for them to see clearly such a high-speed confrontation. 


But they could hear the clanking of metal. 


——1Use the knife! Someone is going to die! 
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The one who issued the hidden weapon was another knight in the lead. He did not stop after taking 
action. He still galloped towards the wild man. A weapon similar to the one in the wild man's hand was 
revealed in his hand, and he swung it out with the power of the galloping horse. 


——This person is also a master! 


The wild man was not afraid, but laughed. 


—-—It’s the excitement of confronting a powerful opponent. 


He held a long object with both hands and slashed at the knight diagonally. The chop was so fast that 
wherever it passed, the rainwater was ejected like powder! 


The two objects intersected, this time making a dull sound like thunder. 


The wild man felt his arms trembling, and the long object almost fell out of his hands. 


-——Damn it... If | hadn't been starving, | would never have lost in the strength contest... 


But he couldn't deny that this opponent was very strong. 


After the rider finished his blow, the horse passed by the wild man. At this time, the third rider came 
again. This knight is tall and strong, and the shouts he makes to urge his horse forward are actually a 
woman. 


The wild man vaguely saw the light of the blade flashing from the female knight's hand. 


At the same time, the knight who rushed over had turned his horse back, forming a pincer attack from 
both front and back. 
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The wild man suppressed his hunger, took a deep breath, and cheered up. But at the same time, | 
couldn’t help but sigh: 


——If you don’t come out, you won’t know that the world is so big, and there are masters like this 
hidden in the mountains and green forests! 


He yelled and pulled off the tattered cloak wrapped around him with his left hand. 


All he saw was a round face covered with a wild beard. Her short hair was soaked by the rain. 


His left arm, from his shoulder to his fist, was covered in metal and had a faint copper color. The 
powerful hidden weapon that was blocked just now was all thanks to it. 


Upon seeing this true face, the four surrounding knights all stopped at the same time. The fifth person 
who fell into the stream has also climbed back onto the bridge. 


The knight who had just struck him with a blunt weapon dropped his weapon beside his horse. Only 
then did the wild man see clearly what it was. 


paddle. 


The knight took off his hat and let his braided hair loose. 


The "Wild Man" firmly placed the iron-clad hexagonal eyebrow-level stick in his hand on the muddy 
ground, raised his head and asked Jing Li on the horse: 


"What are you doing here?" 


Jing Li looked down at the Shaolin monk Yuan Xing and deliberately made an unhappy expression, but 
he could not hide the excitement in his heart. 
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"That's what | want to ask you." 


--As for the chief of Hengxi Village, who was hiding in the house, he immediately fainted in shock when 
he heard that the wild monk who claimed to be a Shaolin disciple was actually acquainted with the 
"bandits". 


OOOO 


"That day, | followed Uncle Cheng and all the senior brothers and left Xi'an City early in the morning and 
set out to go back to Shaolin Temple. Unexpectedly, when | reached the first fork, Uncle Tai told me to 
go on my own and there was no need to go back to Shaolin Temple. What do you say, "Go outside, look 
at this world of mortals, and use your stick and fist to make connections." 


"| didn't quite understand what | heard, and | wanted to go back to the Shaolin Temple to continue 
training. But the Grand Master refused to let me follow him, and even threw stones at me, so | had to go 
another way alone. 


"He said he wanted me to see the "red dust", but | had no idea where to go, so | had to walk as soon as | 
saw the road. When | encountered a fork in the road, | would throw the eyebrow stick into the sky and 
point it where it landed on the ground. Just walk in any direction. After walking so randomly, | arrived at 
a town | didn't even know the name of. 


"| was very hungry at that time, so | went to beg for alms on the streets of the town. Who did | see on 
the street? It was that bastard Yan Qingtong - Amitabha, he said bad words again, it's his fault - | saw the 
man named Yan and the two One of his bodyguards led the horse away, and immediately he was packed 
with bags. | guessed that he must have fled there because he was afraid of causing trouble to the 
Wudang Clan and other sects. 


"There are two men with Yan Qingtong. They are both strangers and have never met before in Xi'an. 
They always whisper to Yan Qingtong, as if they have something to hide, and the man named Yan seems 
to be respectful to them. They were a group of weird people, so | wondered if Yan Qingtong had any 
new plots. Anyway, | just had nothing to do, so | decided to stay with them for one night and then left 
the town on horseback. | also tracked with my legs all the way. 
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"| was very hungry at that time, so | went to beg for alms on the streets of the town. Who did | see on 
the street? It was that bastard Yan Qingtong - Amitabha, he said bad words again, it's his fault - | saw the 
man named Yan and the two One of his bodyguards led the horse away, and immediately he was packed 
with bags. | guessed that he must have fled there because he was afraid of causing trouble to the 
Wudang Clan and other sects. 


"There are two men with Yan Qingtong. They are both strangers and have never met before in Xi'an. 
They always whisper to Yan Qingtong, as if they have something to hide, and the man named Yan seems 
to be respectful to them. They were a group of weird people, so | wondered if Yan Qingtong had any 
new plots. Anyway, | just had nothing to do, so | decided to stay with them for one night and then left 
the town on horseback. , | also tracked with my legs all the way. 


"Yan Qingtong probably thought that | had already got rid of me, so | did not hurry, | have been in the 
back with the ...... so, | even being walking southeast and northwest do not know, walk how many days 
have forgotten, only feel the weather is getting hotter and hotter, only to know that the season has 
changed ...... 


"But then | arrived at a big city. There were so many travelers and | couldn't ask for them anymore. | 
finally lost track of them. It was so damning... | asked the people in the city and found out that | had 
arrived in Jiangxi Province. | had walked so far. The road..." 


Yuan Xing was eating rice fiercely on the one hand, and on the other hand, he said at length how he 
came to this Jiangxi province, and when he spoke, his mouth was holding rice, and he spoke quickly and 
ambiguously, and Jing Li only heard 60 or 70 percent of what he said, but he also understood a general 
idea. 


The five of them had already finished their portions and were sitting in the village chief's house, 
surrounding Yuan Xing and listening to his words. 


Thousands of miles apart, to meet again in such a small village and start a fight in a daze was a strange 
fate. 


——Master Liao Cheng’s saying about Yuan Xing “making connections with sticks and fists” really comes 
true. 
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The village head of Hengxi Village and several villagers gathered in the house, looking at this group of 
outsiders with curiosity and fear. Other villagers also gathered outside the house to listen. They were 
relieved that the people who came were not bandits, but the skill of these people was obviously far 
superior to that of bandits. If they were just round, if they wanted to arbitrarily take away the village, 
hundreds of people in the whole village would be killed. I'm afraid it's impossible to stop it. Some 
villagers who had been rude to Yuan Xing before were now hiding timidly at the back of the crowd. 


The village chief thought at this time: This Monk Yuan Xing would rather go hungry for two days and 
never force himself on the village. It seems that he is not bragging. He is really a master from Shaolin 
Temple... 


There were several peasant women in the house, some were feeding the guests; some were drying their 
clothes; and one was mending the monk's shoes, which had become tattered. 


The villagers were dumbfounded as Jing Li wore his hair in a weird way, had another big scar on his face, 
and had many tattoos exposed when he changed clothes just now. They were willing to offer food, 
hoping that these uninvited guests would leave quickly after having a good meal. Unexpectedly, without 
saying a word, Jing Li took out two strings of copper coins and put them on the table - not to mention 
how much money they could eat in such a poor and remote place. A bowl of rice is enough to pay the 
bill even if you go to the most decent restaurant in Hengjiang Town to drink and eat meat. 


Wan Xing finally finished his fourth bowl of rice, exhaled, held his slightly bulging belly, and continued to 
tell his story: 


"Without the clue to find Yan Qingtong, | didn't know what to do for a moment. | just went around 
asking for help and found a Buddhist temple in Jiujiang City where | could place orders. Haha, being a 
monk has this advantage. You don't have to spend a penny to go out... ... 


"| haven't had a fight in months, and I'm really bored. It's okay when I'm on the road. | can practice 
martial arts anywhere in the wild, and | can exercise when I'm on the road. But when | go to the city, | 
have to find a place to practice martial arts that won't scare people. , it’s even harder than climbing to 
the sky! Even if I’m doing boxing in the open space of a Buddhist temple, I’Il just leave anyway because 
Jiujiang is in the north of Jiangxi. Unexpectedly, another thing happened. 
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"Probably about ten days after | left Jiujiang...one day in front of a small village, | saw a guy stumbling 
towards me and gave me a hand. 


"That guy seems to be suffering from some disease. He hasn't eaten for ten or eight days. He is so thin 
that his bones are exposed. His body is smelly and dirty. | don't know how long he has been wandering. 
But looking at his tattered clothes, he doesn't look like that. The farmer looks exactly like a city man, | 
don’t know where he came from.” 


——Tong Jing couldn't help but snicker when she heard this: "It's smelly and dirty. | don't know how 
long | have been homeless." Are you not the same? 


Yuan Xing continued: "This man's eyes were turning around, his mouth was drooling, and he was 
mumbling to himself. Only when | looked at it did | realize that he was a maniac. | was afraid that he 
would fall into a ditch by the road and break his leg, and helped him sit on the ground. 


"Unexpectedly, at this moment, he said in my ear several times: 'Wudang... Wudang...'" 


As soon as they heard "Wudang’", all five people in Jing Li crowd were agitated. 


"At first | thought | heard wrong, so | asked him again: 'What? Are you talking about the Wudang Clan?’ 
He replied with a silly smile: 'Yes... Wudang disciples... such scary Wudang disciples...' 


"| kept asking, but | didn't know what this lunatic was talking about, a lot of nonsense about gods and 
monsters. | asked patiently for a long time, and from his words, | vaguely understood that he was from 
Luling County. ..." 


"It's Luling again?" Tong Jing exclaimed, "What a coincidence?" 


"What? Are you going to Luling too?" 


Yan Heng nodded, told Yuan Xing about the sword sharpener Han Shizi, and then asked him: "You... just 
because of a few words from a madman, you went south to find a 'Wudang disciple'?" 
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"Brother Yan, you don't understand." Yuan Xing said. Originally, he should be called "Yan Tan Yue", but 
Yuan Xing realized that he was more of a warrior than a monk, so he ignored the Buddhist etiquette and 
called him "Brother Yan" and "Brother Jing" according to the rules in the martial arts world. "That 
lunatic, | can tell at a glance that he is definitely not a warrior." 


"So what?" Tong Jing asked. 


"Although the Wudang School is famous all over the world, ordinary people will not mention it." Lian 
Feihong said, "What's more, Wudang Mountain is in the northwest of Hunan and Guangdong, thousands 
of miles away from Jiangxi, so how could an ordinary person who isn't a member of the Wudang family 
talk about 'Wudang disciples'?" 


"Crazy people don't lie." Hu Linglan also said: "That's why he won't say this for no reason. He must have 
seen or heard something." 


Tong Jing nodded, feeling that what they said was reasonable. 


"So | went all the way south." Yuan Xing said, "Oh, how do you know? The further | walked, the poorer 
the villages | passed, and there were often no meals... 


"When | arrived at Hengxi Village the day before yesterday, | had been hungry all day, but they refused 
to give alms. They said there were too many excessive taxes and miscellaneous taxes. Recently, there 
have been many bandits. | don't know when | will starve..." When Yuan Xing spoke, he glanced at the 
villagers, and they all looked ashamed. "When | got angry, | told them that | was a Shaolin disciple. If 
they invited me to dinner, | would fight the bandits for them!" 


Yuanxing looked at the iron-encrusted glove on Lian Feihong's left hand, recalling the feeling of the fist 
and leg fight just now. 


"These guys are so stingy that they have to fight me first before they can eat. | was hungry for three 
days when | fought with you, otherwise, huh..." 
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Yuan Xing said, and Jing Li and Lian Fei Hong looked at each other and laughed at the same time. 


"We are really destined to meet again. Yuan Xing said to Jing Li, "In fact, when | heard your words in 
Xi'an that day, | wondered if | would have the chance to practice martial arts with you. It's a pity that | 
couldn't find you guys when Master Tai drove me away. ...... | never thought that | would meet you 
again." 


"We came to Jiangxi by chance." Jing Li smiled and said, "But not you, monk." 


"What do you mean?" Yuan Xing was surprised. 


Jing Li immediately told Wan Xing about being followed and invited by Prince Ning’s Mansion. 


"It seems that the Siege of Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an was facilitated by Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang, 
Jiangxi Province. Yan Qingtong, who suffered a huge loss in that battle, fled his hometown of Xi'an and 
came to Jiangxi... The two things may be related.. You follow the surname Yan to come, naturally it is 
not a coincidence." 


"Master." Yan Heng asked: "You said that crazy, what happened? 


Yuan Xing replied, "I carried him to a village near there, hoping that someone would come to save him. 
But he was lying at the entrance of the village for a short time, and suddenly went crazy again, saying 
violently: 'l want ...... to give me...... "But he didn't know what he wanted. He even tried to get water 
and food from the villagers, but he refused to eat or drink. After struggling for a while, | even chanted 
sutras for him to be saved." 


Jing Li thought for a while and asked the village chief, "Have you ever heard of any Wudang disciples in 
the area of Ji'an Province? Have you ever heard of any rumors of any martial arts sect being 
annihilated?” 


[Note (1): Luling County was under the jurisdiction of Ji'an Prefecture in the Ming Dynasty. J] 
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"No..." the village chief replied tremblingly: "How can we poor villages know anything about martial 
arts? It's not that | haven't heard of the Wudang sect, but they are all stories told in teahouses in the 
town. Such a fairy-like figure, and Why did you come to this small place for no reason? The meeting of 
several knights in our village today is a strange thing that has not happened in our village for decades." 


Lian Feihong also said: "I haven't heard of anyone coming from this place in decades. It seems that 
martial arts is not strong, and it is unlikely that the Wudang Sect will conquer here." 


"Why do you think so much?" Tong Jing pulled off the cloth wrapped around her head and spread out a 
handful of still half-wet black hair: "We are going to Luling anyway, let's check it out then!" 


On the other side, Hu Linglan picked up the Nodachi and slowly pulled it out. The villagers were stunned 
when they saw this tall foreign woman and this huge knife. 


She took a dry cloth and wiped the blade carefully, while sighing and saying: 


"We seem to have an inextricable bond with this 'Wu Dan’'." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 62 Chapter 7: The Luling Meeting 


When he first heard the word "Wudang", Jing Li felt inexplicably excited. When the heavy rain stopped 
early the next morning, he led everyone to leave Hengxi Village and arrived at the outskirts of Luling 
County in half a day. 


——When he first left Jiujiang City, Li Junyuan also tried to send people to follow him, but the abilities of 
these people in Prince Ning's Mansion were far inferior to that of Jin Yiwei's spies. In addition, Jing Li 
was determined to get rid of him this time, and he got rid of him in less than two days. , all the way 
down south, | no longer had to worry about being hung up on. 


Five riders were galloping on the suburban road. Tong Jing was particularly anxious because she had 
been walking in the wilderness for the past twenty days, sleeping in the open air and eating hard 
steamed buns. She could not wait to go to Luling County right away and find the best inn to eat. A hot 
meal, a bath, and a sweet dream on a soft bed. 


Yuan Xing did not follow. He said at the entrance of the village, "| promised the villagers that | would 
fight off the bandits for them. | must do what | said and cannot leave it alone." 


The village headman and the villagers were shocked and stared at the dirty monk with disbelief. 
Although Yuan Xing had eaten the village's food, Jing Li had already paid enough money for him, not to 
mention the fact that the villagers had treated him with so much rudeness earlier, Yuan Xing had no 
reason to stay. However, he simply said, "If you say it, you have to do it," and made up his mind. 


"Do you want us to stay and help?" Yan Heng asked. 


"| don't know when the bandits will come. You'd better go and find out whether the rumors about the 
‘Wudang Disciples' are true or false." Yuan Xing said, looked at Jing Xi and others, and smiled: "And you 
If | stay, | won’t have any chance to practice.” 


He patted the big cloth bag beside him, which contained a heavy "Bronze Half Armor". 


"| have this partner." 
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The villagers in Hengxi were so moved that they knelt down towards Yuan Xing. 


"Get up!" Yuan Xing waved his hand impatiently, "Why are you kneeling down on me? I'm not a Buddha 
or a Bodhisattva! Let's agree first. No matter how long it takes for the bandits to come, whether it's ten 
days or half a month, we'll give it to you every day. | can’t live without two meals!” 


He turned around and urged Jing Li and others who were preparing to leave: "Go! After | finish the 


things here, | will go to Luling to find you. Don't leave me alone!... 


Jing Li couldn't help but smile when he thought of Yuan Xing, a heroic Shaolin monk. 


It was sunny and sunny in the countryside at noon, and there was no trace of yesterday's heavy rain. 
Under the sunshine, Jing Li felt relaxed, slowed down his horse, and enjoyed the scenery of the 
countryside. 


Yan Heng also slowed down his horse and stayed beside Jing Li. 


"Brother Jing ...... , you seem to be very happy." 


"Look." Jing Li pointed to the other three companions walking in front of him, "There are five of us now. 
After a while, if you add Yuan Xing, it will be six. Think about it, but more than half a year ago, it was just 
you and me." 


Yan Heng also looked at his companions. At that moment, Lian Feihong was galloping ahead and even 
sang a song on the back of his horse: 


"The red flowers look like my sister's makeup. 


The mountains of Panlong are blown yellow by the wind. 
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The livid horse is whipping. 


Aigoo, aigoo, aigoo. 


My brother's heart is like the sun in the sky. 


This is a ballad often sung by travelers in Liangzhou, Gansu Province. The tune is unique and 
unrestrained. Lian Feihong sang it with his strong voice, and he had the pride of a traveler with 
ambitions in all directions. 


After hearing this, Yan Heng couldn't help but nodded to Jing Li: "It's indeed a very happy thing." 


"What are you doing?" Tong Jing turned around and shouted, "Go into the city quickly! I'm starving to 
death!" 


Jing Liand Yan Heng looked at each other with a smile and urged their horses to catch up. 


They had been traveling in the rain for the past few days and had no chance to see the environment 
clearly. At this moment, under the clear sky, Yan Heng saw that the area around Ji'an Prefecture was 
rich in mountains and rivers, with rolling mountains to the east, south and west, and beautiful and green 
peaks in the distance. There are rivers flowing everywhere and it is full of vitality. 


In Yan Heng's eyes, this scenery is quite similar to his hometown in Sichuan Province, so he likes it very 
much. 


--But at the same time, he had a question in his mind: these watery villages in Jiangnan have fertile land, 
and the people should have no worries about their food and clothing. Why were the villages he passed 
through earlier, including Hengxi Village, so poor? Even some people risked their lives to become 
bandits? ...... 


Under the urging of Tong Jing, the five riders arrived at the city of Luling County in a flash. 
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From a distance, you can only see the blue city wall surrounding the county town. From the north gate, 
you can see that the inner and outer buildings are connected, which seems to be quite prosperous. 
However, Yan Heng had already seen first-class cities such as Chengdu, Xi'an, and Hanyang, so Luling 
could not help but look shabby in comparison. 


Outside the city gate, there was a large crowd of people entering and exiting the city, and there were 
also people who set up small stalls outside the gate. When they saw Jing Li and his five horsemen 
rushing towards us, they immediately packed up and fled into the city gate. 


"Did they mistake us for bandits again?" Lian Feihong was puzzled, and with a slap of his hand on his 
horse's hip, he rode out quickly. He had lived in the vast plateau for a long time, and had been living on 
horseback since he was six or seven years old. Among the five of them, he was the most skillful rider, 
especially Hu Linglan, who was an excellent horseman. 


Lian Feihong approached the city gate at a faster pace because he saw two guards standing at the gate, 
fearing that they would close the gate. 


The two panicked guards were just standing still. Lian Feihong rode single file into the gate, and his 
horse was neighing so fast that he looked back and saw the two guards. When he looked back, the two 
guards dared not look at him with their heads hanging down, but their teeth were trembling with fear. 


——tThey dare not close the door because they are afraid of offending us. It seems that they are really 
regarded as bandits... 


"Don't be afraid." Lian Feihong took off his bamboo hat, revealing his white hair and beard: "We are just 
travelers passing by." 


The two guards looked at Mr. Feihong's old face and were shocked. But when they saw different 
weapons of different sizes hanging on his body and saddle, and exuding a fierce aura, the two still 
refused to believe it. 


Jing Li and the others also came into the city gate one by one. Baojia saw that they were all weird, both 
male and female, and among them there was a teenage girl with a sword, they did not seem to be 
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bandits, but rather like a group of peddlers, and only then did the two of them look a little bit more 
relaxed. 


Jing Li saw the reaction of Baojia and never thought that even in Luling County, the law and order was so 
unstable. 


"Let's take a look around the city." He jumped off the saddle, straightened the two swords on both sides 
of his waist, took off the oar hanging next to the saddle, and held the horse's reins with his other hand. 
"Be careful." 


The other companions also dismounted. The five people led their horses straight through the main road 
in the middle of the city gate and entered the market in the north of the county seat. 


After all, this town is also the capital of a large county that governs more than 300 miles of land. It is not 
a small place. There are many shops and restaurants on both sides of the road, and the houses are built 
very densely. But when you enter the city street and take a closer look, you can see many of the shops 
and houses. They are all dilapidated and empty. Even if there are still people living or doing business, 
the doors are all closed at the moment. The streets are actually deserted, like a dead city. Under the 
fierce sun at noon, the streets and alleys that were not being cleaned by anyone, with the wind blowing 
sand and dust, gave off a very strange and desolate atmosphere. 


The marketplace was silent, except for the footsteps of a few of them and the hoofbeats of horses 
pacing. Occasionally, they passed by empty stores, their half-hidden doors and windows rattling and 
creaking in the wind. 


Tong Jing rode all morning under the summer sun, obviously hot and sweaty, but when she saw this 
scene, she could not help but feel a chill in her heart. 


"What ...... This is simply like a ghost city ...... "The word "ghost" came out, and she herself shivered a 
little, reaching out to cover her mouth. 


"Over there ...... "Hu Linglan pointed to the heights in front of her with the longbow in her hand, "What 
on is hanging there?" 
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The others also looked over, only to see a square open space in the center of the bazaar, erected a large 
flagpole two or three floors high, the top of the hanging is two unknown large things, is slowly swaying. 


Before they even got close, the five of them already felt ominous. 


Sure enough to walk to the flagpole before the ten or so feet on the see clearly: above hanging upside 
down are two headless dead corpses, which had been sun-dried for an unknown amount of time. The 
four hanging arms of the corpse were tied together, and a small wooden sign-like object hung from the 
wrist. It was unclear what it was from this height. 


Tong Jing saw the dried corpse, face green: "Fortunately, | haven't eaten yet..." 


"Why didn't anyone unload them?" Yan Heng asked. 


"Maybe they didn't dare." Lian Feihong pointed to the wooden plate hanging on the corpse. "This body 
has an owner." 


Jing Li winked at Hu Linglan. Hu Linglan understood and drew a feathered arrow from her back pouch, 
nocked her longbow, stood in a stance and pulled the full string upwards, aiming at the target and 
releasing her finger gently, the arrow shot diagonally upwards and sliced through the rope of the 
wooden signboard, which then fell to the ground. 


Yan Heng went forward and picked up the wooden sign, on which was carved an oddly curved rune, and 
the engraved area was coated with red paint that had already faded in color. 


"What's this word?..." Yan Heng handed the wooden sign to Jing Li in confusion. Jing Li frowned as he 
looked at it. 


"| seem to have seen this kind of character somewhere..." Jing L said, but couldn't remember. He has 
visited many overseas barbarian tribes in the past and has seen many foreign writings or spells, so he 
cannot be sure at the moment. 
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"Ah, wait a moment..." Yan Heng reached out and touched the inscription on the wooden sign: "I seem 
to have seen similar symbols..." 


Yan Heng's words struck Jing Li as odd. If both of them had seen this symbol, then it must have nothing 
to do with Jing Li's past journey overseas, but rather the events of the last half year ....... 


At this moment, figures suddenly appeared in the streets and alleys around the square, interrupting 
Jing's thoughts. 


The five people turned their backs to each other and were on guard at the same time: Yan Heng and 
Tong Jing held the hilts of the swords at their waists; Hu Linglan pulled out another arrow; Jing Li and 
Lian Feihong stretched out their hands to hold the throwing knives inserted at the back of their waists. 


The people who came out of the darkness of the streets and alleys were just ordinary county residents, 
both men and women. Nearly a hundred of them appeared in one breath and were approaching Jing Li 
and the other five people, surrounded by them. 


Jing Li took a closer look at the people and found that they were very unusual: many of them had messy 
hair, dirty clothes, deeply sunken faces, and their bodies were so thin that they couldn't hold up their 
clothes; the skin on each face, even under the blazing sun, was still grayish in color, and even more so 
because of their thin and sunken silhouettes, the sunlight threw down from their heads, and their faces 
were all deep shadows, together with their big, dull eyes, they were like walking zombies. 


As they staggered around, many of them were mumbling to themselves, or their mouths were half- 
opened, saliva dripping from the corners of their mouths, and they all looked like they were demented. 


——Exactly like the "madman" described by Yuan Xing. 


But it is absolutely impossible for so many county residents to suffer from mental illness in a small city at 
the same time. 


Jing Li thought that there must be other reasons. 


--Could it be that many of these people have something to do with ...... "Wudang disciples"? ...... 
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Although this group of zombie-like weirdos seemed to be incapable of attacking, in broad daylight, in 
this desolate street like a dead city, such a large group suddenly appeared and had to be surrounded 

from all sides, which was quite chilling. Even Lian Feihong and Jing Li, who had seen many scenes, felt 
chilly in their hearts. 


The crowd got a little closer, and Jing Li and the others could hear it. Some of them were murmuring 
something: 


"Give me... please... give me..." 


The "madman" who died in front of Yuan Xing said the same thing. 


——What do they want? 


In the front row of the crowd, there are a few people who seem to be more sober, then suddenly 
stopped and carefully examined the appearance of the clothes of the five people for a while, and then 
said with a sense of loss, "No...... they are not the grandfathers of ...... the throne of the King of the 
Dragon Magic! ...... " These people said and began to turn around and walk away. 


The other zombies heard, also one by one painful groan, turn their heads to the square around gradually 
dispersed, back to the dark places of the streets and alleys. In a short while, no one was left. 


Jing Li five people feel as if they had a short nightmare under the daytime. 


"Are you scared?" Lian Feihong asked her with a smile, "Do you want to leave?" 
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"| don't think so." Tong Jing glared at him with a bit of anger, "I'm not afraid! | have to find out about 
that "Wudang disciple" thing! Then | have to find that senior Han Shizi to sharpen my sword for me! But 
the most important thing is the first thing: eat!" 


She said, stomping her foot, leading her horse to the front of the nearest restaurant, and slammed the 
door as if in a fit of frustration. 


"Open the door? What kind of bastard place is this? Is there any business?" 


Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing and couldn't help but smile happier. 


--Even the courage is enough ...... | like this disciple more and more ...... 


On the other side, Yan Heng walked under the flagpole in the square, found the thick hemp knot, and 
reached out to untie it. But the knot was tied tightly and for a long time and could not be untied for a 
while. 


Hu Linglan walked over and asked, "What are you doing?..." Looking at the hemp rope, it was used to 
hang the body above. 


"No matter who they are, they shouldn't be treated like this after death." Yan Heng said while trying to 
untie the knot. When he said that, he was thinking about the scene in the training field in front of the 
"Xuanmen House" in Qingcheng Mountain, where the townspeople buried the deceased of the 
Qingcheng Sect. 


Hu Linglan nodded and drew her saber to loosen the knot, which was finally opened. The two of them 
worked together to dismantle the body slowly. 


Jing Li watched Yan Heng carry the headless corpses one by one to a dark place on the street without 
avoiding the filth, but he did not go to help. Jing Lihas been adventuring overseas for many years and 
has seen too many tragic deaths. He only feels that it doesn't matter whether a person is dead or not. 
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--What's more, in order to demonstrate to the Wudang Sect, he erected Xizhaoping's head and fed it to 
the birds on Qingcheng Mountain. 


Yan Heng found a piece of ragged mat from the street that people had thrown away, covered the two 
dead bodies, and then pressed them down with a stone before patting the dust on his hands. 


In front of the door of the restaurant, Tong Jing was so angry that he shouted, "If you don't open the 
door, I'm going to cut it open!" She said, pulling out the gray and black "still life left sword" on her waist. 


"No...... don't!" Finally, the door came out shouting: "I'll open it! I'll open it!" 


The shopkeeper inside hurriedly took down the door panel from inside and was shocked to see that the 
person knocking on the door was such a petite girl. When he saw the other four people dressed 
strangely and carrying various weapons, he guessed they were wanderers who came by chance, and he 
breathed a sigh of relief. 


"Set out everything you can eat! I'm starving!" Tong Jing took back the "Still Life Sword" and walked into 
the restaurant. She saw that the place was full of people, but there was no food or wine on the table. It 
seems that they are all people who temporarily took refuge in the restaurant to avoid trouble. 


Yan Heng, Jing Li, Hu Linglan, and Lian Feihong also came in one by one. Those people took the 
opportunity to escape from the restaurant in a hurry and disappeared into the streets of the city. 


The five people sat down at the largest table in the hall. The shopkeeper ordered his wife and the waiter 
to bring food immediately, but what was served was only some dry biscuits, plain noodles, and white 
rice. In addition, there was only a small and dry plate of stir-fried vegetables, and half of a fried fish that 
seemed to have been cold for a day. Also a pot of tea. 


"Boss, it's not like we're eating from you for free! Are you afraid we won't have money to pay the bill?" 


Tong Jing asked, slapping the table. 


"Dear knights, the county has been... not peaceful recently, and the market conditions are not good. 
This is the only thing that greets you... Please don't be offended." The shop owner said in fear: 
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"Everyone has finished eating, it's best to continue on the road, we are poor. There is nothing fun or 
delicious in the county..." 


Jing Liand others had no choice but to make do with it. After eating dry food for many days, this meal 
finally included vegetables and fish, and the soup, noodles and rice were all hot, so it was quite 
enjoyable. Only the picky Tong Jing puffed her face while eating. 


"Boss, we came to Luling to find someone." Jing Li said while eating: "| heard that there lives here an 
expert who sharpens swords, named Senior Han Shizi. | don't know where to find him?" 


When the shopkeeper heard this, his eyes were as big as pigeon eggs and he waved his hands quickly: "I 
don't know! | don't know! ... No! No!" 


"Do you know or don't you know?" Lian Feihong asked while biting a piece of fish. 


"Anyway...no..." 


At this moment, Lian Feihong suddenly jumped up from his chair, jumped towards the counter of the 
restaurant, flew behind the counter without pressing it with his hands, reached for the wooden shelf on 
the wall, and picked up a large kitchen knife placed on it. 


"This store of yours is really weird. The kitchen knives are not kept in the kitchen, but are kept behind 
the counter..." Lian Feihong chewed off the fish meat in his mouth and picked out a fish bone with two 
fingers of his left hand. 


He took the kitchen knife in his right hand and cut the front end of the bone. 


Master Kongtong's knife was extremely accurate. The blade was flat on the fish bone, only a thin layer 
was scraped off, and the bone was sharpened. 


Lian Feihong held the fish bone in his mouth and looked carefully at the edge of the kitchen knife. 
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"This is obviously not sharpened by an ordinary knifemaker. Let me ask you again, do you not know 
about Han Shizi? Or not?" 


"Guys... don't ask..." the shopkeeper replied as if wailing: "Leave when you're full, otherwise..." As he 
spoke, he looked at the flagpole in the square outside the door, only to find that the corpse on it had 
been unloaded. He fell down, his mouth wide open in horror and unable to speak. 


Jing Li threw something on the dining table, which was the wooden sign with strange symbols engraved 
on it. 


"Whose thing is this?" 


"It's over... it's over..." the shopkeeper murmured, grabbing his wife and hurriedly escaping to the back 
of the shop with the two waiters. Jing Li couldn't even stop them in time. 


"What's wrong..." Tong Jing muttered: "Everyone in Luling County is so evil?... 


The sound of horse hooves came from the distant street at this moment. 


Hu Linglan listened intently. The sound of hoofbeats is very dense. There are many people coming. 


The five people had been walking together on the road for a long time, and they had a high tacit 
understanding with each other. They unanimously opened the knot of the cloth bag wrapping the 
weapon. 


Not long after, some riders appeared from the main north street, galloping towards the square outside 
the restaurant, stopping around the central flagpole. In the blink of an eye, the small square was 
crowded with more than forty riders. 


Tong Jing looked over and saw that those sitting on the saddles were all tough-looking men with shiny 
blades hanging from their bodies or saddles. 
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"Horse thieves?" she asked in a low voice. She couldn't help but ask in a low voice. 


Jing Li shook his head. He saw that the clothes of these people were all very similar, and they wore very 
strange uniforms: colorful clothes, with layers of different colored cloths on the left and the right, 
pockets or straps hanging down, and their styles were neither monks nor Taoists; and on their foreheads 
or wrists and necks, they all had tokens and stones that looked like talismans, so they seemed to belong 
to the same kind of association. The ordinary bandits and thieves in the mountains and the countryside 
were not dressed in such a uniform manner. 


This group of people even exuded a special aura, and with their strict discipline, they were more like 
members of a martial arts sect than bandits and horse thieves. 


--Yan Heng was reminded of the Wudang Soldier's Crow Road regiment that came to Mount Qingcheng 
that day. 


The first rider to enter the square, the leader of the crowd, was a man in his thirties, with a face covered 
with yellowish beard and a rolled-up flower-colored turban on his head. His eyes were deep and large, 
but they were as lifeless as the eyes of a dead fish. On either side of his saddle were two swords, which 
appeared to be of an antique style. 


Next to this yellow man was another rider, a young man with a white face and fine eyes, seemingly only 
in his early twenties, wearing a brilliantly colored robe as wide as a cloak, filled with small pockets, and 
wearing a long sword at his waist with a shiny silver guard. 


--Both of them use swords. This is even less like a horse thief. 


The white-faced man whispered something in the ear of the yellow-bearded leader. The leader nodded, 
and the white-faced man stepped down from his horse, pressed the hilt of his sword on his waist with 
his left hand, and led two of his men to the door of the restaurant with a flippant demeanor. 


"The guys ...... up there," he pointed to the top of the flagpole, "are ...... you the ones who put it down?" 
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Yan Heng stretched out his hand to press the "Dragon Thorn" on the table, sat upright and solemnly, 
and answered to this man who was only a few years older than him: "It's me." 


"Boy." The white-faced man smiled at Yan Heng maliciously: "Didn't your mother teach you this? Don't 
touch other people's things." He pointed to the wooden sign placed on the dining table: "Even you’ve 
taken down all the signs we put up, don’t say you don’t know.” 


The white-faced man's tone and harsh words reminded Yan Heng of Jiang Yunlan of the Wudang sect, 
and he was even more angry. 


"| only know that a man's life belongs to himself." 


"Haha...| see..." The white-faced man touched his smooth chin: "Are you someone who likes to reason 
again?...Okay, I'll tell you who those two guys hanging above are." 


He pointed to the two corpses covered under straw mats on the side of the street. 


"They are called the Seven Heroes of Southern Gansu. 


| forgot their names, but | only remember that the stronger one was a disciple of the Bagua Sect, and 
the other one was from the Eagle Claw Sect. When they first came, they also talked the same nonsense 
as you. As a result, five of them were chopped up and fed to our dogs. The purpose of leaving these two 
hanging here is to let people in Luling County remember: Don't expect any chivalrous people in the 
world. " 


This white-faced young man was very young, but he did not speak in a childish manner, instead, he had 
an extremely sophisticated and evil air. In particular, when he talked about feeding people to dogs and 
killing enemies and hanging their corpses, he even showed a hidden expression of excitement and 
fervor. 


After hearing this, Yan Heng saw his arrogant expression, and his blood surged up for a moment, and he 
barely suppressed the trembling of his body. Only now did he understand why the owner of the 
restaurant had such strong fear. 
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The treacherous gangsters Yan Heng had encountered before, such as the Cai family and his son from 
the Ma Pai Gang in Chengdu, or the villain Yan Qingtong, they were all wearing human skin to show off; 
but these people in front of him had nothing to hide. Intention to do evil. 


——Who are they? In broad daylight, dozens of people rode into the county town with swords and 
swords, but no government stopped them? Kill the enemy and hang the corpse for a long time, but no 
one dares to take it down? 


——And those people who appeared like living dead corpses just now...are they related to them? Did 
those "living corpses" mistake us for these guys? ... 


The white-faced man looked at Tong Jing and Hu Linglan, then at Jing's cracked hair and the tattoos on 
his shoulders and arms, and then when he saw Lian Feihong's flying knife, iron fan and other gadgets, he 
laughed and shook his head: "Look at you guys. He looks like he's just trying to sell his stuff, isn't he? 
What a bad luck... Well, he's almost back..." He said and suddenly looked to the left of the restaurant. 


Only to see another four or five men dressed in strange colorful clothes appearing from the alleyway 
next to the restaurant. When they came out, they were dragging several corpses with them, leaving 
several bloody paths on the ground. 


When Yan Heng saw the deceased, they were the restaurant owner, his wife and two waiters. It turned 
out that they had been caught halfway after escaping from the back door. 


"You must be asking why." When the white-faced man saw the dead man, his enthusiastic expression 
reappeared. He looked directly at Yan Heng, blinked and said, "It's so simple. Isn't it just because they 
gave you food to eat?" 


——ls that all? How many lives will it take? 


"Is this still a human being?" Yan Heng's usually warm eyes disappeared, replaced by ice pick-like 
sharpness, directed towards the white-faced man. 


The white-faced man seems to be very used to receiving such angry looks, and even enjoys it. 
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——The more the enemy hates me, the easier it will be to trample him under my feet later. 


"| have been very merciful." He sneered and said, "| have told you so many words. God will not tell that 
person why when a thunderbolt comes down and kills a person. | will at least let you know why he is 
thousands of miles away." Coming all the way here to die! Aren’t | more merciful than God?” 


He spread out his hands in large characters, as if to show the other party the dozens of men and horses 
behind him. 


"A disciple of the Wudang Sect's Wave Dragon Technique King. Remember this name. It will be easier to 
find companions in the underworld." 


--Wudang Sect! 


Yan Heng put his right hand on the hilt of the "Dragon Thorn" sword. At the same time, Tong Jing also 
held the "Still Life Sword" at her waist. 


The white-faced man's eyes flashed with murderous intent that had not been revealed before. He raised 
his gaze slightly upward. 


His right hand was about to give a command. 


But Jing Li, Hu Linglan, and Lian Feihong were all aware of it early, and they all took action at the same 
time just before he issued the order: 


Jing Li swung the mandarin duck dart knife from the back of his waist; Hu Linglan nocked an arrow and 
fired quickly; Lian Feihong threw the kitchen knife in his hand. 


The three flying weapons all shoot upward towards the roof! 
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The tiles were broken through and the pieces were scattered. screamed at the same time. 


——Ilt turns out that the three of them had already noticed that when the cavalry arrived, someone had 
sneaked onto the roof of the restaurant under the cover of the sound of horse hooves! 


The white-faced man thought that with just a wave of his hand and an order, the five people trapped in 
the house would be shot dead by a dense mass of hidden weapons falling from the sky. At this moment, 
he hesitated for a moment before waving his hand down. 


There was a fourth person on the roof who was not hit by the attack. He threw an object downwards. 
The object penetrated through the roof tiles and suddenly split into five parts and went straight to 
where Yan Heng was sitting. 


But the attack was a moment too late. Five half-moon-shaped darts scattered and were nailed to the 
stool where Yan Heng sat. 


Yan Heng's body was shot out from the door of the restaurant. 


A beam of golden light appeared in front of him. 


"Dragon Thorn". "The stars chase the moon." 


The golden sword light reflected in the white-faced man's eyes. 


The figure of the white-faced man suddenly disappeared in front of the sharp point of "Dragon Thorn". 


He lowered his body and took a sideways snake step, dodging "Star Chasing the Moon" and at the same 
time drew his sword to counterattack. 


Others might not be able to see it, but Yan Heng and the others saw this move and immediately 
identified it: 
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It is a genuine "Wudang Xingjian"! 


Although Yan Heng was surprised, he had already had experience in fighting against Wudang 
swordsmanship, and in the past half a year of practicing martial arts, he had always used Wudang's 
moves as his imaginary enemy, so he reacted in time, and returned his sword to the bottom of the 
diagonal, blocking the white-faced man's "Avoiding the green and turning into the red" low counter- 
strike! 


The moment the two swords crossed each other, Yan Heng seemed to faintly see something coming out 
of the opponent's sword due to the collision, but he didn't pay attention to it fora moment. 


The white-faced man was no less surprised than Yan Heng: These guys were hot-headed charlatans who 
came out of nowhere to seek death. Unexpectedly, this kid who was younger than him would not move, 
and would use his sword to The move was so fast, one sword almost penetrated him! 


Tong Jing followed Yan Heng from the door and charged out with her sword. She had already been 
furious after hearing the evil words of the white-faced man. Then when she saw the dead bodies of the 
restaurant owner and her family, she thought to herself, "I'm the one who chose this restaurant, so it's 
as if I'm the one who killed all these people," and was even more furious. She drew her grayish-black 
Sword of Stillness from her waist, and with the same move of the Star Chasing the Moon, she aimed it 
directly at the side of the white-faced man's neck and head! 


The white-faced man's right-hand man was already on guard, and pulled out his saber to block Tong 
Jing's sword move, and Tong Jing felt the strength of his opponent's saber was very heavy and strong 
through the blade. 


——Could it be said that... all the people here are really... Wudang disciples? ... 


At this time, the three assassins who were hit by flying knives and arrows fell from the roof. One of them 
penetrated the hole in the tile surface and fell into the restaurant. 


Amidst the swirling dust of broken tiles, Hu Linglan's eyes were still extremely sharp, and she could 
already see the location of the fourth dart shooter above. She had previously drawn two arrows from 
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her quiver, one of which was still clasped between the ring finger and little finger of her right hand. At 
this moment, she quickly put on the bow again, pulled the string half full and fired quickly. The person 
who fired the dart couldn't see the situation clearly. He screamed at the sound of the bow string and fell 
backwards. 


The white-faced man's counterattack was blocked by "Dragon Thorn", and his sword force immediately 
changed again. He stood up in a lunge and slashed head-on with the long sword! 


Yan Heng picked up the hilt of his sword and blocked it with the sword at an angle. He felt the power 
contained in the white-faced man's sword was extraordinary. 


——This white-faced man seems to be a few years younger than Jiao Hongye, the young swordsman of 
Wudang Sect's "Bingcrow Way", but the speed and power of his Wudang swordsmanship are at least six 
or six times that of Jiao Hongye. Seventy percent. If this person is in Wudang Mountain, it seems that he 
definitely has the potential to join the ranks of the elite. 


However, Yan Heng had even fought against Jiao Hongye, and he had no fear of this guy. The "Dragon 
Thorn" in his right hand pressed against the opponent's long sword, and his left hand pulled out the 
short sword "Tiger Pi" from the waist like lightning, and went straight down to the white-faced man's 
lower abdomen! 


——When Yan Heng drew and stabbed the sword with his left hand, the long sword in his right hand still 
suppressed the opponent's sword without relaxing; and when the sword in his right hand was strong, it 
did not affect the dexterity and speed of the sword drawn by his left hand. This dual-use method is the 
result of several months of practicing Feihong's guidance on the "Flower Technique" of Kongtong's 
double weapons! 


The white-faced man was stunned, and could only turn to the left and back, and then drew back the 
sword in his hand. 


As soon as Yan Heng felt the withdrawal of his opponent's long sword, he immediately revived it and 
pursued the white-faced man! 


——His strong momentum of pursuing and pressing the enemy head-on is very similar to that of He 


Zisheng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" who defeated Ye Chenyuan. 
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On the other side, Tong Jing fought with the swordsman. At first, Tong Jing was a little wary because of 
the enemy's heavy hand, but after two more moves, she felt that the swordsman's moves and speed 
were very ordinary, and compared with Yan, who usually sparred with her. Brother Heng, Brother Jing 
and Sister Lan were so far apart that her confidence immediately increased, and she used the "Wind and 
Fire Sword" of the Qingcheng School that she had already learned, plus the Kongtong Sword moves that 
Lian Feihong taught her through Yan Heng, the quick sword rushed towards the sword hand. The sword 
moves of both sects are of superior martial arts, with the force penetrating the tip of the sword and the 
angle accurate, and the sword hand is immediately overwhelmed. 


Since leaving home, this is the first time that Tong Jing can suppress her opponent as she pleases. It 
finally proves that her hard training over the past six months has paid off. She is overjoyed, her 
confidence has increased, and her swordsmanship has become faster and smoother. After two or three 
sword strikes, the swordsman will be struck. 


While the right hand saber of the man was busy in defending against the "Sword of Still Life", his left 
hand was raised strangely, and the broad sleeve of the five-colored colored dress was aimed at Tong 
Jing's chest. 


"Get out of the way! A hoarse voice shouted. At the same time, blades of light shot out from the 
doorway of the restaurant! 


After a period of intensive training, especially after Yan Heng had taught her the practice of the 
Qingcheng School's "Rain Watching Kung Fu", Tong Jing's vigilance was different from that of the old 
days, and she realized that the other party's body movements were a bit strange, but she hadn't yet 
been able to tell what they were, and only instinctively sidestepped and withdrew with her sword. 


The blade of light that flew out from the restaurant shot at the saber's left shoulder, and his left arm 
immediately moved sideways by a foot or so, followed by three points of dark light shot out from his 
sleeve, which only skimmed the side of Tong Jing's waist! 


--It was a sleeve arrow! 


Then there was a roar, and a figure flew out from the restaurant door. The swordsman was hit by a 
flying knife on his left shoulder. He was trying to raise the knife to face the flying figure. Before he could 
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raise it halfway, a thick black iron fan appeared. It had been smashed head-on, hitting the blade hard. 
The iron fan was so powerful that it forced the back of the knife into the opponent's door, causing his 
teeth to break and fly. The iron fan took advantage of the force and hit his head again, killing him 
instantly! 


Tong Jing was almost plotted by the other party's sleeve arrow, and she was in shock. She saw a white- 
haired figure already guarding her in front of her, and the folded iron fan in her hand was stained with 
blood. 


His favorite apprentice was almost eliminated. Mr. Feihong was still angry and kicked the swordsman's 
body away, just in time to hit another enemy who wanted to sneak attack Tong Jing from the side! 


The yellow-bearded leader who was riding on the horse was finally moved when he saw the power of 
Head Kongtong from across the formation. 


——He is such a master! How could it appear in a place like this? 


But this is not the time to ask questions. With a wave of his hand, he ordered his subordinates to attack! 


It was impossible for more than forty people in colorful colorful clothes to mount a siege in such a small 
place, so they all drew their weapons, jumped off their horses, and rushed forward! 


"Yan Heng, be careful of the hidden weapons!" Tong Jing shouted. 


The hidden weapons used by this group of the Dragon King's disciples were not fired by hand, but by 
hidden springs, so they only needed to aim at the target and there was no action to be found in the 
throwing of the darts, making them particularly treacherous and difficult to defend against! 


At this time, Yan Heng had already exchanged seven or eight moves with the white-faced man. Yan Heng 
was cautiously on guard, but the white-faced man did not use any tricks. He just used the powerful 
"Wudang Sword" to slash every time, forcing Yan Heng to fight him. Then he used the "Xingjian" 
footwork. Avoiding Yan Heng's pursuit and going back and forth several times was really not a tactic. 
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——Does he want to get help from his companions? 


Yan Heng thought to himself that he had read the opponent's mind, and immediately changed his left 
and right, using the thick "Tiger Piercing". He used all his strength to block the white-faced man's 
slashing sword, and used his strength to smash his long sword away. With his right hand, he "Dragon 
Thorn" and then take it straight to his heart! 


The "Dragon Thorn" is more than four feet long and is far more difficult to dodge than the short sword 
"Tiger Pi". The white-faced man received a hard cut with the sword in his hand, and his body froze 
slightly. He could no longer dodge with snake steps. He saw that the golden "Dragon Thorn" sword was 
pointing directly at his heart! 


Yan Heng's application of this tactic of changing moves from left to right was completely correct. 


But there were unexpected changes. 


Just as he was stabbing out the Dragon's Thorn with vigor, Yan Heng felt that the air in his chest was 
stifled. Things seemed to be shaking before his eyes. 


Although the "Dragon Thorn" has strong momentum, when it is thrust out, it only has half the usual 
speed and power! 


The white-faced man smiled. 


Yan Heng understood at this moment: Why did the enemy's sword vibrate with something like powdery 
mist every time they struck. 


--It was poison! 


This is White Face's tactic: he has been fighting Yan Heng's sword with the hard slashes of the Wudang 
Sword of Strength, in order to shake out the powder coated on his sword, spreading it into the air 
between the two of them, so that Yan Heng would inhale it without realizing it! 
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The powder used by the white-faced man is not poison (because he himself can inhale it), but an 
illusionary drug secretly made by the King of Bo Lung, called "Imitation of Immortality", which can make 
people's breathing and heartbeat turbulent after taking it, and give them all kinds of fantasies and 
hallucinations. Although the amount Yan Heng inhaled was small, it was still enough to make him 
breathless and dizzy. 


On the contrary, the white-faced man was already in the habit of inhaling this "Imitation of Immortal 
Powder", and after inhaling a few puffs of it, he showed a look of exuberance instead. He had been 
laying out many moves before launching his real counterattack. 


The force of Yan Heng's "Dragon Thorn" thrust was blocked, and the white-faced man saw the 
opportunity without any hesitation. He stepped forward and used the "Wudang Xingjian" to take Yan 
Heng's neck at a vicious angle! 


Yan Heng endured the dizziness, tried his best to raise his energy and danced the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords", interweaving a network of blades in front of him, and blocked the white- 
faced man's two stabbing moves one by one! 


The white-faced man showed no mercy when he gained the upper hand and suppressed Yan Heng's 
attack. The white-faced man's sword skills were originally slightly inferior to Yan Heng's, but Yan Heng 
was weakened by the drug and was at a disadvantage. 


However, Yan Heng had long been experienced in fighting under poison, and his fighting spirit was 
extremely tenacious, and he still defended his position with the power of his two swords. 


The white-faced man stabbed him diagonally with his sword again. Yan Heng used "Hu Pi" to block, and 
saw the white mist of "Imitation Immortal Powder" rising from the opponent's sword. Yan Heng quickly 
held his breath to avoid inhaling more, but this hindered his breathing and made him swing his sword 
even slower, let alone counterattack. 


It was not a good situation to be in if the fight went on for so long. 
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The white-faced man did not miss this opportunity. While he was stabbing with the sword, he put his 
left hand into a small pocket of the five-color floral dress, took out something, and then swung it at the 
side of Yan Heng's face! 


Yan Hengzhi raised "Hupi" to meet the thing to block it. There was a sound of metal clashing, but the 
object in the white-faced man's hand did not bounce away. Instead, it bent around the "Tiger Pi", and 
the front end was still swung towards Yan Heng's face! 


—-—lIt’s a soft weapon! 


Luckily, Yan Heng knew that this group of people were fond of using trickery and concealed weapons, so 
he was very cautious when he blocked, raising his Tiger's Path to the outside to block it, so that when 
the soft weapon came around, he was still able to side-step it in time! 


The soft soldier did not stop, but circled around and strangled the blade of the Tiger's Path. It was only 
then that he could see that it was a soft whip only the thickness of a finger, made of steel, with 
countless barbs and spikes on the front part of a foot or so, like the tail of a reptile. If the head of the 
whip were to strike Yan Heng's face, it would not only do great harm, but would also be difficult to get 
rid of by hooking onto his flesh! 


This strange steel whip entangled "Hu Pi", Yan Heng lost the power of his two swords, and became a 
single sword versus a single sword, making the situation even more unfavorable. 


The white-faced man smiled ferociously, and the sword technique in his hand once again turned into a 
hard-hitting "Wudang Shi Sword", pressing Yan Heng at close range. 


——You just keep holding your breath and fight me! How long can you last? 


At this time, the white-faced man felt someone attacking from the right rear! 


He made a quick decision, let go of the steel whip in his left hand, and flew back! 
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However, he saw that the ones attacking him were not enemies, but his own subordinates. 


——To be more precise, it’s the corpse of his subordinate! 


The corpse still held the two severed spear sections in both hands, with a deep and tragic knife mark on 
its body. It flew backwards and almost collided with the white-faced man! 


The white-faced man looked in the direction of the corpse in shock. 


He saw another arm with a colorful sleeve broken at the elbow, and the saber in his hand flew out of the 
air in a shower of blood! 


There was also an exaggeratedly long and curved saber. 


It turned out that Hu Linglan had already drawn her sword and charged into the enemy formation, and 
the figure in red was spinning among the crowd. Within the range of Nodachi's blade, blood spattered, 
and another person fell down with his throat covered. 


When the disciples of the Dragon King first saw Hu Linglan in the restaurant, they thought that she was 
just a juggler, and that the huge exotic saber was just a decoration! 


But it wasn't Hu Linglan who scared them the most. 


A martial arts disciple holding a shield and wielding a sword suddenly felt severe pain in his right 
shoulder. He looked sideways and saw a bird-like claw made of iron, gripping his shoulder bones and 
flesh, with a long iron chain attached to the end of the claw. 


Before he knew who the attacker was, a second wave of severe pain hit him again, and his body was 
involuntarily pulled off his feet and flew forward, slamming into his two companions. One of them was 
unable to dodge, and was even stabbed into the lower back by a single sword! 
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At the same time, Lian Feihong had let go of Feilao's iron chain, quickly pulled out the swords on his left 
and right waist, and charged into the enemy formation. 


His wrinkled face no longer had the usual cynical and naughty expression, it was as ferocious as a 
ferocious beast. 


When Lian Feihong had not yet taken over as the head of Kongtong and was not yet respectfully called 
"Sir", he had a nickname known only to locals in Liangzhou, Gansu: "Feng Suanni"(. 


[Note (1): "Suanni" is a ferocious and strange beast in Buddhist legends. It is one of the "Nine Sons of 
the Dragon" and is the mount of Manjushri Bodhisattva. It is also said that it is the lion of the Western 
Regions. J] 


—lIt is as fierce as the wind and sand on the plateau; it is as fierce as the lion in the Western Regions. 


The person who gave him this nickname was not a fellow martial artist, but a local horse thief. They 
witnessed this title with stacked corpses. 


Now, it is the turn of the disciples of the King of Arts here. 


Only to see Lian Feihong's hands as if each had a heart to command, the left hand scimitar arc big slash 
big chop, the right hand long sword like a snake strike shadowless straight stab, in the blink of an eye on 
the left and right sides of the fall of one person each. 


One of the men in front of him took advantage of the close proximity and raised his arm, again trying to 
attack Lian Feihong with a hidden weapon in his sleeve, but Lian Feihong's saber was thrown out of his 
hand a step earlier, slashing into his opponent's shoulder and neck, and the man fell on his back, the 
flying nails in his sleeve shooting into the air above him! 
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Lian Feihong's charge didn't stop, he stepped on this person's chest and ran forward. Before the other 
opponent could see what was happening, Lian Feihong's left fist, which was wearing an iron armor 
gauntlet, had already shattered his jaw! 


This was also the first time that Tong Jing saw Mr. Feihong take action with all his strength - she usually 
looked down upon him when she saw his ridiculous and funny behavior. But now she witnessed Lian 
Feihong's extraordinary strength and power, she really regarded him It is associated with the 
distinguished status of the head of the "Nine sects". 


—lIt turns out...he is so powerful... 


In just a few breaths of practicing Feihong, he used the Kongtong sect's "Eight Ultimate" martial arts 
skills: "Soul-Sending Flying Blade", "Black Leaf Fan", "Heart-Destroying Flying Lao", "Sun Lun Dao", and 
"Through-Arm Sword" And "Hua Zhan Beat", knocking down eight people in one breath. This rapid and 
continuous transformation of skills leaves the enemy defenseless, which is the essence of Kongtong 
Martial Arts! 


After the white-faced man avoided the corpses of his men, he wanted to fight Yan Heng again, who was 
hit by the medicine. However, he saw that Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong from the left and right sides of 
his formation were attacking so fast and fiercely. His face became paler and he hurriedly retreated 
behind the other disciples. 


This group of disciples of King Bo Longshu has been running rampant in Luling County for quite some 
time, and the government's military guards did not dare to do anything about it. Even if they 
encountered the "Seven Heroes of Southern Gansu" earlier to intervene, they could easily kill them. 
Unexpectedly, when he was about to come to the county town to search for business, he suddenly 
encountered such a rare master, and killed more than a dozen people in one fell swoop, which greatly 
shocked the morale of the army. 


There is still one person on the other side who has not taken action. 


Jing Li had been staring at the yellow-suited leader in the center of the enemy lineup, who was still on 
his horse. 
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The yellow-suited leader realized Jing Li's gaze and put his hands on the hilts of his swords on the left 
and right sides of his saddle. 


At this instant, Jing Li finally remembered where he had seen the strange runes on that wooden tablet: 


The tattoo on Gui Dan Lei's forehead. Very similar symbols. 


--This group of people is indeed related to the Wudang Sect! 


Jing Li lightly shouted, his long Japanese saber was already sheathed, and he rushed straight towards the 
center of the yellow leader! 


There were more than ten people between them, but Jing Li's unparalleled momentum, coupled with 
the fact that the blade in his hand was very similar to Hu Linglan's dreadful wild saber, the hearts of the 
disciples of the King of Arts were half cowed, and Jing Li immediately forced them to retreat in fear, 
opening up a passageway! 


The speed of Jing Li's attack was beyond the yellow bearded leader's expectation. He had only drawn his 
swords when he saw Jing Li was already less than a few feet in front of his horse! 


Jing Li jumped up and raised his saber, and with the force of his whole body, he slashed down at the top 
of the horse's head! 


The yellow bearded leader's swords were formed into a zigzag pattern, and he parried the sword's 
downward slash! 


Jing Li's saber was fully utilized, and the other party's two swords did not seem to be particularly heavy, 
so even if they did not break his head, they would certainly send the other party flying from the saddle. 


However, Jing Li did not feel the hard impact that he had expected. 
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Instead, he felt a strange sensation. 


He only saw that the yellow-suited leader's swords suddenly changed their position when they touched 
the Japanese saber, and made a diagonal arc, leading Jing Li's chopping Japanese saber to the side. 


Jing Li had seen this kind of swordplay once before. 


At Mount Qingcheng. Ye Chenyuan. 


--It was the " Introduction to rhe Void" of the Taiji Sword! 


However, Yellow Beard Leader's dual swords' power transformations were not as profound as Ye 
Chenyuan's, and since it was performed from the saddle, his waist could not rotate as freely as if he 
were standing on the ground, this "Tai Chi Sword" power transformations were not able to completely 
unload Jing Li's slashing sword. 


The yellow-bearded leader saw the sword slashing down diagonally, and even though it passed over his 
upper body, it was still about to hit his thigh. He reacted extremely quickly, and his swords turned from 
soft to strong, and halfway through, they became hard to withstand the Japanese sword. Using this 
reaction, With such force, his body broke away from the saddle and rolled sideways! 


Before the Japanese sword was finished, it struck the horse's back. The healthy horse that had lost its 
master neighed and fell to its knees! 


As soon as Jing Li hit the ground, he jumped away to avoid being kicked by the badly injured horse that 
fell to the ground. 


He was extremely surprised: he never expected that his first fight with the "Tai Chi Sword" would be ina 
place like this, with such an unknown bandit leader! 
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The yellow-bearded leader dodged the sword in embarrassment and knelt on the ground. Since he 
became an artist, has he ever suffered such a big loss in front of everyone? His face, which had always 
been cold, now turned red with anger. 


Although Jing Li was deeply surprised by his opponent's use of the "Tai Chi Sword", he had already 
assessed that his enemy's power of transforming energy was not yet pure, and was far inferior to Ye 
Chenyuan's. Even Soldier's Crow Road disciple, Shang Silang, had not yet reached the same level. 


--Good! Let me try to break the Tai Chi! 


Jing Li lifted up his Japanese saber which was stained with horse's blood, and pursued the yellow 
bearded leader again! 


Seeing that even the leader was knocked off his horse by his enemy's saber, their fighting spirit became 
even more disorganized. Jing Li's blood-stained saber was like the fangs of a ferocious beast in their 
eyes. 


Suddenly a strange and sharp whistle sounded. 


It was the white-faced man who had a small wooden whistle in his mouth, and he blew it with all his 
breath, the sound was extremely uncomfortable to Jing Li and the others. 


Jing Li saw that the large group of Dragon Warrior King's disciples in front of him had all changed their 
eyes with the sound of the whistle: the fear they had earlier disappeared in an instant, and was replaced 
by a kind of fervor. 


The yellow-bearded leader took a deep breath, and then called out a series of strangely pronounced 
sentences. His voice was originally very sharp, and the rhythmic cadence of his voice was even more 
demonic and evil. 


Jing Liand the others could not understand a single word. 
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--Jing Li guessed that this must be the pronunciation of those weird runes. 


When the disciples of the King of Arts heard this incantation, their faces were even more distorted with 
excitement, and many of them howled and surrounded Jing Li's five people violently! 


--These extreme reactions were the result of taking drugs for a long period of time and being hypnotized 
by the Dragon King's incantation, once activated by the special music and the incantation, they entered 
a state of forgetfulness and frenzy. 


They have forgotten the fear of powerful enemies. Just because there is a greater fear suppressing my 
heart: 


——Fight to the death with the enemy, and you may hope to reach paradise soon; escape without 
fighting, but you will have to face the terrifying punishment of King Wave Dragon! 


The more than thirty people swarmed forward. Although Jing Li and the other five people were stronger 
than them, they were temporarily distracted by this self-sacrifice siege. 


Yan Heng had not yet recovered from the ecstasy, and only felt his heart beating fast, but he relied on 
the time he had just spent to regulate his breathing, and then danced his Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword forward again, with his Dragon Thorns stabbing straight through, hitting one of the men in 
the throat first! 


The man was hit in the throat and neck, but he didn't give up. With his left hand, he pinched the blade 
of the Dragon's Spike, and with his right hand, he used the last of his strength to slash at Yan Heng head 
on! 


Yan Heng swung his Tiger's Blade diagonally, severing the other man's wrist and sending the saber 
flying; he then twisted his right hand, pulling the Dragon's Spine back, before the man collapsed in a 
fountain of blood. 


--The enemy who is so fearless of death is more than twice as formidable as before! 
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On the other hand, Hu Linglan swept a move "mountain yin", wild saber one strike cut two people, one 
chest rupture, one arm shoulder broken, they also do not die, desperately launch the body of the 
machine spring concealed weapon! 


Fortunately, Hu Linglan used a long knife and was some distance away from them, so she turned around 
in time to avoid them. The clump of thorn spikes shot from the cuff of one of them flew away and hit 
the disciple of the King of Arts next to Hu Linglan's right back, pockmarking his face, and his face turned 
black instantly! 


——tThese people have no scruples and use poisonous hidden weapons in places where their 
companions are densely packed. It’s really crazy! 


Even the experienced Jing Li and Lian Feihong couldn't help but be moved: Such a violent enemy, 
equipped with all kinds of poisonous and hidden weapons that are difficult to guard against, is really 
unprecedented! Although their martial arts skills were much higher than those of their opponents, they 
had to fight with caution. 


At the back of the chaos, the yellow-bearded leader and the white-faced man had already found their 
horses and jumped on them. 


The yellow-bearded leader called out another incantation, which stimulated his disciples to become 
even more frantic, and they pounced on Jing Li and the others, as if they were willing to use their bodies 
to eat the other party's sabers! 


The white-faced man immediately took out a wax pellet from the pocket of his five-colored colored robe 
and threw it at the top of his disciples, then immediately rode away with the yellow-bearded leader! 


Jing Li, seeing this, knew that this was not good and shouted: 


"Retreat!" 
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He, Yan Heng, and Hu Linglan were waving their swords in front of them to drive away the enemy, while 
retreating at full speed; Lian Feihong stretched out his hand to drag Tong Jing, and ran towards the rear 
without looking back - 


The wax pill hit one of the disciples of the King of Arts on the head, and it burst immediately, and a ball 
of cyan powder scattered in the air! 


The disciples of the King of Magic who were in the powder mist all had painful expressions on their 
faces. They stretched out their hands to pinch their throats and grabbed the places where the powder 
had been sprinkled with their other hands. Their fingers and nails were bleeding! 


A few horses were also affected by the poisonous powder, jumping wildly and foaming with blood. 


Jing Li knew that this was a poisonous substance, so he wielded his saber and led the people to avoid it, 
and only stopped when they were two blocks away. 


This time, even Jing Li was trembling with anger. Just now, the yellow bearded man and the white-faced 
man, in order to deal with them and to create a chance of escape, had first ordered their men to 
desperately stalk them, and then wanted to poison and kill the enemy and us together. Jing Li had been 
wandering overseas for many years and had encountered countless pirates and bandits, but he had 
never seen such vicious and ruthless methods. 


Yan Heng relaxed a little, he bent down and spat out all the food he had just eaten. 


"He was so worried that he asked, "Are you alright? Jing Li asked worriedly, he was afraid that Yan Heng 
had also been poisoned. 


"NO... nothing ...... "Yan Heng wiped his mouth. After he threw up, the power of the "Imitation of 
Immortal Powder" drug dispersed, and he was much more awake. Jing Li was relieved to see that his 
face had regained its color. 


At this time, Yan Heng took out the sweat towel from his waist and wrapped it around his mouth and 
nose. 
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——This blue sweat scarf with embroidery of flying birds was what Aunt Wang gave him when he left 
Chengdu to thank him for upholding justice. 


"What?" Tong Jing asked. 


Yan Heng tied up the sweat scarf and said through the cloth, "Of course | want to chase those two 
beasts!" 


The anger in Yan Heng's eyes when he said this was even more intense than when he was fighting 
against the Ma Pai Gang in Chengdu. 


It had only been less than an hour since he arrived in Luling, but he was suddenly involved in sucha 
bloody storm, and faced such a strange and cold-blooded enemy. At this moment, Yan Heng was able to 
overcome the tension and confusion in his heart. 


Just because there was another stronger emotion filling his heart. 


Hatred of "evil". 


Jing Li, Hu Linglan, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing looked at each other and felt connected. 


They took out the cloths they carried and covered their faces while running back to the square. 


They saw that most of the disciples of the King of Surgery had been poisoned and collapsed, most of 
them were motionless, while some of them were lying down and convulsing uncontrollably. The 
poisonous powder of this small wax pill had already killed more than twenty people, and the intensity of 
the poison could be imagined. 
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Earlier from the streets and alleys of the crowd of those like zombies, at the moment there are more 
than ten appeared, like crazy to turn over those corpses on the ground, there are a few hands stained 
with the poisonous powder on the corpse, miserable screams, not for a moment also collapsed. 


"Don't!" Yan Heng wanted to go forward to stop the others from dying, but Jing Li stopped him. 


"No. You'll be poisoned too! You will be poisoned too!" Jing Li shook his head. Seeing such a miserable 
scene, he thought of the unimaginable consequences if he was also entangled in it. It was really a hair's 
breadth away, and even he, who had been through a lot of battles, couldn't help but break out in a cold 
sweat. 


Finally, one of the "zombies" found a small purple-colored paper bag from the pocket of the corpse, his 
face immediately became excited, and his trembling fingers anxiously wanted to open the paper bag. 
When the other zombies saw it, they immediately rushed forward to grab it, and several of them 
frantically slugged it out for a small paper packet of unknown origin, making a mess. 


--They kept begging "Give me, give me" before, but this is what they wanted. 


There were also three lucky disciples of the Surgery King who had not been poisoned. Originally, they 
were at a loss as to what to do when they looked at the dead and wounded companions on the ground, 
but as soon as they saw Jing Li and the others returning, they immediately pulled out their legs and fled - 
it seemed that the crazy effect of the spell hypnosis had already disappeared. 


Lian Feihong pulled out his flying saber from behind his back and threw it at the foot of one of them, the 
blade of the saber hit the calf, and the disciple of the Surgery King fell down with a cry. 


Lian Feihong ran up to him and swung his left iron fist lightly, hitting him in the back of the head and 
knocking him out. At the same time, the other two disciples of the King of Arts fled far away, Jing Li 
ignored them. 


"Keep this one and interrogate him later." Lian Feihong said. Jing Xi nodded, thinking that it was indeed 
Lao Jianghu. 
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They found some horses by the square, immediately mounted them and chased after the two villains to 
the north. 


Lian Feihong, who is the best rider, took the lead and led the people to gallop out of the county gate and 
continued to chase them along the road. 


While Lian Feihong was riding, his eyes looked at the ground from time to time. There was a pile of 
chaotic hoofprints on the road, all left behind by the Dragon Warrior King's group when they entered 
the city earlier. Lian Feihong has rich experience in traveling and chasing horse thieves in the highlands, 
coupled with the uniquely sharp eyes of a martial artist, he was able to see in the chaotic hoofprints the 
traces of the other party's two riders fleeing from the city, and thus was able to catch up with them all 
the way. 


After walking for a long time, we came to a fork in the road, but we saw two horses stopping at the 
road. At a glance, the saddles of the horses were decorated with the horses of the disciples of the 
Dragon King. 


"Good guys." Lian Feihong said, cutting his teeth under the scarf. These two leaders are really 
something. They even abandoned their horses to hide their whereabouts. 


There seemed to be something between the tangled grass next to the horse. Looking closer, he saw a 
man crouching in it. 


Yan Heng was about to get off his horse and take a look, but was stopped by Jing Li's wave. 


Jing Li got off the saddle and walked away. He stopped a few steps away from the man and patted him 
with the back of his Japanese sword. The man didn't react. 


Jing Li took a closer look at the man, dressed as a woodcutter. There was a blood-stained wound 
between his shoulder and neck. It was very deep. He could imagine that the killer was riding a horse and 
sprinting to strike. 
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Jing Li noticed in particular that there was a little powder attached to the shirt on the back of the corpse, 
which faintly reflected phosphorescence under the sun. It seemed that poison powder had been 
sprinkled on it again. 


——In order to cover up their whereabouts, those two guys casually killed the woodcutter who was 
passing by and turned the corpse into a trap to intercept the pursuers! 


- This is not crazy. But absolutely calculated and cold-blooded. 


Jing Li wiped the Japanese saber that had touched the corpse with a blade of wild grass, and once again 
mounted the saddle. 


"They used their legs to run, so they must not have gone far! Let's split up and chase them!" Yan Heng's 
eyes became even more angry when he saw another innocent body. 


"Jing, you go with Mr. Fei Hong and Lan to that end! Be careful!" Jing Li instructed decisively, and then 
set off with Yan Heng towards the eastern fork in the road. 


——He decided to divide his troops like this after considering the distribution of strength. The two 
enemies were both weak in martial arts, especially the yellow-bearded leader with the "Tai Chi" sword 
skill, so he had to be careful. 


Lian Feihong, Hu Linglan and Tong Jing didn't say a word and chased towards the west. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng were galloping together. At this time, they slowed down their horses slightly and 
paid attention to the movements around the roadside. 


Yan Heng was looking around, praying that he would not see any more innocent passers-by who would 
be killed by those two ferocious beasts. 
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Jing Li, on the other hand, looked at the terrain along the roadside, while thinking: There are many hills 
and forests here, if they escape into the deep hiding place, we are not familiar with the terrain, it is 
really slim to find them ....... 


"Brother Jing ...... Are these people really Wudang?" 


"Even if they are not real Wudang disciples, they must have a deep connection with Wudang. The leader 
who fought against my saber just now must have used the "Tai Chi Sword", there's no mistaking it." 


"The sword style of the one who fought with me is also Wudang's. ...... "Yan Heng frowned, "But we 
have met so many Wudang disciples before, and none of them have used poison. In Xi'an, there was 
indeed a Wudang concealed weapon expert, but he didn't use a machine to shoot, but real kung fu. ...... 


This group of people doesn't look like the style of the Wudang sect at all. ...... 


Jing Li also nodded in agreement. In order to prove that they are invincible, the Wudang School has 
been using ruthless tactics, but they have not gone so far as to kill their enemies by hook or by crook. 
The use of poisons is beyond the scope of martial arts, and is not the kind of power that the Wudang 
Sect pursues. 


"Also, they call themselves the disciples of the 'King of Dragon Warriors’ ...... "Yan Heng added, "This is a 
strange title, as if it were the honorary title of some sect. But I've obviously heard people say that the 


Wudang Sect gave up cultivation more than twenty years ago. ...... 


Jing Li's brows lifted as he heard this, and he suddenly realized. 


"Do you remember the wooden plaque hanging on the flagpole with the corpse? You and | have seen 
those strange words..." Jing Li said, "| remember. It's the tattoo on the forehead of the Wudang boxer 
Gui Danlei. . 


Yan Heng also immediately remembered where he had seen similar runes like that. 


——On the face of Master Killer’s enemy Ye Chenyuan. Those two lines of tattoos under the eyes. 
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"It's the Object Shift Cult." Jing Li concluded, "They are all using the evil techniques of the Object Shift 
Cult." 


The two of them galloped for a while, and then they saw a group of people appearing in the distance 
ahead of the road. 


"Handle with caution." Jing Li raised the Japanese sword in his right hand: "Try not to get into a close 
fight with the opponent. Beware of any strange movements." 


Yan Heng nodded and pulled out the "Still Life Sword" from his waist this time. To deal with these 
enemies who are constantly scheming, it is safer to charge on horseback. The blade of the "Still Life 
Sword" is wider than the "Dragon Thorn" and is more suitable for slashing on horseback. 


Yan Heng had only learned to ride a horse for half a year, and he had never practiced horse fighting 
skills. But after these days, he has understood one truth: fighting means to respond to any situation on 
the fly. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng urged their horses to speed up at the same time, leaning forward slightly with their 
upper bodies, already in the posture of charging towards the enemy formation. 


The swift wind swept past their raised weapons. 


The crowds of people on the other side of the road also reflected metallic light spots. It can be seen that 
the other party is alert and has drawn his weapon. 


"That's wrong." Jing Li noticed something was wrong at this moment. The Japanese sword hangs down. 


Only from this distance could it be seen: there was a carriage in the middle of the procession. 


Jing Liand his men got closer and realized that apart from the cart, there were only five or six riders on 
the other side, all of whom had dismounted from their horses and were holding their blades, standing 
on both sides of the cart, in a formation that seemed to be protecting the cart. 
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More importantly, these people were not wearing the colorful robes of the disciples of King Bolong. 


Yan Heng also lowered his sword, and together with Jing Li, slowed his horse and stopped a dozen paces 
away from the other side. 


Now it is clearer: these six people guarding the car are all dressed like Confucian scholars, and the 
swords they hold in their hands seem to be more of decorations than battlefield items, so it seems that 
they are not martial artists or jianghu practitioners. Strangely enough, these six people stood fearlessly 
with their swords, and although their style was nothing to look at, their posture and demeanor exuded 
an aura of uprightness and austerity. 


"Where are the bandits from?" One of the older scribes among the six people shouted, "How dare you 
rob on the way in broad daylight, treating the king's law as if it is nothing? 


Jing Li laughed bitterly. Only now did he realize that Yan Heng and himself were still wearing cloth 
scarves over their faces, so it was no wonder that they were misunderstood by the other party. The two 
of them immediately pulled off their scarves and jumped down from their horses. Yan Heng took the 
Still Life Sword back into its scabbard, and Jing Li's Japanese saber was still sheathed in the county town, 
so he had to put it behind his arm. 


"Stop!" The scribe warned again, "Do you know who is on the cart? Don't be disruptive!" 


"You are mistaken!" Yan Heng hurriedly defended himself, "We are not thieves! We are chasing a thief!" 


The six of them looked them up and down, but seeing Jing Li's strange clothes, his wild braided hair, and 
his undershirt revealing two huge shoulders covered with flower tattoos, they could not be trusted. 


"Can you fool us with such lies?" Another younger scribe said. Another younger scribe sneered and said, 
"You are all covered with murderous weapons, you are not a good citizen even if you look at it 
horizontally or vertically!" 
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Jing Li heard the other side say that the person sitting on the carriage was not an ordinary person, but 
the carriage was very small, with no decoration and pulled by a thin horse, it did not look like the seat of 
a high official and a nobleman. 


At this impasse, the carriage's bamboo curtain opened from the inside, and a man stepped out with his 
sword. 


Getting out of the car is a Confucian in his early forties, with a gauze crown and a neatly combed beard, 
except for the sword, the dress is completely a teacher's appearance. His face and body were thin and 
lean, his features were very ordinary, and he did not have much of an appearance at first glance. 


With his sword in both hands behind his waist, he took a few steps forward towards Jing Li and Yan 
Heng. 


"Sir!" The scribes at the back hurried to stop him, but the Confucian raised a hand to stop them. He 
stood still and stared carefully at Jing Li and Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng only found it strange: the appearance of this Confucianist was very ordinary, and he was 
definitely not a martial arts master; however, when he stood there and met his eyes, Yan Heng felt that 
this person had a full-bodied demeanor, which made him feel convinced involuntarily. This kind of aura 
was not as overbearing as that of Master He Zisheng, nor was it as arrogant as Yao Lianzhou's, but the 
abundance of energy reminded Yan Heng of the two of them. 


Jing Li felt similarly. He was quite surprised: this was the first person in the world who could give him 
such an impression and was not a martial artist. 


The Confucian looked at both of them for a while and smiled. 


"| believe them." The Confucian said slowly. 


It was just a stranger they had just met. After saying such a thing, the two of them did not know how to 
explain it, but they felt very relieved. 
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Usually in this kind of misunderstanding, Jing Li would not be able to help but say a few frivolous words 
to test the other party. At this moment, he was unusually serious and bowed his fist to the Confucian 
scholar. 


"lama martial artist from Quanzhou, Fujian, my name is Jing Li. This partner is Yan Heng, a disciple of 
the Sichuan Qingcheng Sect." With his head hanging down, he saluted and asked, "May | know your 
name, sir?" 


The Confucian's smile turned into a full-faced laugh. However, after seeing them for a few times, he 
seemed to have developed a good impression of Jing Liand Yan Heng, and waved his hand to the 
disciples behind him to take back their swords. 


"lam Wang Shouren of Zhejiang Province, my courtesy name is Bo'an and my nickname is Yangming." 


OOOO 


More than 400 years later, in Satsuma, the ancestral home of Shimazu Toraran, Togo Heihachiro, a 
famous general of the Japanese Navy and known as the "God of War" and "Nelson of the East" was 
born. He carries with him a famous square seal with seven characters engraved on it: 


"Bow your head and worship Yangming throughout your life" 


OOOO 


This is obviously a Buddhist temple, but it doesn't give people the slightest sense of peace. 


It was dark inside the Zen room, and the windows on both sides were covered by banners with strange 
mantras written on them. It was difficult to tell whether it was day or night. A few red candles were lit in 
the room, giving it a mysterious and eerie atmosphere. 
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A figure sat up from the bed. The candlelight reflected his shaved head, but there was no monk's ring 
scar onit. The man sat on the edge of the bed with his head lowered and his forehead resting on his 
hands, as if he was still awake. 


There was another figure squirming on the bed, and it was vaguely visible that it was a naked woman. 


The man sat for a while before standing up, picking up a five-color robe and putting it on himself. He 
was astonishingly tall, and when he stood upright, his head seemed to be almost touching the roof 
beams. His frame was extremely large, but very thin. 


The man walked to a table that looked like a temple altar. There was a burning incense burner on the 
table, as well as a pottery statue with a goat's head and human body. 


There was a wooden bucket nearby. The man stretched out his broad palm, picked up the water ladle 
floating on the bucket, scooped up a ladle of cold water, and drank it all. 


He found a paper packet among the piles of miscellaneous items and opened it. Inside were dozens of 
tiny red pills. He picked out seven and put them in his mouth, drank them with a ladle of water, and let 
out a sigh of satisfaction. 


It was only now, under the light of the candles, that we could see his peculiar appearance: his face was 
unusually thin, which made his eyes, which were already unusually large and bulging, even larger and 
frightening, as if they would roll out of their sockets at any moment; a pair of huge ears were almost at a 
right angle to his head, which were full of curved gold and silver earrings; there were three greenish- 
black marks on his left cheek, which at a glance looked as if he had been scratched by some fierce 
animal, but at a closer look they were three lines of fine incantation tattoos. 


The man's hands were clasped together, his mouth was opening and closing up and down, and his voice 
was inaudible. 


What he recited was not a Buddhist sutra, but a mantra that few people in the world understood. 
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Although he recited it very quietly, the movements of his mouth were exaggerated. The muscles on his 
face were twisted and stretched every time he recited a word, as if he had exhausted all his strength. 


After chanting the mantra for a while, he stopped, pondered for a while, and then took out a large, long 
and flat brocade box from under several tables. 


The brocade box is opened. Inside was a neatly folded robe, a bit like a Taoist priest's uniform. It looked 
a little worn and had been worn for quite some time. There is another silver-white sword pressed 
against the clothes. 


The robe is brown. 


There is a Tai Chi yin and yang pattern embroidered on the left chest. 


With a nostalgic look in his eyes, the man stretched out his finger to gently touch the Tai Chi mark. 


He had put in a lot of blood and sweat to get this piece of clothing and this mark; everything he had 
today started from them. 


--Strong power should be exchanged for the greatest happiness in the world. To satisfy all desires with 
abandon. 


--This is what it means to be truly invincible. 


He has always firmly believed in this teaching and followed it faithfully. 


Because these words came from the most respected person in his life. 


The man who should have been the head of Wudang. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 63 Volume 6: The World of Chivalry 
Postscript 


Starting from this volume, the story of "Poetry of Martial Arts Madness" has entered another stage. The 
focus has gradually shifted from simply writing about "martial arts" to a stage that emphasizes "chivalry" 
and will also focus more on the mentality and relationships of the characters. | think readers will 
naturally understand why it is arranged in this way, so | won’t give any unnecessary explanation here. 


When writing long-form serial works, some people will think from a purely computational perspective: 
since a plot writing method is accepted by readers, they will continue to "increase" writing until readers 
start to get tired of reading it, and then think about how to change it. | personally don’t like this idea. | 
don’t want to wait until the moves become old before hastily changing the moves, which will hinder the 
transformation and growth of the long story. The author should lead the readers. 


Are there risks to this persistence? There must be, and it's not small. But creation is inherently a 
constant adventure. Yes, it is safer to stick to the existing results; but | firmly believe that if it were Jing 
Li, he would not take this path. 


OOOO 


Suzuki Kaito in the Japanese drama "Beachboys" said a very interesting line: "Everything you do in life, 
none of it is useless." 


| started learning martial arts when | was a teenager, without any thought that it would have any major 
impact on my later life. After publishing "Poems of Martial Arts Madness", | did a lot of publicity and 
interviews, and found out that the media and the public are so interested in a "martial arts novel writer 
who practices martial arts", which is really unexpected. 


Because of this little foundation in martial arts, | recently got the opportunity to make a TV show: | was 
chosen by Radio Television Hong Kong to shoot their documentary series "Kung Fu Legend". Being the 
host of a martial arts program is an experience | have never thought of before. 


| don’t know whether it was a deliberate choice by the producer or it was just a coincidence that the 
theme of that episode that | was responsible for was the most powerful martial art that has been 
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written many times in "The Poetry of Martial Arts" - Tai Chi. | hope what | saw, heard and experienced 
this time will help me write better in the future. 


Filming this show has a lot of action, so of course it was hard work, but the whole process was very 
enjoyable. Not only did | meet a lot of new martial arts friends, but | also got a taste of what it's like to 
be an action actor - to be honest, | have never been a martial arts actor before. It’s not something | 
haven’t imagined (laughs). 


Sometimes my shoulders and neck become stiff after being thrown by my opponent, but knowing that | 
have completed a set of fights that look good in front of the camera, the excitement is enough to 
outweigh the pain. Another host of the same show, Li Jia, also said similar things. Maybe people who 
like to practice martial arts have some masochistic elements in their bodies? 


But after all, | am not young, and this is probably the only and last time | have the opportunity to do 
such a program. It is a very precious and unforgettable experience. 


OOOO 


This volume of "Poems of Martial Arts Madness" will welcome the second Hong Kong Book Fair since the 
series was launched. Just thinking about it makes me excited. 


The things that have happened to me and the things | have done in the past two years seem to be 
several times greater than before. 


But no matter what | did or what happened, one thing remains clear and unchanged: my "first identity" 
is still a novel writer. 


Qiao Jingfu 


June 19, 2010 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 64 


Volume 7 The Night Battle of Luling Introduction 


Scholars must be ambitious and have a long way to go. Isn't it important to be benevolent as one's own 
responsibility? 


Isn't it just a matter of time before death? 


——"The Analects of Confucius:Tabo No. 8" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 66 Chapter 1: The King of Bo Long 
Technique 


Thousands of years ago in the Han Dynasty, the Taoist Heavenly Master Zhang Daoling decreed 365 
famous mountains in the world, one of which was Qingyuan Mountain located outside the southeast of 
Luling County today. 


Qingyuan Mountain has unique scenery, with secluded streams and springs everywhere, strange peaks 
and dangerous gorges, and breathtaking aura. It has been an important Buddhist town since the Tang 
Dynasty. The most magnificent "Jingju Temple" is the most famous temple in Jiangxi. 


At this moment, there were two figures rushing up the road at the northern foot of Qingyuan Mountain. 


The two of them were wearing layers of strange robes made of colorful miscellaneous fabrics. They 
carried long swords that swayed as they ran. The tail of their scabbards knocked on the stone steps of 
the mountain road from time to time, and the sound they made echoed in the mountains and forests. 


They were not taking the road to Jingju Temple, but to another Buddhist temple on the mountain. The 
scale of this temple is much smaller than that of "Jingju Temple", and the terrain is very dangerous. It is 
hidden deep in the mountains and gorges, and can only be accessed by a narrow road in the west. There 
are towering ancient trees on both sides of the mountain road and in the surrounding valleys. It is still 
dark and gloomy at noon, and surrounded by mountain fog, there is an ethereal and mysterious 
atmosphere. 


These two leaders under the throne of Wave Dragon Technique had just escaped the pursuit of Jing Li 
and others in Luling County. Most of their previous extremely vicious aura had been lost, and they 
looked like bereaved dogs when they ran away. 


"Wait...wait a minute!" The young white-faced man Han Sidao stopped and sat down on the stone steps. 


In order to escape pursuit, they abandoned their horses and had traveled several miles. Han Sidao 
panted, his face paler than before, as if he was sick. 
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Erhan, who had a yellow beard on his face, stopped and looked down at his companions coldly with his 
eyes like dead fish. Erhan's breathing was only slightly rapid, and his physical strength was obviously 
better than that of Han Sidao, who was more than ten years younger than him. 


Han Sidao rummaged among the many pockets of his five-color robe and took out a small paper bag. 
When he opened it, he found a small pile of white powder. It was the "imitation medicine" he used to 
plot against Yan Heng in the previous competition in Luling County. Immortal powder". 


Han Sidao stretched out the particularly long tail nail of his left hand, picked up some white powder and 
stretched it to the bottom of his nose. He deeply inhaled the "Fake Imitation Powder" and then closed 
his eyes. His body shook violently for a few times before some color returned to his face. 


Erhan took advantage of this moment to sort out the pair of ancient swords stuck in his waist - they 
were taken from him two years ago when he led his Shuwang followers to brutally kill a Xianglong sect 
swordsman from Changsha Prefecture. 


"| advised you not to eat so much. If you continue like this, your body will collapse." Erhan shook his 
head and sighed. 


Han Sidao squinted his sinister eyes, looking very much enjoying the "imitation fairy powder". He just 
smiled disdainfully: "The King of Arts didn't care about me, so why do you?" He snorted coldly, wiped his 
runny nose, and said : "Didn't you dismount the enemy with a knife?" 


Orhan's lifeless eyes instantly revealed murderous intent, and he held the sword hilts at his waist with 
both hands. 


Han Sidao jumped up in fear and said with a guilty conscience: "If you still have the strength, why not 
think about how to apologize to the king of magic first!" 


Han Sidao's palms holding the hilt of the sword were sweating - he knew that Erhan was far stronger 
than him. 
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As soon as he heard the other party's words and thought of the loss of fifty Shu King disciples in the 
county, Erhan's profound face with blood from the Western Regions was shocked, and his murderous 
intent was suddenly suppressed by fear. His eyes looked lifeless, and he let go of the sword hilt with 
both hands. 


"Don't think that | am the 'right protector of the flag’. You, the deputy, can blame everything on me." 
Erhan said as he stepped forward and continued to climb the stone steps of the mountain road. "Don't 
forget, you spread that ‘cloud phosphorus kill’ with your own hands." 


The two of them went deeper into the gorge, and the air in the forest seemed to be getting heavier and 
heavier. On the tree trunks beside the road, there are small objects hanging with nails everywhere. 
Some are bamboo signs engraved with runes, some are cloth strips with spells written on them, and 
there are also rough wood carvings in the shape of humans or birds and beasts. They all seem to be used 
for casting spells. The surrounding atmosphere seemed even more strange. 


Finally we arrived at a mountain gate. The four characters "Qinglian Temple" originally engraved on the 
top of the gate had long been dug out. The wooden couplets on the two doorposts had also been 
chipped away with knives and axes, and a pair of "Qinglian Temple" written with curves were hung 
instead. Runes, red flags that have faded due to rain. 


After passing the mountain gate, "Qinglian Temple" is already in sight. The two-story temple is half 
hidden in the depths of the gorge. At first glance, it looks a bit like a cottage fortress. There are cliffs on 
three sides behind the temple, and there is a stream in front, with only a wooden bridge to cross it. 


The Buddhist temple, which is supposed to give people a sense of peace and solemnity, has a gloomy 
atmosphere for some reason. 


After crossing the "Cause and Effect Bridge", there is an open space in front of the temple, which is very 
deserted at the moment. 


At first glance, one might think that it is a stone statue of Ksitigarbha, but upon closer inspection, one 
realizes that it is actually the body of a monk, sitting in a meditative posture, with the flesh and robe of 
his body decaying due to the mist and humidity of the mountains, revealing gray bones, and worms 
burrowing in and out of the empty eye sockets. 
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——It is none other than the original abbot of "Qinglian Temple", Master Jue'en. 


"The plaque on top of the main entrance of the Ching Lin Monastery has been lost somewhere. The 
door, pillars and walls of the temple were densely covered with incantations and paper charms, all 
painted in red lacquer as bright as blood. The incantations were written in a rapid and scribbling 
manner, and the paint was scattered, as if the person who wrote them was in some kind of ecstasy or 
disorder. 


The sea of blood-red incantations seemed to have drowned and swallowed the entire temple. 


Erhan and Han Sidao stopped in front of the temple gate and looked at each other. Han Sidao stretched 
out his hand and froze in the air, hesitating whether to open the door. Erhan clutched his yellow beard 
uneasily, his expression heavy. 


Unquenchable fear. 


They were afraid, certainly not because of all the ghastly sights. 


But after losing so many people, he had to go in and face the man in the temple. 


——A person who every time you see him, you don’t know how much more you can breathe. 


OOOO 


It is difficult to tell the difference between day and night in the depths of the cave, but there are about a 
dozen torches stuck on the stone walls on both sides, illuminating the cave as if it is ever daylight. 


The flames combined with the heavy, motionless air made the cave extremely hot and stuffy. A man was 
naked and working hard. 
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If his hair and beard hadn't been gray, he would have given the impression that he was a young man. His 
exposed chest and back muscles were as strong as steel bars, with deep and distinct textures. The left 
and right sides of the old man's body are quite asymmetrical in thickness, and some parts of his body 
are unusually developed. This muscular shape is obviously caused by doing some kind of monotonous 
operation work for a long time. 


On the ground in front of the old man, there were more than thirty stones neatly arranged in a row, 
each with different colors and textures, and none of them were unique to the cave. 


——lf an expert touches these stones, he can even distinguish the quality of each stone, whether it is 
thick or thin, soft or hard. 


The old man was holding one of the stones in his hand, dipped it in the water from the barrel, pressed it 
onto the blade of a single knife, and sharpened it step by step at a very precise angle. 


After sharpening for a while, the old man would draw the knife, point the tip of the knife at the firelight 
of the stone wall, close one eye and examine it carefully, and then resume sharpening after a while. 


The old man was extremely focused and kept half-kneeling on the ground, completely forgetting about 
his sore legs. Both of his legs and ankles were shackled with iron shackles, and the chains were 
connected to the cave wall. 


He was always concentrating on sharpening the knife, as if completely ignoring the reality of being 
chained like a domestic animal. 


In his eyes and heart, only the lines of the blade remained. 


When the old man moved to the fifth whetstone, a black shadow appeared on the cave wall. 


The shadow remained motionless, as if it had been watching the old man sharpen his knife. When the 
old man replaced another stone, he noticed the existence of the shadow. He stopped. 
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"How's this saber?" the shadow said. His voice was muffled by the reverberations of the cave walls. 


"Not bad." The old man wiped the sweat from his forehead, put the stone down, and raised a single 
sword to inspect it from all angles: "The material and caster are both above average. The balance is 
good. There are only a few flaws." He pointed to the middle of the blade: "This is a weak point. If it 

comes into contact with heavy weapons or armor, there is a risk of breaking. But it's not serious." 


The old man lowered his sword, sighed and said, "But it's much worse than your sword." 


The shadow shrugged. "In what way?" 


When the old man thought of the sword, his face tightened and he closed his eyes and remained silent. 


When he was caught here more than half a year ago, the old man was determined not to sharpen his 
sword for these people even if he died - it was because of him that this group of guys who were more 
terrifying than thieves were lured to Luling. 


— —l1lam the one who harmed the people in this place... 


But when the owner of the shadow handed the sword to him, the old man couldn't bear it anymore. 
That cold steel is the meaning of his life. To look at a good sword and not pick up the whetstone is to 
refuse to be himself. That's worse than death. 


It took him three months to sharpen that sword. 


The old man hasn't answered the question yet. The tall, bald figure was waiting. 


"It's ‘gi'." 


"Sword Qi?" Shadow smiled: "| don't believe there is such a thing." 
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"It's just my name. You can call it whatever you want." The old man said, "Anyway, it's something that's 
not easy to see." 


"Where did it come from?" 


"It originally came from the heart of the forger. When he was forging it, he thought about what kind of 
sword he wanted to create, and those thoughts were inevitably concentrated in the steel." 


The old man stretched out his finger and touched the edge of the knife. Although it has not been 
completely sharpened, the blade is already extremely sharp, but his fingers gently slid over it without 
any damage due to its extremely delicate and sensitive touch. 


"Then there are people who use swords. The thoughts accumulated over time will also be added to the 
sword and change its appearance." The old man was silent for a while and then added: "Of course, the 
more people you kill, the stronger the thoughts will be. " 


Shadow nodded slightly in agreement. 


When the old man saw the shadow master's sword for the first time that day, he could tell that many 
people had died under the sword. The whole sword faintly exudes an evil aura. 


But the forged appearance of the sword itself showed an extremely simple and sincere pursuit, as pure 
as ice and snow. 


The old man knew where this pure sharpness came from - he could tell at a glance that it was a Wudang 
sword from its shape. 


It was the combination of these two extremes that attracted the old man so much that he could not 
resist the urge to rub it. 
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--Through the sword, he felt the fear of his master more deeply. 


Shadow was very satisfied after hearing the old man's explanation. 


"What do you need? Just ask. Food, drink, or a woman. Or do you want me to find a living person to test 
the knife for you?" 


The old man shook his head and refused. He already felt guilty for sharpening his sword for such a 
person. Working like an ascetic in a cave like this also feels a bit like self-punishment. 


——He knew that he had become this man's proud toy and would never be free again until he died. 


The shadow turned around and slowly retreated towards the entrance of the cave. 


At this time, the old man spoke again: "There is something | haven't said yet." 


"What is it?" 


"That sword." The old man knew that he might be killed, but he couldn't restrain himself: "I can feel it. 
You are not its real owner, are you?" 


Shadow's back trembled. 


"Yes." After a long silence, the shadow nodded and admitted, "| am keeping it for the person | respect 
the most." 


"No wonder." The old man said decisively: "Even you are not strong enough to control that sword." 


After he finished speaking, he closed his eyes, ready to let his head fall off at any time. 


1109 


The shadow didn't seem to be angry, but stood silently for a while before disappearing from the cave 
wall. 


The old man felt a slight sense of victory, picked up the stone, and began to sharpen the knife again. 


OOOO 


A statue of Buddha with his head cut off. Under the light of lights and candles, it looked even more 
miserable. 


The tables, cups, and plates in the temple were all in a mess. There were huge plates of meat that could 
not be finished, and there were more than a dozen kinds of wine. There are also many pill pills scattered 
among the tables. 


A slender hand covered with black and blue tattoos picked up a chicken leg, put it between her red lips 
and bit it. 


It was a woman who appeared to be about thirty years old and quite tall. She was wearing the same 
five-color miscellaneous cloth robe as Erhan and others, but the difference was that it was tightly 
gathered in every place, showing off her breasts and slim waist. The left side was opened from the 
shoulder, exposing a whole arm. , covered with mantra tattoos from shoulders to back of hands. 


The woman's thin face is full of charm, and her long eyes are beautiful, but they reveal the cruelty of a 
carnivore. The snow-white complexion has a hint of unhealthy feeling. 


She carried a large knife across her waist. The blade could not be seen, but the leather scabbard was 
very wide. There was a strand of red tassel hanging at the end of the handle. Upon closer inspection, it 
turned out to be made of human hair and stained with blood. 


After the woman finished eating the chicken legs, she threw the bones away, smiled with her big front 
teeth like a rabbit, and stared at Erhan and Han Sidao who were standing in the Buddhist hall. 
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"Fifty people, all lost?" She sneered: "There are also fifty horses! How much do you think they are 
worth? Huh, you are finished this time." 


Erhan remained expressionless as usual, but his turban was soaked with sweat from his forehead. Han 
Sideo stared at the gloating woman with hatred, gritted his teeth and said, "Mother, you are not 
allowed to speak here..." But his voice was obviously lower than usual. 


Although Han Sidao was ruthless and vicious, this woman was not afraid of him at all. She half-covered 
her lips and laughed, while the golden hairpin with orbs on her head was trembling. 


——Of course she is not afraid. When Huo Yaohua, the female thief who roamed between Jing and 
Hunan, first became famous for killing, this boy was still wetting his bed. 


In a dark corner of the Buddhist hall, another figure stood motionless. 


He was a burly middle-aged man with several scars on his face, especially the one from the right 
forehead to the corner of his eye that was the most shocking. This wound almost destroyed his right 
eye. The eyelids covered with scars were drooped, giving the impression that he was not awake, but the 
pupils underneath were shining brightly. 


This man was not wearing five-colored clothes, but a black robe. Hanging from the belt is a pair of short, 
curved and pointed blades shaped like animal teeth. There is an iron ring on the handle, and a long chain 
is attached to it, surrounding the waist. 


The man in black had been leaning in the corner silently, as if he had merged with the shadows. 


Huo Yaohua found a bunch of pills between the cups and plates on the table, picked up two of them, 
threw them into her mouth like a child eating candy, and then swallowed them with a sip of wine. Her 
cheeks suddenly appeared red, and there was a wild exuberance between her eyebrows. She lifted up 
the hem of her five-colored robe, put one side of her snow-white and attractive thighs on the chair, and 
continued to look at E'erhan and Han Sidao in an impish way, as if waiting for a good show. 
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E'erhan two people are anxious and confused when, that person has appeared in the Buddha Hall. 


Usually a person of such a tall stature always lacks flexibility in his movements, making it easy for people 
to notice him no matter where he goes; 


But when everyone saw the huge and bare head, he was already in the center of the temple, standing 
under the headless Buddha statue. 


If the curtain at the back hall hadn't been shaking, people would have thought he had appeared out of 
thin air using some kind of magic. 


King Wave Dragon is more than a head taller than anyone in the room. But the sense of oppression he 
exudes does not entirely come from his height. 


His big round eyes looked down at Erhan and Han Sidao, and his eyes were completely different from 
looking at his equals. 


Erhan couldn't look directly at the King of Arts, and his face was drooping with sweat. Han Sidao kept 
looking at the broad sleeves of the five-color robe of the King of Arts, fearing that the abnormally long 
palm would appear at any time. 


——Ilf you have to die today, at least let me see how you kill me... 


"You..." King Wave Dragon's appearance was strange, but his voice was surprisingly gentle and pleasant: 
",.all the 'Flag Troops' he brought were lost?" 


Erhan opened his mouth and tried to answer, but it seemed as if a razor blade was stuck in his throat 
and he couldn't make a sound. After trying for a while, he gave up and just nodded vigorously. 


The Dragon Warlock went to Huo Yihua's side and stretched out his large palm to stroke her hair, as if he 
were stroking a cat. The moment Huo Yaohua was touched by the King of Magic's hands, she felt 
nervous and frightened for a while, and then her neck relaxed. 
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——Although she had been touched like this by the King of Magic countless times, she still could not 
completely eliminate the fear. 


The big eyes of the king of surgery still did not leave Erhan and the two of them. 


"Are you sacrificing more than fifty of my disciples just to save your own lives?" 


At this moment, Han Sidao had a thought: Should he draw his sword before the king of magic showed 
his murderous intention? 


This slight thought soon disappeared. The actual distance between his right hand and the hilt of the 
sword at his waist was only a few feet, but to him at this moment, it was far out of reach. 


But Han Sidao's fingers still moved slightly. This subtle movement was immediately noticed by the man 
in black standing in the corner. 


The man frowned. 


--Fool. 


With a "pop" sound, E'erhan next to him had already slapped Han Sidao hard on the face. The right side 
of Han Sidao's face immediately became red and swollen, and the corner of his mouth was cracked. But 
he didn't even dare to hum. 


King Bo Longshu was completely unfazed, and his long fingers were still sliding between Huo Yaohua's 
black hair. 


"Hua, tell me, how many of my disciples do fifty people account for?" When he asked, he pinched the 
gold earring on Huo Yaohua's right side with his fingers. 


Huo Yaohua couldn't tell whether King Shu was angry or not from his calm tone. Unknowability is the 
greatest terror. 
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"Almost... 40%." Huo Yaohua answered cautiously. After thinking for a while, she added: "The other fifty 
horses account for most of what we have." 


Adding this sentence later made Erhan and Han Sidao hate the witch even more, but they never dared 
to show it on their faces. 


The Dragon Warrior King let go of Huo Yaohua, closed his palms into the sleeves of his robe, looked at 
the headless Buddha statue and muttered: "In these years, we have not been able to recruit disciples 
phess "and then fell silent. 


The other four people in the Buddha Hall naturally do not say anything. The two of them only felt that 
every moment was more difficult than a year. 


It was only after a long time that the King of Warriors opened his mouth again. 


"Do you know what you should do now?" 


Erhan was praying in his heart: For good luck, all he needs to do is destroy an eye or a palm. 


"Go down the mountain right now and take a few more men with you." The Dragon Warrior's decision 
took them by surprise: "Within three days, kill 150 people, and put the 'object charm' on their heads. 
Fifty of our disciples have already left for the realm of truth. We must find three 'ghost slaves' for each 
of them to serve there. No, there are more. Why don't you just kill 170 of them?" 


When King Wave Dragon Master gave such an order, it was as if he was discussing a very trivial matter, 
without any change on his face. 


"Yes, your Majesty the King of Arts!" Erhan and Han Sidao agreed immediately, their voices so loud that 
they echoed in the Buddhist hall. The two of them rushed to the temple gate with their swords. 
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[Note @: "$i B" is originally a Buddhist term, a respectful title for eminent monks. Zaiwuyijiao refers 


to "a wise man who acts in accordance with God's will." J] 


King Bolong did not look at the two men, but just picked up a bottle of wine and took a sip. 


At this time, the man in black standing in the corner was moved. 


"You...are not serious?" 


For the first time, Wave Dragon Master showed an expression, and his eyebrows rose. 


"you are not happy?" 


"Killing so many irrelevant people...is it necessary?" The man in black was the only person in the 
Buddhist hall who dared to look into the eyes of the magician. He just frowned, not angry. Rather than 
objecting to the King of Magic's orders, he was more likely to be bored with the meaningless killing. 


"Junior Brother Mei, do you still remember why you decided to leave Wudang Mountain with me?" King 
Bolong's attitude towards the man in black was obviously different from that towards the other three 
subordinates. 


Of course the man in black, Mei Xinshu, remembers it. He was once a Wudang elite, but he resolutely 
abandoned his status and fled Wudang Mountain with this "traitor" in order to pursue power - not the 
empty "martial arts peak" of the Wudang sect, but something that can be actually used in the secular 
world. the power of. 


—Now, with one word from King Wave Dragon Master, he can determine the life and death of more 
than a hundred people. Isn’t this a manifestation of that kind of power? 


Mei Xinshu silently agreed. 
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At this time, King Bo Longshu stepped aside and grabbed Huo Yaohua's left palm. The speed of his 
movements dazzled her. 


The King of Arts put her palm between his teeth and bit the skin of her ring finger. Huo Yaohua endured 
the pain without making a sound. 


The Warlord used the blood from that finger to dot the center of his eyebrow, and only then did he let 
go of Huo Yihua's hand, and then he joined his hands and recited an incantation aloud. 


--This is the "Soul Restoration Sutra" of the Material Transformation Sect to comfort the souls of the 50 
dead disciples of the Warlord who have already crossed over to the realm of truth. 


Sucking on her bleeding finger, Huo Yao Hua looked at the Artist King who was reciting the mantra with 
his eyes closed. She saw that the muscles on his face were tightly wrinkled, and his demeanor was 
extremely pious. 


Huo Yao Hua was puzzled. She had been following the Dragon Warrior for more than three years, but up 
to this day, she was still not sure: Was the Dragon Warrior really a devout believer in the Object Transfer 
Cult? 


Just like today, ordering the slaughter of more than a hundred people to be used as "ghost slaves" is 
indeed in line with the cruel custom of the Object Transfer Cult, but was the King's decision to do so 
really based on his faith in the Cult? Or was it a desire to maintain his absolute authority by means of 
terror after having lost a large number of his people? 


Was it honest insanity? Or was it just a calculation of power? ...... 


Note 2: For more information on the doctrine of object transfer, please refer to "Lectures on the Great 
Dao Zhen Kendo - No. 25". 


Only to see that the Dragon Magic King, who was chanting the incantation, was so agitated that he shed 
tears, and his sorrow was not false at all. 


--This mist is exactly why the Dragon King is the most feared of all. 
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After reciting the spell, he wiped away his tears with his sleeve and then stroked Huo Yao Hua's hair 
again. 


"Flower, don't be jealous. When you go to the True World, | will still recite the sutra for you, and | will 
even find you some of the strongest male 'Younu!' slaves." 


Huo Yao nodded gratefully. She has no interest in the "real world" after death, nor does she believe in it 
at all. However, she did agree with the Material Shift Cult's emphasis on seeking the greatest pleasure in 
the present world and satisfying all desires regardless of the circumstances, which was also the reason 
why she had been willing to follow the Magician King. 


"Those two guys have killed so many disciples, won't Your Majesty King Shu punish them?" Huo Yaohua 
was slightly dissatisfied. 


"That boy Si Dao won't say anything, but Erhan's faith is very deep." King Shu said, "He will not casually 
sacrifice his followers and disciples unless necessary. The situation must be very dangerous, and he is a 
powerful enemy." 


Mei Xinshu on the other side nodded. He was well aware of the weight of Erhan's martial arts. Although 
the "Tai Chi Dual Swords" were immature, ordinary martial arts figures would definitely not be his 
opponent. 


"| want to go in and change my clothes." King Bolong Shu said at this time: "Junior Brother Mei, go and 
ask the disciples at the bottom of the mountain to come up and guard here." 


"His Majesty King Shu...you want to go down the mountain?" Huo Yaohua was surprised. 


"Go to the county town." The Magic King smiled strangely, "The other side thought they had defeated us 
today, so they must be complacent and in a relaxed mood. Tonight is the best time to come back and 
fight back." 
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"Of course | have to take a look at the enemy who can make my two hounds run away with their tails 
between their legs." 
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Daodajin Sword Hall Lecture - 25 


The full name of Wu Yi Jiao is "Great Joy Wu Yi Guo Shen Cuo". There is no historical record of its origin. 
It is believed that it was the combination of various religions from the Western Regions introduced 
during the Yuan Dynasty, combined with the Chinese Taoist magic and folk beliefs. According to the 
legend within the sect, the founder of Taoism is a figure named "Nine-Nine Supreme Master", which is 
considered to be a fictitious pretext. 


The Wu Yi Sect did not originally have a strict organization. During the turbulent times at the end of the 
Yuan Dynasty, the number of believers in various places once increased greatly, which caused conflicts 
with the White Lotus Sect, which revolted against the Yuan Dynasty. In the early days of the Ming 
Dynasty, the Ming Dynasty was banned and exterminated. Only a small number of loyal believers lived 
in seclusion in Nanyang, and their religious rituals became more and more secretive. During the 
Zhengtong period, the Wuyi Order re-emerged in the local area and gathered into force. Because the 
believers were ruthless and unafraid of death, and had many strange poisons and secret techniques, 
local officials were unable to attack them. It was not until a hundred years later that the Wudang sect 
leader "Tie Qingzi" Gongsun Qing led his disciples to eliminate them in one fell swoop. 


According to the cosmic concept of the "materialistic shift" doctrine, the world that people live in and 

can see with the naked eye is called the "present realm", which is only a temporary place of residence; 
beyond the "present realm" is the endless "true realm", which is the eternal residence of the gods and 
the souls of beings, and is the only true existence. 


In the "real world" wandering souls, accumulated desire for pleasures of the flesh, that will be 
condensed into a thing, and become the "present world" born in the mortal; after the mortal's death, 
the body will be destroyed, and the soul will return to the "real world" ”, reincarnation never ends. 
Therefore, when a person is alive, death is not something to be afraid of, nor is it a pity to mutilate the 
body. 


Materialists believe that reincarnation is a training process with the goal of eventually becoming a god. 
All living beings can become gods, but the journey is long and they must work hard to perform three 
major deeds in the "real world": worship, practice, and sacrifice. Worshiping means making offerings to 
the gods, including killing people as sacrifices; cultivating means strengthening the religious group in 
various ways and promoting the power of the religion (including researching martial arts and medicine, 
and recruiting followers); sacrifice means self-mutilation of the body or even life. The three major deeds 
are all to please the gods in exchange for their blessings and blessings. Until one day, the meritorious 
deeds of the whole life are completed, and when the person returns to the "true world" after death, he 
will be one with the gods. At the same time, in order to speed up their cultivation, the material transfer 
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believers try their best to enjoy themselves and expand their desires in the human world, so that after 
death, their souls can quickly condense into objects and be reborn. 


Because of this extreme doctrine, they began to study the use of force, and their martial arts are 
actually quite shallow, but the members are vicious and ruthless and are not afraid of death and injury, 
and they have drugs to stimulate the body's functions, and they often use poison and dark weapons, 
which greatly increase their strength in battle. The Cult of Migration has hundreds of medicines, which 
are derived from the alchemy of the Middle Kingdom and the alchemy of the Western Regions, and its 
methods of research are extremely cruel, including abducting children as "drug-testing children" and 
forcing pregnant women to take medicines in order to produce fetuses with special body qualities. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 67 Chapter 2: Mr. Yang Ming 


Jing Liand Yan Heng met up with Tong Jing, Hu Linglan, Lian Feihong and other three horses in the 
suburbs again. The five horses were riding parallel on the official road and were returning to Luling 
County. 


After the fierce battle with King Shu's tribe in the city, followed by a fierce pursuit, the five of them had 
exhausted a lot of energy. At this moment, the mood was relaxed and the body was feeling tired, so the 
five riders all walked slowly. 


They were all very unhappy at not being able to catch the two escaping villains, and were in no mood to 
talk on the way. Even Tong Jing, who talked the most, fell silent at this moment. 


In the previous battle, Tong Jing was almost hit by the mechanical spring sleeve arrow of the disciple of 
Wave Dragon Master, and the arrow was even more poisonous. The other party was obviously inferior 
to her in martial arts, but he was almost harmed by him. Thinking of this, Tong Jing was shocked and 
angry, and deeply hated such assassination methods. 


She looked at Lian Feihong who was riding beside her. This was the second time he had saved her with a 
throwing knife. Recalling the unparalleled power when she practiced Feihong and demonstrated 


Kongtong's "Eight Great Skills" just now, Tong Jing suddenly changed her view of this old man with 


strange behavior and gained a little more respect. 


"Thank you." Tong Jing thanked Lian Feihong in a low voice. 


Mr. Feihong was actually very excited when Tong Jing spoke kindly to her for the first time, but at this 
moment he just smiled and nodded. His face was a little wrinkled, his eyes were not as alert as usual, 
and his expression seemed tired. 


Jing Li also noticed Lian Feihong's appearance, thinking that the former head of Kongtong had just killed 
eight people in a row, and then took the lead in riding the horse to track down the enemy leader, which 
really consumed a lot of energy. After all, Lian Feihong was already in his early sixties. He had previously 
admitted that he was deteriorating due to age. It seemed that his biggest weakness was his inability to 
fight for long periods of time. 
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After all, Lian Feihong has lived in Kansai for a long time and has been riding on horseback since he was 
a child. Although he is tired, riding is still very relaxed. He didn't even take the reins. He took out the iron 
fan on his belt at this moment and wiped away the blood stains after killing the enemy. 


On the other side, Shimazu Hu Linglan does the same, wiping paper from her Nodachi saber, which is 
half-soaked with blood from the five men she killed earlier. She threw away the paper that she had 
wiped the saber with, and the red-stained paper drifted in the wind on the road. 


Hu Linglan returned the long sword to the scabbard hanging next to the saddle. She took a look behind 
her and said to her companions, "Take a look." 


| saw the car behind, pulled by only a thin horse, slowly following Jing Lia few dozen steps away. The six 
accompanying Confucian scholars rode with swords and closely guarded the carriage from the front, 
rear, left and right. 


The six of them were always staring at Jing Li and others in front of them, with a look of caution in their 
eyes, and their left hand was pressed on the sword at their waist from time to time. The car kept a 
distance from the five riders. 


"Really..." Tong Jing laughed: "If | really do it, | will kill them all! These nerds, | really don't know what 
they are thinking..." 


"Don't talk nonsense." Yan Heng refuted her. 


These scholars may have learned several sets of swordsmanship, but in the eyes of genuine martial arts 
experts, such a posture of guarding the sword is indeed a bit funny; however, Yan Heng has not 
forgotten that these six people were on the suburban road earlier. When the Confucian scholar was 
guarding the carriage, he showed a look and aura that showed no fear of death. That was definitely not 
a forced act. 


They all addressed the man in the carriage as "Sir." 
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——If you can teach such a disciple, what kind of person is this "sir"? 


The gate of Luling City is in sight. At this time, Jing Li and the others saw a large group of people 
gathered in front of the city gate, probably no more than a hundred people at first glance. The entire 
county was like a ghost land before, but now it is so noisy. 


When the group of people saw Jing Li and the others coming back from a distance, they suddenly 
became violently commotion, dancing and shouting loudly. They were still far away and couldn't hear 
clearly what they were calling. 


"Could it be that...the enemy's backup is attacking the city again?" 


As soon as Lian Feihong said this, the other four people also looked at each other and immediately went 
into battle alert. 


The five knights drew their swords at the same time, reflecting white light in the afternoon sun. Twenty 
horse hooves accelerated together, flying dirt, and rushed towards the city gate. 


The crowd gathered outside the door were all ordinary people, including men, women, and children. 
Jing Liand companions hurriedly stopped in front of them. 


"What happened?" Yan Heng asked hurriedly: "Are the thieves coming again?" 


The more than a hundred people knelt down towards the five people. 


"Great! The knights are back!" One of the county residents shouted in tears. 


Another person said in a wailing tone: "We were afraid that if a few of them left like this, it would be 
terrible for us in Luling!" The other people also talked happily, and they were all glad that Jing Li and 
others were back. 
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Yan Heng slowly put away the "Still Life Sword". He recalled the day before when he tried his sword at 
the "Wuliwang Pavilion" in Guan County and two hundred people looked at him with admiration. 


He jumped off the saddle and said to everyone: "Get up! Don't kneel!" As he said this, he helped an old 
county citizen up with his own hands. 


Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong each sheathed their sabers. But they just looked at the people 
coldly, without saying a word. 


"Hmph, do you think they really thank us?" Tong Jing stretched out her "Still Life Left Sword" from the 
saddle and pointed at the crowd: "They are just afraid that this bloody debt will be borne by them!" 


"Jing! You are not allowed to say that!" Yan Heng scolded her with a frown. 


"I'm just telling the truth!" Tong Jing waved her sword and said louder: "Did you forget the two corpses 
hanging on the flagpole? Aren't they also standing up for this county? These people let the corpses 
hang, no one dares to take it down!" 


All the county people were extremely ashamed when they heard this, their faces turned red and they 
lowered their heads. 


Yan Heng thought of the two miserable mummies of the "Seven Heroes of Southern Gansu" and knew 
that Tong Jing was absolutely right, and was speechless. 


The city gates were quiet for a while. Many county residents did not even dare to look directly at Jing Li's 
five men, let alone speak. 


Only then did the carriage behind arrive, accompanied by six Confucian scholars on horseback. When 
the crowd saw sucha shabby car and the few polite Confucian scholars who carried swords, they felt 
very strange and quietly whispered among themselves, wondering who they were. 


"Huh, riding in a car is really tiring." 
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The door curtain of the carriage was opened. The tall and thin Wang Shouren stepped out of the car 
with his head lowered and his crown supported, and stretched out towards the sky. 


"Wang County Magistrate?" 


There were shouts from the crowd. Many pairs of eyes widened in disbelief, all looking at this humble- 
looking middle-aged Confucian. 


"It's...it's really Mr. Wang!" A pot of boiling oil seemed to explode among the county residents, and 
hundreds of people shouted loudly. 


"Master Wang is back!" 


They ignored Yan Heng and others and just rushed over to surround Wang Shouren. Several Confucian 
scholars were startled, but it was too late to stop them. Many county residents even knelt down and 
worshiped at Wang Shouren's feet. 


"For mercy's sake, please let Mr. Wang come back to save our Luling County!" "I'm not dreaming, right? 
When Mr. Wang comes back, everything will be easier!" "So are those knights sent by Mr. Wang? " 


Everyone was shouting and shouting, and they were very excited. 


Jing Li and the others were surprised to see this scene. Especially Yan Heng was even more curious 
about this "Mr. Yang Ming". 


"What's wrong?" Lian Feihong was not angry that he was mistaken for someone else's subordinate, and 
screamed: "Is he a living Bodhisattva?" 
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Because more people heard these shouts, they swarmed out of the city to greet Wang Shouren. Ina 
blink of an eye, the number of people inside and outside the city gate increased to two or three 
hundred, and the city gate was filled to the brim. 


It turns out that when Wang Shouren was the head of the Ministry of War, he offended Liu Jin, a 
powerful eunuch with power, because of his outspoken remarks. He was demoted to Longchang, 
Guizhou, and barely survived. It was not until Liu Jin was executed for treason four years ago that Wang 
Shouren was able to end his exile. He was re-appointed by the imperial court, and his first appointment 
was to be the county magistrate in Luling, Jiangxi. 


Wang Shouren has been promoted and transferred many times since then, and last year he was 
promoted to Shaoging of Nanjing Taipu Temple. Although this official position is in charge of horse 
administration in name, it is actually a false title with duties but no power. Wang Shouren was unhappy, 
so he kept delaying taking office. In the past few years, he took time to travel and give lectures. 


Because he was passing by Jiangxi, he returned to Luling on the way, wanting to inspect the situation in 
his hometown. 


"Okay, okay." Wang Shouren calmly reassured the county residents while observing the crowd secretly. 
He noticed that there were only a small number of young and strong people in the county, and many of 
them were in rather ragged clothes, and they were already vaguely aware that something was wrong. 


The six disciples shouted at the top of their lungs for a long time before the crowd calmed down. 


"| heard that many people died in the county today. Please take me to see them." Wang Shouren said 
unhurriedly. 


Everyone agreed, and then they walked toward the city gate with Mr. Wang in his arms. 


"No!" At this moment, there was a fierce shout, and Jing Li was still sitting high on the saddle, waving 
the gleaming Japanese sword. Seeing his power, the county people were stunned for a moment. 


Wang Shouren's disciples were also surprised, thinking that this strange man wearing barbarian clothes, 
with a ferocious and wild appearance was really going to attack, and they held the hilt of their swords 
one by one. 
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Zhu Heng, the eldest disciple among them, angrily shouted: "Sir, you want to enter the city, how dare 
you, a mountain villager, to stop me?" When he said this, he had already pulled out the sword from his 
waist. 


"Idiot!" Lian Feihong on the other side urged the horse to kick up its front hooves, scaring everyone 
back. He then laughed angrily: "We want to prevent more people from losing their lives!" 


Jing Li sheathed his saber and said calmly, "The place where we fought just now is now filled with 
poison. If you don't want to get killed, don't come any closer." 


Only then did the people realize what was happening. 


Wang Shouren raised his fist and said, "Master Jing, | think you have rich experience in the world, and 
you must have a way to deal with it. Thank you for your help." 


Jing Li dismounted and nodded to Wang Shouren: "Sir, you're welcome." 


--Jing Li was arrogant and cocky even to the King of Ning's cronies, but this Lord Wang made him polite, 
and he didn't know why. 


Jing Li then led Yan Heng and four others to enter the city with their horses. Wang Shouren and the 
crowd followed behind. 


Entering the street, Wang Shouren could not help but sigh and shake his head when he saw many empty 
and dilapidated shops and houses on both sides of the road. 


——Oh, I’ve only been gone for about a year, and it’s like this again... It’s really like a person has left the 
government... 
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When we arrived at the small square where the fierce battle had taken place, we saw dozens of corpses 
piled up and down under the flagpole, which was shocking. 


The disciple of King Wave Dragon who had been injured by Lian Feihong before and survived was hit by 
an iron fist and was still lying on the ground unconscious. Lian Feihong stepped forward to inspect him 
and made sure that his clothes were not stained with poisonous powder. Then he pulled the prisoner 
out, ordered the county people to tie him up, and pulled out a flying knife to stop the bleeding from his 
calf. 


Jing Li looked at him for a while, and said to Wang Shouren, "Most of these people died under the 
poisonous powder, and now there is poison all around, no matter the corpses or the ground, and if you 
get a little bit of it on your skin, you may lose your life at any time." 


"What should we do then?" Wang Shouren looked at the piles of dead bodies, his eyes were filled with 
sadness. 


"First of all, people should fetch as much water as possible and sprinkle it on the dead bodies and the 
ground to prevent the poisonous powder from scattering and dilute the poison." Jing Li said, "When the 
washing is almost done, quickly wrap the dead bodies in thick cloth and transport them out of the city. 
Go and bury him, and dig the grave as deep as possible.” 


Jing Li took a look around the square and added with a sigh, "Even so, the poison will still be sucked into 
the earth, and | am afraid that it may not be completely dissolved even after a year and a half. We have 
to enclose this place and forbid people and animals from approaching it." 


Wang Shouren instructed the county people to do so, and urged them to wrap their hands, mouths and 
noses with coarse cloths for safety. 


Jing Li bypassed the poisonous place in the square and returned to the restaurant where they had 
fought earlier to retrieve the weapons they had left behind. The body of a disciple of the Dragon Warrior 
King was lying on the dining table. Jing Li pulled out the Mandarin duck axe dart saber from the body of 
the dead man and wiped the blood stains with the five-colored robe worn by the corpse. 


Wang Shouren, accompanied by his disciples and a few county residents, followed him in. When he saw 


the strangely dressed corpses, he couldn't help shaking his head: "To kill an enemy and escape with such 
1128 


a poisonous means, and to leave such a huge legacy, these people are obviously not ordinary bandits 
and horsemen. What kind of people are they?" 


"| want to know too." Jing Li shrugged his shoulders, "We only arrived an hour or two earlier than you, 
we don't know anything about them and we have already fought with them. | only know that they 
claimed to be disciples of the Wudang Sect, and that they are the disciples of the Dragon Warrior King." 


As soon as the words "King of Dragon Surgery" came out of his mouth, a few county residents beside 
him stiffened up and stared in fear. 


Both Wang Shouren and Jing Li noticed the change in their expressions. The county people seemed to 
have a strong fear of the Dragon Warrior King, and knew that something unusual was going on. 
Especially Jing Li, remembering the group of crazy people who appeared from different parts of the city 
earlier, he felt that things were very strange. 


"What are you doing?" At that moment, someone outside shouted, "Why are there so many people 
gathering here? Are you revolting?" 


A fat man appeared in the distance and pushed his way through the crowd, accompanied by a dozen or 
so bailiffs and saber officers, impatiently shouting and yelling, and the county people all bowed their 
heads and avoided them. 


This fat man was Xu Hongde, the current county magistrate of Luling. Although he was not wearing 
official uniform at the moment, everyone could recognize him just by his loud voice. 


Xu Hongde looked at the county residents from side to side and kept scolding: "So many people 
gathered together for no reason to cause trouble. Do you know that | can punish you for gathering a 
crowd to cause trouble?..." As he said this, he walked to the front and saw the people in the square. 
There were so many dead bodies that | was speechless for a moment. 


Tong Jing, who was standing nearby, sneered disdainfully: "Bah, what kind of official? Thieves came into 
the city before, but you didn't show up." 
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These words reached Xu Hongde's ears. He glared at Miss Tong angrily. He saw that she looked very 
strange. She looked like a traveler from out of town. She even had a long sword on her waist. He was 
not sure about her identity for a while, so he didn't dare to attack. 


Xu Hongde took a closer look at the corpses and saw that most of them were disciples of King Bo 
Longshu wearing five-color robes. He was so shocked that he took a few steps back and wanted to be 
supported by Bao Jia. 


"This... this... who did this..." He said and looked at Tong Jing again, as well as Hu Linglan, Lian Feihong 
and Yan Heng beside her. He saw that all of them were weird people in the world. Dressed up and 
carrying all kinds of fierce weapons unscrupulously. 


——This... is terrible... a disaster is coming... 


Wang Shouren brought his disciples to Xu Hongde. Xu Hongde was wondering who he was when a 
security guard beside him recognized him and hurriedly reported him. 


"Hello, Mr. Xu." Wang Shouren saluted with his hands in hand. Although his official rank is much higher 
than that of County Magistrate Xu, his tone is not at all arrogant. While giving the gift, Wang Shouren 
did not forget to look at the other person carefully. 


Xu Hongde hurriedly saluted him as well. Wang Shouren, known as "Mr. Yangming", is a great scholar of 
his time. Since his enlightenment at the Dragon's Field and his return, he has been actively opening 
forums everywhere to teach the science of mindfulness, and has many students, which makes him very 
famous; he has also been promoted very quickly in his official career, so how could Xu Hongde not have 
heard of this great name? 


When Wang Shouren was promoted to the position of Fourth Grade Minister, Xu Hongde was only a 
County Magistrate of the Seventh Grade. When he saluted, he bent his waist so low that his head almost 
touched the ground. Wang Shouren gently supported him, but Xu Hongde still dared not look directly at 
him. 


--This is a great man who suddenly appeared in his own jurisdiction, Xu Hongde was very frightened, 
thinking: Is it possible that someone in the upper part of the reference to me, so specially sent this 


Wang Yangming to find my faults? 
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Wang Shouren had been an official for a long time, and he could tell what Xu Hongde was thinking by 
looking at his face, so he explained calmly: "| am going to Nanjing to take up my post, but | just stopped 
by to see some old acquaintances." Although he has been promoted to a senior official in Nanjing , but 
after all he was not the direct superior of the Luling County Magistrate, so he still remained polite in his 
words. 


"It's hard for Lord Wang to come to this county as a guest, but it's not coincidental that bandits came to 
cause trouble and kill people, so it's really rude. ...... "Xu Hongde said while his eyes were spinning, and 
he thought of how to put this matter off: "Alas, Lord Wang doesn't know that Luling and its vicinity have 
been suffering from epidemics recently, and the farmland has failed to yield a good harvest, so more 


and more lawless criminals have gathered together to act as thieves! ...... 


"The farmland has failed, but you have eaten very fat." Tong Jing, on the other side, teased again, "Your 
clothes are made of very good material. And this jade pendant around your waist is not small either." 


"How dare you!" One of Xu Hongde's clerical staff angrily rebuked, "Looking at how you dress up, you 
are not a good citizen. How dare you be rude to the county magistrate?" 


"They..." Wang Shouren thought for a while: "...they are my friends." 


Tong Jing and Wang Shouren were strangers to each other, but Wang Shouren considered himself a 
friend as soon as he opened his mouth. Normally, if someone had such a relationship, Tong Jing would 
be displeased. But this time, when she looked at Wang Shouren, she did not feel unhappy. Instead, she 
felt vaguely that she was being ignored. It's not a bad thing to consider this gentleman a friend. 


The civil servant fell silent upon hearing this. Xu Hongde didn't know what to say and just smiled in 
embarrassment. 


Wang Shouren had already noticed what Tong Jing said, but he just didn't say anything about it. Wang 
Shouren has an ordinary appearance and looks like a farmer, so he is often underestimated for his 
sharpness and shrewdness. 
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Wang Shouren guessed that this Xu magistrate probably has some relationship with the robbers, and 
wanted to get the wind out of his sails. But at the same time, he also hoped that someone could talk to 
the county people and ask them about the Dragon Magic King. 


"Swordsman Jing." Wang Shouren grasped the opportunity and turned back to Jing Li, "| will go to the 
government office first and talk to Lord Xu, please help Lord Xu's subordinates and direct everyone to 
clean up the corpses." He also said to Huang Xuan, the youngest of his disciples, "You should also stay 
here to help." 


Jing Li understood from Wang Shouren's eyes that Wang Shouren wanted to take the initiative to pester 
this magistrate Xu, so that Jing Li and his men would have a chance to ask the people in the county what 
happened. 


Jing Li immediately arched his hand to Wang Shouren: "That's fine." At the same time, the corner of his 
mouth smiled slightly. When Wang Shouren saw Jing Li's smile, he and Jing Li shared the same feeling 
and responded with a smile as well. 


Wang Shouren immediately took Xu Hongde's hand and said, "Sir, please." Xu Hongde had no time to 
tell his subordinates to monitor Jing Li and others, so he was pulled by Wang Shouren towards the 
county government office. 


At this moment, Yan Heng saw that the large group of people present were all watching the two men's 
backs with great respect and hope. 


This look was naturally not directed at the current county magistrate. 


OOOO 


The entire Luling County gradually became alive in the afternoon, no longer as cold and dead as it was in 
the morning when Jing Li and others first entered the city. 


More and more people gathered in the city. It turned out that not only the residents of the city showed 
up, but also farmers from nearby villages. When they heard that Lord Wang Shouren had returned to 
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Luling, they all came to the city to inquire about it, hoping to catch a glimpse of Lord Wang. Many of 
them even held farm fruits and wanted to give them to adults with their own hands. 


Jing Li and the other five people were walking on the street together with the young Confucian scholar 
Huang Xuan. They saw people gathering in groups and talking everywhere. Several teahouses even took 
the opportunity to open their doors for people to gather. 


Several carts arrived in the street, covered with several layers of cloth. They were the corpses collected 
from across the square and were to be transported out of the city for burial. When the people in the 
county saw the strong men with their mouths and noses wrapped in cloth, struggling to push the 
wooden carts approaching, they all ran away in fear. 


Jing Li and the others stood at the side of the street and watched the wooden carts pass by without 
saying a word. 


Another corpse cart arrived again, but this time it was only covered with a thin layer of cloth, and a few 
of the deceased's clothes could be seen. Tong Jing recognized them as the four people in the restaurant 
who were killed by King Shu's men. Tong Jing stepped forward, lifted the cloth and took a look. 


She saw that the owner of the restaurant was lying at the top of the cloth, and there was a terrible 
bloody wound on his body. Though his eyes were already closed, his face was twisted and wrinkled, and 
he still felt the fear he had felt before his death. Tong Jing couldn't help but shed a tear. 


Among the three people pushing the cart, one was a young man dressed as a farmer, about the same 
age as Tong Jing. He was very surprised when he saw the little heroine with a sword crying because of 
several unknown dead people, and scratched her hair in confusion. 


"What...are their names?..." When Tong Jing asked, her fingers firmly grasped the hilt of the "Still Life 
Sword" at her waist. 


"It's Boss Zeng, whose full name is Zeng Ji; his wife's maiden name is Li..." The young man stammered in 
reply: "The two shop assistants, one is Li's younger brother Asan, and the other is Chen Er... What are 


you asking for?... 
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Tong Jing repeatedly mumbled these names for a while, until they were memorized, before answering 
the young man: 


"| want to know who I'm avenging." she said, and walked back to her companions. 


The young man stared in surprise and stood there watching Tong Jing and several other knights walking 
down the street. The young man said to his two companions, "You guys push first, | have something to 
do." He left the car and followed those people. 


The six of them continued to look around on the street. Everywhere they went, the people who had 
gathered to talk hurriedly dispersed to avoid them. No one dared to approach these strangers of 
unknown origin and armed with swords and weapons all over their bodies. 


Huang Xuan noticed the momentum of Jing Li and the other five people, and she was not willing to be 
outdone. When she walked on the road, she held her chest high andL held the scabbard on her belt with 
her left hand. Seeing him like this, Tong Jing couldn't help shaking her head and laughing. 


"Look." Hu Linglan pointed to the corner of the street. 


There was a man sitting by the gutter on the wall, his face was thin and sunken, his eyes were blank, and 
his clothes had been worn for an unknown period of time and were dirty and torn, just like those 
"corpses" that appeared before. 


As the six of them walked along the street for a while, they would occasionally see such a "living corpse" 
lying or sitting on the street side, with no one paying any attention to it. 


Huang Xuan covered her nose and mouth in shock: "Is it true what Lord Xu said, that there is really an 
epidemic in the city? 


"No, these people are not sick." Yan Heng replied. He recalled how he felt after being assassinated by 
the white-faced Han Sidao and inhaling a tiny amount of the "Immortal Imitation", and then seeing 
these "corpses" desperately scrambling for the medicine packets, he guessed that the reason they had 
become like this must be due to the long-term consumption of similar pills. 
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"They have taken the medicine of the Dragon Warrior King." 


Huang Xuan was even more shocked: "Not only does this person have a strange name, he also has such 
profound knowledge in using poison and medicine, so he is obviously not an ordinary rogue bandit!" 


As he said this, he looked at Jing Li and the others, and thought to himself, "There are only five of them, 
but they were able to defeat dozens of thieves on the other side, so it's not that simple either." ...... 


"Brother Yan..." Huang Xuan looked at Yan Heng's attire, paying special attention to the appearance of 
the pair of "male and female dragon and tiger swords". He knew at a glance that they were not ordinary 
things. "...Are you from the martial arts world?" 


"My little brother learned from the Sichuan Qingcheng Sword Sect." Yan Heng cupped his hands and 
answered respectfully. This Huang Xuan is only in her early twenties, which is actually not much older 
than Yan Heng. 


"I've heard of the Qingcheng sect before." Huang Xuan thought for a while: "It seems that it was at the 
end of last year..." 


Yan Heng's face tightened and he nodded with a heavy expression. Unexpectedly, the misfortune of the 
master's sect has spread all over the world, and even these scholars have heard about it. 


Huang Xuan sighed and added: "You martial arts practitioners spend your whole day fighting and 
fighting each other, and you waste your lives like this. | really don't understand why you practice so 
hard..." 


Yan Heng and his friends were very unhappy when they heard this. Especially Tong Jing's face was filled 
with anger. 
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Yan Heng was very unconvinced. He didn't want to dedicate himself to pursuing martial arts, but he was 
said to be worthless by such a weak scholar, so he asked him: "Brother Huang, what are you doing? Why 
are you following Mr. Wang?" 


"Of course it's to learn the way of a sage!" 


Huang Xuan answered with his head up and chest out, with an expression that seemed to be blaming 
Yan Heng for not even understanding such a simple truth. 


"Establish the heart of heaven and earth, spread the principles of benevolence and righteousness, 
distinguish between good and evil, and create a peaceful world!" 


In fact, any rotten scholar who is taking the imperial examination will recite a lot of slogans like Huang 
Xuan's. However, when he speaks out, his tone is extremely sincere, there is no pretense on his face, 
and his posture and expression really exude a spirit of shouldering the world. 


As Yan Heng watched, he was momentarily taken aback. He thought to himself, "This Huang Xuan is so 
young, this kind of demeanor is not spontaneous, it must have been infected by someone very close to 
him - just as he himself was influenced by his master, He Zisheng." 


--That Mr. Yang Ming was truly no ordinary man. Ordinary people do not aspire to be saints. 


At that moment, a shadow flashed by Huang Xuan's side and pulled out the sword from Huang Xuan's 
waist. While Huang Xuan was still dumbfounded on the spot, the blade was swiftly and accurately 
withdrawn into its sheath, and the swiftness of its maneuver was such that Huang Xuan, as an amateur, 
was unable to react with any defense at all. 


Huang Xuan first saw that his sword had returned to its place, and only then did he look up and saw that 
Jing Li was the one who drew the sword. 


Huang Xuan pressed down on the hilt of his sword and glared at Jing Li, "What are you doing?" 
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"Jing Li smiled, "I just want to know how you are going to 'open up a world of peace’ if that Dragon 
Warrior King's dozens of men and horses and dozens of sabers are right in front of you right now. By 
your "Way of the Sage"? Or this sword on your waist?" 


Huang Xuan's face reddened, "Your courage is only a momentary show of bravery. The real way to 
eliminate evil and preserve goodness is to work on the hearts of the people." 


"Brother Huang, it's true that | haven't learned any of your teachings, but there's one thing | don't 
understand ...... ," Yan Heng said, "Evil people are right in front of your eyes, so what do you think is 
going to work? Do you want to educate him with your saintly teachings and wait for him to change his 
ways and become a good person? | don't know how many lives will be jeopardized by him before he 
becomes a good man, and how will these lives be counted?" 


Huang Xuan was speechless for a moment. He studied under Wang Shouren not long ago. Although he 
likes to debate such principles of governing the world, it seems to have no effect on these warriors. 


He then looked at the people on the street who were addicted to the "Imitation Immortal Powder" drug. 
They were all like walking zombies, as if they were about to take their last breath at any moment. They 
were all victimized by the Dragon King. Faced with such a heinous crime, Huang Xuan felt that the 
principles she was familiar with every day could no longer be said so powerfully... 


But he was still unconvinced and pointed at the people on the street: "Okay, if as you said, your swords 
can usher in true peace, then please take a look: why is everyone so afraid of you? " 


Yan Heng looked over, and sure enough, wherever he looked, all the county residents immediately 
averted their eyes. 


"Hmph..." Tong Jing frowned: "Before, we were waiting outside the city gate for us to come back; but 
when we did come back, we avoided us again! We were the ones who obviously beat away the 
evildoers!" 


Yan Heng thought again about the two hundred people at the "Wuliwang Pavilion". Their eyes are also 
scared... 
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——'"These mortals are not equal to us." 


He suddenly understood: the people are afraid because in their eyes, we are aliens. 


"Mr. just now told us to find an opportunity to ask these county residents." Huang Xuan looked at Jing Li 
with a hint of challenge in her eyes: "Then you ask now." 


Jing Li scratched the beard on his chin, thought for a while, laughed again, and whispered a few words 
quietly into the ears of Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong. 


Lian Feihong looked excited after hearing this, smiled and nodded, still gearing up; Hu Linglan frowned, 
then reluctantly took off the longbow on her back, and pulled out an arrow from her quiver. 


Her move scared everyone on the street to step back even more. Huang Xuan was very curious. 


"Here we come." Lian Feihong smiled, and suddenly he took out his palm from behind his waist, raised 
his arm and flicked his wrist, and a flying knife with a red scarf whirled and flew into the air! 


Wherever the flying knife went, everyone lowered their heads and dodged in panic. 


Lian Feihong's "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" was really clever. It was different from his usual powerful 
direct flying attack, but flew horizontally in an arc. Hu Linglan spotted the flying red shadow, bent her 
bow and released the string, and the powerful arrow shot out through the air with a "whoosh". The last 
shot arrived first and hit the red scarf! 


The tip of the tuft penetrated the knife scarf, continued flying with the knife, and nailed the knife to the 
pillar of a house a few feet away! 


While everyone was still stunned, Lian Feihong also swung out his left hand, and another red scarf flying 
knife flew away in a different arc! 
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No one saw when Hu Linglan had already set the second arrow. Her tall body, her posture of drawing 
the bow and shooting upwards was extremely beautiful. With her finger gently, another arrow turned 
into a black shadow, shot into the red scarf in the air, and nailed the knife to another house farther 
away! 


This magical skill of intercepting flying knives from the air caused everyone on the street to stretch their 
necks and start to gather around. Children, especially, were extremely curious and pushed their way to 
the front of the crowd. 


The young man who had talked to Tong Jing before also stood at the front, looking very excited and 
clenching his fists with both hands. 


——lf | also have such ability... 


"Okay!" Lian Feihong was excited. This time he drew a throwing knife in each hand, but did not release 
it. He tossed it in his hand for a while to attract people's expectations. 


Hu Linglan also drew two arrows this time, one was attached to the long bow, the other was held on the 
tail finger and ring finger of her right hand, and then she drew half the bow. 


Lian Feihong scolded lightly, threw the knife with his right hand first, paused for a moment, and 
immediately shot the knife with his left hand. 


The two knives flew in different directions on the left and right. 


Hu Linglan seemed to shoot an arrow quickly without even taking aim, then quickly attached another 
arrow and drew the bow to its full length with one breath! 


The scarves of the two knives were nailed to the walls of the houses on both sides by arrows, and they 
were only a blink of an eye apart. 
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This time the people watching could no longer hold back and cheered. The child in front laughed loudly. 


"It's a bit harder this time!" Lian Feihong shouted. The fifth flying knife was thrown from the scabbard at 
the waist without any preparation. Moreover, this time it was no longer an arc, but a straight line 
forward. Laser, the speed is much faster than before! 


Hu Linglan's method of drawing arrows from her pouch was as fast as a shadow. At this moment, she 
frowned, bit her lower lip, and was extremely focused. 


——Damn old man, you want to test me! 


The flying knife was about to be nailed into the wooden signboard of a rice store in the distance. But just 
when the tip of the knife reached one foot in front of the wood, the red cloth scarf was pulled violently 
by a sharp force, bringing the knife up! 


The feather arrow was strung with a knife and scarf, and it penetrated the iron ring used to hang the 
signboard without any bias, and the arrow shaft kept spinning in the ring! 


This standard is far beyond everyone's imagination, and people applauded loudly. Huang Xuan opened 
her mouth wide. Tong Jing and Yan Heng couldn't help but cheer. 


However, Hu Linglan didn't care at all and only lowered her long bow lightly. 


——She has practiced archery for many years in order to shoot people, not to do this kind of juggling. 


At this time, everyone's eyes fell on Lian Feihong again. But Mr. Feihong turned around, patted the 
empty scabbard behind his waist, spread his hands and shook his head and said, "They're all used up." 


Seeing that all the county people were beaming with joy, Jing Li clapped his hands and said, "I've seen all 
the moves. So fellow villagers, can anyone tell us what happened in the county? Who is King Bo 
Longshu?" 
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As soon as all the county residents heard about "King of Wave Dragon Art", they returned to reality from 
the excitement of watching the excitement, and once again shrank their necks and dispersed without 
saying a word. Jing Li still couldn't open their mouths and couldn't help but feel a little disappointed. 


"Don't be afraid! Huang Xuan raised his arms and said loudly, "| am a disciple of Mr. Wang Yangming! 
Mr. Wang asked me to ask you questions. If you have anything, just tell me. | will tell you the truth and 


\” 


let him Relieve the difficulties of this county 


Upon hearing the words "Wang Yangming", the crowd who were about to walk away stopped and 
turned around, and began to gather around Huang Xuan. But they looked at each other and no one 
dared to speak first. 


"Humph, our showmanship is in vain." Lian Feihong said unconvinced: "Then Mr. Wang is not a god, why 
do these people come back as soon as they hear his name?" 


An old country man standing nearby heard what Lian Feihong said, grinned his half-missed teeth, and 
vigorously leaned on the crutch in his hand. He didn't care who he was facing, and bravely shouted to 
Lian Feihong: 


"Of course! Although Mr. Wang has only been our county magistrate for ten months, he has done a lot 
for us! He taught the people to help each other and stopped the plague; he also recruited armor to 
prevent thieves; he even even Wu Shadu is here, despite the exorbitant taxes imposed by the 
authorities, but he doesn't take any care of us people! He is simply a living saint, our great benefactor in 
Luling County! Who can we trust if not him?" 


As soon as the old man finished speaking, other county citizens stood together to support him, and their 
timid eyes became bold. 


Yan Heng saw their changes and once again felt how extraordinary Mr. Yangming was. 


Jing Li was silent for a while. Seeing that Huang Xuan was surrounded by trustworthy county citizens, he 


sighed, shook his head, and reluctantly said to this young, frail Confucian scholar: 
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"You won." 


OOOO 


Xue Jiuniu forcefully lifted the heavy door latch and threw it aside, then pushed open the long-closed 
temple door with both hands. 


A burst of musty smell came from inside the door. 


Jing Liand his companions stepped into the temple. The sun shone in from the door, and | saw that the 
front and back of the temple were in chaos. The incense burners and tables were all damaged and 
overturned. The walls and floor inside were covered with sewage. There were red paint everywhere 
with crooked talismans. Look at those talismans. The shape of the text is exactly the object-moving 
teaching text. 


On both sides of the temple gate, the shelves that originally held eighteen kinds of weapons, including 
swords, spears, halberds and sticks, were broken and abandoned on the ground. 


Jing Li raised his head and saw that the statue of Prince Guan sitting high in the middle had been 
beheaded and replaced with a pig's head. The pig's head had been left there for an unknown amount of 
time and had rotted into a gray-black color. It had been gnawed almost to pieces by insects and rats. 
Only the skull remains. There were gouge marks all over the body of the statue. The arm that originally 
held the "Qinglong Yanyue Sword" was chopped off, and red paint that looked like blood was splashed 
onit. The statues of Guan Ping and Zhou Cang serving on the left and right were also chopped into 
pieces. 


There was a stench of defecation in the temple, and rats were scurrying around. 


Tong Jing and Hu Linglan couldn't help but walk out with their noses covered. When Yan Heng and Lian 
Feihong saw this scene, they couldn't help but grit their teeth and clenched their fists - as warriors, they 
were naturally angry when they saw the place where the Martial Saint was enshrined being so defaced 
and humiliated. 
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"This... was also done by the Dragon Master King?" Huang Xuan asked. 


Xue Jiuniu nodded and replied: "All temples in the city, big and small, suffered like this." He was the 
young man who had talked to Tong Jing before. 


Jing Li stepped forward and leaned down. It turned out that the severed head of Prince Guan was still on 
the ground. He carefully picked it up, wiped off the stains and dust on it, held it in his arms, and then led 
everyone out of the Temple of Prince Guan. 


Dozens of county residents gathered outside the temple. This is in the east of the county. There is an 
open space in front of the temple with a big locust tree growing there. The scenery is very beautiful. Jing 
Li and the others sat under the tree, using a few stones as stools. 


The county people brought a lot of cakes and cakes. Although they were rough, the five warriors were 
already hungry after going through a round of fighting and going back and forth, so they started to chew 
them on the spot. 


Especially Tong Jing. Since she came to Jiangxi Province, she has only eaten dry food and has not had 
dessert for a long time. Now she has red bean buns. Although the filling is only a little bit, she still eats it 
with gusto. 


"This King of Wave Dragons came to Luling about half a year ago. As soon as he arrived, he brought 
hundreds of people with him and marched into the county town in broad daylight. The first thing they 
did on the first day was to Mr. Han Shizi, the knife sharpener who lived here, was kidnapped. He still 
doesn’t know whether he is alive or dead.” 


Xue Jiuniu, who spoke, was originally a farmer's boy from a village outside the city, but he often went to 
and from the county to work as a rough laborer, so he knew this matter very well. 


The county people initially thought that this group of thieves were just looking for Han Shizi to sharpen 
their weapons, and they would not stay in this poor place after getting him. However, unexpectedly, 
King Bo Longshu stayed in Luling from then on, and even occupied the outside of the county town. The 
"Qinglian Temple" on Qingyuan Mountain serves as the nest. 
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"They killed the abbot of the temple, Zen Master Jue'en, and more than 20 monks. | heard that they also 
kidnapped many women from nearby villages and towns and imprisoned them in the temple for 
adultery. It's really a heinous crime!" said a fellow villager excitedly, he closed his eyes and put his hands 
together. 


King Wave Longshu's group of followers numbered over a hundred people when they first arrived. In the 
past six months, they have recruited many followers and disciples, and the county people guessed that 
the number has doubled. 


A county resident who works as a waiter in a tavern said: "Those bastards, when they come to the city 
to drink, | eavesdrop on their conversations. They all have different accents. It seems that they formed 
gangs in different places in other provinces and then came to Jiangxi." 


If there are really more than 200 people under the throne of Wave Dragon Art, even though dozens of 
people have been lost today, they are still extremely powerful. Huang Xuan looked nervous after 
hearing this. 


Lian Feihong didn't seem to care about the number of people at all: "The two who escaped today are 
their leaders, right? How many people like them are there?" 


The shopkeeper thought for a moment, "| have served four of them. The two who came in the morning, 
| heard them call each other, the younger one is named Han, and the older one is a foreigner named 
Erhan. These two people most often bring people to the county town to rob and extort. The other two 
are a man and a woman, but they seldom come." 


"| remember!" Xue Jiuniu interjected: "That man didn't talk much, and he never killed anyone in the city. 
He didn't wear the weird clothes of a disciple of King Shu. At first glance, | thought he was not in the 
same gang. 


But | saw that the others were very afraid of him." 


Xue Jiuniu looked at Hu Linglan at this time, and said: "As for the female bandit, she is almost as tall and 
strong as this heroine, and she also carries a big knife. Once she rode a horse in the city and killed a 
child. He was beaten to death, but she was still laughing, so vicious!" 
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He clenched his fists as he spoke. 


"Even a child?" Tong Jing was shocked and furious: "Is this still a woman - no, is this still a human 
being?" 


The people of the county lowered their heads sadly. Seeing them like this, Yan Heng gradually 
understood why the people were so afraid of the warriors. 


Jing Li was thinking: If the martial arts of the other two people are not inferior to Erhan who knows "Tai 
Chi Sword", in front of him are four masters and 200 troops, plus the King of the Dragon Warriors, 
whose background is unknown, it would not be easy to deal with them. ...... 


"What about the Dragon Warrior King himself? Have you met him?" Jing Li asked again. 


Whenever this name is mentioned, the bodies of the county people can't help but shiver, making Jing Li 
and the others feel their deep fear. 


"Only on the first day when ...... Mr. Han Shizi came to abduct, we saw him come in person once." Xue 
Jiuniu was bolder and was the first to open his mouth to describe it. He stretched out his palms and 
compared them above his head: "His body is tall and intimidating, but he is a bit thin....... His head is as 
bald as a bird's egg, but his appearance does not remind you of a monk at all. Especially that pair of eyes 


eee’ | don't know how to say, in short, it ...... is not like human ....... 


The fellow villagers around him also nodded in agreement. 


This sentence "not human", coupled with the expressions of the county residents, made Tong Jing's face 
turn a little pale. 


——They seemed to be talking about ghosts... 


"Also." The waiter stretched out three fingers and scratched his left cheek: "He has a tattoo with three 
lines of small characters, just like the ghost charms in the temple." 
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This feature is similar to Ye Chenyuan and Gui Danlei. Jing Liand Yan Heng were even more certain that 
this wave of Dragon Masters was most likely really from the Wudang Sect. 


——tThe phrase "The King of Wave Dragon Technique of Wudang Sect" is not false... 


As the Dragon Warrior King's men and horses were so powerful, even the bandits originally gathered in 
various places in Ji'an Province had to avoid them and dared not to trade in the county town area any 
more, but only dared to hit the townships outside of Luling County. Because of the ravages of the king's 
troops, it became increasingly difficult to make a living in the county, and many of Luling's young and 
strong people simply went to the mountains to live in the grass, which made the scourge of the bandits 
even deeper. This is why poor places like Hengxi Village are also plagued by mountain bandits, all of 
which were forced out by Dragon Warrior King. 


"Huh, if | hadn't been young and my mother was crying and begging me, | would also..." Xue Jiuniu 
looked at Jing Xi and the others before he woke up and stopped. 


Jing Li looked at this kid. Although he was only fourteen or fifteen years old and looked childish, he was 
tall, had long hands, and had a solid body. It was not too early to go up the mountain and join a gang as 
a bandit. 


Other county residents didn't blame Xue Jiuniu for what he said. They seemed to be accustomed to 
young men in the county abandoning their farm tools and running away. 


The fellow villager who had previously chanted the Buddha's name in Heshi complained to Huang Xuan 
again: 


"When Mr. Wang was here, he blocked all kinds of unreasonable miscellaneous taxes and cured the 
plague, so our county became more prosperous, the young people were content, and there were a lot 
less thieves. 


Since he transferred officials, no one has done anything for us people in the past two years, and the 
excessive taxation and extortion from above have come down again. We who farm the fields don't have 
enough to eat, and our lives are already extremely miserable; 


Now there is such a vicious evil, coming in and out of villages and towns in three days and two days, 
robbing as much as they like, killing as much as they like, and the county magistrate and government will 


not interfere at all. If this continues, | really don’t know how long we can survive! " 
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The old villager's eyes were filled with tears as he spoke, and many other county residents were also 
crying. 


"The government won't ask anything?" Lian Feihong heard this and scratched his white hair in 
confusion: 


"These disciples of King Wave Dragon Master are not comparable to ordinary bandits, so County 
Magistrate Xu naturally does not dare to rely on the county militia to protect them. 


However, such a large group of people gathered to run amok among the people, killing people and 
occupying mountain temples. It was impossible for a small county magistrate to hide such a big thing. 


But he didn’t report it to the government and ask for the deployment of officers and soldiers to 
suppress the attack. This is really strange..." 


"What's so strange? Didn't you see the way that magistrate Xu looked?" Tong Jing said with a grimace, 
"Ninety percent of them are receiving favors from the Dragon Warrior King." 


The county people nodded vigorously. 


"What you mean, old man, is that Xu alone can't harbor this kind of madman." Huang Xuan explained. 
He had often heard his teacher talk about officialdom, so he knew about this kind of corruption: 
"Without the nod of someone higher up, Magistrate Xu would not dare to accept this kind of blood 
money." 


"Where are the many living dead in the city? What's going on?" 


Jing Li asked. 


"They all ate the "Imitation Immortal Powder" sold by the disciples of the Surgery King." The old villager 
said sorrowfully, and it was just as Yan Heng had suspected. 


It turns out that not long after the disciples of the King of Magic arrived, they distributed "Imitation 
Immortal Powder" in the county, saying it was a holy elixir that could make people forget their worries 
and refresh themselves. Initially, it was taken by frivolous men and prostitutes in the city. Later, some 
wealthy children also picked up this bad habit. The effect of this "imitation fairy powder" can indeed 
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make people excited and happy, but gradually they have to eat more and more, and the drug addiction 
will cause inexplicable pain. After taking it for a long time, the excessive portion will damage the mind 
and the whole person will become demented and slow. 


Later, the disciples of the King of Magicians raised the price of "Fake Immortal Powder" very high. Those 
addicted to the drug would sell all their possessions and even rob and steal, all in order to obtain the 
ecstasy of pleasure after taking the drug. In the end, all his belongings were sold, and his body was 
damaged by drugs. He was unable to even steal, so he could only lie in the street and wait for death. 


"As soon as those disciples of the king of magicians entered the city, they all crawled over to ask for 
medicine like ants." A fellow villager said: "Sometimes the disciples of the king of magicians would throw 
a few bags of "imitation immortal powder" out and watch them fight for fun, and even gamble. One can 
grab it...this poison squeezes people out from the inside out, causing countless families to be 
destroyed!" 


After listening to this, Jing Liand the others suddenly understood what had happened before. Compared 
with using poison to kill people, this drug "Imitation Imitation Powder" is another powerful tool of King 
Wave Dragon. It also harms people invisible and causes wider disasters. 


Although Tong Jing was born in a gang, this was the first time she heard of such vicious methods of 
exploitation, and she was very surprised. 


"But | don't understand ...... ," she asked, "with the force of the Dragon Warrior King, he can take 
whatever he wants in this county, and if he wants to take something, he can get it with a swing of his 
saber, so does he still need to extort money in this way?" 


"This girl is really smart." 


A voice sounded at the back of the crowd, and it turned out to be Wang Shouren, who appeared outside 
the Guanwang Temple with five of his students. 


The people of the county made a path and shouted the name of Lord Wang excitedly. Wang Shouren 
immediately ordered them to be silent and pointed out the open space. He pointed to the open space, 
and saw that there were a few security guards standing in the distance, watching this side of the street, 


obviously sent by the magistrate Xu to keep an eye on the situation. 
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"It doesn't matter. After all, they are also children of this county." Wang Shouren smiled to reassure the 
county people. The few Baojia nodded slightly to Mr. Wang here, but did not come to interfere. 


Wang Shouren walked through the crowd and sat under the big tree on the stone vacated by Huang 
Xuan. 


Jing Li looked at him and smiled and said, "| thought you wouldn't be able to escape in the county 
government office." 


Wang Shouren shrugged: "My official rank is a few levels higher than his. | want to go out and walk 
around the city by myself. He can't stop me." 


Huang Xuan was about to repeat to his teacher what he had just heard, but Wang Shouren stopped him 
with a wave of his hand: '"'l have already guessed the general situation after listening to Xu Hongde's 
explanation. Just now, one of the bodyguards also told me a little about the King of Surgery. Tell me the 
details later." 


Tong Jing was very happy to be praised by Wang Shouren, and asked him with a smile, "Sir, what do you 
think is the reason for the Dragon Magic King to sell the 'Imitation of Immortal Powder'?" 


"lam not sure yet." Wang Shouren thought about how much the drug had killed and maimed the people 
of Luling, so he put away his smile, "But | guess that this matter must be related to other people." 


Jing Li understood immediately, "Your Honor, are you saying that the fact that no one from the 
government has done anything to suppress this Magic King is related to this matter?" 


After all, Wang Shouren was an official of the imperial court. He could not speak out about this kind of 
thing in front of many people, so he could only remain silent. But everyone could see that this was 
exactly what he had in mind. 


The county residents surrounding the big tree were silent at this moment. They all lowered their heads 
with depressed expressions. 
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"What's wrong with everyone?" Huang Xuan couldn't help but ask. 


The fellow villager who had spoken the most before took a deep breath, as if he wanted to muster up 
the courage to say something, but he hesitated and finally swallowed the words back. 


Huang Xuan looked at Xue Jiuniu again. The young man thought for a while and finally said: 


"Master Wang, we all know that you love your people like your own children, but you are here without a 
single soldier in your hands. The Dragon King and his gang are powerful and crazy... 


We are afraid that Mr. Wang’s talents will not be able to help us, right? " 


What he said really hits the mark. 
Facing such a large group of cruel and ruthless villains, one must have real strength. 


Even if Wang Shouren reported to the court, he still didn't know if he could mobilize the government 
troops to come - the government had very strict control over military power, and the eunuchs 
appointed by the court would be the supervisors before any government troops could be mobilized. 
Even if troops can be mobilized, | don't know when it will be. This wave of dragon magic kings has just 
lost a large group of disciples, and they will definitely come to take revenge within a day. How can 
distant water save nearby fire? 


Huang Xuan recalled his earlier debate with Jing Li and Yan Heng. He took a look at the sword hanging 
on his waist and frowned. 


At this moment, many county residents cast their eyes on Jing Li and his five men again. There was hope 
in their eyes, but they were also filled with anxiety and fear. 


"| know what you are thinking." Jing Li stood up with the support of the paddle, still holding the portrait 
of Prince Guan in his left arm. 


"But there's one thing we have to make clear first: today, when we first came here, we fought with the 
disciples of the King of the Dragon Arts and killed many of them without realizing it, so if we leave, you 
can still say that we're outsiders who don't know each other. Yes, they will still be very angry. They 
might kill a handful of people to vent their anger. But that's all. They'll be too busy chasing us." 
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Jing Li extended his oar and pointed to the people present. 


“But if we stay to help you resist, that’s a completely different matter. 


This battle is bound to be fierce. If we lose in the end, King Wave Dragon's revenge will be ten times 
more fierce. 


Maybe there will be a massacre - I'm talking about killing you all, men, women, and children, one by 
one. 


Those lunatics are totally capable of such a thing, and everyone knows this. Do you have such a 
consciousness in your hearts? " 


Jing Li's words were like sharp needles, piercing into the hearts of every county resident. Although it was 
a summer afternoon, everyone felt a chill. Even though some of them had already had their family 
members killed by the Dragon Warrior King and desperately wanted someone to take revenge on their 
behalf, they did not dare to speak up when they thought of putting the lives of their fellow villagers and 
neighbors on the line. 


The people looked at Lord Wang at the same time - only the trust in Wang Shouren could unite them at 
this moment. 


Wang Shouren looked at the helpless and expectant eyes. He understood what a difficult and hard 
responsibility was in front of him. 


However, throughout his life, Wang Shouren had never once dodged in the face of difficulties. 


"Bo'an vows to live and die with the people of Luling and fight against evil together." 


The five people in Jing Li couldn't help but be moved when they saw the awe-inspiring righteousness in 
Wang Shouren's eyes when he spoke. 


The six disciples were proud to have such a teacher. 
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Many county residents were moved to tears. Xue Jiuniu and a group of young companions felt their 
blood boil even more. 


At this time, Wang Shouren looked at the five people from Jing Li. 


"Are you willing to lend your lives to me, Wang Yangming, for a short while?" 


--This time, he did not call himself by his name, but by the nickname of "Lecturer", meaning that he did 
not ask for their services on the basis of his position as an official of the imperial court. 


--Rather, he was asking the Jing Li five to sit down as equal and ask for their help as a "scholar". 


Lian Feihong stroked the iron glove on his left hand and replied with a smile: "It's only half of the fight. 
I'm used to finishing it." 


Hu Linglan put the Nodachi on her shoulder: "| told you before, this is the fate of the 'Wu Dan' and 
cannot be avoided." 


Tong Jing held the hilt of the "Still Life Sword" with a little excitement: "Boss Zeng's four people died, 
|..." She choked up a little as she spoke. 


Yan Heng's blood surged and he didn't know what to say. He just cupped his hands to Wang Shouren 
and nodded vigorously. 


Jing Li looked directly into Wang Shouren's eyes for a long time. 


——A high-ranking official who is about to take up a post in Nanjing will have great achievements in the 
court, but he is willing to risk his life and career to fight against a group of murderous demons for a small 
county that he has managed for less than a year? Jing Li had never heard of such an official in the world. 
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"Jing, a stranger, has never thought about entrusting his life to anyone's hands." He showed his breeze- 
like smile again: "But it's okay to lend you my knife temporarily." 


Wang Shouren also smiled. 


--He could see that Jing Li was a wild and untamable man, but once he trusted you, he would be the 
most reliable ally. 


Wang Shouren waved his hand and summoned over the bodyguards who had been watching him. 


"You have already heard what | am going to do, right?" Wang Shouren asked. 


Baojia himself were just a young men from the countryside in Luling County. In addition to serving on 
duty, he also works in farming on weekdays. These people looked at each other, thought for a moment, 
and then handed over to Wang Shouren and said, "We are willing to be driven by Mr. Wang." 


Wang Shouren nodded and immediately gave the order solemnly: "Gather some strong men and go to 
the county government office to take Xu Hongde home. Guard him day and night. Do not let any master 
or servant of the Xu family leave even half a step to prevent him from tipping off the thieves." 


Several security guards widened their eyes when they heard this - the county magistrate was under 
house arrest and would be charged with treason. 


"Don't worry, I'll take care of everything." Knowing their concerns, Wang Shouren immediately said, 
"Even if someone finally asks questions, it won't be on you." He then ordered three of his disciples to 
accompany Baojia to command the troops and detain the county magistrate Xu Hongde. 


Wang Shouren was not an official directly under the Jiangxi Provincial Government. If Xu Hongde was 
arrested privately, he would be prosecuted at any time in the future if there was no conclusive evidence 
of his crime. With this move, he obviously staked his own future and safety, not taking his reputation to 
heart at all. 
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Jing Li saw that once Mr. Wang made up his mind, he was decisive and decisive in doing things, and his 
methods were as fast as lightning. He was unmatched by ordinary civil servants, and he knew that it was 
absolutely right to trust him. 


——lf this person were born in troubled times, he would definitely become a famous general. 


Wang Shouren immediately arranged his men to guard the roads in all directions outside the county 
town, so that they could take precautionary measures in case of another attack by King Bolong's team. 


The people of the county were excited and panicked to know that they would have to fight against the 
evil demon, only the calm face of Lord Wang could make them feel a little bit more at ease. 


"There is one more condition." Jing Li said. 


Everyone frowned at him. 


Jing Li stepped forward and shoved the head of the King of Guan into Xue Jiuniu's hand. 


"You must repair this Guanwang Temple. Otherwise, he will not protect us from winning the war." 


The people of Luling County suddenly felt relieved after hearing this, and burst into laughter that was 
rarely heard on weekdays. 


"You said just now that Lord Wang didn't have a single soldier in his hands?" Jing Li said to Xue Jiuniu, 
"You are wrong." 


He smiled the same smile he wore every time he faced a challenge. 


"Now, there are five." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 68 Chapter 3: Night Attack 


The flames of the torches were flickering, and in the darkness of the countryside, they were the only 
light other than the moon. 


Jing Li held the torch in his left hand to reflect the road ahead, and holding the reins in his right hand, he 
urged his horse forward. To ride at night like this, one must be a good rider and have a good horse, not 
just a good rider. The horse under Jing Li's crotch was left behind by the disciples of the King of Dragon 
Arts, and by looking at its gait, he knew that it was a well-trained horse, so he was not afraid to gallop on 
the night road. 


Jing Li turned back to look at the other horse behind him. 


That young man, Xue Jiuniu, was leaning over the back of his horse, holding onto the reins, and although 
he had wrapped his mouth with a cloth, his eyes were showing a nervous look. 


"Are you afraid?" Jing Li asked with a laugh. 


Xue Jiuniu only shook his head, but his movements were stiff. 


The two riders left the city of Luling County at dusk and traveled on the southern countryside road 
straight to the Qingyuan Mountains, and it was already dark before they reached the halfway point. This 
is Jing Li's calculation: night is the best cover. 


"| will take advantage of this night to explore the enemy's camp." Jing Li said to Wang Shouren in the 
county town. 


"So early?" Tong Jing asked, "Is it necessary?" 


"The enemy has just lost a lot of troops, so they are bound to make some movements, so it's a good 
time to take a look." Jing Li explained, "We can also see how much their morale has been affected. As 
the battle has just started today, they won't expect us to move so fast." 
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Wang Shouren nodded in agreement. He knew that what Jing Li wanted to explore was not only the 
opponent's number of troops, but also the terrain of the base camp "Qinglian Temple". 


The enemy is good at using poison and can kill dozens of people with a single move of his hand. It is not 
only difficult to defend Luling County, but also there will be many casualties among the people. It is 
better to move the battlefield to the enemy's side - Wang Shouren and Jing Li both have the same idea. 


"I'll go with you." Hu Linglan said as she picked up the long bow. Yan Heng also wanted to join. But Jing 
Li shook his head. 


"It's more convenient to sneak in at night like this, walking alone." He said, "| have been accustomed to 
traveling at night in the jungles of the Southern Barbarians. It is easier to be discovered if there are 
many people. | only need a local who is familiar with the place and can ride fast. lead the way." 


County residents all recommended Xue Jiuniu. When the "Jingju Temple" was being repaired in the 
winter of the previous year, Xue Jiuniu had gone there to work and was very familiar with the Qingyuan 
Mountain area. He was also one of the few farmers in the nearby village who knew how to ride a horse. 


——xXue Jiuniu has loved horses since he was a child, and hopes that he can get a small job at the inn in 
the future without being trapped in the village. However, when King Bolongshu arrived, he robbed all 
the horses in Luling, and he only felt that this little Small dreams have been shattered. 


When Jing Li left the county town, Tong Jing looked at him worriedly. 


"Silly girl." Jing Li patted her on the top of her head, "Save me tomorrow's breakfast, don't eat it all ...... ; 


In the darkness of the countryside, Xue Jiuniu waved his hand and shouted, "Almost there!" 


He had already arrived at about one mile outside the Qingyuan Mountain. Jing Li stopped riding with 
him, and the two of them pulled the horse off the road, wrapped the eight hooves and the two mouths 
of the horse with the cloth belt they had prepared in advance to prevent them from making noise, and 
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then extinguished the torches, leading the horse through the forest and the wild land, and continued to 
approach the Blue Plains Mountain. 


At the moment, they only rely on the moonlight to travel, the wild forest is even darker, and 
occasionally the strange cries of insects and birds come from the surrounding area. Xue Jiuniu was even 
more scared than before, but without Jing Li's permission, he didn't dare to speak. 


"You really know how to ride." Jing Li was the first to speak as he walked along, "No wonder he said he 
wanted to go to the mountains to join the gang." 


Xue Jiuniu's face flushed red in the darkness of the night: "I...... don't really want to be a thief ...... but 


"| understand." Jing Li's voice was full of understanding: "No one is willing to be trampled on. Who 
doesn't want to take their life in their own hands? Especially men." 


Xue Jiuniu leaned against the moonlight to scrutinize Jing Li's back. Jing Li had left all his long weapons in 
the city to make it easier for him to walk around, and was only carrying his double swords, dart sabers, 
and chained spearheads on his waist. In fact, he was not much taller than Xue Jiuniu, but the width and 
thickness of his body gave people an extremely solid and reliable feeling. However, with such a strong 
body, he walked with a cat-like lightness. That temperament is completely different from the strong 
men Xue Jiuniu has seen in the county in the past. 


"YOU ...... " Xue Jiuniu asked, "Can you really defeat the hundred or two hundred men of the Dragon 
Warrior King with only five men?" 


"No." Jing Li replied, "We have to rely on Lord Wang to solve that." 


"| still don't understand." Xue Jiuniu added, "Why do you want to help us in Luling County? We don't 
know each other, and we won't give you much money--and | don't think you're doing it for money. You 
have nothing, and you have to joke about your life, and you may offend the powerful people behind 


YOU. ..... | can't figure it out. ...... 
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"| just like to fight." Jing Li said, touching the hilt of the goose feather saber on his waist, "And | like to 
fight with powerful people. There is such a group of people right in front of me - and they are so evil 
that they won't feel sorry even if they are killed, and they don't feel guilty about it. There is nothing 
more fun in the world." 


Jing Li turned back and looked at Xue Jiuniu with a smile, "What do you think? Do you think I'm crazy?" 


Xue Jiuniu shook his head, "It's good to know martial arts, you can do whatever you like." 


"It's not bad." Jing Xi shrugged and turned back: "Until you meet someone better than yourself. Think of 
the two "Seven Heroes of Southern Gansu" hanging on the flagpole." 


Xue Jiuniu thought of the two mummies and understood what a violent world Jingli lived in. 


They were gradually approaching the foot of Qingyuan Mountain. Xue Jiuniu couldn't help but tremble 
in his heart when he thought that he was walking towards the lair of the demon king Bo Longshu, as if 
he was approaching a tiger's mouth. 


They reached a small slope and looked through the bushes, facing the northern intersection of Qingyuan 
Mountain. 


At night, the mountain was dark, but the lights from the windows of a few houses could be seen along 
the mountain road. 


"That's Denglong Village," Xue Jiuniu said quietly. Xue Jiuniu said quietly. "| heard that it has been 
occupied by the disciples of the Surgery King." 


Jing Li saw that this village was guarding the entrance to the northern foothills, and thought that the 
Surgery King's men, numbering in the hundreds and having a large number of horses, would find it very 
inconvenient to maintain their supplies and enter and leave the monastery, and it would be a natural 
choice to station them in this foothill village, where they could attack and defend the village. 
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Earlier in the county town, they had interrogated the captured disciple of the Surgery King, wanting to 
find out more information about the enemy from him. However, the man, who had been under the 
influence of the scriptures and medicines of the Material Shift Cult, coupled with his faith in and fear of 
the Dragon Warrior King, refused to reveal any information. 


"Killme ...... , the disciple of the Warlord even said. "This body of mine is just a thing that lives in the 
world of the common people, and when it dies, it will go to the "real world". | sacrificed myself for the 


King of Magic, and | will be back soon...... s 


Jing Li knew that he couldn't ask any more questions, so he decided to go there and see for himself. 


"You stay here and guard the horses." Jing Li wrapped his braided head with a black cloth scarf. "If | 
don't come back at dawn, you can leave one of the horses behind and go back by yourself." 


"Let me follow you." Xue Jiuniu took off his scarf and asked earnestly. He took out a cloth bag from his 
waist and opened it. Inside was a sharp saber used for slaughtering cows, which he borrowed from a 
butcher in the county for his personal use: "| know the path of this place, and | definitely won't obstruct 


you. 


Jing Li looked at him and was a bit hesitant, Xue Jiuniu said again: "Didn't you say? A man should take his 
life into his own hands. Now I'm fighting for my own place, | don't want to just stand by and watch 
others fight." 


Jing Li smiled and patted this kid who thought he was already a man. 


"Okay. But first, put away your saber, don't pull it out without my order. If you walk behind me, I'm 
afraid you'll get nervous and cut my ass." 


Xue Jiuniu smiled, wrapped up his saber and took out a bag of charcoal ash he had prepared earlier. The 
two of them smeared the ash on their faces and arms, tied up their horses, and slowly dived into the 
sweltering darkness of the night, beginning to approach the Denglong Village. 
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In his early years, Jing Li wandered to the Southern Barbarian Kingdom of Champa and was hunted 
down and rounded up by the local natives. He fled in hiding in the dangerous jungle where the sun 
never shined. 


Relying on that experience to develop the ability to sneak in the wild, the terrain at the moment was 
naturally not a problem for him. 


He looked behind him from time to time. Xue Jiuniu was used to doing all kinds of menial work, and his 
skills were very strong. Just because of excitement and fear, his forward movements were too fast and 
too hard. Jing Li gestured to him several times to signal him to slow down, and Xue Jiuniu gradually 
learned to relax, the sound of his movements became quieter, and he began to truly blend into the dark 
night. The movements even somewhat imitate Jing cracking. 


——This kid learns very quickly. 


The two of them observed the hillside at the foot of the village for a while, making sure that there were 
no enemy patrols. Then they climbed up and leaned against the wall of a house. 


This Denglong Village is not big either. There are only forty or fifty houses of various sizes built against 
the mountain. Only three or four of them have lights on at the moment. 


"Are you all asleep?" Xue Jiuniu asked, suppressing his voice. 


Jing Li signaled Xue Jiuniu to keep quiet. A figure walked by at the corner of the alleyway, a very small 
person holding a plate. It turned out to be a village woman who had been captured by the Art King's 
disciples and used as a servant. She was carrying wine and food and was walking towards one of the 
houses with lights coming out of it. 


Jing Li and Xue Jiuniu traveled through the village one by one, peering through the windows at the unlit 
houses. Many of the houses were deserted and dilapidated, but some of them were filled with furniture 
and miscellaneous objects, men's clothes were hanging everywhere, and the tables were piled up with 
wine cups and gambling utensils, which were obviously the residences of the disciples of the Dragon 
King, however, they were all empty at the moment. 
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Jing Li saw Xue Jiuniu in front of the window of a house across the alley, waving to him anxiously. Jing Li 
went over to him with silent steps. 


Xue Jiu Niu showed him how to look in through the window. The window was nailed with solid wooden 
bars, just like a prison. Jing Li looked in through the window panes, and under the moonlight, he saw 
about twenty figures sitting or lying down in the room. 


If you look closely, you will see that these people are all women. They are all disheveled, with disheveled 
hair, and their ankles are chained. It was too dark in the room to see their expressions, but occasionally 
their movements were slow, as if they were sick. Some were moaning intermittently, or muttering to 
themselves unconsciously, as if they were dementia. 


Jing Li knew that these must be civilian girls captured by King Shu's disciples. It seemed that they had 
been fed with religious medicine for a long time for their sexual pleasure. 


"Why are they all locked in this room?" Xue Jiuniu asked. 


Jing Li thought for a moment and realized what was going on. 


"The main force of the disciples of King Shu is gone." He said, "Either they were transferred elsewhere or 
they went to Qinglian Temple, so they locked the women here." He pointed to the houses with lights. 
House: "They only left a few of their men to guard the village. | think there were about a dozen of 
them." 


"| touched the lock of this house just now. It's easy to knock open." Xue Jiuniu said, "We can rescue 
them." 


"No." Jing Li shook his head decisively: "During tonight's trip, we must not let the other side notice even 
the slightest sign. We are not ready to confront them head-on." 


--At the moment, King of the Dragon Warriors still doesn't know the details of Jing Li and the others and 
whether or not they have any backup, so it seems that he will not attack Luling County rashly; however, 
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if he learns that Jing Li has come to probe deeper into the area and feels that the danger is greatly 
increased, he may start the war right away. 


"But they--" said Xue Jiuniu anxiously. 


"You said you would never stand in my way." Jing Li interrupted him coldly. 


Xue Jiuniu was speechless and lowered his head, but his palms tightly gripped the cloth-wrapped saber 
on his belt. 


"This is how war is fought." Jing Li's eyes glittered in the darkness of the night, repressing many pains of 
the past: "For the sake of the final victory. We will come back." 


Jing Li took a step and was about to go around the village and head for the mountains. Xue Jiuniu added, 
"They are all people's wives and daughters," he said. 


Jing Li turned back and looked at Xue Jiuniu, whose body was trembling with excitement. 


"| don't understand." Xue Jiuniu said, "For the sake of winning the battle, do we have to let go of the 
people in front of us?" 


"I've told you, this battle concerns the lives of the people of the whole county." Jing Li said, "How many 
people do you think are there?" 


"Is it because there are fewer people inside?" Xue Jiuniu asked, "What if there were 50 people inside? 
What if there were a hundred? What if there were 200? How many should we leave alone? How many 
should be rescued?" 


Xue Jiuniu's words made Jing Li stop in his tracks. 
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"Once, this group of demons came to my village," Xue Jiuniu continued, "and killed my neighbor's little 
tiger--we grew up together. After the demons left, the others in the village didn't shed a single tear for 
Little Tiger, but only said, 'Luckily they didn't kill more people." 


Jing Li silently listened to Xue Jiuniu's words. 


It was as if they were saying, "Little Tiger's death was worth it." Xue Jiuniu's eyes became moist. 


Jing Li listened to this country boy, who had far less experience than himself, but he seemed to have 
reminded him of something: 


--This is not just a war. 


Xue Jiuniu suppressed his voice and wiped away the tears in his eyes. When he looked up, he saw Jing Li 
quietly pulling out his Yan Ling saber. The mottled, matte-colored saber only faintly reflected the 
moonlight. 


"Don't let any of them go up the mountain to report." Jing Li walked out with his saber at an angle. 


He walked in the direction of the lighted lantern. 


Xue Jiu Niu's chest was swollen with hot blood. After seeing Jing Li's majestic back disappear into the 
darkness under the eaves of the house, he looked around for a stone that could crack the lock of the 
door. 


At that moment, a muffled sound suddenly came from the direction Jing Li went, breaking the quiet 
night. It was followed by the sound of cups and plates breaking. The footsteps of several people running 
ina hurry. Angry shouts. 


Then came the screams of death. 
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Xue Jiuniu raised a stone and was about to smash the door lock when he saw a dark shadow moving 
rapidly in the dark alley in front of him. 


He went after them to see. The moonlight fell on the open space of the village, and he saw a disciple of 
the King of Dragon Arts, who was still tying the belt of his pants while running. It turned out that this 
person was relieving himself on the other side of the village, and when he was startled by the sounds of 
slaying, he did not run over to help in the battle, but instead fled to the road up the mountain. 


--This makes it even more certain that the opponent's army is in the temple in the mountain! 


Without thinking, Xue Jiuniu desperately ran after him and threw stones at the disciple of the Magic 
King! 


Hearing the sound of the wind, the disciple ducked his head to avoid it, and the stone missed him and 
landed on one of the walls of the house. 


Xue Jiuniu's trembling hand hurriedly felt for the cloth bag at his waist and unraveled it, revealing his ox- 
slaughtering saber, and his feet kept rushing toward the other side. 


--Not a single one of them should be allowed to go up the mountain! 


The disciple of the Magic King dodged the rocks and saw that the one who was chasing him was just a 
peasant boy with a two-foot saber in his hand; and when he heard that the slaying on the other side of 
the house was still going on, his killing instincts were aroused. 


Xue Jiuniu held back his intense fear. In his heart, he kept thinking of his dead friend Xiaohu. 


He rushed to the Surgery King's disciple and reached the distance where his saber could reach, but he 


was too nervous to strike. 
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The King's disciple howled like a madman and threw a right punch, hitting Xue Jiuniu's left eye. Xue 
Jiuniu only felt that his brain was like an explosion of bright light, and he rolled over in pain, kneeling 
down with his hands and knees on the ground. 


Xue Jiuniu was about to raise his right hand to hold a saber when he was hit by another sharp pain, and 
his opponent had already stomped on the back of his hand. Xue Jiuniu didn't have time to call out, but 
the Surgery King's disciple's other leg hit him in the face. 


Fortunately, Xue Jiuniu still had the instinct to protect himself and put his left arm in front of his face in 
time. But the disciple of the king of martial arts was originally a bandit who had practiced martial arts, 
and his leg strength was very strong. He kicked Xue Jiuniu's arm so hard that it hit his nose. Blood 
gushed out from Xue Jiuniu's nostrils, and his arm became weak due to the kick. 


Seeing that Xue Jiuniu was no longer able to resist, the disciple of the king of martial arts still stepped on 
the hand holding the knife with his left foot. He put his right foot on the ground and exerted force again. 
This time, he stomped down hard on his head from above. A kick that could be fatal at any time. 


A strange wind sound. 


The disciple of the king of magic could not see what was flying towards him, but only felt a burning pain 
on the left side of his neck and shoulder. The blood quickly stained the five-colored clothes. 


The mandarin duck dart knife was nailed to the earthen wall of the house behind him, reflecting the 
light blue moonlight. 


The disciple of the King of Arts lost all strength in his body in an instant, and stood on the spot holding 
his left shoulder. 


Xue Jiuniu felt the foot on the back of his right hand loosen, and the multiple injuries made his whole 
body numb. The only feeling is the touch of the five fingers holding the handle of the knife. 


He got up from the ground and rushed into the arms of the disciple of the King of Arts. Tears and 
nosebleeds flowed at the same time. Teeth clenched. 
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The disciple of King Shu collapsed. A hilt protrudes from the chest. 


Xue Jiuniu stared at the first person who died in his hands, breathing heavily. Every joint in the body 
feels weak. 


It took him a long time to come back to his senses and find the figure standing behind him. 


It was Jing Li. His body was already stained with the blood of nine disciples of the Art King. The Yan Ling 
saber was sheathed. 


He walked over, pulled out the sharp knife from the body, wiped off the blood stains, and stuffed it back 
into Xue Jiuniu's hand. 


"Think about the people he has killed before. And the people he will kill." Jing Li looked directly into Xue 
Jiuniu's eyes. That look calmed him. "Don't think about anything else." 


Xue Jiuniu saw light coming from behind again, and there were two more people. They are village 
women enslaved by the disciples of the King of Magic, one of them is holding a lantern. They looked at 
the bodies on the ground and shed excited but silent tears. 


"Wake up." Jing Li patted Xue Jiuniu on the head: "This is not the time to be in a daze. You have to take 
them all back before dawn." 


Thinking that the safety of so many people was in his own hands, Xue Jiuniu woke up from the shock of 
his first murder. 


"You asked for this responsibility yourself." Jing Li reached out and put his hand on his shoulder, "If you 
are a man, you should try to fulfill it." 
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Xue Jiuniu nodded vigorously. Being recognized as a "man" by this powerful saber in front of him, his 
heart was filled with a sense of pride. 


Jing Li picked up an object from the ground. It was a bloodstained robe, which he had stripped off from 
one of the men in the room. He put the robe on to cover up the blood stains, and then walked to the 
earth wall to retrieve the mandarin duck axe, and then immediately pulled his feet toward the road up 
to the Qingyuan Mountain, and soon disappeared in the darkness. 


OOOO 


Wang Shouren was led by two disciples carrying lanterns through the dark streets of Luling County. 


In order to prevent night attacks, many places in the city must be lit up all night. Wang Shouren glanced 
at the rows of houses under the lights and couldn't help but miss the time when he was in power here. 
Although he only served as a county magistrate here for ten months, it was after all the first place where 
he could pursue his ambitions after his enlightenment and comeback. He also started lecturing and 
preaching in Luling County, and he had a special affection for this place. 


He had previously inspected various city gates and walls, and saw that many were in disrepair and 
collapsed, which was extremely detrimental to defense. When Wang Shouren was in office, he 
mobilized the people to repair the city wall to prevent bandits, but they were transferred before the 
repairs were completed. The money and food reserved for repairs were all emptied by his successors, 
and the fortification work naturally came to a halt. 


Although Wang Shouren was a civil official, he had been a scholar of military science since his youth, and 
had studied the method of attacking and defending the city, and at the age of fifteen, he had once 
aspired to be a general. He knew that even if the city walls were intact, it would still be very difficult to 
defend the city. There were not many strong soldiers to recruit, and although there were thousands of 
people in the city, he observed that the fear of the Dragon Warrior King was so deep-rooted that if they 
attacked the city, they would be defeated without a fight. 


He was accompanied by a few county people. They were also worried when they saw Lord Wang's 
worried face. 
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--Need more tough people ...... 


When Wang Shouren thought of this, he suddenly thought of a name. 


He asked the old county resident beside him, "| don't see Meng Qihe's whereabouts during the day. ...... 
Is it possible that he listened to my words and went to apply for the martial arts course? 


"No...Meng Qihe...more than half a year after your transfer, he took a group of brothers to Luocao..." 
The old county citizen said embarrassedly: "Now he is doing business at the other end of Mapi Ridge in 
the north. 


| heard that a lot of people gathered. " 


Wang Shouren sighed and shook his head. 


Then he saw a house in front of him, with a figure on the corner of the roof. 


It turned out to be Yan Heng, sitting cross-legged on the tile surface with a lantern beside him. He 
unhooked the "Still Life Sword" and placed it on his left side, while the long sword "Dragon Thorn" lay 
across his legs and knees. 


Wang Shouren walked to the bottom of the house, and Yan Heng stood up quickly to salute. 


"We decided to take turns guarding tonight." Yan Heng explained, "| am the first one." 


"Thank you for your hard work, Young Master Yan." Wang Shouren raised his hand. Yan Heng wanted to 
jump off the roof. 


"Don't come down." Wang Shouren waved his hand to stop him, then took off his robe and climbed up 
from the window sill on the side of the house. The two disciples who followed him, one was the older Yu 
Huan, and the other was Huang Xuan. They hurriedly handed the lanterns to the county residents 
behind and stepped forward to help Wang Shouren climb the wall. 
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Wang Shouren is an all-rounder. He also studied archery and fencing when he was young. His physical 
strength is not weak, otherwise he would not be able to survive the difficult years in Guizhou 
Longchang. Although he was over forty years old, he had already climbed onto the roof in just a few 
moves. However, Yu Huan and Huang Xuan behind him were struggling even more than him. 


After the three of them came up, they stepped carefully on the tile surface. Yan Heng said hello to the 
two Wang Clan disciples again. 


"It's really nice here." Wang Shouren looked over. The house was in the center of the county, and the 
houses on all sides seemed to be sleeping in the dark. When a person is at a high place, if there is any 
unusual sound coming from any side, he can immediately identify the direction. 


Wang Shouren and Yan Heng sat side by side on the roof tiles. At this moment, Yan Heng was facing 
Wang Shouren at close range, and he recalled the aura he had when he first saw him step out of the 
carriage during the day, and the respect and trust that the people of Luling County had for him. The 
lantern reflected Wang Shouren's wise eyes. 


"How old is the young hero?" Wang Shouren asked with a smile. 


"Just turned eighteen." Yan Heng replied with a slight sigh. He celebrated his birthday on the journey to 
Jiangxi. Looking back, the worry-free days in Qingcheng Mountain at the age of seventeen seem far 
away. 


"It's not too early to start a career at this age." Wang Shouren said, "| left home at the age of eleven and 
went to Beijing to study with my grandfather. By your age, | already had a family." 


"I've heard about it." Huang Xuan, who was next to her, added with a smile: "On the night of his bridal 
chamber, he actually went to the Taoist temple and talked with the Taoist priests all night about health 
preservation." 


Wang Shouren and his disciples both laughed. Wang Shouren stroked his beard and said, "| was indeed a 
little crazy when | was young. | even thought about practicing Buddhism and practicing Zen." 
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"Why didn't it happen later?" Yan Heng asked. 


"The Buddhist way of resurrecting the world is not in line with my temperament." When Wang Shouren 
said, his upright spirit appeared again on his face. 


Yan Heng deeply felt that in front of him was a man who was determined to do things for the people of 
the world. 


"| heard what my disciple said." Wang Shouren added, "Shaoxia Yan learned from the Qingcheng Sword 
Sect." 


Yan Heng nodded, his face becoming serious. 


"| have also heard about what happened to the Wudang Sect in recent years." Wang Shouren looked at 
the bright moon in the sky: "If you are strong, you will break easily. If the Wudang Sect pursues the 
extreme so much, | am afraid it will eventually cause damage. | heard that they are famous for their "Tai 
Chi" martial arts that combine hardness and softness. It’s really a shame that people in this world don’t 
understand this.” 


Yan Heng heard Wang Shouren's words, but did not agree. Although Wudang is an enemy who kills 
masters, his purpose cannot be said to be deviant from martial arts - as a warrior, what can he do if he 
does not seek ultimate power? 


——Mry goal is to be stronger than Wudang! 


Seeing Yan Heng's silence, Wang Shouren thought that he did not want to talk about the tragedy of his 
master's school, so he changed the topic: "Did you come to Luling because you want to fight against this 
demon, the King of the Dragon Magic?" 


"No, originally we were actually looking for Senior Han Shizi to polish and repair our weapons." 
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" Han Shizi, hmmm, just thinking about this guy makes me angry." Wang Shouren said with a nostalgic 
smile on his face, "He refused to sharpen my sword even if he died." 


"Is there such a thing?" asked Yan Wang curiously. Yan Heng asked curiously. 


"The guy had a very weird temper and said to me: 'I only sharpen swords that | know how to use. | 
sharpen the knives for cutting vegetables; | also sharpen the knives for butchering pigs; and | sharpen 
the knives for killing people even more. This sword of yours, it's just a decoration, and | won't sharpen it 
no matter how many times you ask me to do so." 


Do you think it's infuriating? Although Wang Shouren's tone was like a joke, there was a hint of 
uneasiness on his face. Yan Heng sensed it. 


"Don't worry, Your Excellency. We will do our best to save Mr. Han Shizi." 


Wang Shouren nodded his head in relief. 


At this moment, Yan Heng's eyebrows twitched, and he touched the hilt of his sword on his knee with 
vigilance. There was movement from the street below. 


The four of them looked down and saw that it was Lian Feihong. Holding a small wine bottle in one 
hand, he waved his hand to the roof of the house, quickly stepped forward, leapt onto the wall, reached 
out his arms, climbed up, and flipped his body upside down, landing on the tiled surface in the blink of 
an eye. 


Although Huang Xuan is dedicated to learning the ways of the sages, he is still a young man witha 
vigorous spirit. Seeing such skills, he can't help but feel a little envious. 


"Boy, you go to sleep first, let me watch." Mr. Feihong sat down next to Yan Heng: "I'm old and don't 
sleep much." He said, taking off the sword from his waist and putting it next to him. 


"No, sir, you're tired from playing today. | can see that." Yan Heng said, "You'd better get more rest." 
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"Are you saying that I'm old and don't have enough strength?" Lian Feihong screamed because Yan Heng 
mentioned his weakness, especially when Wang Shouren and others next to him heard it. "Do you want 
to compete with me now? Just run to the city gate over there and come back. Let's see who is faster?" 


Yan Heng looked at the old man who refused to admit defeat and shook his head. 


Lian Feihong finally calmed down, uncorked the bottle, and took a sip from the bottle. 


"You still said you wanted to be guarded? And you drank?" Yan Heng couldn't help but add. 


"Fool, there's water in it!" Lian Feihong raised the mouth of the bottle in front of Yan Heng's nose: "I'm 
not the kind of fool who only has the energy to fight after drinking!" 


Yan Heng saw Lian Feihong's sly smile and knew that this was another deliberately boring joke, so he 
couldn't help but shake his head. Such a noisy old man, | really don’t know how he became the leader of 
the Kongtong Sect in the first place. 


At this time, Lian Feihong looked at Wang Shouren and only raised his chin slightly to greet him without 
saluting. It was clear that he did not take the other person's official position seriously. Wang Shouren 
didn't mind at all, but instead bowed his hand to this old man who was twenty years older than him, 
showing great respect. 


Wang Shouren only felt that the warriors he met today, such as Jing Li and Lian Feihong, although they 
were arrogant men who were different from his own, were straightforward and sincere, far better than 
the many hypocrites he had seen in the literati and official circles before. 


——Wang Shouren later wrote in an article: "The madman's ambitions are those of the ancients. All the 
noise and worldly contamination are not enough to tire his heart. It is like a phoenix soaring over a 
thousand feet. A single thought can make him a saint." 


"Boy." Lian Feihong said to Yan Heng again, "| heard from Jing'er that you held back your hand during 
the confrontation with the Wudang Clan in Xi'an." His tone and expression became serious as he spoke. 
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Yan Hengyang raised his eyebrows. What Lian Feihong said was that he was unwilling to deliver a fatal 
blow to Fan Zong, whose hands and feet were blocked on the roof of the "Yinghua Pavilion", and then 
refused to attack Yao Lianzhou, who was poisoned in the room. 


"Here, you have to throw away that idea." Lian Feihong said solemnly: "This is not a duel between 
warriors, but a war. There is only one purpose, which is to kill all those enemies. Even if ten It doesn't 
matter whether you have 20 or 30 people attacking each other. There is nothing despicable about it. 
Just think about how many people will be killed by them if you let them live, and you won't be unable to 
do it. " 


——At almost the same time in different places, Lian Feihong and Jing Li said very similar words. 


Yan Heng thought of the battle with the Ma Pai Gang in Chengdu in the past, and then recalled the 
battle this morning. He bit his lower lip and thought for a while, then looked at Mr. Feihong and nodded. 


Lian Feihong's mention of Xi'an also reminded Yan Heng of a question he had hidden in his heart for a 
long time. With a wise man like Wang Shouren in front of you, this is your chance to get the answer. 


"Master Wang, | heard that you are very knowledgeable. There is one thing that | still can't figure out. Is 
what | did right or wrong? | hope you can give me some advice." 


As Yan Heng spoke, he told how he was unable to resist Yao Lianzhou's poisonous body that day in the 
"Yinghua Pavilion", but he did not seize the golden opportunity to kill his enemy with one sword. 


"Master Wang already knows about the grudge between Wudang and me." Yan Heng said through 
gritted teeth: "This man is the culprit who sent his disciples to destroy my Qingcheng faction and kill my 
mentor; and his second-in-command, Ye Chenyuan, took advantage of the eye disease of my master, He 
Zisheng, in order to defeat him. But at that moment, | couldn't make a move..." He was trembling 
slightly with excitement as he talked about the past: "Am | a fool? Am | being unfaithful and unfilial?" 


Wang Shouren was silent for a round. 
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Huang Xuan, the disciple next to him, interjected: "| have said before that in our eyes, you warriors’ 
vendetta against each other is completely unreasonable! So what about him, sir..." 


After hearing this, Yan Heng was about to apologize, but Wang Shouren raised his hand to stop Huang 
Xuan. 


He stared directly into Yan Heng's eyes, and his gaze seemed to penetrate Yan Heng's soul. 


Because of this gaze, Yan Heng put away his previous excitement and straightened up unconsciously. 


"Think about it first." Wang Shouren said: "If that situation happened again today, would you choose to 
pierce the Wudang leader's chest with a sword at this moment? Or would you make the same decision? 
Answer yourself honestly. " 


Yan Heng's heart trembled when he heard this. Wang Shouren's words made him recall the Qingcheng 
Sect's former plaque: 


"sincere" 


——Is what he said consistent with the teachings of my master? 


Wang Shouren sat on the roof, looking up at the endless night sky. The moonlight fell on him, exuding a 
transcendent aura. 


"In the past, because of my outspokenness, | offended the powerful eunuch Liu Jin. | was imprisoned by 
the imperial staff. Then | was sent to Longchang in Guizhou. | had to pretend to commit suicide on the 
way to escape Liu Jin's pursuit. It was a narrow escape. "But it was in the poor mountains and rivers full 
of poisonous snakes in Longchang, when | had nothing, that | gained the most important enlightenment 
in my life." 


Wang Shouren pointed at his heart. 
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"The way of the sage is self-sufficient in my nature. The principles of heaven, earth, and all things exist in 
people's hearts, and there is no other place to turn to." 


Wang Shouren looked at Yan Heng: "These tests are to let you see clearly your 'true self inside. 
Decisions made at important moments reflect a person's true heart. Some people understand the truth 
in their hearts, but they are confused by selfish desires when they act. , that is false meaning after all; 
only when one can maintain a righteous mind and at the same time be able to follow the right path and 
do the right thing, and the appearance and the inside are suddenly consistent, then knowledge and 
action can be unified." 


"But..." Yan Heng asked: "What if you do what you think is right, but it only makes you fail?" 


"Who in the world is immortal? But how many people throughout the ages can be able to feel no guilt 
when they close their eyes?" 


As Wang Shouren spoke, his eyes looked into the distance, as if he wanted to use these two tiny points 
of brilliance to illuminate the entire night. 


"Those who follow the right path in the world will die without death." 


Yan Heng looked at those small but upright eyes, and seemed to understand something suddenly, but 
he couldn't describe it. 


"Okay." Lian Feihong patted Yan Heng's back hard at this time: "Go back to the inn, and think about it 
while you sleep. You just got addicted to the ‘imitation fairy powder' this morning, so you should get 
more rest." 


Yan Heng originally wanted to stay and ask Wang Shouren for more advice, but Lian Feihong urged him 
repeatedly, so he had no choice but to shoulder his sword, hold a lantern, say goodbye to everyone on 
the roof, and jump down. 
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"Thank you very much." Lian Feihong said suddenly as he took a sip of water and looked at Yan Heng 
who was leaving. 


Wang Shouren smiled. 


Lian Feihong continued to look at Yan Heng's back and the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" 
behind him. 


"This kid..." Lian Feihong murmured, "As long as he believes in himself more..." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 69 Chapter 4 Female Martial Artists 


It was only a very small sound, but it awakened Shimazu Hu Linglan. 


In the past, she was the daughter of the Shimazu family of the Satsuma Kingdom, and as the daughter of 
a lord, although she practiced very hard on her saber, riding and archery, she lived in fine clothes and 
had many servants to serve her; however, after being smuggled into the Middle Kingdom more than a 
year ago, she traveled through the states and provinces in search of Jing Li, which made the journey 
quite difficult, and being alone and having to be on guard against the villains, she soon honed her sharp 
vigilance, just as if a house cat had turned into a wild cat. 


--The last time | was followed in Chengdu, | was unable to realize it because the other party was a first- 
rate lightweight of the Wudang School's "First Snake Road". 


In the quiet of the night, although the sound was soft, Hu Linglan could still recognize it: it was the 
sound of a human throat. 


--And it must be in extreme pain. 


Hu Linglan's tall body knelt down on the bed and took the Nodachi knife beside the bed in her hand. 


"What's going on?" Tong Jing, who was sleeping in the same room, was awakened by her actions and sat 
up holding the "Still Life Left Sword" in her arms. 


Hu Linglan put the robe on quickly and said at the same time: "There is something going on in the east. 
Go find Mr. Feihong quickly." 


She ignored her words and jumped out of the second floor window with bare feet, running towards the 
dark place where the strange noise came from to the east, leaving Tong Jing watching anxiously in front 
of the window. 
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When Hu Linglan ran, she only touched the ground on the balls of her front feet to reduce the sound of 
her footsteps. She held the scabbard close to her waist with her left hand and her right hand was 
already holding the handle of the knife. 


At the same time, she remembered: the place where the sound came from was the county government 
office. 


——ls that high official named Wang in danger? ... 


Hu Linglan quickly ran to the west side of the county government office. A lantern was lit there, 
reflecting a small stone house, which was the prison cell next to the magistrate's office. 


Outside the room, there were two strong men lying down. The ground was dark and stained. 


Hu Linglan took out a piece of cloth and covered her mouth and nose. She had seen how powerful the 
enemy's poison was this morning, and she had to be careful. 


Hu Linglan tried her best to hide in the darkness - she did not forget the hidden weapons of the Shu 
King's followers during the day. 


At this moment, a figure appeared swaggeringly under the light of the lantern, walking out of the main 
entrance of the stone prison. The person was wearing black tight-fitting night clothes from head to toe. 
Judging from the curves of her body, it was obvious that she was a woman - and a very alluring woman. 
His face was covered with a black scarf. 


The woman in black stepped out of the cell, with a very wide saber hanging across her waist, and in her 
left hand she carried the head of a man still dripping blood, the disciple of the King of the BoLong 
Technique who had been imprisoned in the cell. 


--She didn't come here to attack the county office, but specifically to kill the captured colleague! 
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Hu Linglan saw again that the woman in black still had two cloth bags hanging on her waist, and they 
were equally wet. 


"Come out. | heard you earlier." The woman pulled down her black scarf and smiled ferociously: "If | 
hadn't had these thieves' ears, | wouldn't have known how many heads | would have caught and 
beheaded by the government back in Jingzhou!" 


Hu Linglan saw that the other person had a slender figure and was slightly similar to her, but his face 
and skin color were opposite, as white as silk under the light. She recalled Xue Jiuniu's description during 
the day and knew that this person was the female leader under the throne of Bo Longshu. 


--Jing Li took advantage of the fact that soon after the first battle, when the enemy was still in a state of 
shock, he went to spy on the enemy's camp at night; but the enemy also had the same idea, and at the 
same time attacked at night! 


Huo Yaohua threw away the head of the disciple of the king of magic, and took off the two cloth bags 
containing human heads from her waist - they were the other two disciples of the king of magic who 
escaped. They fled when they encountered the enemy and did not return to "Qinglian Temple" to 
accept their crimes. Huo Yaohua was ordered to hunt down the two hiding in the suburbs before 
entering the county town; then they came in to execute the captured disciple. 


——As long as they take a breath, it is an insult to King Shu. 


Hu Linglan looked at the two Baojia who were killed on the ground. They all had lacerations on their 
bodies caused by extremely heavy techniques, and the wounds were very scary. 


Huo Yaohua stared at the wild sword in Hu Linglan's hand. It never occurred to her that there were 
women in the world who wielded longer knives than she did. 


——This alone is inexcusable! 
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Huo Yaohua's black figure suddenly stepped forward, her right hand already resting on the long cloth- 
wrapped handle of the knife behind her waist. She arched her body like a cat, pulled the knife out of the 
leather sheath with her backhand, and slashed horizontally towards Hu Linglan's neck! 


The silver light is extremely strong, and the cold sword energy is coming! 


Before Huo Yaohua launched his attack, Hu Linglan had already sensed its murderous intent and 
responded quickly. She sat down with her knees down, her right wrist shook violently, the Nodachi was 
unsheathed from her left waist, and it was also slashed horizontally, just in time to meet the incoming 
silver light! 


The two blades clashed head-on, and the sharp sound filled the night sky of Luling County. 


Huo Yaohua held the knife with her backhand in this move, which was a bit disadvantageous in terms of 
strength. She also underestimated Hu Linglan's arm strength. The knife in her hand was violently 
bounced away, and she had to turn around to control the handle of the knife. 


When he stopped, he could see Huo Yaohua's sword clearly. The blade was as wide and straight as a 
steel plate. It was quite heavy. The tip of the sword was beveled. Except for the red tassel of human hair 
on the handle, it was extremely simple. There was no decoration at all; seven or eight inches in the 
middle of the blade was actually jagged, and it was still stained with blood - no wonder the people she 
killed had such brutal wounds. 


Huo Yaohua's long and charming eyes glared at this moment. Such a defeat against the enemy was 
something that had never happened since he followed the Wave Dragon Master. 


——No wonder Erhan is so embarrassed... 


She changed the knife to be held with both hands, and assumed a stance of holding the knife overhead. 


Hu Linglan saw this stance and raised her eyebrows: the flavor of the other party's stance was similar to 
that of Li Shanyang, a disciple of Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road, who she had met before and who had 
used a chopping horse saber. 
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--She has also learned the martial arts of the "material Dan"...... but there are some differences ...... 


Hu Linglan threw away the scabbard, held the handle of the Nodachi sword on her right waist with both 
hands, and pointed the tip of the sword diagonally to the side and back, facing Huo Yaohua in a "flank" 
stance. 


Huo Yaohua has a lot of experience in killing and fighting, and he has already felt that Hu Linglan's 
stance posed a huge threat to him from the middle and bottom lanes. 


——Suppression from top to bottom, | have the advantage! 


Huo Yaohua screamed like cracking silk from between her teeth. Before the big saw blade on her head 
was activated, her right foot in front took the lead and kicked it flatly! 


The thin-soled fast boots kicked up a stream of sand and hit Hu Linglan's face directly! 


Hu Linglan knew that she was facing the demon king Bolong Shu, and she was already on guard against 
plots and plots. She tried her best to keep her posture as steady as possible. She just closed her eyes and 
lowered her head, facing the waves of sand without avoiding it. 


Huo Yaohua took advantage of the moment when Hu Linglan couldn't see it. She took advantage of the 
momentum of kicking her legs to move forward. Using her waist and arms, she slashed head-on into Hu 
Linglan's head like a saw blade! 


Although Hu Linglan closed her eyes, her mind was not confused. She knew the direction of Huo 
Yaohua's attack based on experience. She sat on the spot and turned around. The long blade of the 
Nodachi shone brightly. "The variation of this move changes the originally horizontal cassock chop into 
the "reverse cassock chop") which is lifted up diagonally! 
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[Note (1): In Japanese martial arts, the sword move that slashes the enemy diagonally downward is 
called "cassock slash" because its trajectory is like the cassock draped diagonally on a monk's body. 
"Reverse Kasaya" is in the opposite direction, striking diagonally from bottom to top. JJ 


—This change of technique was realized during her practice with Jingli for more than half a year. The Yin 
style that Hu Linglan learned in Satsuma was originally a sword technique used on the battlefield. It was 
assumed that the opponent was a general wearing armor, and the emphasis was on the force that broke 
through the armor, but there were fewer changes; To fight against warriors A, one needs to change their 
techniques to adapt. It seems that this move is to change the "Sanin" into a "reverse cassock" slash from 
below. The force is not as powerful as the horizontal slash, which is enough to break armor, but the 
angle makes it more difficult to dodge and defend. 


Huo Yaohua's saw blade hadn't even reached five inches above Hu Linglan's head, but the tip of Ye Tai's 
blade had already reached it, just in time to cut off Huo Yaohua's right forearm! 


Huo Yaohua reacted very quickly, released the handle of the knife with her right hand, opened her arms, 
and dodged the attack! 


But the angle of Hu Linglan's sword strike was calculated. Even if it missed the arm, the blade still went 
straight into the palace and hit Huo Yaohua's chin! 


In an instant, Huo Yaohua's face turned into a beast. 


A sudden force came from her body out of nowhere, and she leaned back at high speed as if struck by 
thunder. The tip of Nota's blade was already attached to the skin between her chin and throat, but she 
dodged the blade at the shortest distance. The trajectory of the move. 


Although Hu Linglan couldn't see it, the touch of the knife in her hand told her that it had not cut in. 


Huo Yaohua followed this posture and turned around. She slashed with her saw blade with her left hand 
to prevent Hu Linglan from pursuing her. When she turned around again, she stood up and resumed her 
stance. 
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There was a bloodstain as small as a thread on her chin, proving how dangerous the saber had been. 


Huo Yaohua's eyes were bloodshot and her face was furious. 


Hu Linglan sheathed her sword by her left ear, pointing the tip of the blade directly at the enemy. She 
was quite surprised when she looked at Huo Yaohua's appearance, her expression was somewhat 
inhuman. 


What surprised her even more was Huo Yaohua's animal-like superhuman reaction just now. 


—Huo Yaohua's reaction speed is actually caused by long-term use of "Zhao Ling Dan", a drug prepared 
by King Bo Longshu, which stimulates body functions and senses. 


She handed over her saber to her right hand and held it in front of her, and with her left hand, she put 
two fingers into a small hidden pocket on the inside of her belt and took out another "Zhaoling Dan" and 
quickly threw it into her mouth and swallowed it, without leaving Hu Linglan for a single moment, with 
her eyes filled with hatred. 


As the heir to the Chu Wolf Saber School and a student of the Wudang martial arts techniques taught by 
the King of Wushu, Huo Yaohua had never imagined that there would be a woman stronger than herself 
in the world. 


Hu Linglan covered her face with a cloth scarf, although only one pair of eyes were revealed, Huo Yohua 
still could not accept what she saw. 


--She seems to be even more beautiful than me! 


Huo Yaohua was born in Jiangling, Jingzhou, and learned from the local Chulang Sword Sect since she 
was a child. Although the Chulang Sect's martial arts talents are not as good as those of the "Nine 
Martial Arts Sects", and their reputation is even worse than that of the Wudang Sect in Hubei, they are 
still quite famous locally. Jiangling is an important land and water hub, and the Chulang Sect relies on its 
strong force to protect the business and freight of many local wealthy businessmen. Both the black and 
white parties have to show some mercy. 
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Although the Chulang sect is open to the public and accepts both male and female disciples, due to their 
fierce swordsmanship and martial arts, they are all patriarchal in nature. Even though Huo Yaohua was 
born with a physique that was not inferior to that of a man, she was never taught advanced martial arts. 


In order to obtain the true inheritance of her sect, Huo Yaohua did not hesitate to exchange beauty. 
First, the two senior brothers could not resist the temptation, but in the end, even her master, Su 
Qishan, the head of the Chu Lang Sect, had an affair with her and personally taught her the secrets of 
swordsmanship. 


Later, this matter was exposed by a fellow disciple. In order to avoid the scandal of the family, Su Qishan 
first fabricated a crime and expelled her from the door, and even had one of her arms crippled. 


Only then did Su Qishan truly know what kind of "wolf girl" he had raised over the years: when enforcing 
family laws, Huo Yaohua killed her master on the spot and seized the knife with only a dagger hidden 
close to her flesh. Find a bloody way to escape! 


After that, Chu Lang sent his disciples to hunt down Huo Yaohua many times, which proved that her 
martial arts skills were far superior to those of her fellow disciples, and she was killed in several fights. 
Huo Yaohua recruited several lustful and greedy thieves in Jingzhou and formed a bandit gang, which 
ran rampant in Jing and Xiang for a while until they met and were subdued by the King of Dragon 
Warriors. 


Huo Yaohua was very willing to become the "pet" of the Wave Dragon Master - not only because of his 
overwhelming strength, but also because he is more convinced by her naked pursuit of desire than her 
hypocritical master. 


The Dragon Warrior doesn't use a saber, but he passes on to Huo Yaohua the essentials of the fierce 
"Wudang Sword of Position" technique, which she blends with her own martial arts, practicing it, and 
her handful of Ch'u Wol's sabers are more than doubled, and she's been unbeaten since following the 
Dragon Warrior - the strongest of the seven Ganzhou Seven Warriors, the Bagua Gate's disciple, Cheng 
Deyong, had his head chopped off in six moves. The most powerful of the "Gan Nan Seven Heroes", 
Cheng De Yong, was cut through the skull by Huo Yao Hua's saber in six strokes. 


But now, there is a female martial artist that she hates every inch of! 
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The "Zhao Ling Pill" had only been swallowed not long ago, so the power of the medicine did not take 
effect so quickly. But the act of taking the medicine has already had a self-motivating effect on Huo 
Yaohua, as if she is absorbing the effects of the medicine. She feels that every blood vessel in her body is 
expanding, the pupils of her eyes are dilating, and her head is as clear as crystal. 


"Before | kill you, | will let your face rot." Huo Yaohua said this partly to shake the opponent's heart: "It's 
so rotten that no man dares to look at you." 


Hu Linglan was not moved at all. 


Of course she knew she was beautiful, but contrary to Huo Yaohua, she was never willing to exchange 
her beauty for anything. 


Growing up in a martial arts family, this pretty face has long been regarded as a family asset by those 
around him. In her heart she rejected this path. This was the reason why she held the sword for the first 
time: she wanted to gain the attention of others with her true abilities. 


Seeing Hu Linglan's unconcerned look, Huo Yaohua hated her even more - because this look seemed to 
be mocking her for having traded her beauty for martial arts secrets. 


Huo Yaohua once again held the knife with both hands and raised it above her head. The same stance as 
before. 


Hu Linglan still held up the sword, only tilting the blade slightly, preparing to meet the enemy's attack. 


But she didn't see Huo Yaohua's tiny move: when holding the knife with both hands, Huo Yaohua's right 
index finger hooked a black silk thread pulled out from her left wrist. 


Huo Yaohua took a breath and used the same move again: the "Broken Bamboo Sword" of the Chulang 
Sword Sect, and with the full force of the "Wudang Shijian", he slashed the saw blade vertically with 
both arms! 
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Hu Linglan's wild sword was then put on the shelf to greet him. After being ready to deflect the 
opponent's saw blade, he launched a fatal counterattack. 


When Huo Yaohua's "Broken Bamboo Knife" was halfway down, her left hand suddenly left the handle. 
She quickly lowered it and aimed her wrist at Hu Linglan's face. 


The black silk thread is pulled taut. 


There is a long iron needle painted black attached to the left wrist, which is ejected when the machine 
spring is activated! 


Under the cover of the strong blade wind, the black flying needles were silent and invisible. 


OOOO 


On the way back to the inn, Yan Heng noticed something was wrong. 


This road was much darker than when he came out before. 


There were several lanterns ahead that were originally lit, but now they are all extinguished. 


Yan Heng handed the lantern to his left hand and held the handle of the "Still Life Sword" at his waist 
with his right hand. He stepped lightly and walked slowly towards the dark corner of the street where 
the lights were out. 


Lifting the lantern to shine, Yan Heng found that an earthen wall in front of him seemed to be stained 
with something wet, slightly reflecting the light of the lamp in his hand. 


After taking two more steps forward, Yan Heng could see clearly what it was. 


1186 


On the wall was a large and foreboding character that was almost as long and wide as a human body. 


"Death". 


The paint used for writing is bright red. 


He quickly determined what it was. First, it was because of the fishy smell blowing in the wind; then, he 
saw the "pen" left on the ground for writing: a broken arm at shoulder height. 


Yan Heng pulled out the gray-black "Still Life Right Sword" from its sheath, and at the same time used a 
lantern to look at the blood path on the ground. The faculties of the eyes and ears are raised to the 
highest level. 


Under the faint yellow light, the deep blood stains on the sand are even more shocking. 


Yan Heng could see that the amount of blood on the ground was far more than what could be shed by a 
broken arm. There is never just one victim. 


He became even more anxious and followed the bloody road to find the source. The palm of the hand 
holding the sword was sweaty. 


—Intuition told him that the intruders at this moment were at a completely different level from the 
enemies he met in the morning. 


Finally arrived in front of a house. The blood stain started from the door of the house. 


Yan Heng only approached the door, and without going in, he could already smell the strong odor of 
blood inside. He felt the urge to vomit. He tried to hold it back. 
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Suddenly, an invisible and sharp feeling like a sharp needle approached from above - in the past in 
Qingcheng Mountain, Yan Heng had never had such a sense, it was all honed in these days of life and 
death struggle. 


Yan Heng remembered the night fighting method that Jing Xi taught him: don't let the light source get 
close. In an instant, he threw away the lantern, jumped back, and raised his sword to protect himself. 


However, no enemy came close. Yan Heng regained his alert posture and looked up at the place where 
the murderous aura came from. 


He saw a frighteningly tall figure appearing silently on the roof of the house. The moonlight poured 
down on the figure, and the black night clothes were wet with reflections. 


The lantern fell to the ground and caught fire. Under the sudden glow of the fire, Yan Heng saw the 
man's face: 


Under the black turban is a very thin and elongated face, with extremely large round eyes revealing 
crazy desire. There were three curse tattoos on his left cheek, and the rest of his face was stained with 
blood, and blood was dripping from his chin. 


Those big eyes were looking directly at Yan Heng. He grinned, showing his white teeth, and smiled at 
Yan Heng happily and said: 


"Hello." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 70 Chapter 5: Night Battle in Eight 
Directions 


Jing Li hid behind a big tree covered with evil talismans and dolls, and quietly looked at the gate of 
"Qinglian Temple" dozens of feet away. 


Jing Li had already noticed a bright fire in front of him when he was farther away from the mountain 
road, but now he could see it even more clearly from a closer distance: several piles of fierce firewood 
were burning in the open space inside and outside the badly defaced wooden pillar gate. Many of the 
disciples of the King of the Art of Bo Lung were densely gathered around the fire, clamoring and 
shouting in the darkness of the night, and their voices resounded through the valley. 


All the disciples of the King of Magic were surrounded by the fire, and each of them looked as if they 
were ina state of ecstasy. 


Jing Li looked closely and saw that some of them were taking turns taking medicine and drinking; some 
had taken off their strange five-color robes, revealing their upper bodies dripping with sweat, holding a 
knife reflecting the firelight in one hand, and dancing like crazy, looking like ghosts. 


The people sitting around kept singing a song: 


Life here is condensed into things 


Destruction and impermanence, death is nothing to be afraid of 


Fulfill all my desires, everything will be destroyed and the spirit will return 


Serve God with sincerity and preach with great power 


A thousand generations of success, the sun and the moon shine together. 
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"Life is here, and it's a concrete thing. 


"What's the fear of death? 


"I'll fulfill all my desires, and all my souls will return to me. 


"Serve God with sincerity and proclaim the great power of the Church. 


The sun and the moon shine together. 


This "Song of the Return of Things to the Truth," sung in the darkness by the disciples of the Dragon 
Magic King, was as cruel as the screams of the night ghosts, and sent chills down one's spine. 


The topless disciples of the Magic King danced faster and faster, some of them slashed their chests with 
the tips of their sabers, breaking a bloody scar, but they did not show any pain, they even dipped their 
fingers in the blood and drew amulets on their cheeks, they looked excited. 


At a glance, Jing Li saw that there were at least 60 to 70 Surgery King members gathered at the 
mountain gate. 


"There are so many of them...... ," he cursed in a low voice, and took a closer look at the terrain around 
the mountain gate by the light of the fire. 


On the left side of the door pillar outside more than ten feet, is the deep valley of the north cliff, the 
right side is very steep cliffs, both are difficult to climb over. The reason why the Surgery King's group 
could gather so many people in such a dangerous mid-mountain area was that there was a large open 
space just inside the gate, but once in front of the gate, the path was extremely narrow and became a 
bottleneck. 


In such a terrain, let alone sneaking through, even a strong attack is not easy. | am afraid that we must 
have several times or even ten times the number of troops, and we must have the consciousness to 
sacrifice human lives one after another to overcome the barrier. 
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——No wonder the demon chose this place to build a stronghold. It is indeed easy to defend but difficult 
to attack... 


This mountain gate blocks the only key entrance to "Qinglian Temple". Jing Li looked into the distance 
inside the gate and saw only darkness and night fog, and he could not see the lights of the Zen temple. 


Facing this level, Jing Li thought that it was even more necessary to sneak in and carefully reconnoiter 
the terrain of "Qinglian Temple", otherwise it would be difficult to take the initiative to attack the 
enemy. 


Jing Li didn't have much time: before arriving here, he had assassinated three war kings' sentries along 
the way. Although he had thrown the body down the mountain, the other party would change guards at 
any time, and would be suspicious once they realized that their companions had disappeared. 


Originally, Jing Li had no plans to kill tonight, and just wanted to sneak into the "Qinglian Temple" to 
conduct reconnaissance without anyone noticing; but after killing the enemy and rescuing people in 
Denglong Village, he changed his plan and used this method to quickly break into. 


His plan was: Xue Jiuniu and those women might not have escaped far yet. If the kings of magic 
descended from the mountain immediately, they might catch up with them at any time. Jing Li killed 
several sentries on the mountain road. If he was discovered by the other party, he would conclude that 
the intruder was trying to invade "Qinglian Temple" and would only search for them on the mountain 
instead of chasing Xue Jiuniu and the others. 


——Jing Li has even thought that he will show up deliberately when necessary to draw the attention of 
the magic kings and cover those weak women to escape further. 


However, this strategy also made the time for him to scout in the darkness of the night even tighter. 


How could he sneak through the tightly defended mountain gate in front of him? 
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Jing Li had actually thought of a method that he had used before, but it was a bit risky. At this moment, 
he was determined to do it. 


He cut the braids on the top of his head and spread them over his face to cover it up. He also took off his 
straw shoes and stuffed them into his belt, and through the night and the mountain fog, he dived 
forward among the trees. 


Until the crowd in front of the mountain gate was less than two feet away, Jing Li, seeing that it was no 
longer possible to get closer, began to go to the left, and gently climbed to the edge of the cliff to the 
north. 


Jing Li cautiously explored with his hands and toes, and climbed down the cliff face point by point. After 
climbing to a depth of about six to seven feet, and making sure that there were rocks protruding from 
his feet and he could stand firmly, he took down the long iron chain wrapped around his waist and the 
head of his black iron spear. 


In the past, it would be feasible to slowly climb up the cliff face and cross the enemy's gate, but it would 
take at least half an hour to do so. Jing Li didn't have that kind of time, so he could only use another 
faster method. 


Jing Li first stretched his ears and listened carefully to the above. There was still a lot of singing and 
shouting. After he was sure that he would not be discovered, he threw his iron spearhead towards the 
cliff in front of him! 


The spearhead seemed to hit something in the darkness. Jing Li was quiet for a while. The people up 
there were still singing, but they did not hear the sound of the spearhead plunging into the earth. He 
pulled on the chain to make sure it was deep enough, then wrapped the end of the chain around his 
right wrist and drew his hunting saber with his left hand. 


——He also tried this kind of thing once in the jungle of Champa State. But that time, he was holding a 
tree vine, and it was during the daytime. 


Jing Li did not think about it. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before leaping off the rock. 
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Using the spear head that was deep into the soil as an axle, Jing Li pulled the iron chain and swung his 
body forward against the cliff wall! 


There was nothing to be seen in the darkness. The wind swept against his ears, and Jing Li, in this brief 
moment, only prayed that there were no trees growing on the way. 


Halfway through the semicircular track, the spearhead loosened due to the angle and force, and left the 
dirt of the wall, but Jing Li's body still charged forward with the force of the swing. 


In such darkness, flying through the air towards an invisible place, the great sense of terror was 
unimaginable. But to Jing Li, this was just like another game. 


When he felt that the power of the swinging force had subsided, Jing Li leaned to the right in the air and 
stabbed his saber forward with his backhand! 


The saber blade ate deep into the earth. Jing Li's left hand was as tense as steel from the fingers to the 
shoulder, firmly grasping the saber's hilt, while his right hand and feet were softly attached to the 
mountain wall, removing the reverse force of the impact. The fact that his limbs were able to be so 
flexible was all due to his extraordinary coordination skills gained from his rigorous martial arts training. 


Jing Li clung to the cliff wall like a spider, making sure that his whole body was stabilized before he let 
out a breath. 


He pried the saber up and down gently and pulled it out, while listening to the people above him. There 
was still a lot of noise. The swing had only reached the bottom of the other side's camp. There was still 
one more "flight" to be made. 


Such a terrifying night wandering, just completed safely, but after breathing a sigh of relief, it is about to 
happen again for the second time, which requires nerves like steel. 


——But for Jing Li, who has been boating alone in the dark at the age of fifteen, sailing towards an 
unknown future, he has long been accustomed to this kind of extreme excitement. 


1193 


He pulled back the iron chain spearhead hanging down the deep valley and threw it again towards the 
mountain wall in front of him without thinking. 


He only has one belief in his heart: 


——God will not let me die in this kind of thing. 


The second swing was easier than the first, and in the end the gun tip was still halfway inserted into the 
mountain wall. Jing Li loosened the iron chain around his right wrist, sheathed the knife in his left hand, 
and began to climb up the cliff. This was much easier than climbing down just now. 


Jing Li first poked his head at the edge of the cliff to make sure he had reached the end of the enemy 
camp. No one seemed to be looking this way before climbing up from the edge of the cliff. 


At this time, there was a figure moving in the darkness on the left front. Jing Li's body froze for a 
moment. It turned out to be a disciple of the king of martial arts. He was finishing relieving himself 
under the tree and happened to turn around. Although the surroundings were dark, it could be seen 
that his eyes were clearly focused on Jing Li. 


"What are you doing crawling on the ground?..." The disciple of the king of magic murmured as he 
walked over. He was obviously drunk and his steps were a little frivolous. 


Jing Li lowered his head deliberately, letting his hair cover his face, and huddled in his five-color robe, 
trying to look as delirious as possible. 


But the other party did not just leave, but came over: "Why are you sleeping here? Be careful to roll 
down the cliff... | don't think | have seen you before -" 


When Jing Li was only seven feet away, he suddenly sprang up and rushed forward, his right hand struck 
the "Five Thunders Tiger Fist", his knuckles hooked from the bottom upwards at the qi gate between the 
disciple's chest and abdomen, and the disciple was unable to breathe or make a sound immediately! 
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Taking advantage of his opponent's inability to call out, Jing Li's left arm twisted and hijacked the head 
and neck of the disciple under his armpit, and then leaned back with his waist and body, his whole 
body's strength and weight fell on the opponent's neck bone. Only a deep bone breaking sound was 
heard from the back of his neck, the disciple of the King of Magic instantly lost his breath. 


Jing Li turned his waist and threw the corpse out horizontally to the left, instantly falling into a deep 
valley. 


Jing Li nervously looked back at the fire that was closest to him. The crowd did not look this way. 


Then he was relieved, and with bare feet, he entered into the darkness of the valley with very light and 
quick steps. 


As Jing Li was walking, he thought of the man he had just killed who said, "I don't think I've seen you 
before. It seemed that this group of sorcerer kings was quite close and knew each other's faces, so this 
colorful robe alone would not be enough to fool the enemies." Jing Li then went into the trees along the 
mountain road, and relied on the night color as his cover. 


On the other hand, Jing Li felt fortunate that the Surgery King's crowd was not well guarded, and they 
even drank, took medicine, sang and danced with a very reckless attitude. 


Jing Li knew the reason: those who had been bullying others for years gradually believed that they 
would never be bullied. These guys have been running rampant for a long time, and their vigilance is 
naturally low. 


--Maybe they don't know about the dozens of people they lost today, right? ...... The Dragon Magic King 
may be hiding it so as not to affect the morale of the army. 


The song sung by the King's disciples just now, although he did not fully understand it, but the content 
of the song said something about "preaching great power", Jing Li concluded that it must be the song of 
the material transfer religion. 
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The lyrics also said "fulfill all my desires". Jing Li guessed that their indulgent behavior must be the basis 
of the material movement doctrine, and it must also be the means used by King Bolong to control his 
disciples. Over along period of time, it has become their It is a habit, so even if there is a guard duty, it 
cannot be restrained. 


Jing Li kept this in mind - it might be useful in future battles. 


He traveled a long way at night, and finally found the "Qinglian Temple" in sight. There is a river across 
the river ahead, with only a wooden bridge to cross it. After a clearing, there is a two-story temple. At 
this moment, the temple was surrounded by torches, lighting up the front and back of the temple as 
bright as day. From a distance, Jing Li could see that the outside of the temple was covered with red 
paint talismans, and it looked very evil. 


The river bridge in front of the temple is another checkpoint after the mountain gate. Looking at the 
temple, it is located in the deepest part of the valley. There are cliffs behind and to the left and right, so 
high that even the firelight of the temple cannot reach the top. 


Jing Li couldn't help but frown: The terrain of "Qinglian Temple" is really like an impenetrable castle. 


Although there are magic kings patrolling and guarding the surrounding areas outside the temple, they 
are not densely packed. It is much easier to sneak past than in front of the mountain gate just now. 


However, Jing Li had not forgotten the barrier behind the mountain gate. Now he is like a mouse 
sneaking into a bottle, once the enemy is alerted, there is no way to escape. 


--Being surrounded by a hundred people is no fun. ...... 


Jing Li himself also wondered why he was willing to take such a risk tonight. 


It's not like he has never participated in a crusade against bandits like this before. When he was in Luzon 
and Manchuria, Jing Lei helped the local natives fight against pirates several times. His purpose at that 
time was just to test his martial arts skills, accumulate practical experience, and sometimes even make 
money for food. He had not thought about whether to act chivalrously or righteously. 
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But this time it was very different. Just like rushing in to save people in Denglong Village, or flying on the 
mountain wall in the dark just now, he would not have done these things in the previous battlefield. 


Is it because this time the enemy, King Bolongshu, is from the enemy Wudang Sect? A little bit. 


Was it because he was moved by Wang Shouren's extraordinary spirit? Also. 


But what Jing Li had been thinking about was the words spoken by Li Junyuan, a close friend of the King 
of Ning, in Jiujiang City. 


——Even if you become invincible in the world, what's the use of being isolated from the world? 


Such a strategist, who only knows how to speak like a reed, is actually less valuable than a dog in Jing Li's 
heart, so he should not have taken this remark to heart. He should not have taken this remark to heart, 
but he still remembers it to this day. 


He was not convinced. He was unconvinced because he felt in his heart that Li Junyuan was something 
right. 


-Is this why I'm so invested in fighting this fight? ... 


——Now is not the time to think too much, let’s wait until we win. Maybe | can ask Mr. Wang for advice 
in the future... 


Jing Li always felt that Wang Shouren was wise and trustworthy in his actions. He believed that he could 
help him understand more principles and would definitely help his martial arts practice. 


Jing Li tried his best to get as close as possible to the "Cause and Effect Bridge" while carefully hiding his 
figure so as not to be exposed to the bright light of the temple. He silently memorized the topography of 
the "Qingren Temple" in front and behind it as a picture in his mind, and at the same time, he was also 
thinking about any weaknesses and loopholes that could be exploited. He also counted the number of 
guards visible outside the temple, and adding those who were at the mountain gate before, the number 


1197 


of troops was indeed very large, which was roughly consistent with the number stated by the people of 
Luling. 


Jing Li has already explored the terrain and defense situation of "Qinglian Temple"; it seems impossible 
to get closer to the temple full of torches. But he didn't want to leave yet. 


Jing Li had walked all the way up to the temple, but he hadn't seen a single one of his subordinates, not 
to mention the Dragon King himself. 


This is also an important goal that Jing Li came to inquire about. The number of troops is secondary, but 
who the enemy's general is is more important. During the day, he had a fight with Erhan, and the other 
person used "Tai Chi Dual Swords" as soon as he fired. He was very curious and wanted to see what the 
other two bosses were. 


Of course, it would be better if he could see for himself the true face of the King of Bo Lung Magic. 


In the open space in front of the temple, a large group of magicians were as boisterous as their 
counterparts at the mountain gate, eating, drinking, singing and dancing around the fire. They even 
moved the body of Master Jue'en, the abbot of Qinglian Temple, to the center and took turns peeing on 
it for fun. 


"Amitabha ...... your Buddha!" A disciple of the king of martial arts screamed loudly after urinating on 
the corpse. Without putting his pants back on, he danced in front of the long-dead monk, his bare 
buttocks swaying from side to side, and his companions laughed. 


At this time, the door of "Qinglian Temple" opened, and a person stepped out of the threshold, staring 
at everyone in the open space with cold eyes. The magic kings immediately fell silent and stopped 
singing and dancing. 


Jing Li looked over carefully and saw that he was a middle-aged man with a build no less than his own. A 
large scar on his right forehead almost covered his eyes, making him look like his eyes were one big and 
one small. The man was dressed entirely in black, exuding a restraint and vigor that no other magic king 
had. 
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——This person is far more dangerous than anyone here. If these people were wolves, this guy would be 
a tiger. 


Jing Li judged in his heart. Although he didn't see the opponent take action at all, he estimated that this 
man was stronger than Erhan. 


The black-clothed Mei Xinshu just stood in front of the Buddhist temple like this, without saying a word, 
and the Surgery King's crowd sobered up from their almost crazy state, none of them dared to make a 
sound. 


——Because they all know very well what a special position this person has in front of the King of Magic. 
Even if Mei Xinshu killed them all on the spot, the King of Arts would not even frown. 


"Half of you go to sleep. The other half watch quietly." Mei Xinshu's order didn't need to be shouted out 
loud. The magic kings hurriedly carried out the order and put away Jue En's body and the scattered 
bottles around it. 


Mei Xinshu seemed to be going back to the temple, but suddenly stopped and looked toward the 
darkness in front of the temple. 


--It was exactly the direction where Jing Li was. 


Jing Li did not move. He was half-kneeling in the darkness of the forest, believing that it was impossible 
for the other party to see him. 


But Mei Xinshu's gaze remained motionless. 


All the magic kings also stopped and looked at Mei Xinshu's move. Someone followed his gaze and 
looked over. 


In this extremely quiet environment, Mei Xinshu understood his intuition more clearly. 
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His eyes indeed saw nothing. It just doesn't feel right. 


——Having practiced Wudang sect martial arts for many years, he worked hard to improve and hone his 
reactions and feelings every day. He had no reason not to trust his own intuition. 


"Bring out the 'human dog'." Mei Xinshu ordered. 


Two of the King's disciples immediately took the order and ran into the temple. 


Jing Li began to feel something was wrong. Mei Xinshu's big and small eyes seemed to be really looking 
at him from a distance. 


His body slowly retreated inch by inch - at such a dangerous moment, it is even more important not to 
act hastily. 


Jing Li retreated to the deeper darkness, guessing that he should be able to speed up, so he gradually 
stood up straight with his legs. 


However, at this moment, he saw the two disciples of the King of Wonders, who had just entered the 
temple, dragging a big dog out with their joint efforts. 


Upon closer inspection, the dog was not a dog, but a man crawling on his hands and feet! 


The "human dog" was also wearing a five-color robe, with rags flying up layer by layer, really like a piece 
of animal skin. His hair was extremely thick, and the hair and the beard on his cheeks were connected 
into a large piece. His eyes were red and shining with an inhuman light. His throat made a strange 
whining sound, and open rows of teeth that were sharpened with a file. 


The "Human Dog"'s nose was buzzing, and after sniffing the air a few times, it began to bark strangely 
forward. It was exactly the direction that Meixinshu was staring. 


1200 


Mei Xinshu signaled his subordinates to let go of the reins around the "human dog"'s neck. 


The "human dog" used all four limbs together and ran forward wildly. It was as fast as the wild beasts, 
and it let out murderous screams as it ran! 


——This "human dog" is made from several kinds of medicines transferred from animals and applied to 
human beings for "conditioning". It greatly improves human senses and body functions, especially the 
sense of smell and smell is more sensitive than that of dogs, but the intelligence is descended to the 
level of a beast, only the instincts of survival and aggression remain. Because drugs are extremely 
destructive to the body and mind, patients will usually die within five years of recovery. 


King Bolong Shu kept this "human dog" just as a plaything - he and his subordinates always only went 
out to massacre villages and plunder, and there was never any need to defend. 


Jing Li never thought that the enemy would have such a monster. When he saw the "human dog" 
running straight towards this side, he turned around and ran away without any hesitation! 


"Come out!" Mei Xinshu saw the figure running in the dark forest from a distance. He smiled and led his 
subordinates to follow the "human dog" in pursuit! 


Jing Li ran out of the woods on the roadside. At this time, a disciple of the King of Arts was patrolling the 
road ahead. He saw a fellow disciple who was also wearing a five-color robe running out in such a mess. 
He couldn't help but asked in shock: "What are you doing--" 


Jing Li took advantage of the momentum and pulled out the bird-headed dagger with his left hand, 
slashing it out at a slight angle. Before the disciple of the King of Arts knew what was going on, a shower 
of blood exploded from his throat! 


Jing Li jumped over his body, and ran towards the only way out. There were two or three other Surgery 
King disciples near him, but they were all standing still at the moment. 


There were already footsteps approaching from behind. 
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Jing Li turned his head back slightly, and caught a glimpse of that "human dog", who was running very 
fast with both hands and feet, and was already less than 5 feet behind Jing Li! 


--What kind of monster is this? ...... so fast! 


The two rows of sharp teeth of the "human dog" seem to glow under the moon. 


OOOO 


The black needles that Huo Yaohua fired from the spring in her sleeve, along with the strong wind of the 
"Broken Bamboo Saber", had already reached Hu Linglan's face. 


Hu Linglan just raised her knife to block Huo Yaohua's saw blade, but didn't seem to see the hidden 
weapon coming. Huo Yaohua could already imagine Hu Linglan's regretful look after one of her eyes was 
shot out. 


The sound of a needle hammering into something. Something flew out from the side of Hu Linglan's 
face. 


Huo Yaohua was even more ecstatic, and the chopping knife in her right hand was further strengthened, 
trying to cut off Hu Linglan's left arm at the shoulder level! 


But sparks flew. 


Huo Yaohua felt a powerful impact again, which hit the palm of the hand holding the knife. The saw 
blade bounced away. 


The Nodachi sword changed from horizontal to straight and struck Huo Yaohua's right ear! 
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Huo Yaohua was stimulated by the medicinal power of "Zhao Ling Dan", and her reaction and speed 
were extremely fast. She raised her head and turned her body again to dodge the light of the sword. A 
few strands of broken hair are flying everywhere. 


After the Nodachi slashed, it dropped to the height of the waist. It suddenly stopped with a shock, and 
instantly turned into a forward thrust! 


Huo Yaohua never thought that the opponent's heavy and big knife could change his moves so quickly, 
fully demonstrating his unparalleled arm strength in controlling the knife. She quickly arched her waist 
and dodged with a half-turn, once again just avoiding the tip of the knife that stabbed her abdomen. At 
the same time, she had regained control of the saw blade, held it in front of her, jumped back two steps, 
and escaped from the Nodachi's attack circle. 


Hu Linglan also retracted her sword, adopting a mid-range "Blue Eyes" stance that was both offensive 
and defensive, with the tip of the sword pointed at the center of Huo Yao's eyebrows. 


Huo Yaohua saw at this time that Hu Linglan's face scarf was gone - it turned out that she had been hit 
by a black needle just now, and what flew out of her face was not flesh and blood, but the cloth scarf. 


Although Hu Linglan couldn't see the flying needle that was shot just now, she noticed the small 
movement of Huo Yaohua's left hand leaving the handle of the knife when he struck, and the fact that 
his left wrist was lowered and aimed at her face - the same as in the morning The disciples of the King of 
Arts behave exactly the same way when firing sleeve arrows. 


So Hu Linglan instinctively blocked the long handle of the Nodachi in the direction where the opponent's 
wrist was pointing. As a result, the flying needle was deflected by the knife, and only hit her face scarf 
and flew away. 


It was extremely dangerous for Hu Linglan to block the shot, but her expression was calm at the 
moment, her almond-shaped eyes focused on monitoring Huo Yaohua's every move, and her posture 
was as Steady as water. 


——In the face of vicious and treacherous enemies, the first thing to do is to maintain the "impassionate 
mind" that is fearless and anger-free. 
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At this moment, Huo Yaohua saw Hu Linglan's face in full view. It was more beautiful than she had 
imagined, and her jealousy grew in her heart. Her white face turned red at this moment, and her eyes 
were bloodshot. 


——Not only because of the intense emotions, but also because of the "Zhao Ling Dan" that he had just 
taken, and the power of the medicine was intensified. 


Huo Yaohua stroked the blood-stained hair tied to the handle of the saw blade with her left hand, then 
held it on the handle, holding the knife horizontally by her side. 


Hu Linglan frowned. She could see that Huo Yaohua had changed at this moment. 


Although Hu Linglan had a slight advantage in the previous fights, she did not feel the real advantage. 


In fact, Huo Yaohua always focused on incorporating secret calculations into her moves, but instead 
weakened her own sword moves. She has not fully applied the amazing reactions and speed stimulated 
by the drug to the saw blade. Looking at her posture now, she has given up on tricks and is 
concentrating on using the knife. She is definitely more difficult to deal with than before. 


In fact, not only Huo Yaohua, Hu Linglan was also surprised to meet such a powerful female swordsman. 


——Her sword, like mine, was honed in actual combat. No, I'm afraid she has experienced more than 
me. 


If she hadn't heard about Huo Yaohua's atrocities in Luling, Hu Linglan might have respected this enemy 
who was similar to herself. 


The saber cut on Huo Yihua's chin began to ooze blood. But she didn't think of retreating at all. With the 
exception of the time she submitted to the Dragon Warrior King, she had never retreated once in her 
life-whether she was persecuted by her master, hunted down by her fellow disciples, or rounded up by 
officials and soldiers. The piles of dead bodies on her path are proof of her existence. After she retires, 
her value will be no different than the three useless heads on the ground now. 
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Hu Linglan could clearly feel Huo Yaohua's blood that was better than that of a man. 


——We must not be suppressed by her momentum! 


The Nodachi is longer than the opponent's saw blade, so you should take the initiative to attack to make 
the most of this advantage. 


The tip of Hu Linglan's knife was still pointing straight at the enemy, and her right foot in front took a 
half step, while the elbows of the arms holding the knife were slightly retracted. 


Her movement of advancing while retracting the blade is actually a skill of spearmanship inherited from 
the Satsuma Shimadzu family, called "Kunzome": When two sides confront each other, the enemy often 
relies on visual inspection of the tip of one's own blade to determine whether he or she is vulnerable. at 
a safe distance; the principle of "Yunran" is that the arm uses small movements to retract the weapon 
slightly, and at the same time, the steps below occupy the same distance. With the two canceling each 
other out, the position of the blade tip remained unchanged, but our side had actually secretly 
shortened the distance for launching the killing move. 


[Note (1): The Japanese term "art of war" does not specifically refer to marching tactics, but also 


refers to martial arts. J] 


—Although the distance mentioned is only an inch and a half, in a sword duel of lightning and stone, it is 
already the difference between life and death! 


As soon as Hu Linglan stepped down, a strong squeezing force was exerted on her lower back. She lifted 
her wrists in front of her abdomen suddenly, turned the blade to the right and became flat, and the 
sharp edge was like a spear going straight towards Huo Yaohua's throat! 


Huo Yaohua was deceived by Hu Linglan's "Yun Ran", and the head-on thrust was already in front of her, 
but she reacted very quickly, raised her saw blade, and blocked the Nodachi in time! 
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The thrust of Hu Linglan's "Yin Liu Tai Sword Technique: Tiger Dragon" was deflected by the saw blade at 
the last moment, only grazing the left side of Huo Yaohua's neck! 


With a heavy weapon like the Nodachi, a single missed move will break the gap. How could Huo Yaohua 
let this opportunity pass? Keep the saw blade pressed against the Nodachi, and push forward fiercely! 


The contact point between the saw blade and the back of Nodachi's blade happened to be the serrated 
part of the blade. The saw teeth pushed forward against the metal, scattering brilliant sparks, and the 
sound made one's teeth ache! 


Hu Linglan is proficient in Yinliu sword techniques, how could she not know the weaknesses of her own 
moves? As soon as she felt the enemy's knife pressing against her wrist, she lowered her elbows, turned 
her waist to the left, and turned the blade of the knife into a diagonal frame in front of her body, 
resisting Huo Yaohua's pressing knife with all her strength. 


The two heavy swords competed with each other. The four arms gathered their strength. 


—lf there are outsiders here, they will be amazed to see two such beautiful women violently slashing at 
each other with heavy weapons. 


Huo Yaohua had the advantage of being the first to press the opponent by narrowly dodging the 
stabbing attack just now. Taking advantage of this strength, she flew up with one leg and used Chu 


Lang's "Heart-stealing Kick", and kicked her heel hard into Hu Linglan's chest! 


This kick was coming very quickly. Although Hu Linglan had practiced for a long time with Jing Si, who 
was proficient in Siamese martial arts, and was familiar with the moves to deal with the leg-clamping 
attack by the knife, it was too late to lift her leg to block it. 


She exhaled to fill her chest and abdomen, raised her body slightly upward, and used her abdominal 
muscles to bear the "stealing kick". At the same time, she also kicked her left leg out low, and kicked her 
toes towards the knee of Huo Yaohua's right leg supporting her body! 
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Huo Yaohua's left foot pushed firmly on Hu Linglan's belly. Hu Linglan suffered a hard time due to luck, 
and her abdominal muscles were tightened and as strong as iron. However, she felt that the leg strength 
still penetrated to her lower back. Hu Linglan's waist tightened. Shock, very uncomfortable. 


Hu Linglan's left foot also kicked out almost at the same time, but Huo Yaohua was able to bend one 
foot at the last moment. Hu Linglan's foot only kicked on the thigh, failing to hit the most vulnerable 
knee joint. 


Each of them was hit in the leg, and the power of the two knives to compete suddenly disappeared, and 
the blades that were originally pressed against each other were separated. 


Although she was only kicked in the thigh muscle, Huo Yaohua still stumbled, losing her balance and 
falling. But it was as if every inch of her body was immersed in the consciousness of fighting. Even when 
her body fell away, she could still take advantage of the fall to drag the saw blade back, and the sharp 
edge of the blade hit Hu Linglan's left shoulder! 


Hu Linglan suffered from the "stealing" leg force, her breath was suffocated for a moment, and her 
reaction was slightly slow. But she was so strong that she could even push the heavy Nodachi flatly out 
even if she held her breath, and the blade was pressed into Huo Yaohua's left waist! 


Huo Yaohua was awakened by the power of the medicine to protect herself and dodge. The sharp knife 
was withdrawn before it was completely castrated, and it only passed over Hu Linglan's shoulder. Hu 
Linglan's seal knife also retreated in time, and only hit Huo Yaohua's side. A shallow gash was opened in 
his abdomen. 


Huo Yaohua fell back and rolled away, kneeling on one knee and putting the saw blade on the ground. 
She stretched out her hand to touch her blood-stained waist and looked at Hu Linglan, who was not 
angry but smiling. 


Hu Linglan was secretly adjusting her breathing, trying to recover from her previous leg as quickly as 
possible, and had no time to pay attention to her bleeding shoulder. 


The two female swordsmen, one relying on her wild strength and the other relying on her extraordinary 
reaction speed, were like two female beasts fighting fiercely, evenly matched, injuring each other 
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several times in just two or three moves. Because they were fighting at night, their dodge and defense 
capabilities were not as good as during the day, and they were forced to fight each other twice. 


If the fight continues like this, no matter who wins or loses, it will definitely be a bloody battle. 


Although Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan were in physical pain, they felt a sense of excitement that they had 
never experienced before: In the past, they always had to prove that they were worthy of their men in 
battles, but now that they don't have this burden, they feel more comfortable fighting. 


Huo Yaohua stretched her bloody left hand to her forehead and drew a blood mark between her 
eyebrows with her finger. 


The eyes she stared at Hu Linglan became more and more crazy. The power of "Zhao Ling Dan" is 
flowing through the blood vessels. 


Hu Linglan took several long breaths, and the breath in her chest and abdomen was no longer 
obstructed. 


Huo Yaohua stood up and stretched her right leg. The muscles are also relaxed again. 


The two of them seemed to have a spiritual connection in this dark street, and at the same time they 
raised their swords and charged forward to attack again! 


The screams were covered up by the continuous slamming sound of the blade. 


Under the illumination of the lantern, the blade flickered. 


Blood drops dripped into the sand and turned black. 


In the blink of an eye, the two exchanged nine swords again. 
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Hu Linglan had three wounds on her body: on her right thigh, on her left forearm, and between her left 
shoulder and back. Huo Yaohua has two: left upper arm and right calf. 


Each of these knife edges is very dangerous. If any knife cuts a few points deeper, it will have already 
lost its fighting power and aborted the duel. However, the two people's fighting thoughts seem to have 
been trained to the point where they are deeply rooted in their bones and blood, and they can always 
strike at the last moment, shrinking the area where the knife was struck and turning the severe injury 
into a minor injury, it was definitely not a fluke. 


Hu Linglan was hit by the knife more than once, just because Huo Yaohua's knife was faster than hers; 
but at the same time, Hu Linglan's knife was stronger than Huo Yaohua's, so Huo Yaohua's two knife 
wounds were stronger than Hu Ling's. The three swords in the orchid are slightly deeper. 


Huo Yaohua took the "Zhao Ling Dan" to stimulate grain production, and her body was more sensitive 
than usual. Therefore, the pain caused by each injury was twice as intense. She bit her lower lip in pain. 
This is the price of using drugs to improve performance. 


But the severe pain also made her more determined to chop the enemy in front of her into pieces! 


She stood upright and launched a Chu Lang style sword move "Mountain Slash" that combined the 
power of "Wudang Shijian", using all her waist strength to slash head-on and diagonally! 


Hu Linglan relied on her superior wrist strength and used only 70% of her strength to perform the 
"Green Bank" move, swinging away the saw blade that Huo Yaohua had chopped off. She was about to 
use the accumulated strength to speed up her counterattack. 


But at this moment, in the center of the county town to the west, a chilling scream of a young woman 
could be heard. 


The short but sharp cry was full of pain and despair. There is also intense fear. 
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Hu Linglan couldn't tell at this moment whether the cry was from Tong Jing, but it was enough to make 
her distracted, delaying her counterattack. 


At the same time, Huo Yaohua's spirit and fighting spirit were greatly boosted. 


Because the cry told her one thing: her master had begun to cause a terrifying bloody storm in Luling 
County. 


This exciting mood made her seize the gap where Hu Linglan paused more quickly and forcefully. 


The sharp tip of the saw blade was like a large animal claw, piercing in an arc from the side. 


Blood splashed. 


OOOO 


After about eight breaths, Yan Heng was already gasping for air. 


Because of the unusual pressure. 


The "Still Life Right Sword" had already been knocked out of his hand. Yan Heng had two more wounds 
on his body. 


But the enemy's attacks continued unabated. 


The lanterns burning on the ground had gone out. The enemy became a black shadow that darted from 
side to side, the long sword in his palm reflecting the moonlight and emitting a chilling pale blue color in 
the darkness of the street. 
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Yan Heng could only rely on his intuition to fight back with the short sword "Tiger Pi", which he had 
quickly unsheathed in his left hand. 


Blue blade light flew in front of and on both sides of him. Yan Heng used the dagger fighting method of 
Qingcheng School's "Shangmi Sword" to defend himself with sword flowers. At the same time, he tried 
to reach out his right hand several times to pull out the "Dragon Thorn" behind his back, but was 
blocked by the opponent's blade. 


Yan Heng relied on the trajectory of the sword light and could vaguely identify the opponent's figure. He 
struggled to block every sword move - although the enemy's sword moves were not slow, what was 
really fast was his movement and movement. 


Yan Heng has seen this kind of speed and lightness of movement before: 


——Fan Zong of Wudang's "First Snake Way". Even the way they move is similar. 


——It is undoubtedly the Qinggong of the Wudang Sect. 


But when used by someone with such a tall height and long legs, the distance covered is greatly 
increased, and the threat becomes even more terrifying! 


In contrast, Yan Heng, who was using only two feet of Tiger's Prowl, was even more dangerous. He had 
already retreated half a block away, but the enemy was still pressing on him. 


Sure enough, he was hit by the sword for the third time, and a bunch of blood exploded from his left 
earlobe. If he had been slower to dodge this sword, his entire ear would have been cut off. 


Although he couldn't see the other party's appearance, Yan Heng could imagine that the thin face 
covered with blood was showing a cruel smile. 


——In his eyes, | am just another lamb. 
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The bleeding and pain taught Yan Heng to calm down, and he meditated on what he had learned and 
realized over the past six months. 


In the first fight, Yan Heng's "Still Life Sword" was knocked away by the opponent's leap from the roof. It 
was precisely because he was too anxious and nervous that when he thrust out the "Still Life Sword" 
with his right hand, he used his left hand to pull out the sword behind his waist. "Tiger Attack", but 
failed to achieve the key point of "doing two things at once" in daily practice, so that the attack of the 
right hand was weakened by the movements of the left hand, and the sword was lost in a confrontation. 


— —Be calm. Open your heart. Just like what Mr. Lian taught. 


At the same time as the "Hu Pi" struck hard with the enemy's blue blade light, Yan Heng's five fingers on 
his right hand finally touched the hilt of the long sword on his back. The "Dragon Thorn" long golden 
blade came out of its sheath, and then slashed towards the enemy's black shadow! 


The shadow finally retreated for the first time and became still. 


Yan Heng used the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" to dance a series of sword flowers to 
protect him. After making sure that the opponent had retreated, he crossed his swords in front of him 
and turned into a defensive stance. 


His eyes were now completely accustomed to the darkness, and he could clearly see the enemy's figure 
and weapons. 


The opponent just stood casually, with the tip of the sword pointing diagonally to the ground at his side. 
The shape of the long sword was very familiar, similar to the shape of the swords of several Wudang 
Sect swordsmen he had met before. 


There was a hint of surprise in King Wave Dragon's round eyes, and he couldn't help but examine the 
long and short swords in Yan Heng's hands. 
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"You have fought with Wudang swordsmanship before." Stretching out his tongue and licking the blood 
from his lips, the Dragon Warrior said in an interested tone, "Otherwise, you would have been dead 
within five swords just now." 


Under the moonlight, the blood on Lord Wave Dragon's face looked black. He opened his two long arms 
and pointed the blue-tinged sword towards the sky. The tall figure in black seemed to cover the sky in 
front of Yan Heng. 


The appearance and evil aura were like a demon crawling out of the underworld. 


Yan Heng knew that the one in front of him was definitely a real Wudang expert, with martial arts skills 
at the level of Soldier's Crow Road and Zhen Gui Dao that he had encountered in Xi'an last time, and 
with the alien's long body, he was even more powerful in battle. 


There was a burning sensation coming from the three bleeding wounds on Yan Heng's body, but he did 
not dare to take a peek. He believed that the opponent's quick sword just now was still just a test. 


Suddenly encountering such a powerful enemy, whose appearance and murderous mania were so 
terrifying, a sense of fear gradually filled Yan Heng's heart. 


Escape was impossible - he had already seen his enemy's lightness of touch, and running away would 
only result in his back being pierced by the long sword. 


Yan Heng knew that his companions would surely come after the fierce sound of the swords. 


--The question was, could he survive until then? 


The Dragon Warrior smiled. He had a dog-like intuition about the terror of others. He even smelled the 
change in Yan Heng's body odor. 


Therefore, he has not taken action yet - inflicting strong fear on people is what he enjoys most, and the 
pleasure is even better than killing people. 
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The tip of the "Dragon Thorn" blade, which appeared pale golden in the darkness, began to tremble 
slightly. 


Yan Heng saw it and realized that his hands were shaking. 


He was shaking while holding the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword". This was something he 
could not accept and was an insult to the Qingcheng Sect and Master. 


——Master... | really want to know, have you ever been afraid in your life? 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 71 Chapter 6 The Qingcheng Sword Path 


Three years ago. 


Mount Qingcheng, Xuanmen Shelter, Qingcheng Sword Sect Ancestral Hall. 


That day it happened to be Yan Xiaoliu and another "training disciple" Xu Shiyong's turn to be 
responsible for "wiping the mirror." 


The so-called "mirror wiping" means going to the ancestral hall twice a day, offering incense to the 
tablets of the ancestors of the Qingcheng sect, and wiping the more than ten artifacts and ancient 
swords enshrined in the temple. The general cleaning of the ancestral hall is done by the workers of the 
"Xuanmenshe" (Qingcheng disciples practice hard on weekdays and do not need to do all kinds of 
cleaning and daily work), but only in the ancestral hall are the treasures of the sect with a long history, 
which only the Qingcheng disciples are allowed to touch. This work of "wiping the mirror" is carried out 
by "training disciples" and above in turns. 


Early that morning, Yan Xiaoliu and Xu Shiyong had to bathe and clean themselves, put on two sets of 
pure white Taoist robes, carry precious brocade cloth and sandalwood, and enter the ancestral hall 
where the plaque "Sincerity" was hung. 


In the still dark ancestral hall, there was a figure. 


Both of them were shocked - there were rumors of "sword ghosts" circulating among the disciples of 
"Xuanmenshe", saying that the ghosts of the ancestors of the sect often come out to practice 
swordsmanship in the ancestral hall. Fellow disciples also warned each other categorically that they 
should never look at the dead man's sword to learn, otherwise they would become possessed. 


Xu Shiyong was five years older than Yan Xiaoliu, but even more timid. The brocade cloth in his hand fell 
off in fright. 
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This is a brocade specially designed for "wiping mirrors". It is embroidered with the Qingcheng School's 
font name. Do not let it fall to the ground. Yan Xiaoliu's quick reflexes came from nowhere. He lowered 
his body and caught the cloth in one go. 


The two of them took a closer look and realized that it was Master He Zisheng standing in the temple. 
Something happened almost before the master's eyes, and Xu Shiyong broke into a cold sweat. 


He Zisheng didn't even look at them. He just lowered his head silently, and his right hand, which was 
missing his middle finger, touched a small wooden box enshrined in the ancestral hall, seeming to be 
deep in thought. Yan Xiaoliu and Xu Shiyong saluted him, and he only nodded slightly. 


Both of them knew what was hidden in the wooden box that the master was touching: it was He 
Zisheng's lost finger. The box was temporarily kept in the shrine and would be buried with him at the 
end of his life. 


They had heard the story of Master's lonely sword killing the "Ghosts in Western Sichuan" countless 
times over the years in the Qingcheng Sect. 


The "Ghosts of Western Sichuan" were Sichuan warriors who had gone astray many years ago. Because 
they often traveled around and practiced barbarian martial arts, they wreaked havoc in the southwest, 
burning, killing and raping. Although the remote local governments were helpless, when the state 
government sent out officers and soldiers to attack, they fled into the mountainous areas where 
foreigners gathered, and the army could not even touch their shadows. 


At that time, He Zisheng had already begun to practice the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique" at the unprecedented age of twenty-three. The head of the family, Lu Cunzhong, knew that 
he would shine brightly and loved him very much. The arrogant He Zisheng told his master that he had 
no training opponents on Qingcheng Mountain and asked to go out to practice, and Lu Cunzhong 
agreed. 


Even his master didn't expect that the "cultivation" he talked about would be such a violent act. 


That battle became a legend that would be praised all over the world. The name of the sword "Ba Shu 
Wushuang" was confirmed again. 
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And the price is contained in this small simple wooden box. 


Yan Xiaoliu couldn't tell from his master's white eyes whether he was looking at the wooden box in pain 
or nostalgia. 


Among this generation of young "training disciples", Xu Shiyong and Mai Dajie are the two most cheerful 
and talkative. Xu Shiyong had forgotten the thrill just now. Seeing his master in trance, he couldn't help 
but ask: "Master... you lost this finger at that time... do you think it was worth it?" 


Yan Xiaoliu was surprised. Although no one has ever publicly said that it is a taboo, no one on Qingcheng 
Mountain will mention the loss of this finger. Let alone in front of the master himself. 


When He Zisheng heard this, his lips curved up and he smiled. Under the influence of that smile, all the 
wrinkles on his face deepened, making his disciples even more frightened than when he wasn't smiling. 


He turned around and finally looked directly at Yan Xiaoliu and Yan Xiaoliu. But the palm of his hand still 
didn't leave the wooden box. 


His diseased eyes still had a sharp gaze that made people dare not look into them. 


Seeing the terrifying expression on his master's face, Yan Xiaoliu couldn't help but think: The so-called 
"sword ghost" might actually be his master who goes out to practice swordplay alone at night - he does 
look a bit like a ghost now... 


What surprised Yan Xiaoliu even more was that Master actually answered them. 


"Nothing is worth it. In every battle, you have to be prepared to lose something important." He Zisheng 
said slowly: "If you don't have this kind of heart, don't learn swordsmanship from the first day." 
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He Zisheng's words gave the two people very different reactions: Xu Shiyong was a little uneasy, but Yan 
Xiaoliu was filled with enthusiasm. 


Since he started, Yan Xiaoliu has not had many opportunities to talk to his master - his daily training is 
taught by his senior brothers. This is a rare relationship. He also plucked up the courage to ask Master: 


"Why did Master fight with the "Ghosts of Western Sichuan"?" 


This question has actually been brewing in Xiaoliu's mind for a long time. The Qingcheng sect often talks 
about this matter, but they all talk about how powerful the Gan Yao Ren is; how the battle resulted in a 
river of blood; how the leader became perfect in swordsmanship after this battle... but they have never 
heard of why there is such a thing. This battle takes place. 


——Maybe because Master has never told anyone else. 


Hearing Xiaoliu's question, He Zisheng's face rarely relaxed, revealing an aura of kindness and peace. 
Xiao Liu couldn't believe it when he saw it. 


"Because they deserve to die. In that case, let them test the sword for me." 


He Zisheng's spicy answer was completely incompatible with his kind expression, but somehow Xiao Liu 
didn't feel any contradiction at all. 


He could tell: something must have happened or seen something at that time, which inspired the 
twenty-three-year-old He Zisheng to ride his horse into the mountain with his sword and take the lives 
of the thirty-one people. 


"Master..." Xiao Liu asked, "Were you... afraid of death at that time?" 


He Zisheng let go of the wooden box with his right hand, and his four fingers were covered by his 


hanging sleeves. He quickly left the ancestral hall. 
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It was as if Yan Xiaoliu's question was not worth answering at all. 


OOOO 


For a brief moment when he faced a powerful enemy, the past flashed into Yan Heng's mind. 


Now Yan Heng began to understand what his master had experienced and what he was thinking. 


He recalled what Wang Shouren said just now, and it overlapped with the master's face in his memory. 


It seemed as if Master He Zisheng was speaking to him. 


——Those who follow the right path in the world will die without death. 


The trembling of "Dragon Thorn" stopped. 


King Wave Dragon was surprised. All those who faced him would only sink deeper and deeper as soon as 
they were afraid. No one could ever escape from the quagmire. 


This is the first one. 


Yan Heng's eyes returned to firmness and clarity. The posture of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword" recharged its energy. After overcoming his great fear, he finally entered a combat posture. 


From skin and flesh to bones, Yan Heng felt a burning energy in his body. Eyes and ears are extremely 
keen. Even the skin can capture the movement of the air. 
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No thought of life or death. There is no other way to think about it except to defeat the enemy with all 
your strength. 


In fact, this is not the first time that Yan Heng has entered this state: when the Chengdu Horse Pai Gang 
was trapped in a tight siege and was unconscious due to poisoning; when he jumped into the tiger's den 
to save Tong Jing in the "Yinghua Pavilion" and competed with Yao Lianzhou's sword... ... He has briefly 
stepped into this situation - and each time his physical and mental combat power has made 
breakthrough progress, but he is not aware of it. 


Now everything will suddenly come to light - just like when He Zisheng single-handedly challenged the 
ghosts in western Sichuan. 


King Wave Dragon Master felt Yan Heng's sudden change and his strong will - Yan Heng had suddenly 
been upgraded from "prey" to "enemy". 


He smiled. He likes this kind of active and strong enemy the most. Only in this way will it be the most fun 
to trample the opponent under his feet and shatter his hopes later. 


"Okay." King Wavelong said, "You can go and die." 


When he said the word "death", the Wudang sword in his hand rushed out like a glowing fish! 


Yan Heng turned slightly to block the opponent's sword light with the broad blade of the "Hu Pi" on his 
left. At the same time, he counterattacked with the "Dragon Thorn" in his right hand and stabbed at 
King Wave Dragon's face. This was exactly what Jing Li and Lian Feihong taught him. His mentality of 
dual-purpose, attacking and defending at the same time! 


Before the swords met, the King of Bo Long had already changed his stance, his left leg stepped out 
diagonally, dodged the Dragon Spike and stabbed Yan Heng's right rib at the same time, which was the 
"Avoiding the Green and Entering into the Red" of the "Wudang Xing Jian"! 
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——tThe snake step, which is also a "sword walking", is taken by the light and long legs of the Wave 
Dragon Master. The distance is far greater than that of ordinary Wudang swordsmen, doubling the 
threat! 


The long sword stabbed quickly, Yan Heng's "Hu Pi" swung inward and sideways to block it in time, and 
with his right hand, he changed the "Dragon Thorn" from a straight thrust to an outward thrust, and the 
blade pursued the right neck of the Wave Dragon Master, and then It's another simultaneous attack and 
defense on the left and right! 


King Wave Dragon Skill raised his eyebrows: The "walking sword" thrust driven by high-speed movement 
just now was completely blocked by Yan Heng - the same fast attack, he was bound to fail before. Yan 
Heng's reaction and sword speed improved a lot in a very short period of time. 


——Faster, what do you think? 


Wave Dragon Master also used the "walking sword" snake step to dodge Yan Heng's sword, and slashed 
his right knee with the sword. This time the sword was sharpened faster than the previous stabbing 
move! 


Yan Heng, however, was able to react in time, and retracted his right leg backward, only to be scratched 
by the tip of the Dragon Warrior's sword. While standing on one foot, he utilized the swinging force of 
his contracted leg to tilt his upper body forward, and with his left hand, "Tiger's Pike", like a saber, he 
slashed backhandedly at the right wrist of the Bo Lung Artist King's outstretched sword grip! 


This time Yan Heng not only dodged, but also had the strength to counterattack. The Dragon Warrior 
really frowned: his opponent was no longer an opponent that he could toy with at will. 


Once one of the few elite "Brown Snakes" in the Wudang Sect's "First Snake Way", King Bolong Shu was 
extremely proud of his light kung fu footwork and fast sword, and was unwilling to change his fighting 
methods. After he retracted his arm to dodge Yan Heng's slashing sword, he took two steps in a row, 
changed direction a second time to confuse his opponent, and then used his quick sword again, striking 
three times in a row. 


However, Yan Heng's heart felt clear. In addition, he had experience fighting against masters of the 


"Secret Sect" who were good at "Yanqing Confused Steps", so he was not confused by the changing 
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steps of the Wave Dragon Master. "Sword" fired a flurry of sword flowers, and the long and short 
swords intertwined in front of him to form a shield, blocking all three quick sword strikes of Wave 
Dragon King one by one! 


In this round of fighting, Yan Heng was getting smoother and smoother. In this moment of extreme 
concentration, each of the swords he used was naturally a long practiced Qingcheng School sword 
technique: the two swipes with the Tiger's Blade were both close to the body of the Upper Secret 
Sword; the first thrust of the right-handed Dragon's Blade was the Star Chasing the Moon move of the 
Wind and Fire Sword, and the second wiping stroke was the Cold Stream Dyeing the Air move of the 
Water and Cloud Sword; and the immediate backhand slash of the Tiger's Blade came from the False 
Descent Sword move, the Yin Surrender Sword move. The next move "Tiger Pai" backhand slash comes 
from the "Fubing Sword" stance "Yin Broken", just a variation of the swinging leg stance; the subsequent 
left and right swords and flowers are completely the dance of the Qingcheng Twin Swords "Round 
Shuttle Sword"....... Each move is obviously from a different Qingcheng sword technique, but the 
connection is smooth and seamless, just like running clouds and flowing water. 


--Yan Heng has been practicing at Mount Qingcheng for more than six years, and he has practiced these 
basic sword techniques of the Qingcheng School to the extent that he can fight in his sleep; at the same 
time, Yan Heng seems to have realized something, but he hasn't figured it out yet. ...... 


After he blocked three swords in a row, his fighting spirit was even higher, and he rushed straight to the 
center line of the Dragon King and slashed down with the "Dragon Spine"! 


After a few strokes of the Wudang Quick Sword failed to win, the eyes of the Dragon Warrior changed. 


The murderous aura was so strong that it couldn't be dissolved. 


——Fighting with such a boy for more than ten moves is a huge insult! 


The Dragon King stood with his big feet in a forward bowing stance, and with his long arm, he crossed 


his sword towards Yan Heng's "Dragon Thorns", and the way he swung his arm was similar to Xi 


Xiaoyan's "Yang Chi Saber"! 


As the two swords clashed, Yan Heng felt a great shock coming from the handle of the Dragon's Spine, 


which almost made him want to lose his hand! 
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This time, King Bolong used his "Wudang Sword of Strength" to block the attack, and the force was far 
more powerful than Yan Heng had imagined, so he hurriedly pressed the back of his "Tiger's Blade" onto 
his "Dragon's Spine", and the two swords crossed, so as to withstand the sweeping force of this sword! 


--Although King of Dragon Art is thin, but because of his unusual height, his skeleton is actually very 
heavy, and the force he sends out is naturally full of weight. 


The Dragon Warrior's round eyes grew even wider, rolling like the eyes of a reptile. With his tongue 
licking his upper lip, his left hand resting on his right wrist, he intensified the pressure against Yan Heng's 
two swords, intending to directly imprint all three swords on Yan Heng's face and chest! 


Yan Heng stretched his left leg back and lowered his stance to resist the blow. However, his height was 
only as high as the chest of King Bolong Shu, and there was already a huge difference in body weight 
between the two. King Bolong Shu also had the strength of the "Wudang Shijian", and Yan Heng was like 
a fierce bear, pushing his feet apart. Sliding backwards on the sand. 


Ina blink of an eye, Yan Heng was pushed to the wall of a house. He simply lifted his left leg back and 

stepped on the wall. He leaned forward with his sword and tried to squeeze back with all his strength, 
but he still couldn't resist. "Male and female dragon and tiger" "Sword" is getting closer and closer to 

me! 


King Wave Dragon Master was less than three feet away from Yan Heng. He was staring at Yan Heng's 
face, and the tongue that was licking his upper lip stretched out longer and longer, almost reaching the 
tip of his nose. 


——Come on...show me your desperate and struggling expression... 


However, the thought of "despair" would never appear in Yan Heng's heart tonight. 


At this dangerous moment when the sharp blade reached his body, he felt something suddenly opened 
in his head. 
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A context is clearly presented in my mind. He finally understood why he was able to execute various 
Qingcheng sword moves consecutively just now: 


All the swordsmanship of the Qingcheng Sect is originally one. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" is in fact the "mother of all swords" of the 
Qingcheng School, and the tips of its moves are derived from the basic sword techniques of Qingcheng. 
All the techniques of Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword are actually scattered and hidden within 
them - or the other way around: the ultimate goal of learning each set of Qingcheng Sword Technique is 
to practice Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword! 


--This is the principle of swordsmanship, which would have been taught to the disciples of the Dao, but 
Yan Heng did not have the opportunity to do so. 


[Note (1): The Qingcheng sect does not explain this principle to the more junior disciples in order to 
prevent them from being too ambitious and forgetting their fundamentals. For details on the outline of 
Qingcheng swordsmanship, please refer to "Lecture Notes of the Dao Zhen Sword Hall - Part 26". J] 


—But there are some truths that are never as profound and clear as being experienced by others when 
dictated by others. 


—Especially at the critical moment of life and death in actual combat. 


Yan Heng was ecstatic. The fog that was originally full of doubts about the future of the swordsman was 
blown away in one breath. 


He even left the ground with his right foot and also stepped onto the earth wall, his whole body hanging 
sideways in the air. 


In an instant, he recalled what Jing Li had said to him. 


—If | can’t die like this, | will become a master. 
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—A true genius must believe that he is a genius. 


Now, it's time to believe in yourself. Join the ranks of "masters". 


Yan Heng's feet on the wall, as well as his lower back and neck, suddenly burst out with intense speed at 
the same time, and they were extremely concentrated. Just like when the human body bounces away 
from severe pain. 


"Borrowing the phase and burning the body with fire"! 


This sudden force of speed was so sharp and concentrated that it actually deflected the long sword of 
King Wave RyUjutsu in one breath! 


——Condensing the essence into a moment and defeating the enemy with a powerful sword is the 
essence of Qingcheng's swordsmanship. Yan Heng used "Star Chasing Moon" to defeat Ghost Sword 
Chen, and He Zisheng used "Sky Break" to defeat Ye Chenyuan. 


The proud "Wudang Shijian" was actually notched, and King Bolong was greatly surprised. 


Taking advantage of the moment when the enemy's sword pressure forced him away, Yan Heng drew 
out his left sword "Hu Pi" and slashed out with the power of "Fire Burning Body". His move was the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" move he had witnessed his master use. "Tiger pounces"! 


——Yan Heng attacked three times, and twice he used his left-handed sword. It can be seen that his left 
hand has been greatly improved after a period of hard training. 


Although this "Tiger Pounce" does not have the power of a tiger that "borrows its power" like a saint, 
the powerful blade with a health groove is still full of power. 


Before the sword arrived, King Wave Ryushu felt the sword wind blowing towards his right cheek! 
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The time that had passed since King Wave RyUshu's first jump from the roof, knocking away the "Still 
Sword", to Yan Heng's "Tiger Pounce" now was not even enough time to drink a cup of tea. King Wave 
Dragon has never met an opponent who has undergone such a completely different transformation in 
such a short period of time. 


——However, for Yan Heng, this breakthrough was actually seven years in the making. It started from 
the day he stepped into Qingcheng Mountain Gate. 


The ferocity of the "Tiger's Puff" had really angered the Dragon Warrior King. He swung his sword to 
meet it. 


The Wudang sword met the Tiger's Puff, but it did not produce the expected sound. 


Yan Heng only felt that the strength of his left arm was like a void. 


The Dragon King's longsword was drawn into a circle by the force of the Tiger's Puff, and the two swords 
were entangled in a fierce twist. 


Although Yan Heng had never encountered this sword technique before, he had seen Ye Chenyuan use 
it. He instantly knew what it was. 


The eyes of the Dragon Warrior King tightened, and the crow's feet on both sides were so deep that 
they looked as if they were splitting open. 


Since escaping from Wudang Mountain, Yan Heng was the first person who forced him to use the "Taiji 
Sword"! 


The circle of the sword became narrower and narrower. King Wave Dragon Master exhaled loudly and 
changed from an arc to a straight line. Yan Heng's "Tiger Pi" was released immediately and flew to the 
top of the door of a nearby house! 
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Having lost his sword, Yan Heng, out of instinct to defend himself, launched another "Star Chasing the 
Moon" from his right hand "Dragon Thorn", the tip of his sword striking between the Dragon King's 
shoulders and neck! 


However, the Dragon Warrior's "Ladder Clouds Vertical" is too fast, and the "Star Chasing the Moon" still 
misses. The Dragon Warrior even took advantage of the situation and drew his long sword inward, softly 
catching the blade of the Dragon Spike again! 


Yan Heng knew that his opponent's "Taiji Sword" was coming again, and that the "Dragon's Spine" 
would be lost at any moment. 


He remembered that when his master, He Zisheng, was fighting against Ye Chenyuan, he had used a 
move of "Shaking Scale" to spin the sword like a drill to break the sticking force of the "Taiji Sword"; and 
this "Shaking Scale" method of transferring the fingers to the hilt was similar to the "Clamping Finger 
Force" that was practiced in one of the basic sword arts of Qingcheng Sect, the "jae ll", in which the 
fingers were utilized to transfer the force. In this critical situation, Yan Heng had no choice but to use the 
"clamping force" to imitate his master's "shaking scales". 


Yan Heng suddenly made a strange move, the Dragon King only saw his sword shaking strangely, but he 
was a bit hesitant and curious. 


After all, martial arts cannot be speculated and sold immediately. Yan Heng's "shaking scales" does not 
even have three points of He Zisheng's, and cannot produce enough drill power to deflect the sword of 


King Bolong. 


The King of Wave Dragon Technique laughed sarcastically, and simply did not use the "Tai Chi Sword". 
He shook the "Dragon Thorn" away with a hard shake, and then used the "Wudang Xingjian" to advance 
quickly. In the blink of an eye, the sword tip reached Yan Heng's left chest! 


Yan Heng was in a state of high concentration of his body and spirit, and at the last moment, he shifted 
his body in time, and the Wudang longsword only entered his chest and shoulder by half a point before 
his Dragon Spike returned to his sword and grasped it away, but it also brought out a huge rain of blood! 
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The blood showered on the Dragon Warrior's face, which made him even more excited, and his chain of 
rapid swords followed up with a grabbing attack. 


--The speed and density of his "Wudang Xingjian" is definitely no less than the Soldier's Crow Road 
expert Jiang Yunlan. 


Yan Heng stepped back and tried his best to resist. But King Wave Dragon Master had become serious at 
this moment, and the difference in strength really showed up. Seven sword attacks came ina series, and 
Yan Heng could only block four of them. His left waist, right lower jaw, and right shoulder were all cut 
open with deep cuts. His clothes were soaked with blood and sweat in the dark. 


King Wave Dragon returned that weird smile. 


—Flow it! Squeeze out every last drop of blood! 


Yan Heng's back was pressed against the wall. He was hit by two more swords, and blood splatters 
painted the wall. 


He will probably die in the dark streets of this small town. His ambition to avenge Wudang and rebuild 
the Qingcheng Sect had not yet been realized, and his heart was filled with sadness and regret - if Yan 
Heng had thought this way in the past, he would have thought this way. 


But not tonight, his mind was focused on fighting the enemy. 


—Only because of this, he can still breathe until this moment. 


But it couldn't be delayed any longer. The bluish Wudang sword light formed a blade network around 
him, which was getting narrower. There was just as much blood on Yan Heng's face as his enemy's - the 
only difference was that it was his own blood. 


The blue blade light left Yan Heng at that moment. The King of Wave Dragons retreated quickly in the 
darkness. 
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There was something nailed to the place where he originally stood. The moonlight reflected the blade 
shape of the flying knife. 


King Wavelong retreated again, and another flying knife with a scarf was nailed to his previous position. 


The third saber crossed his side and plunged into the wooden door behind him. 


Yan Heng grinned with blood-stained teeth. 


--Brother Jing was right: the feeling of having a companion is very happy. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 26 


The "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" of the Qingcheng Sect is rumored to have 
been created by the Ancestral Heavenly Master, Zhang Daoling, a thousand years ago, which is a 
falsehood, but it shows that this set of swordsmanship has a very ancient origin. In fact, "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" is the "Mother Sword" of the Qingcheng School, from which 
each set of Qingcheng Sword Technique is derived, and each set is compiled from one of its essentials to 
make it easier for disciples to enter and master. 


There are six sets of basic swordsmanship in the Qingcheng Sect for "disciples" and "trainee disciples" to 
practice. 


The "Wind and Fire Sword" is the basic sword movement, stance, footwork, power, speed and accuracy, 
70% of which are attacking strokes, which is a straight line of external attack. The Qingcheng Sword Art 

itself emphasizes direct attack, and even if a disciple's cultivation level is high, the most commonly used 
sword move is usually the basic "Wind and Fire Sword". 


This is followed by the "JHEs #1" (34Es4 #1), where the disciple further learns the techniques of 
generating energy and power, in particular, some of the finer points of the stance, such as the timing of 
the fingers, the angle of rotation of the waist and hips, and the dimensions of the steps, etc. This process 
is called "strengthening" in martial arts. Whether it is practiced correctly or not will determine a 
swordsman's future success or failure at any time. Because it requires carefulness, it also tests the 
disciples' patience. 


"Water Cloud Sword" is a defensive sword technique that specializes in arcs. The moves are flexible and 
round, and you are always ready to attack. It and the "Wind and Fire Sword" are one strong and one 
soft, one focuses on offense and the other focuses on defense. They are each other's exterior and 
interior. The "Water Cloud Sword" also helps to train the disciple to be more restrained and balanced, so 
as not to be too violent. 


"Flowering Sword" is also called "Slow Sword", which does not mean that the movement is slow, but 
that every move of the sword is made intermittently and one by one, requiring full concentration on 
each sword. This is the spiritual idea of training the sword. At this time, the disciple begins to initially 
master the method of "borrowing images". There is also a set of "falling sword stakes", where you hold 
a heavy sword in both hands and stand still in various postures, which can strengthen the ability to 
concentrate your thoughts and breathe blood. 
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"Round Shuttle Sword" is the most basic two-sword technique. The main force is to learn how to move 
the sword with each hand, and coordinate the left and right changes to attack and defend at the same 
time. The dual weapons require flexible movement and turning, and it is also an important sword 
technique for training the body. Because using two swords consumes a lot of physical strength, the 
"round shuttle sword" also has the effect of cultivating endurance for long-term battles. 


The "Upper Secret Sword" uses short swords to practice close combat, and even when there is no sword 
in the hand, it can be replaced by fists, palms and limbs. Short sword combat also allows disciples to 
become accustomed to a more rapid rhythm of attack and defense, and improves reaction time. 
Because of the close combat, the "Upper Secret Sword" involves learning to use the free hand as an aid 
to hold the opponent, which is in fact the basis for the use of the left-handed "Tiger Sword" in the "Male 
and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword". 


After that, at the stage of "Tao Chuan Disciple", there are still three sets of advanced swordsmanship: 
"Xunzhao Sword", "Bayin Sword" and "Jiabi Double Sword". The content is actually a combination of the 
essence of the above six sets of swordsmanship. Use it, and add contingency strategies for various 
actual combat situations (such as outnumbered enemies, against different types of weapons, night 
battles, etc.). 


Of course, even if you are proficient in all the above sword techniques, it does not mean you know the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword". There is also a set of secret sword techniques. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 72 Chapter 7: Blood Struggle 


There was the sound of chains pulling in the night sky. 


A black shadow flew at high speed and landed on the roof behind Yan Heng, shaped like a big bird 
squatting. It was just a pair of wings, replaced by a left scimitar and a right long sword. 


The gray hair can be seen even in the dark night. 


Mr. Feihong. 


He swung with the chain of his flying claws, and as soon as he crouched on the roof of the house, 
without stopping, he jumped downward using the strength he had built up by bending his knees, and he 
aimed both of his blades directly at the Dragon Magic King! 


——Ina situation like this, Lian Feihong would inevitably tell a joke or two, but at this moment, he 
wasted no time and took advantage of the situation to pursue him because he could tell from his body 
movements that the enemy in front of him was extraordinary and he did not ignore it. room. 


Practicing Feihong's "Nichirin Sword" in his left hand and "Through-Arm Sword" in his right hand, he 
used the power of his whole body to fly and slash the head, neck, chest and shoulders of the King of 
Wave Dragon Magic respectively! 


The tall body of the Dragon Magic King was surprisingly soft, twisting his body and head to dodge the 
saber that slashed across his neck, and at the same time, he swung his long sword to resist the sword 
moves that came from the middle. His posture was twisted and crooked, but he was able to use his 
sword with one arm with great ease. The coordination and flexibility of his body was not hindered by his 
height, and his long arms and legs helped him to develop his strength in a difficult position. 


After being blocked by King Bolong Shu, it is known that Lian Feihong's skill is far more advanced than 
Yan Heng's. He didn't fight back, but used the walking method to walk sideways. The walking posture 
was very unique, but the speed of the sideways movement was not inferior to that of ordinary people 
running forward. 
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This was a very interesting and strange stance, but Lian Feihong could not laugh, he just chased after the 
Dragon Warrior, his "Sun Wheel Saber" slashing vertically towards him! 


When the saber was halfway down, Lian Feihong shook his left hand and loosened his fingers, the 
downward slashing saber turned to fly forward in a rotating motion, which was the famous secret 
technique of the Kongdong Sect, the "Flying Technique"! 


It was also the first time for the Dragon Warrior to encounter this kind of surprise attack, the swirling 
saber was already in front of him, he shouted fiercely and swung his longsword over, striking the curved 
saber with extreme accuracy, and even knocking the saber back in Lian Feihong's direction! 


Lian Feihong dodged sideways, his heart chilled. 


——This man's martial arts skills are definitely among the five opponents | have fought against in my 
life! 


The scimitar blocked Lian Feihong's pursuit, and the Wave Dragon Master took two more steps to widen 
the distance. 


At this time, Yan Heng breathed a sigh of relief, and all the pain in his body came over him. It looked like 
it was cracked in many places, and blood flowed from his jaw all over his neck. He breathed hard to calm 
the pain. 


- Now is not the time to rest. The enemy is still in front of you. 


Yan Heng stretched out his feet, but felt that his legs were as heavy as a thousand pounds. With great 
willpower, he ran to the nearby house, jumped and pulled back the "Tiger Pi" nailed to the top of the 
door, and looked back at Lian Feihong and Wave Dragon King who were chasing each other back. 


He remembered what Mr. Feihong said not long ago. 
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——It’s a war now. Think about how many people would be killed by him if he were left alive. 


The sad word "death" painted in blood on the wall seemed to flash before my eyes. 


Yan Heng gritted his teeth and ran forward to help. 


Lian Feihong chased after the Dragon Warrior with his "Tong Arm Sword", and at the same time, he used 
his "Flower Method" technique of quick-drawing, and with two fingers of his left hand, he flicked out 
another flying saber from his back waist and threw it out. However, in the eyes of the King of Bo Long, 
this "Soul Sending Flying Blade" had been used for a long time, and he easily dodged it again, and his 
footwork was not hindered, so Lian Fei Hong was not able to catch up to the distance of his sword after 
all. 


The Dragon Warrior King looked very excited. Since becoming a traitor of the Wudang School and living 
in the jianghu these days, although it is said that the indulgence and wantonness in the jianghu is very 
happy, it was never the same as when he was in the Wudang Mountains. Every day, there are strong 
opponents against the sword to sharpen, but he has never encountered the enemy of such weight in 
five years since. The two of them met tonight, and the blood of warriors that had been dormant for 
many years boiled again. 


--No wonder Eerhan and Han Sidao had to sacrifice fifty disciples to get away ....... 


At this moment, he even had time to hook his finger towards Lian Feihong. 


"Come on! 


When King Wave Dragon Master said this, he no longer moved sideways, but suddenly turned back, 
swung two swords in succession, split the closed wooden door of a house, and then jumped into the 
house with his head lowered. 


Lian Feihong rushed towards the door anxiously, only to see that King Bolong Shu was no longer in the 
front yard of the house. The other entrance door in front was also opened, and the frightened screams 
of men and women could be heard from inside. 
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Lian Feihong immediately chased after him. He pulled out the black iron fan from his waist with his left 
hand and opened it in front of the door to protect him from sneak attacks in the dark. 


There was only a solitary lamp in the hall, which dimly illuminated the twenty or thirty sweaty faces 
crowded inside. 


The Dragon Warrior King was in the center of the crowd, his silver sword reflecting the golden color of 
the lamplight, and his other hand grasping the hair of a young woman. 


——It turns out that Wang Shouren ordered the residents in the county to gather together as much as 
possible to spend the night in order to take precautions this night, so this larger house was crowded 
with four families of men, women and children living nearby. 


The hostages surrounding the Wave Dragon Master no longer screamed - when the panic reached the 
extreme, they could no longer scream. 


Lian Feihong held the iron fan and long sword and stared at the powerful enemy who was using the 
crowd as cover. He did not dare to attack rashly for a while. 


Another figure appeared immediately at the back door of the hall, and it was Yan Heng. He was guarding 
the door with his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, and he was also afraid to attack. Injured 
and anxious, Yan Heng's chest was heaving and panting. 


"It's no fun here." Lian Feihong once again revealed his usual cynical demeanor, and said to the Dragon 
Warrior with a smile, "This place is too small, it's an obstacle. Let's go out and have a good fight." 


"No. This is the fun part." 


The Dragon Warrior showed the same impudent smile as Lian Feihong. 
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Without saying a word, he put his sword in front of the young woman's neck. The young woman let out 
an extremely cruel scream of fear - the same scream Hu Linglan heard in the east of the city. 


King Wavelong held her hair with his left hand and held the sword in his right hand like a chicken. The 
screaming stopped. 


Lian Feihong's forced smile suddenly crumpled into a ball. He couldn't bear to look at it, but he forced 
himself to look at it. 


Anger burns like fire. 


Hot blood spilled onto the faces and bodies of many hostages. Several children were crying, and others 
were so shocked that they were wiping blood. The mother-in-law of the dead young woman fainted 
immediately. 


Lian Feihong and Yan Heng glared at the evil enemy one after another, and once again determined one 
thing in their hearts: 


——We must kill all these monsters. No one can be left behind. 


King Wave Dragon Master mentioned the still bleeding female corpse, still grinning and staring at Lian 
Feihong. 


"Look! Isn't it fun?" 


As he spoke, he threw the body violently in front of Lian Feihong! 


OOOO 


The "human dog" had been conditioned by the Medicine of the Material Shift Cult for a long time, and 
had a special physique; even though its head was already in a different place, its sharp teeth were still 
biting Jing Li's robe sleeve. 
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Jing Li ran while waving his blood-stained southern bird's head saber again, cutting off a large part of his 
right sleeve before the head of the "human dog" could be shaken off. His right forearm was almost 
scratched by the sharp teeth of the "human dog", but fortunately he was not hit by any tendons or 
bones. 


Jing Li's right hand immediately pulled out the wild goose feather saber under his robe, and ran towards 
the mountain road out of the valley at full speed with both sabers hanging down. 


On the way, there were two more magicians on the road, who realized that they were attacked by the 
enemy and raised their weapons in front of Jing Li. 


Jing Li jumped to the right, avoiding the one from the left. The disciple from the right saw Jing Li jumping 
towards him, and before he could activate the iron stick in his hand, Jing Li's left hand saber had already 
swung down diagonally, hitting the tendon behind his knee bend, and the disciple fell down with a 
miserable cry. Jing Li did not have time to make up for his saber and continued to run forward. 


He didn't have time to look back, but he heard a strange shrill sound coming from behind the pursuing 
Surgery King disciples led by Mei Xinshu. 


Jing Li remembered that when he was in the county town in the morning, Han Sidao blew the wooden 
whistle. 


——Ilt is a warning signal to summon companions and urge everyone to enter combat mode! 


As expected, the open space ahead of the mountain gate was filled with people. 


More than a hundred people pursued and surrounded them. 


Jing Li's only chance to escape is to rush out of the mountain gate before the people in front are sure of 
the situation! 
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As soon as they stepped out of the open space, they could see that sixty or seventy people were 
standing under the blazing fire. A few were not yet fully awake from the carnival, but most of them had 
already raised their weapons and looked in the direction of the whistle. 


With a thought in his mind, Jing Li lowered his head as much as possible while running, letting the 
radiation cover his face. He also lowered his left and right swords and pressed them against the hem of 
his five-color robe so as not to be conspicuous. 


"There are enemies!" Jing Li shouted as he ran, his voice pretending to be scared: "Inside! In the 
temple!" 


The magic kings guarding the mountain gate suddenly heard the alarm and were already upset. When 
they saw Jing Li wearing the five-color robe of his fellow disciples and with blood stains on his body, 
many people believed it and ran towards the Zen temple with swords, axes and weapons in hand, and 
passing Jing Li by. 


Jing Li deceived more than a dozen people with this, and they all ran behind him. Just when he was 
looking for an opportunity to blend into the densest crowd, there was a disciple of the King of Arts in 
front of him who was suspicious and looked at Jing Li's face carefully. 


"Who are you?" He pointed the tip of the knife at Jing Li and asked. 


Several nearby magic kings all paid attention and looked towards Jing Li. 


Knowing that he had reached his limit, Jing Li suddenly accelerated and charged forward. He opened his 
bows with the Yanling Sword and the Bird's Head Short Sword, and took advantage of the running 
momentum to pass by. He had already cut down the person who pointed at him with the knife, as well 
as another disciple of the King of Arts! 


Screams and angry shouts sounded at the same time. Everyone in the clearing looked towards where 
Jing Li was. 
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Jing Li's hair flew wildly as he ran, looking like a fierce lion, with his two swords dancing in front of him 
to clear the way. The magic kings who were close in front ran away to avoid him. One person couldn't 
avoid the knife in his hand, and the sword and three fingers flew away at the same time! 


Jing Li was desperate, his eyes fixed on the mountain gate which was only less than twenty feet away in 
front of him. 


Although there were many people among the magic kings, they had not yet formed a defensive 
blockage formation. He saw that there was still a route that could be used to escape, but it was getting 
narrower and narrower. 


——As long as you pass this level, there will be endless darkness in the forest at the foot of the 
mountain, and it will be difficult for the enemy to pursue you. 


However, at this moment, a powerful and majestic shout came from behind: 


"Seal the mountain gate!" 


Jing Li knew that it must be the "tiger" Mei Xinshu dressed in black! 


As soon as the order sounded, Jing Li saw that the only escape route in front of him had been quickly 
covered up and disappeared by the moving crowd. 


Jing Li gritted his teeth tightly. The mountain gate is now within ten feet ahead. He raised his two 
swords high, intending to attack forcefully. 


But the twenty-odd magic kings who were densely arranged in front immediately thrust out their 
swords and spears to meet the charging Jing Li. 


No matter how brave Jing Li is, he can't resist the attack of many weapons on his own. He was able to 
survive countless dangerous journeys until now, relying on his calm judgment of the situation. At this 
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moment, he knew that he couldn't break through forcefully, so he stopped in time before the sword and 
gun reached him, turned around, and dodged to the right! 


There was a disciple of the King of Arts on the right side who wanted to take this opportunity to swing 
his saber to intercept Jing Li, but Jing Li did not stop turning, he waved his saber and his body was like a 
gyroscope with sharp blades around it, and that disciple of the King of Arts immediately broke and 
spurted out blood from his waist! 


Jing Li knew that he could not stop for a moment, he used his footwork to turn left and right, his two 
sabers swept up the wind of blood, and three more people fell to the ground with screams of misery 
one after another! 


But this cannot change the current disadvantage. Mei Xinshu and more than fifty people from "Qinglian 
Temple" arrived at this moment. They joined forces with the magic kings who were originally guarding 
the open space and formed a siege, constantly narrowing the Jing Li! 


Seeing the powerful force of Jing Li's sword, all the kings of magic gathered together and lined up some 
armed with long weapons such as spears, knives, and sticks, and stabbed him at a distance at the same 
time! 


Jing Li swiped the heavy Yan Fei Dao violently, causing the two long weapons to be separated and 
collided with other weapons. 


But he was still unable to push back all the enemy's swords and guns one by one, so he had to take a 
few steps back, gradually approaching the cliff of the deep valley to the north. 


More than a hundred people were divided into three sides and surrounded several layers of people in 
front of Jing Li. There was no gap left. 


With such a huge advantage, coupled with the fact that they had been stimulated by drugs and strong 
alcohol for a long time, the most ferocious disciples of the King of Arts at the front rushed forward to 
chop Jingli into pieces! 
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Jing Li kept moving between the knives, and his body continued to spin on both sides to flash out the 
knives! 


Two severed limbs flew into the air, and the four people fell backwards. There was a tear in the waist of 
Jing's five-color robe, and it was dripping with blood! 


The second wave of attack came immediately, with four or five people from each side attacking Jing Li. 
When they saw that Jing Li was finally bleeding from the knife, his attitude of charging forward with his 
sword became even more exciting. 


Jing Li happened to turn to a fire, and immediately lowered his body and sank his waist, and made a 
move of "Iron Plate Kick" of "Tiger Respect School of the South China Sea", and swept it fiercely on the 
burning pile of firewood, which flew to the left side of the attacking group! 


When they saw the flames flying in front of them, they all stopped in their tracks and dodged in surprise. 
One of them was hit in the eye by a branch and his eyebrows were burnt! 


Jing Li followed the turn of the kick and turned around, facing four people to the right. At the front was a 
burly man with a sharp ax in his hand. Jing Li rushed to him first, lowered his horse, and at the same 
time held the Yan Ling knife upright in front of him. The short knife in his left hand pressed the back of 
the Yan Ling knife to assist. Using his whole body and both arms to exert strength, he pushed out the 
blade like a wave. It was the first of the "Five Elements Mother Sword" of the Mind Sect learned from 
Dai Kui: "Collapsing Sword"! 


The Yan Ling Saber slammed into the big man's ax handle with such force that the back of the ax blade 
crashed into his chest. The big man immediately had his bones broken and vomited blood! 


The key to the Xinyi Sect's "Collapsing Sword" is to use all the strength of the whole body to perform it. 
The move is very strong. In addition, Jing Li has already developed extraordinary strength. The remaining 
strength will knock the big man's body into the air, causing him to fall. Behind them were the other 
three disciples of the King of Arts, and the four of them fell into a ball. 


Jingli fled from the outside of "Qinglian Temple" to this place. In the blink of an eye, he had killed more 
than ten people along the way. His extraordinary bravery even frightened the magic kings who had 


taken hallucinogens. For a while, they did not dare to launch the third attack again. Wave attack. 
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Jing Li turned his back to the dark abyss of the mountain cliff, raised his swords wide open to the left 
and right, and faced the hundreds of enemies on three sides with awe, his face with a deep outline, as 
firm as stone. 


Is this the worst combat situation you have ever encountered in your life? He forgot. 


Jing Li only knows that every time he survives, he relies on his absolute unwavering faith. 


He knew by feeling that the stab wound in his waist was not too deep and would not hinder the fight. 


——Just step over a hundred corpses and come back alive. 


At this time, a strange sharp sound sounded among the crowd in front of him. 


He saw that the men at the other end were splitting up. One held up his right hand and whirled an iron 
chain around his head, and the sound was as frightening as a cold winter wind. 


It was Mei Xinshu. In his left hand he carried the rest of the chain, and in the palm of his hand he held a 
dagger curved like an animal's tooth. The dagger's hilt was rounded and connected to the chain. 


At the end of the chain, which swung around his head, was a similarly curved dagger. The sound of wind 
was created by the blade cutting through the air at high speed. 


--Jing Li had never encountered such a strange weapon with a long chain and two curved blades before. 


He looked at Mei Xinshu's concentration as he prepared to strike, as well as his black clothes. 


He suddenly realized why this guy gave him a special feeling. 
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"Wudang Soldier's Crow Road?" Jing Li spat out a question between his teeth. 


Mei Xinshu only smiled lightly in reply. 


The chain came off without warning. 


The curved blade was hijacked by the energy stored in Mei Xinshu's constant high-speed swinging of the 
chain, and the speed of the attack was even more shocking than a crossbow! 


Jing Li couldn't stand up to it, so he rolled to the side to avoid the distant attack that came through the 
air. 


--This person is even more difficult to deal with than those 100 people! 


Mei Xin Shu's straight shot of the chain missed, his right hand violently pulled it back, at the same time, 
his left hand had already released the curved blade of the other end of the chain, his legs drew an arc 
step, his body turned sharply around, his left hand swung over his head as if he was throwing a stone, 
and the second curved blade was again carrying the chain, this time, instead of a straight shot, it was 
like a whip vertically chopping down on Jing Li's head, which was nine feet away! 


Jing Li had no time to dodge and could only raise his goose-plume saber horizontally to block! 


The iron chain was like a snake wrapped around the saber. 


Jing Li tried to pull the saber back, but Mei Xinshu was familiar with the chain's method of robbing 
weapons, and had already sunk into a stance and pulled the chain with both arms! 


Mei Xin Shu was not inferior to Jing Li in stature, and Jing Li only used one hand to hold the handle, so 
he was unable to resist for a moment, and his whole body was pulled by him by a big step. 
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--This guy is so strong! 


If it was a normal one-on-one duel, Jing Li should not be wrestling with Mei Xinshu and pulling each 
other, instead, he would have rushed forward and engaged in a close-quarters fight to offset Mei 
Xinshu's advantage of attacking with the iron chain from a long distance. 


Unfortunately, this method of fighting is not feasible at the moment - there are still countless King of 
Magic people in between the two. If he charged forward, he would only be sending himself into the 
encircling enemy jungle. 


Seeing that Jing Li's blades were blocked on one side and he was pulled off balance by Mei Xin Shu, how 
could they resist not rushing forward to take advantage of the situation? In the blink of an eye, there 
were seven sabers and swords attacking him. 


Jing Li knew that with the addition of Mei Xinshu as a strong enemy, it was completely impossible to 
break through the enemy lineup head-on. 


--There is another way. As long as he made up his mind. 


Jing Li threw out his Wild Goose Plume Saber, and with Mei Xinshu's pull, the saber flew horizontally and 
rapidly into the belly of one of the rushing foes! 


Jing Li gave up his blade and was able to escape. While wielding the short bird-headed saber in his left 
hand to resist the enemy, he retreated backward, and in a short while, he was already standing on the 
edge of the cliff. 


Mei Xin Shu was surprised, and while retrieving the iron chain, he ran forward to see what Jing Li was 
playing. 


Jing Li stood at the very edge of the cliff, and the Surgery King's men were approaching, so close that 
they could reach their sabers with just one step. Their eyes were glowing in the darkness of the night, 
like a grand wolf pack. 
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Across the crowd, Jing Li and Mei Xinshu exchanged glances. 


Mei Xinshu showed an expression of regret. 


--Even in the Wudang Mountain in the past, there were not many opponents like this,......, but there was 
no chance to fight with him in a duel........ 


He looked at Jing Li has been close to the edge of the cliff at the back. 


--Does he not want to be captured, would rather ...... ? 


But intuition tells Mei Xinshu: the man in front of him, who is bold enough to explore the enemy alone, 
is a person who will not give up on survival, no matter how bad the situation is. 


Jing Li displayed the same bright smile that makes his blood boil every time he ventures out. 


The soles of his feet gently slid back. His body immediately disappeared from the darkness. 


Mei Xinshu froze. 


--He really jumped? 


The Sorcerer King's crowd let out a low cry at the same time and stood frozen on the spot. 


"Get the torch!" Mei Xinshu ordered as he ran forward. 


Three of the magicians picked up the burning wood on the ground, rushed to Mei Xinshu, and stretched 
out their upper bodies to look down. 
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They saw that where the Jing Li slid down, a black iron spearhead was firmly inserted into the cliff wall 
seven to eight feet below, and a long iron chain was attached to it. The chain was being pulled tightly, 
but it was hard to see what was hanging deeper down. 


One of the King's disciples threw firewood down. 


When the firelight fell more than ten feet, a figure was finally seen: 


He held the blade of the short knife between his teeth, held the chain tightly with both hands, and 
stepped on the wall with his legs! 


——Good guy! 


The torch passed by and fell, and Jing Li's figure disappeared again. But Mei Xinshu had grasped the brief 
moment just now and remembered the location of Jing Li. He immediately released the iron chain in his 
hand and gathered strength to swing the curved blade downwards. 


At the same time, in the darkness below, something shot upward with the sound of breaking wind! 


Mei Xinshu's attack was interrupted and he moved to the side to dodge. 


A disciple of the King of Arts beside him was hit by a saber in his chest, and he cried out in agony and fell 
backward onto the cliff top with a fountain of blood. 


Mei Xinshu shouted angrily, and only then did he fire his iron chain blade downward! 


However, it felt that it only struck the air. 


The others desperately fired their poisoned arrows into the darkness below, but were unsure if they had 


hit. 
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More torches gathered. It was finally time to shine: 


The chain nailed to the cliff wall is empty, gently swinging from side to side, no one has been seen. 


OOOO 


With five fingers of her left hand, Hu Linglan grasped the tip of the knife inserted in her left waist. 


She has been wielding the heavy nodachi for many years and has developed an extraordinary grip, 
which played a life-saving role in this extremely critical moment. 


The tip of Huo Yaohua's saw blade only penetrated three-thirds of her waist and failed to injure her 
internal organs. 


Her waist and fingertips were cut, and Hu Linglan's clothes were soaked with blood. 


Huo Yaohua's Chulang sect's fatal knife move "Fang Hook" was unexpectedly held by Hu Linglan at the 
last moment. She was stunned for a moment, then she held the handle of the knife with both hands and 
twisted it, trying to kill it. Hu Linglan cut off all her fingers, and then took advantage of the situation to 
insert the knife into her body! 


Hu Linglan endured the pain and clenched her injured fingers with all her strength, but the blade could 
not turn even half a minute in her palm! 


Huo Yaohua put all her strength on this sword, and she didn't realize that the two sides were close to 
each other. 


Hu Linglan held the wild sword in her right hand and used the handle as a chisel to hit Huo Yaohua hard! 


1247 


This change happened very quickly. Huo Yaohua's knife was sealed by Hu Linglan's five fingers, making 
her unable to move. The handle slammed into the left side of her head! 


Everything in the world in front of Huo Yaohua seemed to burn in an instant, turning into a ball of 
intense white light. 


She howled like a wild animal, covered her head and flew away, and pulled the saw blade away from Hu 
Linglan's body. 


Hu Linglan pressed the wound on her waist and held the knife in one hand on guard, but when she saw 
Huo Yaohua's eyes twitching across from her, she looked very strange. 


Although the Nodachi sword was heavy, Hu Linglan hurriedly took action to protect herself after being 
injured. The force was not fully applied and it could not hit the temple. Huo Yaohua should not have 
been seriously injured. 


However, her retreating steps staggered, as if the ground she was standing on had turned into the deck 
of a boat in the wind and waves. 


Countless illusions arose in her mind: the tiger orchid in front of her seemed to have grown ten feet tall; 
the nodachi was burning with blue flames; the dark streets around her were lit up with all kinds of 
swirling colors... 


It turned out that she had taken the "Zhao Ling Dan" before fighting. The intense movements stimulated 
the blood, and the power of the medicine worked quickly and fiercely. The effect was twice as strong as 
the medicine she usually took. This "Zhao Ling Dan" stimulates and enhances the sensory response of 
the person who takes the medicine, which is of course beneficial to fighting, but at the same time, it also 
makes the brain more sensitive than usual. If it is suddenly hit and shaken, the brain will be over- 
stimulated, and countless hallucinations will immediately occur. 


——After the Wudang sect attacked and destroyed things and moved to sect, they obtained many rare 
prescriptions, and "Zhao Ling Dan" was one of them. Many of the strange medicines used by the 
Wudang Sect have powerful effects in improving human body functions and aiding in combat. However, 
after a period of testing by the Wudang Sect, most of them gave up using them. One of the reasons is 
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that they produced too many unexpected consequences and weaknesses, in a master's duel where even 
the slightest mistake can be fatal, the gain often outweighs the loss. 


Huo Yaohua fell into a state of madness, even worse than the hypnotized magic kings during the day. 
Sometimes she waved the knife wildly with a frightened expression, sometimes she screamed and 
laughed strangely, her mouth drooled, and her eyes wandered uncertainly. 


This seemed to be a good opportunity to kill her in front of the court. But Hu Linglan herself also lost a 
lot of blood, and the palm of her left hand was even injured and she couldn't hold the knife. Although 
Huo Yaohua was crazy, she was still moving around and wielding her sword very violently. Hu Linglan 
was not sure whether she should take the opportunity to attack. 


At this time, Huo Yao pointed her halberd at Hu Linglan and said with a trembling mouth: "You...you..." | 
don't know what kind of monster Hu Linglan turned into in her eyes. 


She suddenly bit her lip and turned around, running away with all her strength and disappearing into the 
dark streets. 


Huo Yaohua was very fast and even if Hu Linglan was not injured, it was difficult to catch and intercept 
her, so she had to give up. She was slightly off her fighting alert at this time, and severe pain in her waist 
and eyes immediately hit her, and the stab wounds in other parts of her body also seemed to be 
burning. 


She first checked her bloody left hand. It was deeply cut by the tip of the knife, and she could no longer 
hold it tightly. Fortunately, she could still move her fingers, and probably no tendons were injured, 
which was lucky. 


Hu Linglan dragged the heavy Nodachi, still raising her difficult steps, and walked toward the center of 
the city where the scream had just come out. 


Every time she wanted to run faster, she felt a tearing pain from the stab wound on her waist, and she 
still couldn't muster the strength. 
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Hu Linglan raised her face covered in cold sweat and looked into the dark distance ahead, feeling 
anxious for each of her invisible companions. 


OOOO 


The woman who was killed was young and light, but weighed at least several dozen kilograms. 
However, the King of Wave Dragons threw her away with only one long arm. 


The power was so astonishing that the black shadow of the corpse quickly shrouded Lian Feihong! 


If it were something else flying towards him, Lian Feihong could sweep it away with a single blow at any 
time, or dodge it and let it fly into the wall on its own. But what flew over at this moment was the 
corpse of an innocent deceased. Lian Feihong couldn't bear it for a moment, so he used his left arm and 
shoulder holding the iron fan to pick it up and hug it with skill. 


This is exactly the calculation of King Wave Dragon - he knows that these "chivalrous men" love to do 
such boring things. 


The Wave Dragon Master used the dark shadow of the corpse as a cover, stepped forward with the 
lightest steps, and stabbed Lian Feihong in the waist and abdomen of Lian Feihong who was holding the 
corpse with the sword in his hand! 


Lian Feihong is such an old man that he naturally knows what the opponent is doing. He had always 
been informal, and was not so pedantic that he would rather take a sword to save a dead body. He 
shouted "I'm sorry" in his heart, turned sideways, and ate the stabbing sword with the waist of the 
corpse in his arms. At the same time, Lian Feihong relaxed his right hand and thrust out the Kongtong 
style "Through-Arm Sword" to counterattack King Wave Dragon's throat! 


King Wave Dragon had no intention of engaging in a close combat with him, so he quickly fell back after 
missing his sword, and returned to the group of hostages with a smile that said, "What can you do to 
me?" . 


Lian Feihong gently unloaded the body to the side with his left arm and stared at the leader of the 
demon bandits who had a strange appearance and behavior. 
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Characters like King Wave Dragon are very rare. Mr. Feihong has wiped out many horse bandits in Gansu 
in the past. Even the most notorious bandits with the strongest martial arts skills can never compare 
with the martial arts of famous sects, let alone this level. 


Martial arts practice inherently requires practitioners to be extremely focused. 


Moreover, people who pursue advanced martial arts will become indifferent to material desires and 
focus on their own reputation and dignity. How can they become bandits(1)? 


[Note @: For details, please refer to "Lecture Notes of the Dao Zhen Sword Hall-Part 27". J 


However, this King of Wave Dragon Magic was completely intoxicated with his wanton evil deeds. 


King Wave Dragon looked at Lian Feihong with challenging eyes. 


"Aren't you coming? 


Then I'm coming!" 


As he spoke, his legs did not move forward. He just waved his sword and a man next to him was cut in 
the neck. King Bolong Shu swung his sword forward, and the tip of the sword brought out the pool of 
blood and shot it towards Lian Feihong's eyes from a distance! 


Lian Feihong flashed his head sideways, but he was very anxious in his heart: King Bolong Shu killed 
another person casually. If he didn't act decisively, all the hostages in the house would be dead ina 
short time! 


He took a big step, and the Kongtong Sword reached into the crowd of people with great accuracy, and 
went straight to the chest of King Bo Longshu! 


1251 


King Bolong dodged to avoid it. Lian Feihong could have turned his sword horizontally and continued to 
force the opponent, but he was blocked by the hostage's body and the swordsmanship combo was 
interrupted. 


On the contrary, Wave Dragon Master didn't have to worry about this at all. He counterattacked with a 
diagonal sword, then cut through the shoulder of a hostage, and struck directly at the side of Lian 
Feihong's neck. Lian Feihong didn't dare to make any big moves because there were people nearby, so 
he could only cautiously block the sword attack with the smallest range of moves, unable to take 
advantage of the opportunity to counterattack. 


In this cramped room with many people, Lian Feihong's martial arts skills could not be used, because his 


best skills in the Kongtong sect's "Flower Method" for changing weapons and "Flying Method" for 


throwing weapons require a relatively open place to perform. 


King Wave Longshu struck out one after another with the tough "Wu-Dang Shi Sword", each sword came 
with painful screams of innocent people and splashes of blood. 


Lian Feihong had no absolute confidence in defeating this man. At this moment, his mind was greatly 
disturbed and he could only defend blindly. Sometimes he had to consider the safety of the hostages 
and was distracted by pushing away the innocent people standing in front of his sword moves. 


The two of them were at odds with each other. Bolong Shuwang slashed his sword, and Lian Feihong 
narrowly dodged it, but was still hit by the sharp edge on his upper right arm, which immediately turned 
red. The gap in their combat power in this scene became very obvious at this moment. 


If it were any other warrior, he would have immediately retreated without caring about the life or death 
of these strangers; he might even have thought that these hostages would be sacrificed sooner or later 
anyway, so it would be better to just give it a try. 


But he is Mr. Fei Hong, the "Fire Mythical Beast", not someone else. 


--If we can't save our lives, then we shouldn't be fighting at all! 


1252 


Lian Feihong was so determined that he gave up the long sword, handed the iron fan to his right hand, 
and at the same time raised his left palm wearing an iron glove. He lowered his body and ran into the 
crowd, using his open iron fan to protect his face on the road. He was ready to get close and subdue his 
opponent with Kongtong's "Eight Great Skills" "Flower Fighting Punch" boxing technique! 


--If we can get into a short fight, the chances of taking hostages will be greatly reduced. 


The Wudang light kung fu stance of the Dragon Warrior King is faster than his, immediately turning 
behind a man and pushing him towards Lian Feihong, blocking all the ways for him to throw punches; 
the Warrior King then stabs his long sword under the man's armpit, attacking Lian Feihong's left side of 
his heart and chest! 


King Wave Dragon's sword skills were already fast, and the sword tip came from behind the person. 
When Lian Feihong discovered it, he only had very little time to react. He raised his left fist, and the iron 
plate on the glove raised the rapier just a little, allowing the heart to escape, but the tip of the sword 
still sank into the muscle above his left collarbone! 


The Dragon Magic King withdrew his sword with a single thrust, and the tip of the sword was pulled out 
with blood. The sword only penetrated three points into the flesh. 


It could have penetrated deeper and even destroyed half of Lian Feihong's combat power in one fell 
Swoop. 


Just because at this moment he had to return his sword and defend from behind. 


The two different-looking blades of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" pierced straight 
from behind, using quick attacks to relieve Lian Feihong of his predicament! 


With a smile, the Dragon King turned back and held both swords at bay with a single stroke of his sword, 
at the same time extending his right foot and kicking it, a boy was hit in the belly, spitting out blood as 
he flew towards Yan Heng! 
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Yan Heng was afraid of hurting the boy, so he hastily withdrew his sword and stretched out his left arm 
horizontally to catch him! 


The Dragon Warrior's sword cuts another hostage, and his bloodied blade strikes Yan Heng, who is 
unable to defend himself! 


On the other side, Lian Feihong ignored the injury on his left shoulder and waved his "black leaf fan" to 
slash the long-legged knee of King Wave Dragon, hoping to save Yan Heng! 


--The edge of the iron fan is as sharp as a saber, and if it accurately hits the joints and muscles, it will 
eliminate Wave Dragon's stance. 


But the Dragon Warrior's speed of turning back again was faster than he had imagined. 


--His attack on Yan Heng's sword was simply a false strike, and he was waiting for Lian Fei Hong to come 
over - King Bolong knew that of the two enemies, Lian Fei Hong, who was very skillful and versatile, was 
the tougher one to deal with. 


The Dragon Warrior's long sword stabbed at Lian Feihong's hand at the most direct but skillful angle. 


Lian Feihong's "Wu Ye Fan" action was tantamount to slamming into the sword tip of the Dragon 
Warrior! 


"Wudang Shape Sword - Pursuing Shape and Intercepting Veins". 


Lian Feihong was worthy of being the former head of the "Nine Great Sects", his battle reflexes 
practiced for decades were not in vain, he was able to twist his wrist to avoid the tip of the sword one 
minute before it touched his wrist vein, and did not allow the blade to hit the vitals of the sword that 
would cause injury. But the tip of the sword still cut along his right forearm a nearly foot-long deep 
rupture, hot blood like rain shooting! 
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Lian Feihong's final twist was not just a defense, but also a strenuous effort - in the split second before 
his right arm went out of control, his wrist joints shook violently, and his heavy black iron fan shot out in 
a flat spin with the Kongdong School's "Flying Method"! 


The Dragon Warrior retreated and dodged, but the blade of the fan still cut a shallow wound in his left 
thigh. 


This is the first time he has bled since tonight's battle. 


--It was also the first time since he left Wudang Mountain five years ago and became the Dragon Magic 
King. 


The eyes of the Dragon Warrior were wide open. When Yan Heng attacked from behind again, he did 
not seem to look at him, but swung his sword back with his long arm and blocked the Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Sword's attack again. 


He was obviously covered in other people's blood, but when he saw his own blood, his expression was 
quite exaggerated. 


--Because in the eyes of his disciples, he was like a demon god on this earth. 


--A god cannot bleed. 


Lian Feihong covered his right arm, which had a bone-deep wound, and had no choice but to step back, 
retrieving the long sword on the ground with his left hand and still pointing it at the enemy. 


Even if his right arm was cut off, he did not want to run away from the battle. 


--This is the martial spirit that has supported Lian Feihong's life for sixty-two years. 
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On the other hand, Yan Heng's wounds were not as deep as Lian Fei Hong's, but he had more injuries, 
and he was covered in blood, as if he had rolled back from hell. 


However, his vigor in wielding the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword had not lost any of its 
strength. 


The Dragon Magic King looked at these two men. It had been a long time since he had encountered an 
enemy with this kind of will. 


In fact, even under normal circumstances, even if the King of Bo Long Magic fought one against two, he 
might not lose; at this moment, by utilizing the advantages of this room and hostages, he would be in an 
unbeatable position. But now that he had lost the prize, he couldn't help but think: 


—ls tonight unlucky for me? 


He originally believed in the transfer of things, and although he was confident that he was favored by 
the gods, he encountered unexpectedly strong resistance one after another that day, and he couldn't 
help but doubt his own luck. 


King Bolong Shu thought about it and recited the scriptures about moving things around loudly. His 
voice was originally nice, but when he chanted sutras, his whole face twisted exaggeratedly and his 
voice was weird. 


Although Yan Heng and Lian Feihong didn't understand a word, they could hear the twisted will in it. 


——This guy seems to really believe in that thing, and he truly believes that everything he does is in 
accordance with the will of the gods. 


Lian Feihong couldn't help but think: This kind of lunatic is ten times scarier than the average bandit who 
only wants money and women... 
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King Bolongshu was chanting a sutra, and suddenly he swung his sword again, cutting off the head of a 
county citizen as a sacrifice to the gods. 


Yan Heng and Lian Feihong looked at each other and knew they couldn't wait any longer. The two of 
them had the same mind, and together they swung their swords towards the Wave Dragon Master! 


"Escape if you find an opportunity!" Lian Feihong shouted to the hostages at the same time. 


Practicing Feihong's "Eight Great Skills" originally requires both left and right hands to be practiced to 
perfection. Now, using the left hand to use the "Through-Arm Sword", the sword power is not inferior to 
that of the right hand. 


However, Lian Feihong heard the sound of Yan Heng's fighting and rushed over. What followed was a 
continuous chase and fight, and his opponent was a master like King Bolong. In addition, he was injured 
and lost alot of blood, and his strength was weakened due to his old age. The weakening weakness 
gradually appeared at this moment, and the speed of drawing the sword was obviously slower than 
when they first fought. 


The Wave Dragon Master turned back and forth, using the "Wudang Shaped Sword" pulse-cutting 
technique to force away the swords of the two men. This "Shaped Sword" was originally mainly effective 
in single combat, but with the light kung fu footwork of the "Shou Snake Path" level, he had enough 
room to deal with both sides. 


"Go?" The Dragon Warrior shouted angrily, and was able to take the time to stab a woman in the back 
of the heart, who was about to pull out her legs to escape, and then immediately returned to block Lian 
Feihong's attack with his sword. 


--If he wasn't so brutal, his swordsmanship and stance could be described as "igsize" "chic". 


Lian Feihong summoned up all his remaining courage, and his left-handed sword sent out dazzling sword 
blossoms! 


It is the "Flower Technique" of the Kongtong School that is good at altering the virtual and the real. 
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Lian Feihong drew his sword and simultaneously issued a call: 


"Vault Breaking!" 


When Yan Heng heard that fierce but time-worn cry, he instantly felt as if it was his deceased master, He 
Zisheng, giving him an order. 


The image of his master's last magnificent sword move suddenly flashed into his mind. 


His body naturally imitated it as if it were a reflex. 


The Dragon King was confused by Lian Feihong's "Flower Sword" and was unable to utilize the "Pursuit 
of Forms and Intercepting Veins" for a while, but out of the corner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of his 
enemy's figure jumping up in the air from the darkness of his back. 


He also felt an unexpected momentum. 


The lamplight reflected the swift and brilliant golden light. 


Yan Heng's entire body's power was fully focused on the Dragon's Spine, and how smoothly the force 
was transmitted, as the body and sword united to deliver the most violent sword of the night. 


For the first time, the Dragon King felt that his life was threatened. He ignored Lian Feihong and turned 
to face Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng exhaled all his breath. 


The "Dome Break", which was responsible for the lives of more than twenty people in the house, was 
already two feet in front of King Bolong's face, with its sword like a swimming dragon rolling in waves! 
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King of Dragon Art swung his sword to meet the golden light. 


If he was Ye Chenyuan, at this moment, he would undoubtedly use the " Leading Into the Void" of the 
"Tai Chi Sword" to receive this " Vault Breaking" as he did when he fought against He Zi Sheng. 


But he was not. Although he was already qualified to wear the "Tai Chi" symbol on his chest when he 
was in the Wudang Sect, in fact, he had only practiced in the mountains for one year, and his "Tai Chi" 
attainment had not yet reached that level of purity. 


Therefore, in the face of such a fierce move, he still did not fully trust his "Tai Chi", and finally chose to 
use the "Wudang Sword of Strength", which he was more confident in, to block the sword. 


In the previous battles, his strength had always been far superior to Yan Heng's, so he was very 
confident in a head-on fight. 


But he had underestimated the energy generated by Yan Heng's will. 


At the moment when the metals clashed, King Bolong was surprised by the strong pressure. 


The block of the "Wudang Sword of Strength" collapsed. The tiger's mouth of his sword hand cracked 
and he bled from the impact. 


He sidestepped to dislodge the force of the "Vault Breaking" with his footwork, but the force of the 
"Dragon's Spine" was so sharp that it destroyed his balance first, and his left knee, unable to withstand 
the pressure, bent to the ground! 


--The moment his knee landed on the ground, the Dragon King's face changed drastically. 


Yan Heng, who was in the air, was still pressing him down with the remaining momentum of his sword 
stroke. 


1259 


Lian Fei Hong saw that this was the first time Bo Long Wang had lost his position, and it was indeed a 
golden opportunity for him to win, but he could not help but that in order to create an opportunity for 
Yan Heng to make a move, the "Flower Sword" had already used up his remaining energy, and he was 
too slow to take advantage of the opportunity to follow up now. 


Seeing that Yan Heng's sword was about to be exhausted, the Dragon King could regain his balance and 
stand up again as long as he could endure it... 


A small figure entered through the paper window on the east side of the house. 


The matte-black blade of the sword was dull, but it carried the sharp sound of a powerful windbreaker! 


King Wave Dragon Master suddenly saw a third enemy appear. In such a critical situation, he had no 
time to tell how strong the incoming enemy was. He decisively gave up trying to counteract Yan Heng, 
and took advantage of the suppressed fall to fall to the ground and roll away! 


The tip of the "Still Life Sword" only pierced the top of the Dragon King's head, and his black turban fell 
off and flew away! 


A bloodstain appeared on the right side of the rounded bald head of the Dragon Magic King. 


He was injured for the second time tonight. He couldn't clearly see the situation at this moment and 
ignored it. He rolled two more times with light skills and escaped out of the house! 


He had never run away in such embarrassment since his debut. After rolling out of the house, he knelt 
down in the open space in the front yard under the moonlight. He raised his long sword above his head 
and assumed a night-fighting stance of being alert in all directions to prevent other enemies from 
attacking. 


After calming down, King Bo Longshu suddenly saw six or seven figures standing guard outside the 
courtyard gate, standing in a row, each holding a three-foot green blade that had been unsheathed, 
shining coldly under the moonlight. 
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—There are so many swordsmen? ... 


The person who broke into the house through the paper window just now to help was naturally Tong 
Jing. She and Yan Heng both rushed out of the house, and Lian Feihong also appeared soon after. Three 
people and four swords surrounded the other side of King Wave Dragon. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing had just succeeded in their sword moves and were at full strength. Especially 
Tong Jing, who didn't know the heights of the world, and had never seen King Wave Longshu's previous 
skills. She only knew that she injured her opponent with just one sword move, forcing him to run away 
in confusion. She stared at King Wavelong with a confident expression. 


The Dragon Magic King saw this, but thought she was so proud because of the large number of 
reinforcements. He couldn't help but look back and forth between the enemies on both sides. 


The seven people in front of the gate just stood with their swords hanging casually, without any posture. 
Among them was a man in his early forties, dressed as a scribe, who didn't even draw his sword. He only 
gently put his palm on the hilt of the sword at his waist, with an expression of the presence of an old 
god on his face. 


King Wave Dragon Magic couldn't tell the truth for a moment. He looked at Tong Jing again. She was just 
a delicate girl in her teenage years. She had just made a sudden attack with a sword, but her speed and 
skill were not weak. 


However, the biggest shadow on King Bolongshu's heart at this moment was no one else, but Yan Heng. 


This young swordsman, in the short period of fighting, repeatedly displayed a strength that made him 
miscalculate - Yan Heng's "Sky Break" not only defeated his favorable situation, but also shook his 
absolute confidence. 


—If even these seven new people all have such sword skills... there will be ten in total... 
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--And Ah Hua, who went to do such a small thing, but did not come for a long time ...... There must be 
something wrong ...... Is it true that everything is not going well tonight, and that the gods are not 
blessing us? ...... 


King Wave Dragon stood up and touched the wound on his head. He was injured twice in one night, 
something he hadn't done in many years. 


His eyes were fixed on Yan Heng. The palm of his hand was broken by the violent "Sky Break" just now. 
He stuck out his tongue and licked the blood flowing from the tiger's mouth. 


"| will come back." King Wave Dragon Master resumed his crazy smile: "And kill all the people in Luling 
and offer them to the gods of the true world." 


As soon as he finished speaking, his tall, thin figure in black swayed, and in two steps he ran to the wall 
on the side of the yard. He gently stretched his left hand to climb to the top of the wall, and with a leap 
of strength, he was already over the wall and out of sight. 


Tong Jing wanted to chase her, but Lian Feihong behind him stretched out his bloody right hand and put 
his hand on her shoulder to stop her. Only then did Tong Jing see clearly that Mr. Feihong had been 
injured like this, and she immediately understood why not to pursue him. 


The ten people in the courtyard stood there for a while, and then they breathed a sigh of relief after 
confirming that there was no sign of King Wave Dragon returning. 


Those seven "swordsmen" were naturally Wang Shouren and his six disciples. 


Wang Shouren let go of the hilt of the sword at his waist, his face still calm - although he knew very well 
that if the enemy had attacked this direction just now, all seven of them would most likely be killed in an 
instant. 


Huang Xuan and the other six Confucian students were covered in cold sweat under their clothes, and 
their hands were shaking as they sheathed their swords. 
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——But the courage they just showed saved many people here. 


Previously, Tong Jing went to find Lian Feihong to assist Hu Linglan, but Lian Feihong had already sent 
out to rescue Yan Heng, but she only met Wang Shouren. Knowing that there was a change in the city, 
Wang Shouren hurriedly summoned all his disciples to gather together. Then they heard the sound of 
fighting and came together to help. 


"Don't strike any poses later. Just stand with your sword drawn." 


Wang Shouren gave this order to his disciples in advance. Because he heard Jing Li say that a master can 
tell the level of his opponent's martial arts just by looking at his opponent's movements. If he wants to 
show off, he has to do nothing. As a result, this "empty city strategy" worked in this extremely 
dangerous situation, which is really shocking. 


Yan Heng looked at Wang Shouren and nodded slightly in greeting. In this situation, Wang Shouren 
dared to stand up and resist the enemy in a bluffing manner. His courage and wisdom are admirable. 


Yan Heng then looked down at the Dragon Thorn in his hand. He had just fired the powerful "Dome 
Break" - though not as powerful as his master's "Borrowed Phase" - and was so excited that he had 
forgotten all his wounds and pains. 


The survivors in the house cried and howled, both from shock and for their dead and wounded family 
members. Everyone in the courtyard felt sad after hearing this. Wang Shouren ordered his disciples to 
quickly go inside and help treat the injured. 


Tong Jing was using a cloth to bandage Lian Feihong's right arm to stop the bleeding. Seeing her 
concerned expression, Lian Feihong burst into laughter even though his body hurt. 


Only then did Tong Jing realize: "Sister Lan also has enemies over there!" She shouted and drew her 
sword again and ran out of the door. 


Yan Heng and Lian Feihong chased him out of the street regardless of their injuries. 
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The three of them walked eastward in the street for only a short distance, and saw a tall figure 
appearing in the light of the lantern from a distance. 


Hu Linglan put her Nodachi on her shoulder with one hand, and she was running towards this side with a 
slightly crooked pace. 


Nothing in the world is more comforting than seeing a surviving comrade after a fierce life-and-death 
battle. 


The four of them couldn't help but burst into hearty laughter at the same time, resounding through the 
dark night filled with the smell of blood. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 27 


A true master who has undergone specialized training has a power that is far superior to that of the 
world. It would be extremely terrible to use martial arts for civilians to do evil, or even become a bandit. 
But in fact, there are very few such examples. Generally, thieves with martial arts background are not 
very advanced. There are many reasons behind this. 


Although martial arts training is not a religious belief, it is similar in that it is also the pursuit of personal 
realm. Because the mind is extremely focused on this process of pursuit, long-term practice will often 
make people's desire for material things dim. In the eyes of dedicated masters, gold and silver treasures 
are often not as exciting as progress in martial arts. 


Warriors and martial arts sects are not monks who have nothing in common, and of course they are not 
completely devoid of worldly desires. Among all the fame, fortune and power in the world, the most 
important thing for martial artists is their reputation. They will never let a sect's plaque be defaced 
rashly, especially a famous sect with high martial arts skills. They will not tolerate any disciples going 
astray and hurting their sect. Moreover, the martial arts sect itself does not engage in production, and 
its income relies on local people's donations and apprenticeship gifts to support the operation of each 
sect. These are directly related to the reputation of the sect. 


There is another reason why people in the martial arts community would not say it openly: the sect 
itself is a force group and is always a potential threat in the eyes of the court. It is only because the 
activities of the martial arts community are often limited to their own circles that politicians acquiesce in 
them. exist. In order to avoid causing dissatisfaction with the court, each sect has an unwritten rule, 
which is to try not to get involved in worldly affairs. Even if they do take action, they are mostly to 
uphold justice, fight against bandits, or mediate civil disputes. If you use force to amass wealth and 
commit evil, you may very well bring about your own destruction and even implicate other sects, which 
is absolutely unacceptable in the martial arts world. 


Therefore, it is extremely rare for a warrior with Huo Yaohua's level to become a treacherous master- 
killing thief; and an evil master of the level of King Bolong is even rarer. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 73 Chapter 8: The Helping the World 


The midsummer night is short, and the sky has already turned white. 


But Han Sidao still slept until three o'clock in the morning before waking up. 


He stepped out of the door of the village chief's house in Cheqian Village, and the bright sunshine shone 
on his fair chest. Han Sidao was topless, with only his five-color robe draped over his shoulders. The 
lines of his white and thin body were so beautiful that it was hard to imagine that there was such an ugly 
heart inside. 


He stretched hard and looked back at the door. The village girl who had been ravaged by him all night 
was still lying on the bed in a state of collapse, softly moaning weakly. 


Han Sidao smiled. 


——You can endure it a little longer... Soon you won't have to suffer this pain anymore... 


He looked at the rising sun with distaste, took out the paper packet containing "Imitation Immortal 
Powder" from the pocket of his robe, picked a little and drank it, feeling refreshed. It was very hot 
today, so he put his robe over his head to block the sun, held the hilt of the sword on his waist with his 
left hand, and walked to the village road. 


The village was deserted, the villagers were all hiding in their houses, and everyone stayed up all night in 
fear. They didn't dare to guess what these beasts came to Cheqian Village to do. 


Han Sidao walked to the nearby village ancestral hall. Erhan had been sitting inside for a long time, and 
there were eight members of the Shu King's tribe who were accompanying him. There were more than a 
dozen dishes on the table in front of them, including beef, chicken, and rice wine brewed by the farmer. 
The dishes were already in a mess. 
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This is all they eat for breakfast, which is an unimaginable luxury for the villagers. They were also forced 
to slaughter a young farm cow just to satisfy the gang's belly. 


Han Sidao loves women, while Erhan loves eating. He was still holding a chicken leg and gnawing on it, 
and his yellow beard was covered with oil. There were two village girls serving wine nearby, and their 
hands holding the wine jars were trembling. 


The disciples of the King of Magic were eating and drinking, but when they saw Han Sidao, they quieted 
down. After all, he was the king's personally appointed "deputy flag-guard", and since he had been ina 
very bad mood since his departure yesterday afternoon-heard that he had been punished by the king's 
mythical beast-they were even more respectful than usual. 


Han Sidao touched his face, which had been swollen by Erhan yesterday, and only nodded at him in 
greeting. 


"Finally woke up?" Erhan was still chewing chicken while speaking, his speech was unclear. 


"Why don't you go out and get ready?" Han Sidao said to the eight people. They nodded immediately, 
picked up the weapons they had put aside and left the ancestral hall. 


Seeing Han Sidao appear, the two village girls were even more panicked. When they poured wine for 
him, they poured it all over the table. Han Sidao was furious and knocked the village girl down with a 
slap. The wine jar fell to pieces, and the village girl spat out two bloody teeth, her lips were purple and 
swollen, but she didn't even dare to hum. 


These ten people arrived at Cheqian Village on horseback yesterday evening, but they said nothing. The 
villagers panicked and offered them good wine and food, as well as money and food. However, the two 
leaders only glanced at them and did not count them. Just tell your men to put it away and put it aside. 
Ten people spent the night in the village. It seemed that they were not just there to loot, which made 
the villagers in front of the car very uneasy. 


What made them even more worried was that the horses rode by the kings of magicians had many 
empty hemp sacks hanging on their saddles. They didn't know what they were used for. 
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Erhan finished chewing the chicken legs, threw the bones away, took another sip of rice wine, and then 
heaved a sigh of satisfaction. He took out a clean cloth, dipped it in water, and carefully wiped his hands 
and fingers before wiping his beard and mouth. 


—-—A swordsman who has worked hard and pays special attention to the cleanliness of his hands. 


"That's almost it." Erhan patted his belly, then stood up, picked up the two swords lying flat on the table 
and hung them back on his belt. 


"Are there enough people?" Han Sidao asked as he put on the five-color robe. 


"| asked them to count last night. There were thirty more." Erhan combed his beard with his fingers. 


"Take them all away?" Han Sidao asked, turning his wrist: "This work of collecting 'Younus' is very 
tiring..." 


"Don't say that. His Majesty, the King of Magic, allowed us to atone for our sins. We are already lucky." 
When Erhan mentioned King Bolong, his eyes were full of reverence: "This is a great favor to repay him." 


The ancestor of Erhan was a high-ranking official of the Semu people in the previous dynasty. When the 
Mongol Khan retreated to his hometown after his defeat, he did not follow him. He stayed in the central 
land and submitted to the rule of the Han people. By his generation, he had become a common man. He 
received a lot of looks because of his appearance, let alone learning martial arts from a famous and 
upright family. However, King Bolong Shu gave him this special opportunity and taught him the most 
advanced martial art "Tai Chi Sword". Erhan was very grateful to the King. 


Han Sidao shrugged and smiled. He has been an orphan living on the streets since he was a boy. He 
conspired with others to make a living by seducing men. At the age of fifteen, he followed King Bolong - 
his real name was Han Si, and the name "Si Dao" was also given to him by King Bolong. Because of his 
evil thoughts, he was especially favored by the King of Arts. He has always been proud and scornful - so 
he had the delusional idea of attacking the King of Arts in "Qinglian Temple". 
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Han Sidao and E'erhan's days of learning swordsmanship were actually shorter than that of Yan Heng, 
but they were able to achieve such great skills only with the help of Wu Yijiao's magical medicine. 


Both reaction and strength can be improved in just a few years, but recently they have felt that they 
encountered obstacles to progress. 


Erhan was relatively mature and knew that relying on drugs for a long time would only harm his body 
and his hard-earned martial arts would gradually deteriorate, so he began to gradually reduce his 
medication and relied on hard training to make up for it; 


Han Sidao has always taken shortcuts since he was a child, he just kept adding more medicine and 
devised various tricks, such as applying "imitation immortal powder" on the sword to help him fight. 


"Okay." Han Sidao looked at the two village girls with evil intentions: "Just take them all away." 


Although they could not fully understand the conversation between the two, they vaguely felt that they 
were talking about very terrible things. 


Han Sidao urged the village girls to go out, and then he and Erhan stepped out. Han Sidao still held an 
unopened jar of rice wine in his hand. 


The magic kings had been outside for a long time, shouting fiercely and driving all the villagers hiding in 
the house out, and gathered in the open space outside the ancestral hall. Men, women, old and young 
stood in fear, the sun reflected on the faces with deep wrinkles due to hard work, and almost two 
hundred people were silent. 


Han Sidao walked up to the crowd, placed the wine jar on the ground beside him, stepped on it with one 
leg, and rested his elbows on his knees, looking very relaxed. 


This Cheqian Village is three miles northeast of Luling County. They deliberately took a big turn from 
Qingyuan Mountain to come here, because Qingyuan Mountain is in the southeast of the county. The 
few nosy warriors in the city should have known by now that the base of King Bolong Shu was on the 
mountain. It is estimated that they will go around to the village to the north to do evil again. Han Sidao 
and Erhan were not worried at all about meeting those people again. 
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——What's more, if the king of magic takes action, those guys must be very busy, and maybe two or 
three of them have died! 


"We spent the night here. After eating, drinking, and sleeping, we finally got rid of yesterday's bad luck." 
Han Sidao smiled at the villagers and said, "It's time to leave." 


The villagers immediately breathed a sigh of relief and thanked God for blessing in their hearts, but they 
still dared not say anything for fear that showing happy expressions would anger these demons. 


"But, before we leave, we need to take away some things..." Han Sidao waved his hand and motioned 
for his men to pull out their horses. The villagers were puzzled when they saw the bags next to the 
saddle. 


One of the disciples of the king of magic was holding a large stack of paper talismans with incantations 
written on them, which made people feel even more ominous. 


"The ones we want to take away are you. Everyone." Han Sidao said frivolously, as if he was telling a 
not-so-funny joke. 


The villagers were shocked and couldn't understand. Although these dozen or so bags are wide and 
large, how can they possibly hold more than 100 or 200 people? 


But after thinking about it more carefully, they finally understood: 


It is not the whole person that is to be taken away. It's part of the human body. Head. 


The cry of fear sounded like a wave. 


Han Sidao choked and pulled out the long sword from his waist. The silver light illuminated it in the 
sunlight, making it difficult for people to look directly at it. 
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The eight magic kings also drew their weapons one by one and guarded each road outside. 


Erhan folded his arms on his chest and remained motionless. Those eyes like dead fish are even more 
shocking. 


"Shut up!" Han Sidao's fierce cry stopped the villagers' exclamations. People were so close together that 
some were so afraid that they hugged each other. 


"Don't make us waste too much time." Han Sidao then ordered: "If you are good, everyone will be quick. 
As long as one person wants to escape, hum... Then everyone will not be too quick... In short, they have 
to do it before they die. Let’s lose something first...” 


The villagers looked at the light of the sword in his hand and were so shocked that they were covered in 
cold sweat. The body odor emanating from nearly two hundred people lingers even in the summer 
wind. The smell of fear. 


Obviously, there were nearly twenty times the number of people, but the villagers of Cheqian Village did 
not have the slightest confidence in defeating this group of demons. They have long heard of how 
terrifying the disciples of the King of Dragon Magic are, and how they can come and go to the county 
town and kill people with ease. 


Some strong men among the crowd were burning with anger, but when they thought that if they 
resisted, all the villagers would suffer unimaginable torture, their courage shrunk by half. 


— —Do you have to be so willing to kill? Aren’t we like domestic animals? 


Han Sidao looked at them, his eyes flashing with viciousness. He just wanted them to resist. Although it 
will take more effort, watching the lamb's death struggle is much more fun than simply executing it. 


When he was about to think about how to start, a disciple of the King of Arts suddenly said: "Someone is 
coming into the village..." 
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Han Sidao raised his sparse eyebrows and looked in the direction pointed by his hand. 


Only to see the north of the village entrance far away there is a shadow, seems to be oxen or donkeys 
pulling a wooden cart, is slowly driving toward the village. 


"I'm going to take a look." He turned back and said to Erhan, then moved his men to calm down the 
villagers, and then ran towards the direction of the visitor. 


When Han Sidao got closer, he could see clearly that it was indeed a cart, but it was not being pulled by 
oxen or horses. 


But people. 


Only see four men with a strong body, wrists are all tied together, with a rope pulling the back of the old 
wooden cart, the shape is very hard, seems to have pulled a good distance. The men pulling the wagon 
had tattered clothes, dirty faces, and were all beaten up, very ugly, and their expressions were very 
reluctant, but they seemed to be driven by some kind of fear to continue to move forward. 


There was nothing on the cart but a man sitting cross-legged. 


Han Sidao saw that the man in the car was very tall and strong, with short, sloppy thick hair and a wild 
beard on his cheeks. He was covered with a tattered cloak, covering most of his body, and a thick 
hexagonal stick with iron plates on both ends was placed across his knees. He looks like a wild monk. 


The monk's right hand stretched out from under the broken cloak and was eating a steamed bun. 


"Go faster." The monk urged the man pulling the cart: "I'll let you rest when you get to the village." 


It was none other than Shaolin monk Yuan Xing. 
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These cart pullers were horse thieves who went to Hengxi Village to rob someone yesterday afternoon. 
There were originally seven of them, but three of them were killed because they could not withstand 
Yuanxing's heavy hand. The remaining Yuanxing was about to be taken to Luling County to be punished 
by the government. He could also take the opportunity to meet up with the five Jingli people. 


Next to him was a cloth bag, which was a thank-you gift from the villagers of Hengxi: a large bag of 
steamed buns. He had only eaten two of them so far. 


Yuan Xing saw this strangely dressed boy walking in front of him, holding a bright long sword in his hand. 
Yuan Xing didn't show any expression, and just called the four people in front of him to stop the car. 


The four horse thieves were so tired that they wanted to lie down on the road, but when they saw Han 
Sidao coming, wearing the strange five-colored robes, all four of them showed no less fear than the 
villagers, and they no longer cared about the monk at the back, and desperately wanted to run away. 


--It was the King of Magic's men! 


Unfortunately, their necks were tied to the car with thick ropes, and the four of them were tied together 
with ropes. But they all seemed to have lost their composure and pulled the rope around their necks like 
crazy. 


It was so painful that their necks were bleeding. 


Yuan Xing had beaten them into obedience like dogs in Hengxi Village yesterday, but now he saw that 
they were more afraid of the boy holding the sword than him. He was even more surprised and stepped 
off the cart. 


Han Sidao walked to a stop seven feet in front of Yuan Xing. He put his hands behind his back and didn't 
look like he was going to make an attack. 


——But in fact, his left hand had already taken out a pack of special sticky "imitation fairy powder" from 
the hidden pocket of his robe, and was quietly spreading it on the sword blade from behind. He has long 
been used to this action, and the people in front of him can't tell it at all. 
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Yuan Xing held the eyebrow-level stick on his right side and stood tall and straight. His body was much 
stronger than Han Sidao's. That aura didn't have the slightest bit of kindness from a monk. 


Han Sidao looked at him and smiled. Ever since he occupied the "Qinglian Temple", he has particularly 
enjoyed killing monks. He loves to listen to the screams of these monks who claim to be empty of all 
four things when they are tortured and humiliated. 


Yuan Xing looked at the crowd gathered in the open space in the distance and said, "It's quite lively." 


"Does the monk come to the village to ask for alms?" Han Sidao asked, while he was touching the spine 
of the sword with his left index finger behind his back to make sure that it had enough "imitation fairy 
powder" onit. 


"I'm going to the county town and passing by here, | want to ask for a drink of water. The weather is 
very hot." Yuanxing said, sticking out his tongue and licking his dry lips: "Why are you gathering 
outside?" 


"We came to this village to have a feast." 


"Oh? What a coincidence. Am | bothering you?" 


"That's not the case." Han Sidao spoke in a very polite tone. "This banquet is so big, it's not too much to 
add you to the party." 


His expression didn't change at all as he spoke, but the sword silently appeared from behind! 


When Han Sidao drew his sword, he stepped diagonally to the left with his lower body. It was the 
"Wudang Sword", and the blade slashed hard into Yuan Xing's left shoulder and neck! 


- Block it. 
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Han Sidao had already calculated in his mind that the sword might be blocked by the opponent's stick, 
and he was ready to use snake steps to retreat as soon as the weapons met. This is the same strategy 
used against Yan Hengshi yesterday. The purpose is to absorb the "Imitation Immortal Powder" from the 
sword blade smoothly, and then slowly deal with it after he has been drugged. 


He paid close attention to the six-pointed eyebrow stick on Yuan Xing's right hand. 


However, the stick did not move at all. 


However, the left side of Yuan Xing's body moved violently. 


The cloak on Yuan Xing's left side of his body was like a hurricane, underneath it, a fierce energy burst 
out! 


Yuan Xing's left foot took an arrow step forward, and his left fist came out swiftly from under the cloak 
to meet the incoming sword! 


——Do you want to take this sword with your bare hands? 


Han Sidao was very surprised. 


Yuan Xing's fist met the blade of the sword. The force of the fist completely corrected the force of Han 
Sidao's sword slash. 


Strange and clear sound. 


The fist suddenly broke the sword from the middle! 


Han Sidao was focused on plotting against his opponent, but he neglected the reactions of his moves. 
The moment the sword broke, he was sluggish, and his planned retreat was slowed down—— 
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Yuan Xing used the "Single Dragon Out of the Sea" move from the Shaolin School's "Five-Shaped Fist". 
After breaking the sword with his fist, the force still lingered and hit Han Sidao firmly on the right side of 
his face! 


Han Sidao's thin body flew up, fell backwards and fell to the ground, raising a puff of smoke and dust. 
The remaining half of the broken sword was also thrown away. 


The magic kings and villagers watching from a distance were all stunned. 


Erhan let go of his arms folded on his chest, and his originally dull eyes widened. 


Erhan knew very well how good Han Sidao was in martial arts. Even if this kid underestimated his 
opponent, he was instantly knocked down by such a simple punch - this wild monk was not simple at all! 


Only then did everyone see that Yuan Xing's striking left arm was wearing iron armor covered with 
copper plates from fist to shoulder. No wonder it could hit a sharp sword head-on. 


——That punch can break the fine steel sword body, which is even more amazing! 


Han Sidao tried to stand up, but his arms and legs seemed to be out of control. The blood flowing out of 
his nose was stained on his chest and clothes, one right eye was red due to burst blood, and the right 
side of his face was swollen as if he had a big tumor, and his face was very scary. He was delirious and 
had bloody saliva coming from his mouth. 


——lf the blade of the sword had not withstood part of the force of the fist, his head and face would 
have been dented at this moment. 


Erhan stepped forward quickly, his hands already crossed on the sword hilts on his left and right waists. 
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But Yuan Xing was one step faster than him, and his left leg, also wearing bronze armor, stepped on the 
chest of Han Sidao, who was seriously injured. 


He didn't even look at the loser on the ground, he just stared at Erhan who was within ten feet in front 
of him. Erhan immediately stopped. 


Yuan Xing pulled down the cloak with his left hand, revealing a full "half-body bronze armor". The bright 
sunlight shone on the armor surface, which was full of mottled battle scars, giving off a golden-red 
brilliance. 


"Are you the 'Wudang disciples’ I've heard about?" 


As Yuan Xing said this, he took half of his mask, which looked like a night fork and evil god, from his belt 
and put it on. 


"Great." 


The Yasha on the left half of Yuan Xing's mask has a ferocious expression and angry facial features; the 
other half of his face is revealed with a heroic smile. 


OOOO 


Wang Shouren stepped into the "Fuchang Inn", the largest inn in Luling County. Due to the recent raging 
bandits, the inn has been empty for a long time and is now used as a place to treat the injured. 


The hall downstairs was filled with the smell of blood and herbs, and the painful groans of the injured 
could be heard everywhere. 


Only three of the wounded did not groan. Hu Linglan was half lying on the wooden bed, drinking water 
in small sips. There was a thick cloth around her waist, and many parts of her body were bandaged. The 
long nodachi and bow and arrows were placed beside the bed, and she looked like she was ready to 
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stand up and fight again at any time - although at this moment, every step she took, the stab wound on 
her waist would feel pain like a sharp awl. 


Lian Feihong's wrapped right arm is hanging on his chest, sitting cross-legged and regulating his breath 
with his eyes closed. The sword wound on his arm was very deep, and due to his age it was difficult to 
recover from it. It seemed that he would not be able to use his right hand for quite some time. 


Yan Heng had the most bandages on his body, but compared to the other two, his injuries were the 
shallowest. His head and face were covered with a whole band of cloth from his left ear to his chin, but 
his face was still very energetic, but he had lost a lot of blood and his skin was slightly pale. Yan Heng 
was standing in a corner of the inn, looking into the distance, moving his hands gently and making 
gestures, obviously thinking about the sword moves he had used last night. 


The other injured people were the hostages in that room who survived under the sword of the Dragon 
Warrior King. Two of them were more seriously injured, and it was not known whether they would 
survive; others were afraid that they would be crippled for the rest of their lives. 


Tong Jing and Wang Shouren's disciples were also present, helping the only two doctors in the city to 
treat the injured. Tong Jing was sweating profusely and her face was red as she ran around organizing 
various things. Miss Tong had never done such a hard job in the Minjiangbang family in Chengdu? Now 
she is very enthusiastic and feels very relieved and relieved that she can help people here. 


"I can't tell." Hu Linglan next to her couldn't help but said, "You will be a good wife in the future." 


Tong Jing blushed even more when she heard this. She made a sullen expression towards Sister Lan, 
ignored her and continued to help the doctor pound the herbs. 


"Master Jing...hasn't come back yet." 


The speaker was Xue Jiuniu. He also held medicine in his hand, but stood blankly in front of the inn door, 
looking at the sun that had risen very high outside. 
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Xue Jiuniu also just returned to the county town, bringing with him the group of women imprisoned in 
Denglong Village by the Shu Kings. They escaped through the night and ran a long way without stopping. 
When they saw the county town in the morning, the women all started crying. 


Xue Jiuniu left one horse at the foot of Qingyuan Mountain for Jing Li to use on his return journey, while 
he took the other horse away for the women to take turns to sit on and rest. He thought that Jing Li 
would definitely return to the city faster than him, but until now there was no sign of him. 


After hearing what he said, Tong Jing said, "Don't worry. Brother Jing is the one we don't have to worry 
about the least." 


Tong Jing said this, but she was really worried in her heart. After seeing the vicious heart of the Dragon 
Master last night, she really didn't dare to feel too relieved. 


Other companions also have common thoughts. If we purely talk about force, King Shu and his men 
cannot of course be compared with their former enemy, the real Wudang Clan; but the Wudang Clan 
does not have the cunning and viciousness of the King Shu. And retreat is also unknown... 


Xue Jiuniu didn't know if something happened to Jing Li, but he was already blaming himself in his heart, 
suspecting that his stubbornness had ruined the situation. 


Wang Shouren understood what he was thinking and stepped forward to pat him on the shoulder. 


"Although | have known Jing Xiashi for a short time, | can see that he is not so easy to deal with." Wang 
Shouren encouraged. He deliberately raised his voice so that everyone in the inn could hear him. At 
times like this, everyone in the city needs a morale boost. 


But they couldn't help but feel depressed. Wang Shouren had just come from Yizhuang, where there 
were more than thirty corpses parked. Last night, before Yan Heng found out, King Bo Longshu had 
already sneaked into a house and silently massacred more than twenty people in a house. 
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Of course it was sad that so many people had died, but what worried Wang Shouren even more was the 
three wounded knights in front of him. The power of this wave of dragon masters is even more terrifying 
than expected. 


Although he resisted King Bolongshu for a while, Wang Shouren knew that the opponent would 
definitely do it again in the future, and this time he would definitely bring enough troops. 


King Bolongshu has even made it clear: next time we meet, we will definitely massacre the city. 


He looked at the injured Lian Feihong and others. 


——This burden cannot be left to just the five of them. 


Wang Shouren walked up to Yan Heng and looked at him carefully. 


Yan Heng was still obsessed with sword moves. He was worried that his progress last night was just a 
flash in the pan. While his memory was still fresh, he kept reliving the situation against the enemy and 
the feeling when he used the sword - especially the last one. That style of "breaking the sky". 


——Ah, if | had drawn my sword like this...stepped like this...maybe that guy would have been harder to 
resist. | will ask Mr. Feihong for his opinion later... 


Just like Jing Li taught him: martial arts is not only practiced with the body, but also with the heart. Re- 
examining your own skills and looking for deficiencies is a great way to improve. 


Only then did Yan Heng wake up. Master Wang was in front of him and had been looking at him for a 
while. He hurriedly cupped his fists and saluted. 


Wang Shouren looked at the wounded young swordsman and felt that he had changed since last night 
when he was chatting on the rooftop. 
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——It has a more confident temperament. 


"Is your injury okay?" Wang Shouren asked with concern. 


Yan Heng touched his chin: "It's nothing...just a few more scars." 


"How come a decent man doesn't have a few scars on his body?" Wang Shouren said, "| offended Liu Jin 
back then and was given forty canes. My butt is still ugly to this day!" 


The two looked at each other and smiled. 


"Thank you very much, Mr. Wang, for talking to me last night." Yan Heng said seriously: "After listening, 
it reminded me of my teacher's words and deeds before he was a student. Coupled with my personal 
experience of last night's battle, | seem to have figured something out. thing." 


Wang Shouren stroked his long beard: "What is it?" 


Yan Heng's eyes showed a fiery look. But he couldn't speak for a moment. 


"Don't hesitate." Wang Shouren encouraged: "As long as you Say it from the heart, it will definitely be 
valuable." 


Yan Heng took a deep breath and said loudly: 


"| think: Only when a person does something he truly believes in, without any ties or fears, can he 
become strong. Even if he is seen as a persistent fool, even if he knows he will take the longest road, it 
doesn't matter. . 


"Revenge against the Wudang Clan and seek justice for my sect will not change even after death. But my 
sword cannot only be filled with hatred. Revenge is only half, the other half is to shoulder the heavy 
responsibility of reviving the Qingcheng Clan. 
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A valuable Qingcheng sect. 


"This incident in Luling may seem to have nothing to do with my ambition at first glance, but in fact it is 
the same thing: since you have power that is stronger than the world, you have to think about how to 
use it in the world. 


Otherwise, it would be no different from the Wudang Sect that | hate so much." 


"| believe that this is the true Qingcheng Sword Way." 


Wang Shouren stopped stroking his beard. He looked at Yan Heng speechlessly for a long time. 


——This son will go through trials and become a great person. 


He looked at the other three knights. Tong Jing is obviously not able to take charge of her own business 
yet; Lian Feihong and Hu Linglan are seriously injured and need to recuperate; Jing Li is not here. Yan 
Heng is the best candidate in front of him. 


"| have something to do and | need to leave the city right away." Wang Shouren said, "If there is nothing 
serious, Young Master Yan, can you accompany me?" 


Without saying anything, Yan Heng immediately picked up the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Swords" placed on the table next to him. 


This is the answer. 


Wang Shouren smiled again. 


Yan Heng followed Wang Shouren and walked out of the inn. 
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When Tong Jing, her three companions, and the students from the Wang Clan saw them, they didn't 
know where they were going. She just felt that the two walking figures exuded a similar awe-inspiring 
aura. 


The two walked to the main street of the county town. The sun shines on the streets with few 
pedestrians. They were like a pair of friends who had known each other for a long time, walking side by 
side. 


Yan Heng put the two swords on his back and asked, "Master Wang, where are we going? What are we 
doing?" 


Wang Shouren's thin, wrinkled face had a solemn expression, filled with concern for the people of Li; but 
at the same time, his energetic eyes shone with the wisdom of a strategist. 


"Go and borrow troops." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 74 Volume 7: The Night Battle of Luling 
Afterword 


The word "xia" has a long history in China. 


"Martial arts" and "xia" are inseparable. Thousands of years ago, Han Feizi defined "xia" and wrote: 
"Confucianism disrupts the law with literature, while chivalry violates prohibitions with force." Force 
itself is the most direct force, and the court and The ruler has the only legal force. Relatively speaking, 
the definition of a knight in ancient times is one who uses force in private. 


Legalist Han Fei said this, expressing deep hatred for chivalrous people outside the legal system. 
Although the "Book of Han" also admired the chivalrous men for their "gentleness and love, their ability 
to lift up the poor and their urgent needs, and their humility and refusal to retreat", it also accused them 
of secretly engaging in affairs and stealing the country's power of life and death. "The crime cannot be 
punished." . It can be seen that in ancient societies with strict systems, "xia" who were grassroots and 
disobedient to the legal system were mostly despised by scholars. 


When talking about Chinese martial arts, people often compare it with European chivalry or Japanese 
bushido. They certainly have similarities: they both possess force and have a strict set of standards of 
conduct (the so-called "Warriors Code"). But the fundamental difference lies precisely in their political 
identities: 


European knights and Japanese samurai were both ruling classes, belonging to the system and even 
being the system themselves; 


The biggest characteristic of Chinese chivalrous people is that they are outside the system, and they 
often exert a checking and balancing force when the system is insufficient or unfair. 


According to "Historical Records", Sima Qian was a heroic historian and writer. He should be the first 
person in ancient times to formally praise the commoner knights. Although "The Biography of Chivalrous 
People" mentions that chivalrous people are not on the right track, it also defends their chivalrous 
behavior, believing that things in the world often have priorities and that chivalrous people do play a 
role in maintaining social justice. Sima Qian also used heroic heroes to satirize the false "benevolence 
and righteousness" of the world's successful kings and defeated bandits. 


A famous sentence in "The Biography of a Knight": "His words must be true, his deeds must be resolute, 
his promises must be true, he does not love his body, and he has been in the misfortune of a soldier. He 
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has been living and dying, but he does not care about his ability and shames him. "Virtue" has also 
become the folk evaluation standard for "Xia" for thousands of years. 


The real "Xia" in ancient times is not actually the kind of solitary swordsman we see in martial arts 
novels today. Instead, most of them have a little money at home and raise a bunch of diners from 
various religions to form a gang and fight against each other privately. The distinction between heroic 
figures who arbitrate or intervene in local affairs and gangs is somewhat blurred. To this day, Japanese 
gangsters still often refer to themselves as "Ren Xia", which is regarded as a remnant of Chinese culture. 


The image of the "chivalrous man" that is familiar to the public in today's martial arts novels and movies 
has actually slowly taken shape through the evolution of fictional literature and art (including 
storytelling, opera and novels) through the ages. In modern times, it has been even more influenced by 
foreign works. Although martial arts works are fictitious, their long-lasting popularity truly reflects the 
people's simple hope for the power of justice. 


If an era needs heroes and knights to bring order to chaos outside the law, it is certainly not a good 
thing; but if there are no heroes in an era that needs heroes, it is even more sad. To maintain the 
functioning of society requires calmness; but it is always the passionate people who change a society. 


Qiao Jingfu 


November 16, 2010 
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Poem of a Martial Arts Fanatic 75 


Volume 8 The Six Swords of the Broken Gate Introduction 


The movements of good people are like gods appearing and ghosts moving around, stars shining and 
mysterious beings chasing away, advancing and retreating at random, 


Without me, the luan lifts up and the lin vibrates, the phoenix flies and the dragon soars, its hair is like 
the autumn wind, and it is as fast as a terrifying dragon. 


——"Huainanzi Military Training" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 77 Chapter 1 The Wild Monk 


The mournful cry echoed through the gate of the Shaolin Temple in Shaoshi Mountain. 


It was a baby crying loudly. However, there was a deep vibration in the voice. It didn't sound like crying 
out of hunger or fear, but more like a roar. 


The crying had been going on for a long time, but the baby showed no sign of fatigue. The few monks 
and novice monks standing in front of the mountain gate seemed at a loss. 


This year's winter was extremely cold. The baby's mother wrapped her son in her only winter coat. She 
wore only a thin piece of clothing. Although she was a strong peasant woman, she could not help but 
tremble. 


The monk covered his ears with his hands and looked carefully at the baby boy wrapped in a thin cotton 
coat. Although he was a monk, he couldn't help but frown at the first glance. This baby has just turned 
three months old. His body is thin and small. Strangely, his whole body is covered with thick and dark 
hair. Even his ears and cheeks look like they are covered with beards, which is not visible at first glance. 
It's a human being, and it could be mistaken for a newborn dog. 


The strange baby was still crying, and its furry little hand was clutching the clothes on its mother's chest. 
While shedding tears, the mother tried to pull away, but the child's palms were surprisingly strong and 
she still couldn't get away. 


The monk also tried to help pull the baby's arm, but he couldn't pull it away. He was afraid of hurting the 
baby by using too much force, so he was helpless for a while. 


It was common for the poor farmers in the mountainous area to send their children to the Shaolin 
Temple because they were unable to raise them. It was inevitable for the children to be separated from 
their parents and cry to death. The monks had long been accustomed to this. But this is the first time 
this has happened. 
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The cry was so loud that it echoed in the mountains and might have reached the temple halls above. The 
caretaker monk was afraid that his crying would disturb the monks' homework and he would blame the 
elders, so he said to the mother: "Tan Yue, why don't you take him down the mountain first... and then 
bring him up when he is older..." 


The peasant woman was so anxious that she almost knelt down and burst into tears herself. Her 
husband just died of illness last month, and many of the seven children in the family are still young and 
cannot be raised. Three girls and one boy had been given up for adoption, leaving only the youngest, 
who was born to be scary. No one wanted them, so she couldn't think of anything else to do except send 
them to a monastery. 


"Master, please bring me some scissors." She reluctantly held back her tears and said, "I'll just cut this 


dress open. 


Such indecent things happened in front of Shaolin Mountain. If misinformation spreads, it will greatly 
damage the reputation of the temple. 


While the monk was hesitating, he saw someone coming down the stone steps behind him. They took a 
closer look at the figure wearing cassocks and holding a Zen staff. It was none other than Zen Master 
Bendu, the abbot of Shaolin Temple. 


Several monks quickly clasped their hands and bowed their heads, feeling very scared - the abbot 
actually came down to inspect such a trivial matter in person, so he must be blaming the annoying 
crying. 


Zen Master Bendu's steps were very steady. The Zen staff just touched the ground lightly, without any 
need to use it for support. The tall body of the man who was under fifty years old stood straight, and his 
broad chest and shoulders filled the monk's robes; it was like In addition to the ring scars, there are two 
or three deep scars on Rock's head and face, all of which were left by martial arts competitions in the 
temple when he was young. 


Despite his appearance, figure and majestic gait, Bendu does not give people the slightest sense of 
domineering oppression. Instead, he is like a big walking tree: solid and strong, but able to 
accommodate and shade everything. 
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The monks looked behind the host and saw that there were still several people coming down. It turned 
out that Master Cheng was the elder of Wen Monk, and he was supported by two disciples on the left 
and right. Liao Cheng is Ben Du's uncle. Apart from Master Liao Heng, the former abbot who has retired, 
he is the senior one in the Shaolin Temple today. When the monks saw this, they were even more 
shocked and shrank into a ball. 


Ben Du stepped forward to look at the furry baby, and raised his half-white eyebrows. 


"Poor child..." Ben Du stretched out his five fingers that had been polished by practicing Shaolin's "Iron 
Sand Palm" and gently stroked the baby's head. 


Although the knuckles of the palm were protruding and covered with thick calluses, the touch was 
extremely light and gentle, which vaguely showed that Bendu's martial arts had reached the stage of 
"from hardness to softness". 


Under the soothing touch of this warm hand, the baby still kept crying. It grabbed the little fist on the 
mother's chest and seemed to hold on tighter. 


Master Liao Cheng also came to the child and looked down at his crying face with a pair of kind eyes. 


"When the relationship is over, let it go." 


Liao Cheng said softly. 


The baby's crying stopped immediately, and baby's mouth finally closed. The fingers holding on to the 
clothes also loosened. 


Liao Cheng stretched out a pair of hands as skinny as bird claws. After the peasant woman looked into 
his clear eyes for a while, she put away her sadness and put the baby boy into his arms. 


The baby boy, who had stopped crying, was now looking at Liao Cheng who was holding him. There was 
no trace of fear of strangers in his eyes, and his gaze was as steady as that of an adult. 
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Liao Cheng handed the baby boy into his nephew's hands. 


"Hondu, after this child has grown a beard, you will shave it yourself." 


[Note (1): The children accepted by the Shaolin Temple are all fostered by farmers working for the 
temple at the foot of the mountain. They are not brought back to the temple to become monks and 
learn Buddhism until they are about five or six years old. This is called "grooming". J] 


Bendu took the child respectfully, feeling very strange in his heart. 


After Liao Cheng finished speaking, he let his two disciples support him and climbed the steps back up 
the mountain. Before he left, he said again: 


"Although this boy is stubborn and reckless, he is born with a heart that sees nature, and he will achieve 
extraordinary results in the future." 


Half a year later, the strange fetal hair on the boy's body gradually fell off on its own, and he became no 
different from an ordinary baby. 


When he returned to the Shaolin Temple at the age of five, Abbot Bendu personally accepted him as a 
disciple and ordained him. According to the 72-character Shaolin generation, he was the "Yuan" 
generation. 


At the age of seven, he formally chanted sutras and worshiped Buddha. At the same time, he began to 
practice Shaolin martial arts. The Shaolin Temple emphasizes that "Zen and martial arts are the best". 
Even monks must not neglect their Zen practice. If they are lazy, they are prohibited from practicing 
martial arts to prevent them from blindly fighting for victory. After two full years, this child could not 
recite the most introductory scriptures, and often fell asleep while sitting in meditation and listening to 
lectures; but every time he came to martial arts class, he immediately became energetic and energetic, 
and he was very competitive. No matter what kind of exercise he was, he loved it. Competing with his 
peers and even seniors, many of his classmates were afraid of him. 
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Master Bendu punished him many times by banning him from the martial arts training ground. Later, 
Master Chengtai always excused him: "Let him alone. This child cannot be taught like other people." 


After listening to his words, the boy sometimes picked up the sutra and read it of his own accord. 
Though in the end he could not understand much of the scriptures. 


At the age of twenty-two, he passed the highest test of Shaolin martial arts, "Wooden Man Alley". He 
held the scorching cauldron at the exit of the alleyway with both arms, and the inside of his arm was 
branded with the seal of "Left Blue Dragon, Right White Tiger". It is the mark of a Shaolin master. He is 
the youngest person in Shaolin to receive this mark in hundreds of years, and he is the fourth. 


Before the mark was healed, he knelt down in the "King Kong Hall" on the same day and asked the 
abbot master for permission to practice Shaolin's most precious "Eighteen Bronze Man Formation"@). 
Three days later, Liao Cheng spoke for him again and was given a pair of bronze armor and a hexagonal 
iron eyebrow-level stick. 


"Note @): For details about the Shaolin Temple's "Wooden Alley" and "Eighteen Bronze Figure 


Formation", please see "Lecture Notes of the Dao Zhen Jian Tang Hall No. 28". J] 


At the age of twenty-four, he learned about the recent storms in the martial arts world from the mouths 
of martial artists who visited the mountain. 


A month later, he set out on his own to Shaowu Mountain, with only two words in mind: 


Wudang. 


OOOO 


The half of the face of the evil god Yaksha made of copper is extremely ferocious and frightening in 
appearance; each piece of protective iron armor covered with copper sheets is also full of shocking 
abrasions and gouges. 
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However, at this moment, in the eyes of the 200 villagers in Cheqian Village, Jiangxi Province, this figure 
reflecting the golden red light in the sunlight was no different than a living Buddha who descended to 
earth, and everyone felt the urge to kneel down and worship. 


Monk Yuanxing was wearing a full "half-body bronze armor". His right hand held an eyebrow-level stick 
hanging sideways, and his eyes were fixed on Erhan who was ten feet away. 


Under the sunlight, Erhan's deeply contoured face looked gloomy. His eyes were no longer as cold as a 
dead fish, and he stared excitedly at his companion Han Sidao who was stepped on by Wanxing. 


Erhan quickly crossed his arms in front of him, holding the hilts of the swords at his waist, keeping a 
tight guard on the wild monk who appeared out of nowhere. 


Han Sidao was lying on his back. Half of his originally fair face was swollen by Yuan Xing's punch. The 
color changed from purple to black. His thin eyes turned white and white foam came out of the corners 
of his mouth. He was breathing very shallowly, as if half of his life was gone. 


The fierce and domineering expressions of the ten magic kings standing behind Erhan had naturally 
disappeared long ago, and they were all stunned and looked in disbelief. 


——In their minds, not only the King of Wave Dragon, but also the several "Flag Protector" adults 
conferred by the King of Magic, are like earth evil stars that mortals cannot touch. However, one of 
them, Han Sidao, actually appeared in their eyes. The moment he couldn't see clearly, he was beaten to 
the ground and half dead! 


One of the disciples of the king of magic who was holding a large stack of "Transformation Talismans" 
was stunned and unconsciously loosened his fingers. The paper talisman fell out of his hands and flew 
away like fallen leaves in the wind. 


Several pieces of paper charms blew onto Erhan. He remained motionless, still maintaining the posture 
of drawing his sword at any time, but he was secretly complaining in his heart: 


——What kind of bad luck happened to you? Did something like this happen two days in a row? 
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While Yuan Xing was on guard against Erhan and others, he was also observing the surrounding 
situation. When he saw many weeping villagers, and when he saw many large bags hanging next to the 
saddles of the horses held by the Shu Wangs, he knew that what was happening was definitely not a 
good thing - Han Sidao's sudden plot was even more evident. 


——With so many bags, is it robbery? ... 


The four horse thieves who had been captured by Yuan Xing and forced to pull the cart had stopped 
struggling frantically. Originally, they wanted to escape with their lives when they saw the fearful Bo 
Lung Warrior King's men, but unexpectedly, this evil monk had destroyed one of their leaders and his 
sword with one punch, which was a martial arts skill that they had never even imagined before. 


——We actually survived in his hands... 


It is simply a blessing accumulated by our ancestors for three generations! 


One of the horse thieves grabbed a piece of "Transformation Talisman" that floated over and looked at 
it. He couldn't help but murmured: "I've heard about...catching 'Younu', it turns out it's true..." 


His round mind was far different from his honest appearance, and this sentence did not escape his ears. 


"Say it quickly." He raised his thick eyebrows. 


The horse thief was filled with remorse and looked at both sides in fear, thinking that this monk would 
be easier to offend. He swallowed his Adam's apple and said, "Those bags... 


It’s used to hold human heads. It seems to be some kind of ritual where they sacrifice human lives to the 
deceased..." 


Yuan Xing look at the size and number of bags, and look at the number of villagers. 


--It's not a robbery. It was a massacre. 
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His large, round eyes tightened for a moment. 


--This trip was not a mistake! 


Yuan Xing first came to Jiangxi by mistake because he was following Yan Qingtong; then he accidentally 
heard that there were "Wudang disciples" here. He went south to search purely out of curiosity. He 
never thought that the so-called "Wudang disciples" he found could be so evil. disciples. 


Yuan Xing concluded at a glance that although there were eleven people on the opposite side, the only 
one who could be called an enemy was this man with a yellow beard who carried two swords and did 
not look like a Han Chinese. 


Although Erhan was greatly surprised when Han Sidao was knocked down, after all, he had been taught 
by King Bolong for several years, and his posture was not shaken by his emotions. The muscles of his 
arms were intertwined in a state that was neither tense nor tense. There is no subtle state of relaxation, 
and he can draw his sword and strike at high speed; his legs are slightly squatted on the knees, and he is 
as powerful as a leopard that pounces at any time. 


Yuan Xing could see that this person was indeed not weak. If this kind of kung fu has not been through 
countless life and death struggles, it must have been passed down from a famous family. 


"Collecting heads?..." Yuan Xing sneered at Erhan: "Do you know? | have seen real Wudang disciples... | 
am sure you are fakes." 


As he spoke, he raised the tip of his stick and pointed it directly at Erhan's face. 


"Wudang disciples would not do such boring things." 


After hearing this, Erhan's eyes returned to their usual lifeless look, as if they were ignoring all life. 
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Extreme coldness actually shows the raging anger in his heart.. 


——Are you saying that the Wudang sect’s secret skills taught to me by King Shu King Yi are fake? 


For Erhan, this was tantamount to denying his life. 


At this time, there was a muffled cry. It's Han Sidao on the ground. 


It turned out that Wanxing's foot stepped on his chest with increasing force unconsciously. Rather than 
calling out to Han Sidao, it was better to say that the pressure forced the air out of his chest. 


Wan Xing's anger is by no means inferior to Erhan's. Especially after seeing Erhan's martial arts level. 


This kind of martial arts is used to intimidate and harm ordinary people - in the Tuan Xing's world, this is 
an unimaginable despicable thing! 


Han Sidao's ribs cracked in his chest. 


Erhan became even more angry after hearing this: Although his relationship with Han Sidao was not 
good, he was the "deputy guard flag" chosen by King Shu after all. Being stepped on like a cockroach in 
this way was tantamount to hurting King Shu. A direct insult! 


Yesterday morning in Luling County, he chose to run away without shame because there were five 
opponents. 


However, there is only one opponent in front of him today. 


--If | can't bring these "ghost slaves" back today, am | still the "flag guardian" of the Object Transfer Cult? 
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Destruction is impermanent, so why should we fear death? 


Serve God with sincerity and preach with great authority. 


Erhan's eyes changed again, this time showing a look of madness. 


Yuan Xing raised his eyebrows again. He clearly felt that Erhan's posture exuded a stronger momentum. 


Yuan Xing had seen a similar look in his eyes before: the man who died in his arms like a zombie. 


——Erhan did not take "Fake Immortal Powder", but relied on his belief in King Bolong to motivate 
himself. The effect was just like when he recited the mantra to his tribe in the county town yesterday. 


Erhan grinned with two rows of teeth. The yellow beard is waving. 


Yuan Xing felt the fighting spirit scattered by the enemy and immediately responded accordingly. 


The two started almost at the same moment. 


A pair of Xianglong sect ancient swords are worn on Erhan's belt, unsheathed first on the left and then 
on the right. His body leaned forward, almost in a straight line, and he threw out with all his strength! 


Wan Xing used Han Sidao's body as a pedal, stepped on his chest with her left leg wearing bronze armor 
and jumped forward. As Han Sidao vomited blood in pain, Yuan Xing's thick body was shot out like a 
cannonball. At the same time, he had already set up his eyebrow-level stick. With this momentum, he 
used Shaolin's "Kinnara King Stick:-Piercing Sleeves", which was studded with round iron nails. The 
hexagonal stick head provoked Erhan's face! 


Erhan's double swords have also become a move, using the "Wudang Shijian" taught by King Bolong 
Shu, the left sword is placed diagonally above the head, and the right sword cuts horizontally back at the 
round neck! 
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The two of them jumped forward very fiercely, the ten-foot distance was shortened in the blink of an 
eye, and the swords and sticks were exchanged quickly! 


Erhan's "Shi Jian" move is to break through head-on. He relies on the left sword on his head to hold off 
the round thorn stick, and at the same time chops with his right sword to win. Unexpectedly, the left 
sword touches the Qi. When he hit the eyebrow stick, he felt a very powerful force. It was like an 
overwhelming force. Not only could his left sword not be able to move the stick away, but the force of 
the stick pressed against him, affecting his posture and coordination. Even the sword in his right hand 
was temporarily blocked and unable to cut out. . 


Just in the exchange of weapons, the strength of the roundness was enough to penetrate into the 
opponent's body frame, as if Erhan was nailed to the spot! 


——This kind of power... 


Before Erhan could be shocked, he felt his left sword being pushed back. The hexagonal stick was eating 
the blade of the sword and still piercing through the center line! 


Erhan decisively changed the direction of his right sword, and also raised it to the level of the eyebrow 
stick. He raised the two swords with the force of crossing them, and then resisted the strong force of the 
stick. 


Yuan Xing's "sleeve-piercing gesture" was launched while leaping in the air. In order to achieve the 
strongest attack distance, both his right hand and right foot were in front. 


At this time, the power of the goading stick was exhausted. As soon as he touched the ground, he 
stepped forward with his left foot. At the same time, he thrust out his left hand like an oar, sweeping 
out the iron-clad head of the stick at the other end and swinging it with a "cross-sword gesture" to hit 
Erhan on the right shoulder! 


——From a long-distance thrust like a javelin, it instantly transformed into a close sweep. The left and 
right ends can move freely. This is the beauty of this double-headed eyebrow stick. 
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Facing the opponent's horizontal sweep, Erhan could have turned his swords into straight thrusts to 
counterattack, and used the strategy of "breaking through the horizontal direction with a straight line" 
to force Yuan Xing away. 


But there was a light in front of his eyes. It turned out that Yuanxing's left foot was in front at this 
moment, and the entire left half of his body was protected by bronze armor. Erhan's sword tip could not 
be used. Yuanxing's "sword-crossing posture" was not only the stick in his hand, but also his whole body. 
The moving copper and iron walls are pressing towards Erhan! 


Having seen Yuan Xing's strength in the previous moves, Eerhan dared not to touch him, and while his 
upper body was leaning back to dodge, his lower legs were using the Wudang Light Footwork taught by 
the King of Wushu, and he retreated at a clever angle, avoiding the swiping stick! 


When E'erhan retreated, Yuan Xing did not step up to chase after him, he only followed the sweeping 
trend and swept the Qi Mei stick through a half circle, at the same time, he slid his palms over the body 
of the stick, and in an instant, he changed from holding the middle part of the stick with both hands to 
holding the end of the stick, and utilized the advantage of the stick's length of more than five feet, and 
swept it out once again, and this time he switched to attacking the lower road, and the "Black Dragon 
Turning the River Stance" chopped and killed E'erhan's retreating two knees! 


--The advantage of long weapons is that there is no need to change the height of the stance, and the 
front of the weapon can cover the entire enemy from head to toe! Erhan suddenly felt that there was a 
threat coming from the bottom. He was surprised by the speed of the enemy's changes of moves. He 
could no longer care about his face. He jumped back and dodged the low-sweeping stick. When he 
landed on the ground, he fell down a few steps again and held his sword. His hands were spread wide to 
maintain balance, and he looked very embarrassed. 


The long stick holds the dust and sweeps it against the ground, like a sickle mowing grass! 


The onlookers’ eyesight was not strong enough to catch the quick stick, and they could only see an 
afterimage scraping across the ground with an extremely sharp sound. For a moment, they had the 
illusion that the wooden stick in Yuan Xing's hand had turned into a sharp blade at some point. 


Yuan Xing took the opportunity to rush forward to pursue him. His hands once again changed into a 
two-end grip for close combat. He took a lunge and walked straight towards the middle of Erhan. His 
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two fists rushed forward as if they were pushed out, pressing the center of the stick directly against 
Erhan's throat! 


After all, Erhan had been practicing swordsmanship for a long time, and he quickly regained his balance 
on horse steps. When he saw the stick attack coming, he immediately raised his swords and placed 
them in a double position in front of his chest, only holding the stick body against it! 


The two came into close contact and fought hard. The three weapons squeezed each other tightly, and 
their heads and faces were suddenly less than two feet apart. 


Erhan felt Yuan Xing's avalanche-like force coming over him without letting up for a moment. He 
struggled to lock the joints of his arms and barely resisted. 


Erhan took a close look at Yuan Xing and found that although Yuan Xing had a wild beard, his face was 
actually very young. 


Such boxing and stick skills. And also be a monk. Erhan had no doubts in his mind. 


"Shaolin?" 


E'erhan took a close look at Yuan Xing and realized that although Yuan Xing had a messy beard, his face 
was actually very young. 


This kind of fist and stick kung fu. He was also a monk. There was no more doubt in Eerhan's mind. 


"Shaolin?" 


Yuan Xing smiled at this and replied: 


"Wudang?" 
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Yuan Xing's smile was filled with contempt. 


It meant, "How can you be considered a Wudang?" 


This crossed the bottom line of dignity in Erahan's heart. 


Yuan Xing suddenly felt the resistance on the stick disappear. Instead, there is a pulling force like a 
stalemate. 


Erhan's double swords have changed their momentum, from pushing forward to carrying them 
diagonally downward. 


"Introduction in to the Void" technique. "Tai Chi Sword". 


The Yuan Xing Qi Mei Stick was suddenly brought to the side of Erhan by the double swords, losing the 
accuracy of the attack! 


Erhan changed again, his right sword was still attached to the center of the stick, but his left sword had 
already left, and he stabbed Yuan Xing's right eye in the shortest straight line and with the smallest 
movement! 


In the midst of a close-quarter battle, this sudden change, and the ancient sword's sharp edge was 
stabbing at a very short distance, Yuan Xing seemed to have no room to dodge - 


In this moment, Yuan Xing was grateful to one person: 


Soldier's Crow Road master, Shang Silang. 
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Yuan Xing is no stranger to Tai Chi because of his battle with Shang Si Lang in Xi'an. As soon as Erhan 
activated his swords, he knew what was going on. 


——Any master will tell you how important "knowing" is in a duel at their level. 


In the flash of lightning, Erhan was ecstatic. Because his left hand thrust out a sword, and the feeling of 
success came from the hilt. 


——| defeated the Shaolin monk! 


The joy made him ignore the slight difference in touch: the tip of the sword pierced something harder 
than any part of the human body. 


It turned out that Yuan Xing had already caught the thrust of the stabbing sword. He turned his head 
slightly and blocked the sword with the left half of his bronze Yaksha mask on his forehead! 


Erhan's moment of uncontrollable joy turned into a fatal mistake: to fully utilize the subtle skills of "Tai 
Chi" that "one feather cannot add", one must have the ability to survive in mountains of swords, seas of 
blood, and thousands of armies. Once an unmoved mind is blocked by emotions such as fear, hesitation, 
pride, contempt, etc., it will be impossible to completely let go of the keen senses to sense the flow of 
the enemy's power. 


——Just like in the battle in Xi'an, Gui Dan Lei welcomed Yin Yingchuan's Bagua sword but his color 
remained unchanged, which was the key to his victory. 


This alone shows that Erhan's "Tai Chi" still lacks sufficient strength. 


Erhan suddenly realized that he had not succeeded. The sword in his right hand hurriedly continued to 


turn the long round stick downward to prevent him from drawing the stick to counterattack. 
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But it's no longer useful. The suffocation at that moment had already weakened his energy; what's 
more, he was not a master of "double-purpose" like Yao Lianzhou, and the stabbing sword in his left 
hand also affected the movement of the right sword. 


The arc of energy transformation is no longer round. 


The Eyebrow-Qing Stick escapes the control of "Tai Chi". 


When a person using Tai Chi loses control, he or she is defeated. 


Erhan did not rely on his eyes to convert energy, but only relied on the touch on the sword to determine 
the location of the opponent's eyebrow-level stick. Now that the stick had "disappeared" to an unknown 
place, he could only do one thing in fear: 


Tighten all the muscles in your body, preparing to receive the blow from the stick. 


A burning pain like being whipped struck his left ribs. Erhan spit out a mouthful of bitter water as if he 
had been struck by electricity! 


Fortunately, he used the self-stimulation method taught by Wu to reduce the pain. He took a strong 
breath and flew back at full speed. At the same time, he danced the two sword flowers in front of him, 
trying to block Yuan Xing's pursuit—— 


There was no need to start chasing after Yuan Xing. He bent his knees on the spot and turned into a low 
forward lunge. He held the tail of the stick in his right hand and rushed forward. The stick body spit out 
from the copper fist armor of his left hand! 


The hexagonal iron rod passed through the tiny gap between the two sword flowers, as accurately as a 
poisonous snake leaping up to bite. Erhan's sternum was broken easily, and his yellow beard turned red 
with the sound of "Wow"! 
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This blow also broke Erhan's confidence as a martial artist. 


Each of Yuan Xing's moves and fists and sticks are very simple and simple, but they fully display the pure 
and vigorous superior style of Shaolin's authentic style. It is entirely based on frontal speed, strength, 
momentum and spirit to surpass the opponent. 


If the heart is upright, the fists will be upright. 


In the eyes of Erhan, who was vomiting blood and retreating, this Shaolin monk was like a solid rock with 
no weak points. 


If it were purely a competition between warriors, the winner would have been decided by now. But 
Yuan Xing has no intention of stopping. When he thought of those big bags and the frightened faces of 
the two hundred villagers, he had no reason to respect this enemy. 


The eyes under the half-copper mask were as cold as ice. 


This coldness, however, at the same time shows the purest compassion. 


To eliminate evil for all sentient beings. 


Yuan Xing took the right step on the goad stick, then leaped up, holding the end of the stick with both 
hands and raising it above his head, using the "smooth step of splitting the mountain" of "Kinnara King 
Stick", gathering all the strength of the body, and using all the strength of his eyebrows. The full length 
of the stick was swung towards Erhan's top door! 


Erhan raised a pair of ancient swords above his head, intending to use "Introduction Failed" again. 


At the most dangerous moment, he instinctively relied on the "Tai Chi Sword" he had always trusted 
most. 
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——But Yuan Xing already has experience in dueling with Wudang's authentic "Tai Chi". In his eyes, 
Erhan's swords were just half-baked "pseudo Tai Chi". 


Yesterday, when E'erhan was in perfect condition, he could not even neutralize Jing Li's saber, let alone 
facing Yuan Xing, who was also ina similar position of strength. 


Although the "Small Random Ring" arc of the "Taiji Sword" was able to catch the Qi Mei Stick, the stick's 
chopping force was really too fierce and too strong, and the sword move was only able to barely 
dislodge it to the side by a couple of minutes-- 


The rolled-up cloth scarf on Eerhan's head was instantly and fiercely sunk by the Qi Mei Stick! 


His eyes turned white, his tongue stretched out, his swords fell out of his hands, and his body collapsed 
like a torn sack! 


Yuan Xing dragged the blood-stained Qi Mei stick backwards and stood in front of the last breath of 
Eerhan. 


The villagers could not help kneeling down and gazing at him with admiration. 


The remaining ten magic kings were so shocked that they couldn't breathe. The two "Flag Protectors" 
whom they regarded as demon stars fell one after another at the feet of the wild monk within less than 
a cup of tea. 


Yuan Xing looked down at Eerhan, who was still struggling slowly. 


"What a pity. This 'Tai Chi' you have learned is a fraud." 


Yuan Xing couldn't help but look at his face, which was dripping blood from his head, and couldn't help 
but say, regardless of whether or not he could still hear her. 
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"If I'm not mistaken, the person who taught you is still practicing himself and is just using you to test his 
skills. You can't beat a real hero with the tricks you learned." 


Erhan showed a pained expression. He didn't know whether it was because of his serious injury or 
because he felt regret after knowing that the "Wudang secret art" he had practiced hard for many years 
was just a fake. 


His eyes were wandering, and he seemed to be unable to see Yuan Xing. He could only identify where he 
was by his voice, and stretched out his left hand as if to feel for him. 


Erhan's body was very weak, but he still had the strength to do one thing. 


Use your fingers to pull the mechanism hidden in the wrist vein. 


Something shot out from the wide sleeves of his strange five-color robe! 


Yuan Xing stood very close, and when he saw the foreign object flying in front of him, he quickly raised 
his left hand that was not holding the stick! 


He could have knocked the thing away with one punch, but this moment felt wrong. 


——Yuan Xing grew up in the Shaolin Temple since he was a child, and has only been involved in the 
world for a short time. At this time, he did not judge based on experience, but because he had a pure 
mind and a very keen intuition about evil. 


His left fist turned into a dragon claw hand halfway, and he accurately caught the flying object in his 
palm! 


As if Erhan had exhausted his last bit of strength, his left arm fell softly and remained motionless. 


He could never eat a snatched chicken leg again. And can never kill again. 
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Han Sidao, who was still foaming at the other end of the clearing, ended up surviving a little longer than 
Erhan. 


Yuan Xing spread out his left hand to see what he had caught. 


It was a small green wax pill. From the outside, the wax skin was not too thick and would break if hit 
casually. Only one side was covered with several layers of paper. 


It is made thicker and harder, and is used to bear the force when the mechanism ejects. 


Yuan Xing used a hand wearing heavy bronze armor, but he was able to use the "Dragon Shape" claw 
grabbing technique in the "Five Fists of Shaolin" to catch the wax pill and separate it without any 
damage. 


It can be seen that in addition to his strong boxing skills, he also has soft and delicate skills in his hands. 


--Yuan Xing has been practicing his grappling techniques on the way to make up for his shortcomings in 
close combat in the past six months since his fight with Shang Si Lang's "Tai Chi" saber. 


Seeing this wax pill in Yuan Xing's hand, the crowd of onlookers of the King of Magic exclaimed in shock: 
this is no other than the dreadful secret poison "Cloud Phosphorus Killing" of the Objective Movement 
Sect, which killed dozens of people in one breath in the city of Luling County yesterday! 


If Yuan Xing had struck at it a little bit or dodged away and let it fall through, the poisonous powder mist 
would have scattered everywhere, and all the people in the village in front of the carriage would have 
been hopeless. 


When Yuan Xing saw the fearful expressions on the faces of the magic kings as they stared at "Yun 
Phosphorus Kill", he knew that this thing was not simple. Thinking back to the time when Han Sidao 
dipped medicine on the sword blade to try to assassinate him, Yuan Xing even guessed that this thing 
was drug. 


"Is it poisonous?" Yuan Xing gently held the wax pill between his two fingers and took a step forward to 
ask the magic kings. 
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The magic kings gasped when they saw him holding "Cloud Phosphorus Kill" so carelessly. One of them 
couldn't help but whisper: "Don't break it..." 


Yuan Xing nodded, took out a sweat towel from the inside of the monk's robe, wrapped the wax pill, and 
put it into his arms. 


The magic kings breathed a sigh of relief at this time, and then looked at Erhan and Han Sidao on the 
ground, and suddenly realized what kind of situation they were in. The eyebrow-level stick in Yuanxing's 
hand was still dripping with blood from the iron-inlaid tip. They couldn't help but retreat with chills. 


"Monk, it seems a bit strange to say such a thing..." Yuan Xing scratched the eyebrow on the unmasked 
side: "But | really can't find a reason not to kill you all." 


The legs of the ten magic kings all trembled when they heard this. The majesty of running rampant in 
Luling and robbing and killing wantonly was lost somewhere. Two of them even became incontinent and 
urinated on the spot. 


Just now they have seen that Yuan Xing is as fast as a beast. Running away was not an option. 


——Maybe if ten people ran away together, a few of them would survive. But who is willing to take the 
risk and become a bait for others to escape? 


Just like the previous villagers in front of the car, the ten of them were also locked in place by the terror 
town and did not dare to escape, but now their identities were changed. On weekdays, we sing the lyrics 
of the Wuyi religion, "What's the point of fearing death?" and chant slogans along with everyone during 
ceremonies and banquets. Once death is really imminent, not everyone can abide by this divine 
teaching. In the past, King Shu's power had always been unstoppable, and many believers and disciples 
were bathed in ecstasy and desire; but now the situation has reversed, and under the intimidation of 
this righteous Shaolin monk, their faith has collapsed. 


Yuan Xing tapped his fingers on the corner of his half-masked forehead in agony. 
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"What should | do?... It's very difficult for me to kill people who dare not resist. Do you want me to let 
you go? I'm sorry for the people here. How do | know whether you will bring those people with you 
again in two days? Come back with a big mouth?" 


The magic kings hurriedly waved their hands and shook their heads, and some stammered and argued: 
"No... no! Never..." 


"Let's do this..." Yuan Xing said, and suddenly threw the Qi Mei Stick at them with one hand, and one of 
the disciples caught the stick with both hands. 


——Throwing the weapon to the enemy without any scruples, his confidence and heroism shocked 
everyone present. 


"Each of you, break off one arm and one leg, leave your weapons and get out." 


After Yuan Xing finished speaking, he ignored them and turned towards the four horse thieves he had 
captured in Hengxi Village. 


The four of them looked at the frozen Surgery King's crowd and could not help but rejoice in their 
hearts. Although they risked their lives and became bandits because of their difficult life, they still had a 
little conscience and did not surrender to the crazy King Wave Dragon. Otherwise, they would not just 
be forced to pull a wooden cart today. 


Yuanxing walked over, took off half of the Yasha mask and stuffed it into the belt of the armor. The 
murderous look on his bearded face with thick eyebrows and big eyes disappeared at this moment. He 
stretched out his hand to loosen the ropes around the four people's necks. 


"Compared to those guys, you seem to have become less hateful." Yuan Xing threw the rope aside: 
"There is no need to go to the Yamen. You can go. What happens next is up to you." 


The four of them looked at this strange monk in surprise for a while. At this time, a painful cry came 
from behind Yuan Xing. The magicians began to beat each other's hand and leg joints with sticks. 
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The four of them were extremely excited at this moment. Just like the villagers, they knelt down 
towards Yuan Xing at the same time, kowtowed deeply, and then ran away without saying a word. 


——They have not committed crimes since. One went home to guard his parents’ thin farm; one 
became a foot doctor's apprentice; the other two went to Guangdong together and became successful 
in business more than ten years later. 


Yuan Xing turned to look at the villagers in front of the car. They were still kneeling one by one. Yuan 
Xing frowned and scratched his short, thick, weedy hair. 


"What's wrong?...It was like this again before. Do you Ji'an people have such a custom that you have to 
kneel down when you see a monk?" 


As he spoke, he stepped forward and helped an old peasant woman up. 


"| would like to ask: Does anyone in your village know how to shave their heads?" 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Jin Sword Hall - 28 


"Woodman's Alley" is the highest test of martial arts in the Shaolin Temple. Only those who pass it will 
be considered as the official Shaolin "Temple Protector Monk Soldier", who can be assigned personal 
weapons and be allowed to learn higher Shaolin skills. "Wooden Man Alley" itself is a secret place of 
Shaolin. It is not open to outsiders. Therefore, many fanciful and false legends have arisen. It is even said 
that the "Wooden Man" is two rows of powerful puppets driven by mechanisms, and will attack those 
who enter the alley. People automatically attack like this. 


The real "Wooden Man Alley" is a cave corridor with a total length of twelve feet and an average width 
of one foot. It is excavated on the back mountain wall of the "King Kong Hall" of the Shaolin Temple. 
During the trial, there are huge formations along both sides of the alley. One hundred and eight warrior 
monks guarded the place, fighting with the subjects who entered one by one with boxing techniques. In 
order to avoid serious injury, both the subject and the guard would wear armor of wooden boards and 
thick cotton cloth on the vital parts of the chest, back and neck, hence the name "Wooden Man". 


Although it is not necessary for the monk to knock down all 108 "Wooden Men’, it is still extremely 
difficult for him to pass through the obstacles of more than a hundred opponents one by one. It takes an 
average of one hour (two hours) to pass through the short distance of twelve feet, and the continuous 
fighting and physical exertion of the opponents, each of whom is fresh and full of energy, is not only a 
test of kung fu attainment, but also an absolute test of physical fitness and willpower. 


When the subject monk reaches the end of "Wooden Man Alley", there is a large heated cauldron 
blocking the entrance of the alley. Dragon and tiger patterns are cast on the left and right sides of the 
furnace. The monk must pick up the cauldron with both arms and move it away. It can be released, so 
the "Left Green Dragon, Right White Tiger" mark will be branded on the inside of the forearm, which is 
proof that the essence of Shaolin martial arts has been mastered. 


In addition to understanding Buddhism through martial arts training, Shaolin monks also shoulder the 
important task of protecting the Shaolin Temple. Among the "monk soldiers protecting the temple", the 
"Eighteen Bronze Man" is the highest level. The "Eighteen Bronze Man Formation" is the most precious 
treasure of Shaolin martial arts. It is based on the "Eighteen Arhat Hands", "Iron Cloth Shirt Vajra Kung 
Fu" and "Kinnara King Stick" as its latitude and longitude. The formation is composed of nine or eighteen 
people. When used, the fists and sticks cooperate seamlessly with each other to exert extremely 
powerful multiplication power. Each "bronze man" can be equipped with different shapes of copper- 
inlaid iron armor according to his martial arts expertise. Some are equipped with half of the body, while 
some are only equipped with hands and legs, all in order to bring out the martial arts skills of different 
monks. 
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There are nearly 800 disciples of martial arts monks in the Shaolin Temple. Of course, there are more 
than 18 "Eighteen Bronze Men". In fact, there are three teams of "Eighteen Bronze Men" standing in the 
temple, which can replace each other's members. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 78 Chapter 2: A Gentle Fight 


Jing Li's thin body was huddled in the narrow cave, holding a wooden knife full of dents tightly, staring at 
the dark sky outside the cave with his bright eyes. 


The rain pattered. It was too dark to see the raindrops. But he was still looking at it, as if he could see 
something. 


He knew that far away on the opposite side of the coast was Lieyu, his birthplace—it should be said that 
it was the place where his father discovered him. 


His birth parents are a mystery; no one knows why he was abandoned on that shore. He has no 
connection with this world. 


He could only continue to hold the wooden knife tightly. 


"Kid! Get out of here!" 


The powerful roar came through the sound of rain. It was identifiable as his father's voice. 


He poked his head out to take a look. 


Just in time for lightning. Jing Zhao's naked and muscular figure flashed at that moment. The rain hit his 
shoulders and back, turning into mist by his body temperature. He held a cane in his right hand and a jug 
of wine in his left hand. 


Jing Zhao took a sip from the pot, and then shouted: "| know you are hiding here! Get out!" The rough 
voice was full of rage. 


Of course, Jing Li knew the reason for his father's rage: while practicing martial arts at the "Hushan Hall" 
in the evening, Jing Li was so excited that he injured an index finger of his unrelated brother Jing Yue 
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with a wooden knife. It was just a practice of fighting with certain moves. Of course there was 
something wrong with Jing Li who used random moves. But Jing Yue, whose boxing experience was 
much longer than that of his sworn brother, could not avoid that sword and was completely 
embarrassed in front of his classmates—— he's the future head of the Tiger Respected Sect of the 
South China Sea. 


Jing Zhao shouted while running and jumping freely between the dark rocky shores. Although he had 
drowned in the cup in recent years, his skill had not been greatly affected - the nickname "Rolling 
Thunder Tiger" was not an honor bestowed upon him only because he had become the head of the 
Tiger Respected Sect, but he had made a name for himself in the Fujian martial arts forest when he was 
a young man. 


In the pouring rain, it was difficult to see, Jingzhao could not find anything, his mood worsened, he 
drank the wine in one gulp, dropped the wine bottle, and howled like a ferocious beast in the sky. 


Jing Li, however, climbed out of the cave on his own at that moment. 


Another flash of lightning. 


Jing Zhao saw this wet boy from afar and immediately ran and jumped over to him at full speed. 


Jing Li did not run away. 


As soon as Jing Zhao reached him, he swung his cane across his left shoulder without saying a word. 


Jing Li held his wooden saber in both hands and raised it to his side to block the cane. He was not even 
half his father's weight, and the impact was so strong that he fell to his knees on the other side and 
almost tumbled off the rock. 


--But he did deflect the blow. 
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Jing Zhao became even more angry, stretched out his other hand, pinched the adopted son's throat, and 
lifted him up into the air. 


Jing Lie was choked so hard that his head and chest felt like they were about to explode. But he didn't 
struggle. He didn't let go of the wooden knife in his hand. He stared at his father with bloodshot eyes, 
fearlessly. 


There wasn't even hatred in those eyes. Instead, there was a sense of expectation. 


Although he was almost unconscious in pain, Jing Lie felt unusually happy in his heart: every time he 
angered his father, his father could not ignore his existence. 


This is something Jing Lie has understood since he learned about sex. In his father's eyes, he seems to be 
worse than the watchdog at home. No matter whether he was injured, sick, or hungry... his father never 
cared. The only exception was when he did something to make his father angry. 


After several years, Jing Lie gradually understood what things could most displease his father: when he 
was too naughty and got into trouble; when he jumped from a tall tree, jumped into the sea to catch 
fish, and climbed up to the ancestral hall. roof, or doing other bold things; when he beat the children 
from the neighboring village to a bloody head... 


That is, every time he shows his strong nature. 


Although he would be beaten badly in the end every time, he would do these things deliberately again 
after a while. Because only when he was beaten and scolded could he quietly feel close to his father. 


Jing Lie is determined: to attract his father, he must continue to become stronger. 


—-—Stronger than my brother... No, one day, stronger than my father! 


Jing Lie, who was about to lose consciousness, thought so, his eyes still staring at Jing Zhao. 
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Jing Zhao suddenly felt a strange emotion in Yizi's eyes. He didn't know what it was. But the hand 
holding the adopted child's throat relaxed unconsciously. 


Jing Lie's body became weak and he collapsed on the rock uncontrollably. 


Jing Zhao looked down at the motionless adopted son for a while. The rain continued to pound on his 
head. Then he bent down, picked up Jing Lie, and walked away from the coast along the way he came. 


At this time, Jing Zhao did not know that Jing Lie, who was temporarily unconscious, had actually been 
woken up by Yu long ago. 


Jing Lie closed his eyes and huddled in his father's arms. 


In the rain, he felt that his broad chest was particularly warm. 


Jing Li woke up from his short-lived memory dream. 


He opened his eyelids. The bright morning light coming in from outside the hole in the tree was blinding. 


The first thing Jing Li did when he woke up was to prick up his ears and listen to see if there was any 
sound of pursuers outside. 


Before dawn, the master in black, Mei Xinshu, had personally led the Shu Wangs down to the foot of 
Qingyuan Mountain, using torches to search for Jing Li who had fallen off the cliff. Jing Li has been 
fleeing and moving to hiding places for the past two hours. 


Mei Xinshu seemed to have a very strong commanding ability. The net of the Shu Wangs was so tight 
that Jing Li was almost trapped to death by the surrounding net. If he had not known how to smear mud 
on his body and stick leaves on his body for protection and cover, he would never have been able to 
escape from the trap. He sneaked under the eyes of the disciple of the king of martial arts. 
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After making sure that no more human voices were heard, Jing Li relaxed a little, and then began to 
check the condition of his body. He tried to take a deep breath, but still felt that he could not lift it up 
completely. His head felt dizzy and his vision became slightly blurred. 


His left rib was injured when he fell onto a protruding rock, and now every breath he took felt like he'd 
been hit with a knee. However, his breath was suffocated not because of this injury. 


Jing Li touched the right side of his neck, and there was a scratch there, which was a light purple color. 
Last night on the mountain wall, although he decisively let go of the iron chain and escaped down, he 
was still scratched by a poison-quenching sleeve arrow shot by the magic kings from the top of the wall 
while he was in mid-air. 


Jing Li knew that the poisons from the King of Arts were powerful. As soon as he landed, he squeezed 
out the blood from the wound and took the two first-aid pills hidden in his belt. However, the poison 

tempered in the arrow clusters was really powerful, even though it was only shallow. After scratching, 
the poison still enters the blood; 


In addition, Jing Li kept escaping, accelerating his blood energy, and the trace amount of poison soon 
interfered with the meridians. Jing Li was still alive at this moment because of his extraordinary physical 
strength. 


——The dream you had just now was also due to poisoning, right? ... 


Poisoning was not his only crisis. 


Jing Li lay in the tree hole, trying to tighten the muscles in his body in turn to see how other injuries 
were. 


When it was applied to his left shoulder and right knee, he felt severe pain. The joints felt as if long and 
thick sharp needles had been inserted deeply into them. They felt weak and numb for a while, and he 
was almost completely unable to move. 


Jing Li frowned. These two injuries were sustained when he fell from a high point on the mountain wall 
and landed at the foot of the mountain. Although he used branches to slow down several times during 
his fall, the impact when he landed was still very violent - no matter how powerful Jingli’s martial arts 
was, he was still just a human. 
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When practicing martial arts, injuries are inevitable "companions" along the way, and Jing Li is no 
stranger to them. 


Collisions, cuts, bruises and fractures are not the most fearful things. The number one fear is internal 
injuries that affect the function of the organs. Qi and blood are weak, resulting in the inability to move 
the body's energy; 


The second is that important joints are damaged, making it impossible to exert force or lose the ability 
to move and jump. 


How many outstanding martial artists have ended their martial arts careers just because of a knee or hip 
joint injury. 


Jing Li tried his luck again, but the pain was still very sharp. He thought that his sense of pain had been 
dulled a lot by the poison, which meant that the actual damage to his shoulders and knees was more 
serious than what he felt now... 


This is what happened to Jing Li. With one foot and one hand injured, his consciousness disturbed by 
poison, and only a hunting knife left in his body, he lurked in the rugged mountain forest and evaded 
being surrounded and hunted by more than a hundred people. Even he himself had forgotten how to 
get here. 


——This is by no means a fluke, but a survival instinct engraved in the bones from years of adventure in 
overseas wilderness. 


Although he had been temporarily freed from his pursuers, Jing crack knew that he could never stop. 


——That guy... doesn't give up so easily. 


Jing Li thought of the "tiger" he met at "Qinglian Temple" last night, who was dressed in black and could 
make chains fly. At that time, he had also wondered whether this guy was the King of Wave Dragons 
himself? But it doesn’t match the appearance described by Luling County residents. He should be one of 
the four masters under the King of Magic. 


--Even such a guy is just a subordinate; that Dragon Warrior King is unpredictable! 
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Jing Li couldn't deny that he had slightly underestimated the strength of the Warlord's group of bandits 
yesterday because he was the first one to face Eerhan and Han Sidao, and he had paid a price for it. 


He mentally warned himself again and again: never underestimate anyone or anything related to the 
word "Wudang" in the future! 


Jing Li took another deep breath, endured the pain and changed to a half-kneeling position, with half of 
his head sticking out of the cave at the root of the big tree. 


The sunshine taught him that there were floating images in front of his eyes, and he had to concentrate 
to focus on things. The residual poison in his body made him feel as if he was seriously ill. His chapped 
lips turned white and cold sweat ran down his back. 


Escape on foot seemed unlikely. Even if he can escape from the foot of the mountain, he will be easily 
discovered and overtaken by the enemy once you reach an open area. What's more, he was dragging his 
injured right leg, so he didn't know how far he could walk. 


Jing Li thought it would be easier if he had a horse to ride on. Whether fleeing or fighting, he was much 
more confident in the saddle. 


Xue Jiuniu must have left a horse for him over there in the woods. However, at this moment, the kings 
of magic who came down the mountain to search might have discovered him, and Jing Li would have 
thrown himself into a trap at any time when he went to fetch the horse. 


But waiting any longer is not an option.. Jing Li was worried that Mei Xin Shu would find him again, and 
secondly, if he had not returned to Luling County for a long time, Hu Linglan and his companions would 
be worried, and they would probably come to Qingyuan Mountain to look for him. ...... 


He decided he had to take a gamble. He looked at the sun in the sky, discerned the direction, and 
walked lamely through the mountains and forests toward the dense forest slope where the horse had 
been left last night. 
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Every step Jing Li took, pains shot through his hand, leg joints and waist and ribs, which actually made 

him wake up to counteract the poison that made his mind dizzy. He picked a few leaves along the way 
and bit them in his mouth, letting the bitter leaf juice flow into his throat, which not only quenched his 
thirst a little, but also cleared his mind. 


Jing Li looked around as he walked. The Qingyuan Mountain is covered with greenery, and the sun 
shines through the branches and leaves of the tall trees, making the scenery very quiet and deep. Unless 
we were in such a situation, it would be really refreshing to take a walk alone. Jing Li couldn't help but 
smile bitterly. 


--It's been a long time since I've been in such an awkward situation...... 


After leaving the dense forest with great difficulty, Jing Li only felt dizzy and breathless, his body was 
covered in sweat. After all, the arrows of the Surgery King were quenched with deadly poison, Jing Li 
was lucky that he was only slightly touched by the arrows. 


There was a quiet path outside the forest. Jing Li didn't jump out immediately, but crouched in the 
bushes along the roadside to observe. 


Jing Li had been listening carefully to the movements of the four directions all along the way, but for the 
time being, he did not find anything strange; until now, at the roadside, he could faintly hear a sound in 
the distance at the northern road junction. 


It was the sound of horses' hooves. 


Jing Li lay motionless under the branches and leaves, holding the wooden handle of the knife tightly 
with his right hand. His body trembled intermittently, and he suppressed it with his will. 


He listened intently. The sound of hoofbeats was not very urgent, just a slow pace, and it was only heard 
by one horse. 


——lIs he alone enemy? ... 
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Regardless, this is a perfect escape opportunity. After being hunted all morning, Jing Li had had enough 
of the bad luck; it was in his temper to seize the horse and escape in one fell swoop. 


With the goal of fighting, Jing Li suddenly regained a lot of vitality, and his breathing became deeper and 
more stable. 


He waited for the rider to arrive, half-crouching motionless among the trees, his idle left leg already 
gathering strength for jumping; the backhand knife on his right was slightly raised at the height of his 
chest and abdomen, ready to stab at any time. 


Jing Li's posture at this moment was like a protective poisonous snake, sitting quietly at the bottom of 
the tree, ready to stretch out and bite at any moment. 


The small figure of the man and horse gradually appeared at the intersection, approaching through the 
beams of sunlight in the forest. 


Jing Li's eyes are still a little bit unfocused, when the rider came, he vaguely felt a little familiar: the 
figure on the saddle is very tall; the wind blowing hair, he can see that it is a woman; the hand 
diagonally carrying a long blade ...... 


--Itis ..... Hu Linglan? 


Jing Li's heart was stirred with ecstasy. But he still held back and did not jump out immediately, but 
waited for the figure to come closer. 


When he saw the figure more clearly, Jing Li's heart cooled down, and he was glad that he didn't get 
overly excited just now. 


Although the female knight dressed in black also had a plump figure, her riding posture was not as 
relaxed as Hu Linglan's; her face reflecting the sunlight was very fair, not the wheat color of the 
daughter of Kagoshima; and the saber she was holding was different as well. 
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Huo Yaohua bent over the saddle and swayed; it was more like the horse was carrying her than she was 
riding it. Her eyes were out of focus and hesitant, as if she didn't know where she was, and she hadn't 
yet awakened from last night's Zhaoling Pill and Hu Linglan's saber slam. 


Last night, Huo Yaohua fled from Luling County in a frenzy, and without saying a word, she got on the 
saddle of her horse and left, not knowing the direction at all, and she just pushed the horse hard, and 
soon after, she fell into a coma while sitting on the saddle, and she relied on the horse to recognize the 
way, and it was only by relying on the horse that she was brought back to the Qingyuan Mountain. 
When she woke up, she only felt a splitting headache, she didn't know where she was, and even the 
memory of last night was very blurred, so she just let the horse carry her at a leisurely pace. The saber 
wounds on her body had all dried up and stopped bleeding, and her life was not in danger, but under 
the influence of the medicine, she felt as if her limbs were about to fall off at any moment. 


Suddenly, an object rushed out from the nearby bushes, breaking the silence of the forest. 


Jing Li, with his hair and leaves covered with mud, sprang up like a wild animal and pounced on Huo Yao 
Hua in the saddle! 


--His arms and legs were injured, so he had no reservation in this attack, gathering all his energy in his 
left leg and jumping up, while his right hand saber took advantage of the situation to plunge forward! 


After all, Huo Yaohua is a female saber player who has been in and out of the Cultivator's Field of Life 
and Death for countless times, and was instantly aroused by the fight, raising her saw blade as a shield 
to block Jing Li's saber, and grabbing at his hair with her other hand! 


Jing Li was a strong man, and he could not stop his attack even though he was stopped by Huo Yaohua's 
saber, and the two of them rolled and fell down from the other side of the saddle! 


Jing Li's latent pounce was indeed too swift and too sudden, and only then did the horse have time to 
neigh and jump away a few paces. Fok Yiu Fa's saber fell out of her hand due to the collision with Jing Li, 
and fell to the grass by the roadside. 


Both of them were twisting and struggling fiercely on the ground, rolling around. Both of them were 
under the influence of poison and drugs respectively, and their minds were not fully awake, they were 
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only relying on their physical senses and primitive instincts, trying to suppress each other with brute 
force. 


Jing Li didn't know who Huo Yaohua was, nor could he recall yesterday's description by the county 
people of the female devil under the seat of the King of Surgery; he only knew that this woman, riding 
ona horse and carrying a saber at the foot of the Qingyuan Mountains, was 90% of the enemy, and 
would not show any mercy once she struck. 


Jing Li's right knee was not a big problem, but his left shoulder was not strong enough, so he relied on 
his right hand to hold his saber, while his left hand could only use the bend of his elbow to hold Huo 
Yaohua's waist and back; although Huo Yaohua had two hands, Jing Li had a sharp blade, which made it 
very dangerous to fight against him in this close combat. 


They were already badly injured, and after a while of wrestling, both of them felt tired and out of 
breath, and their movements were stagnant and twisted together, neither of them could win, and their 
consciousness became more blurred due to the fatigue. If there is a third party who doesn't know what's 
going on, it would be a mistake to think that this pair of fit men and women are embracing each other 


The Jing Li sweat-stained tattooed body pressed over and hugged, Huo Yaohua's mind arose a familiar 
feeling. 


--Miaster ...... 


The memories of a long time ago came flooding back in a flash. 


Huo Yaohua, who had joined the Chu Wolf Saber Sect, was very precocious, and had admired those men 
in the sect who were tougher than herself since she was a young girl. Among them, the one who gave 
her the strongest feeling was her third senior brother, Weng Chengtian. Weng Chengtian's martial arts 
skills were the best among his peers at the time. He was tall and strong, and had a beautiful wolf tattoo 
on his left shoulder, which attracted Huo Yaohua to him hopelessly. 


Weng Chengtian also felt the admiration of this junior sister. The two secretly became a couple without 
telling the teacher that they were from the same school. Soon after, Huo Yaohua lost her virginity to 
him. 
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Huo Yaohua will never forget those days: in the dark and lightless forage yard, Senior Brother Weng's 
hot body exuding male body odor and dripping with sweat hugged her hard; her fingers slid over his 
shoulders as solid as rocks. and chest... 


However, they had only been together for less than a year, and Weng Chengtian was ordered by his 
master to marry the daughter of a wealthy local businessman in order to consolidate the status and 
financial resources of the Chulang Sword Sect. He didn't even say goodbye to her, for fear that she 
would pester him. Huo Yaohua saw clearly: hidden in that strong body was such a cowardly and timid 
heart. 


Huo Yaohua has given up on her body since then. There was only one thing on her mind: 


——lIlam stronger than these despicable men! 


She began to use her beauty to seduce other senior brothers, and use Chulangdao sect martial arts that 
she had not yet learned; in the end, even her master Su Qishan could not resist her, and taught her all 
the secrets of the sect on the bed. 


At that time, her belief became even more deeply rooted: 


——Everyone in the world only lives for their own desires. 


A few years later, in an internal competition, Huo Yaohua beat Weng Chengtian so badly that he 
couldn't get up. Looking down at his injured, pained, and ashamed face, she did not feel the expected 
thrill of revenge, but instead felt sadness for her past self. 


--| can't believe | ever fell in love with such a weak man. 


She is disgusted by all the men around her. In the next ten years, Huo Yaohua had never met a man who 
was stronger than her - except for King Bo Longshu. 
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The Magic King is so terrifying that Huo Yaohua is more subjugated by his terror than by his admiration. 
Although Huo Yaohua had been taken as a concubine by the King, she had never felt any love for him. 


Occasionally, she still can't suppress the hot memory of the first time she embraced a man's body at the 
age of fifteen. ...... 


At the moment, Huo Yaohua, who was unconscious, was entangled in Jing Li, who had the same 
shoulder tattoo as her senior, and her nostalgia was pouring out like an embankment, with Weng 
Chengtian's figure overlapping Jing Li's. Huo Yaohua let her arm soften, but she did not feel any love for 
him. 


Huo Yaohua softened her arms and hugged Jing Li gently. 


At the same time, a coldness struck Jing Li's spine. It was the poison. He shivered and felt the warmth of 
Huo Yaohua's embrace. 


--It was just like that day when his father held him in the rain. 


For a brief moment, they embraced each other peacefully. 


The wind blows on the leaves, and a beam of sunlight shines through, reflecting on the blade of the 
knife in Jing Li's hand. 


Strong light reflected into Huo Yaohua's eyes. 


She suddenly woke up from her brief dream. 


Huo Yaohua scolded lightly, holding Jingcheng's right wrist firmly with both hands, pressing the back of 
his hand with two thumbs, and twisting the wrist joint! 
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No matter how strong Jing Li's arms were, he couldn't resist the joint capture performed by Huo 
Yaohua's hands. He had no choice but to release the handle of the knife with his fingers, twist his elbow 
with his spiral arm, and forcefully retract his right arm. 


As soon as the knife was released, Huo Yaohua ignored Jing Li's arm and reached into the air to catch 
the fallen knife! 


Jing Li took advantage of the moment when she took the knife and hit Huo Yaohua on the side of the 
face with his right elbow! 


The elbow was too close, and Huo Yaohua couldn't avoid it, so she could only raise her left shoulder to 

catch the elbow. When touched, her body swayed and fell backwards, but the beast-like killing instinct 

was still there, and she held the elbow in her right hand. The knife was swung towards Jing Li's face and 
cut out! 


Jing Li is no longer where it was. He didn't really intend to hurt the enemy with this elbow, and Huo 
Yaohua would probably be able to block it; he just wanted to use the impact of the elbow to retreat 
quickly. 


——Defeating the enemy is not the most important thing in front of him after all. 


The blade cut through the air a few inches in front of Jing Li. 


His body rolled back on the ground, he squatted on the ground and turned around, pressing his right 
hand on the ground with a posture like a frog, using all his hands and feet to push, he jumped towards 
the horse parked next to the path! 


Before the horse had time to startle and struggle, Jing Li stretched out his right hand to grasp its mane in 
mid-air, turned over with the help of one arm, and suddenly sat on the saddle! 


The elbow that Huo Yaohua was hit with was just for Jing Li to use his strength. The force was more like 
squeezing than penetration, so she was not injured. The sword missed, but the opponent had snatched 
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her mount in the blink of an eye. Huo Yaohua glared seductively, gritted her teeth and rushed forward, 
trying to pull Jing Li off the saddle! 


But as soon as Jing Li got on the horse, he seemed to come to life. He immediately turned the horse's 
head and kicked his hind hooves at Huo Yaohua, forcing her away! 


Huo Yaohua was sober at this moment and took a closer look at this wild man with pigtails and blood, 
sweat and dirt all over his body. 


——This person is...? 


Huo Yaohua raised the knife she had snatched and waved it towards Jing Li, signaling: 


——lf you have the guts, take it back. 


Jing Li looked at her and smiled. He hadn't smiled all morning. 


"| have to go on my way. | will leave this knife with you for now and return it to me later." 


As he spoke, he galloped off along the road on his horse. 


Huo Yao Hua knelt down tiredly and stared at Jing Li with hatred. However, after he disappeared, she 
remembered the warmth of her embrace with this man. Her brows gradually relaxed. 


She lowered her head to look at the knife in her hand, which came from a distant foreign country, and 
stroked the strangely curved handle with her fingers. If she had not been holding this piece of evidence 
in her hand, she would not have been able to determine whether what she had just seen was an illusion 
or a reality. 


She couldn't describe what she was feeling at the moment. It had been many years since she had felt 
this kind of confusion. 
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After an unknown amount of time, many footsteps gradually sounded from the depths of the mountain 
forest behind her, immediately pulling her back to the world of ruthless swords. 


Huo Yaohua took off the black mask around her neck, wrapped the hunting knife, and gently hid it under 
the clothes on her waist. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 79 Chapter 3: The Difficulty of Breaking 
the Heart of a Thief 


The scorching sun was in the sky, lighting up the fields like fire. Wang Shouren and Yan Heng rode 
together on the suburban road, raising waves of violent smoke. 


They walked straight northwest from Luling County, riding non-stop for more than half an hour, with 
Wang Shouren leading the way and Yan Heng following closely behind. 


Yan Heng glanced at Mr. Wang's back on the saddle from time to time, and saw that he was riding very 
skillfully, and his horse was walking lightly while galloping. Yan Heng once heard those Confucian 
scholars say that Mr. Wang diligently practiced riding and shooting when he was young, and he was 
both civil and military, which shows that what he said was true. 


After the battle last night, King Bolong Shu might attack the county again at any time, so it was urgent to 
borrow troops for this trip. Although the two of them had sweated like rain, they did not slow down in 
the slightest. 


When they came to a shallow stream, the two horses were about to cross the water, so they stopped 
temporarily by the stream to let the horses drink water and rest. Wang Shouren took the opportunity to 
clean the wounds on Yan Heng's face and replace the gold wound medicine and cloth tape. 


"The wound has begun to close..." Wang Shouren gently wiped Yan Heng's chin with stream water and 
examined it carefully for a while: "It's good to be young." 


"Thank you." After the cloth bandage on his face was re-bandaged, Yan Heng thanked him flattered. He 
never thought that one day he would have a fourth-rank official of the imperial court change his 
dressing with his own hands. 


Wang Shouren smiled and leaned over the stream to wash his hands. While looking at the water and 
mountains in front of him, he seemed to think of something and suddenly frowned. 
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Yan Heng also followed his gaze. The sunlight clearly reflected the colors of the beautiful mountains on 
the water, and Yan Heng felt a sense of peace and tranquility in his heart when he looked at it. 


——Such a blessed land is so full of thieves, and it even harbors such great evils as King Wave Dragon... 
What a pity for such a beautiful landscape... 


Wang Shouren was thinking the same way at the moment. He held the long sword at his waist in one 
hand and stood in front of the sparkling stream, with his five long beards blowing in the breeze. In Yan 
Heng's eyes, the tall and thin figure standing motionless was like a strong tree standing by the water. 


Wang Shouren sighed. 


"It is easy to break a thief in a mountain. It is difficult to break a thief in a heart." 


Yan Heng couldn't help but be moved after hearing this. 


The two got on their horses and walked to the other side of the shallow stream. When he reached the 
middle of the stream, Yan Heng couldn't help but ask: "Master Wang, is it difficult to govern the world?" 


Wang Shouren smiled bitterly. 


"The government is weak and favors sycophants. In the past, the eunuch Liu Jin and others wielded 
power and harmed the officials and the people. Now, Qian Ning and Jiang Bin are disrupting the 
government and eroding the foundation of the court. As a result, people's resentment has deepened, 
and mutinies and civil unrest have occurred in various places. You You are from Sichuan, and you know 
about the local rebellion Liu Lie gathered a few years ago, right?" 


Yan Heng nodded. Although the Qingcheng Sect lives in seclusion in the mountains and is aloof from the 
world, the civil uprising in Baoning Prefecture in northern Sichuan was so large that year that it spread 
all the way to the neighboring province of Shaanxi. Yan Heng also heard a little bit about it from the 
people in Weijiang Town at the foot of the mountain. Later, he heard from his senior brother that during 
the counter-insurgency war, a local officer who had been a disciple of Qingcheng died. 
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Wang Shouren continued: "Such a situation also tempted dissident royal family members and powerful 
people to seize power by taking advantage of the weakness of the country. Previously, King Anhua 
raised troops to rebel, but fortunately the loyal ministers quickly put it down, so there was no such 
thing. The whole world will be in chaos, otherwise | don’t know how many lives will be killed.” 


[Note (1): In May of the fifth year of Zhengde, Zhu Zhixiu, king of Anhua in northwest Ningxia, rebelled 
in the name of Qingjun (conquering Liu Jin). He was defeated in only eighteen days and was captured 
and sent to Beijing to be executed. The counter-rebellion general Yang Yiging and the eunuch Zhang 
Yong took advantage of the prisoner sacrifice to report Liu Jin in secret. Liu Jinxuan's home was 
ransacked and he was executed in Lingchi. J] 


As Yan Heng listened, he couldn't help but think of King Bo Longshu again: Such a vicious monster could 
run rampant in one place for a long time without anyone taking care of him. This shows how corrupt the 
government's governance has become. 


"But..." Wang Shouren's eyes flashed at this moment: "Whether something is difficult and whether it 
should be done are two different things." 


Wang Shouren's words coincided with Yan Heng's determination to challenge Wudang. Yan Heng 
nodded heavily after hearing this. 


"Brother Jing once told me." He said: "Everything worth doing in the world is difficult." 


The two looked at each other with heroic smiles. They are one in their prime and one in their youth, 
more than twenty years apart in age, and they live in completely different worlds, but they have the 
same unyielding will. 


"Jing warrior ...... is really a rare talent." 


Wang Shouren was silent. Jing Li's delayed return has made him quite worried, but he is not in a position 
to show it in front of Yan Heng. 
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Lord Wang mentioned the rebellion of King Anhua a few years ago, which also reminded Yan Heng of 
Prince Ning's Mansion. He then personally recruited Li Junyuan, a close confidant of Prince Ning, and 
informed Wang Shouren of the events that might have been facilitated by the Jin Yiwei's intervention in 
the martial arts battle in Xi'an. Unexpectedly, Lord Wang was not surprised at all when he heard this. 


Since Wang Shouren returned to Luling County, Jiangxi Province, he has been paying attention to the 
illegal activities of Prince Ning's Mansion. Ning Prince's Mansion often used its unstoppable authority to 
arbitrarily embezzle large amounts of property from good people. Such greedy behavior is not surprising 
at all. Almost all the royal relatives used various methods to gain power and enrich themselves. But at 
the same time, King Ning also used the expanded financial resources to recruit aggressive desperadoes 
in the local area, regardless of their character and background. There were many criminal thieves in the 
palace who protected and supported him. King Ning has asked many people for help in recent years. It is 
not a secret that the imperial court requested permission to rebuild its royal guard, and for this purpose 
it spent a lot of money to bribe many high-ranking officials in the capital. Now he begins to wave to 
warriors with extraordinary skills... 


Wang Shouren knew very well that Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao had great plans, but his official power was 
still not high today. The other party was the prince surnamed Zhu who was not easy to shake. Wang 
Shouren could only wait and see what would happen. 


—But if someone starts a war in the world for his own selfish desires in the future, | will stop him even 
with my flesh and blood! 


"You guys... really didn't let Wang make the mistake." Wang Shouren learned that Jing Li and the others 
had not been seduced by the power, fame and fortune of Prince Ning's palace. He was very respectful 
and bowed his hands to Yan. Yan Heng hurriedly returned the bow. 


"Lord Wang, you said that we are going to 'borrow troops' on this trip, what ...... are we borrowing?" As 
Yan Heng asked, the two riders had already crossed to the other side of the stream without realizing it. 


"You will naturally know after arriving at Mapi Ridge." Wang Shouren replied. "Young Master Yan, don't 
say anything later, just listen to me. Okay?" 


Yan Heng patted his waist and said "Tiger Pi". 
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"Didn't |lend you my sword a long time ago? There's no need to ask again, right?" 


Yan Heng's expression when he said this somewhat imitated Jing Li, and he felt much more mature than 
before. 


The two laughed again, and then continued to gallop towards the mountains to the north. 


OOOO 


As soon as he entered the area of Mapi Ridge, Yan Heng had already noticed those eyes flashing among 
the trees. 


—There is someone watching in the woods. 


Yan Hengzheng was about to speak, but he remembered Master Wang's previous instructions and held 
back. 


Wang Shouren already knew what Yan Heng wanted to say, so he smiled slightly and said, "Don't mind 
those people." 


They were holding their horses and walking on an uphill path. 


The path is winding and winding, with dense forests that cannot be seen deep on both sides, and there 
are many places for ambush. 


Yan Heng's whole body was on alert. On the surface, his free left hand seemed to be hanging naturally, 
but in fact, his shoulders were slumped and his elbows were slumped. 


The wrist fingers are in a suitable state between relaxation and strength, so that at any moment, he 
could quickly pull out the "Tiger's Piece" that was hanging at his back waist. 


Although the shade blocked the sun, the trees were so dense that no wind could pass through them. 
They felt hot and stuffy as they walked on the ramp. The cloth bandages on Yan Heng's body and the 
wounds on his face were all soaked with sweat. 
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Yan Heng's sharp eyes, which had been practicing the Qingcheng School's "Guan Yu Gong" for many 
years, glanced left and right, and with his ears listening, he noticed that more and more people had 
gathered in the woods on both sides, and they were moving closely with them. 


He caught a glimpse of a quick figure flashing between the trees. It was a tall, thin young man wearing a 
dirty turban. He was wearing a simple breastplate made of bamboo pieces. He had a sickle inserted 
diagonally in his belt and was holding a bamboo stick in his hand. Gun, running past on straw sandals 
that are about to be worn out. This young man was very agile and ran almost silently, but he could not 
escape Yan Heng's eyes. 


When Yan Heng saw the other party, he thought: In the past two days, there were very few young and 
middle-aged men in Luling County. Now he knows where they have gone. 


He finally understood that what Mr. Wang wanted to borrow was not a "soldier". It's a thief. 


"There is no way." Wang Shouren whispered: "In this current situation, if you want to find the most 
ready-made force, these guys are the only ones." 


Climbing to the top of the slope, Yan Hengtu felt that his eyes suddenly opened up. From the top, he 
could overlook a large section of downhill slope in front of him, winding to the distant mountain forest 
on the opposite side. In the middle of the mountain on the opposite side, there are several huge 
thatched houses. 


As soon as Wang Shouren and Yan Heng reached the top of the slope, it was as if they had crossed some 
kind of warning line. In the woods in front and behind them, there seemed to be a large group of wild 
beasts commotion, exuding a dangerous atmosphere. 


With a whistling sound, something spun and flew from behind them! 


With a swordsman's extraordinary eyesight, Yan Heng was able to confirm with just a glance that the 
flight path of the hidden weapon was not aimed at him or Mr. Wang. He didn't make any overreaction, 
he just stretched out his hand to block Wang Shouren's chest to prevent him from moving, and let the 
hidden weapon pass half a foot away from its side. 
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The object was inserted into a tree trunk next to the ramp. It was a rough and slightly rusty small axe. 


The bandits who had been watching and following them suddenly jumped out of the forest, and twenty 
to thirty people blocked the road in front and behind. 


Yan Heng looked at the group of people surrounding him. Their slovenly clothes were not far different 
from the young people he had just seen. They were all wearing rough and crude weapons and armor. 
Many of them carried ready-made weapons such as hatchets and sickles. Farm tools, or simply 
sharpened bamboo poles into long spears, few of which were truly weapons built for battle. Each of 
them stared at Wang Shouren and Yan Heng with ferocious wolf-like eyes, especially focusing on the 
swords on their bodies. 


Yan Heng noticed that most of the bandits were young, and only three or four of them were middle- 
aged. The tall, thin young man whom | saw running through the forest before was also among them, but 
now he could see more clearly that his dirty face was in fact very young, probably only two or three 
years older than Yan Heng. 


Another older man stepped forward. He was blind in one right eye, but he did not use a cloth band or a 
blindfold to cover it, allowing the miserable scar that looked like the word "rice" to be displayed in front 
of others. The man was holding a pair of axes in both hands, and the one in his right hand was 
constantly tossing and catching in the air. Of course the throwing ax just now was thrown by him. 


"Wang County Magistrate, are you coming to arrest us again?" The middle-aged man called Wang 
Shouren by his old official title. His one eye glanced at the boy next to him who was covered in wounds 
and carrying long and short swords. He grinned with his scorched teeth: "Why didn't you bring anyone 
with you this time?" 


——Just now, the one-eyed man tested Yan Heng with a flying ax, but Yan Heng seemed to have no 
reaction at all, and the man was very contemptuous of him. 


Wang Shouren had a photographic memory and remembered that the name of the bandit he had 
suppressed and appeased in the past was Liang Futong. Wang Shouren held the horse's rein with one 
hand and put the other hand on the hilt of the sword. His thin face was livid without a trace of a smile, 
and he stared at Liang Futong with extremely stern eyes. 
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The Lord Wang that Yan Heng had seen in the past two days always had a relaxed and friendly look on 
his face, whether he was facing these warriors, the accompanying disciples or the people of the county; 
he was upright and awe-inspiring when confronting King Bo Longshu. This was the first time that such an 
angry face was revealed. Yan Heng couldn't help being surprised when he saw it. 


Sure enough, even Liang Futong shuddered when he saw Wang Shouren's appearance, and almost 
dropped the ax he was playing with with his right hand. But with so many brothers standing behind him, 
Liang Futong could only pretend to be unmoved. 


He was about to say a few more words to strengthen his momentum, but Wang Shouren interrupted 
him. 


"| don't have time to chat with you. Take me to Meng Qihe." 


The younger ones among the bandits didn't recognize Wang Shouren at all, and became angry when 
they heard this. The tall, thin man wearing a turban took a step forward and raised his bamboo spear, 
but Liang Futong held out his ax to stop him. 


"You can see him if you want." Liang Futong said, "But according to the rules in our village, the swords 
must be kept here." 


Wang Shouren laughed when he heard this - but unlike his usual smile, the face that raised the corners 
of his mouth now was even more terrifying than before. 


"There are only two people, and one of them is me. Are you also afraid? How brave are you to be called 
a hero in the mountains?" 


Everyone just felt that Wang Shouren exuded an unstoppable momentum. He continued to look down 
at the bandits with a smile, not at all embarrassed about being intercepted and surrounded, but rather 
as if these dozens of people were coming out to greet him. 


1335 


Liang Futong was ridiculed by Wang Shouren, his face turned red for a while, and he was silent for a long 
time. In the end, he was overwhelmed by Wang Shouren's momentum. He put the two axes back into 
his belt, stretched out his hand towards the downhill slope ahead, and motioned for Wang Shouren and 
Yan Heng to go into the mountain. 


OOOO 


The building looks more like a warehouse than a cottage. The walls and beams are made of half wood 
and half bamboo poles, and the roof is only covered with hay. To put it bluntly, it is just a relatively large 
thatched shed. 


In addition to the scattered beds and various daily necessities, the village was filled with large and small 
bags of cloth, most of which contained coarse grains, and a small amount of dried meat and fruits. There 
were also a few chickens and ducks walking around, all of which were bandits. They looted things from 
nearby villages and towns. Although the quantity is large, it is not very rich and can barely fill the 
stomach. 


The fortress was filled with dozens of bandits, some sitting on piles of hay, some leaning on sacks of 
food, encircling the fortress in a large circle, with dozens of pairs of eyes all staring intently at Wang and 
Yan standing in the center. 


In addition, there were dozens of bandits who couldn't squeeze in, so they gathered outside the village 
and looked around. These people can abandon their homes and come to live in the mountains and 
wilds, living a life of licking blood from the edge of a knife. Naturally, each of them is stronger than 
ordinary people, and killing and stealing is just commonplace. Wang Shouren and Yan Heng actually 
came to Mapiling Dazhai just like that. In their eyes, they were dead people with half their legs in the 
coffin. 


In front of the two of them was a large bamboo chair, covered with a piece of fur that had been torn in 
many places. It was impossible to tell what kind of beast it was peeled off. The chair had been empty, 
and the two of them just waited without saying a word, ignoring the whispers and laughter around 
them. 


Since the last time he was ambushed by the Chengdu Ma Pai Gang, Yan Heng has been very wary of 
going deep into a strange and closed place like this. He has been secretly inspecting the retreat and 
paying close attention to whether anyone is hiding arrows or other assassination equipment. 
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——lf necessary, | will definitely protect Mr. Wang and fight out... 


When the thieves saw Yan Heng was so young and tender, and his body was covered with fresh wounds, 
but he was carrying a pair of expensive long and short swords, acting like a swordsman, they only looked 
at him for a few moments, and then they all turned their attention to Wang Shouren. 


——| heard that he has been promoted to a high official in the imperial court. Why is he here again? ... 


After waiting for a long time, the crowd at the other end of the gate booed and made way for a passage. 


Yan Heng looked back and saw a short man with messy hair like a bird's nest walking into the fortress, all 
the thieves showed their respect wherever they passed, so it was clear that the discipline in the fortress 
was quite strict. 


Meng Qihe, the leader of the bandits, is only 27 or 28 years old. He has a bronze face and a hooked 
nose, giving him a very handsome and capable impression. He was slightly shorter than Yan Heng, but 
his upper body was naked, revealing muscles as deep as steel bars. Both hands and forearms were tied 
with bamboo armor, and a thin layer of copper was nailed to the bamboo skin. This piece of equipment 
alone made him stand out among the thieves. 


Meng Qihe walked into the village very quickly, but he felt unusually stable. Although his muscles and 
bones were strong and not very strong, every step he took seemed to weigh more than his body, as if 
his body was filled with lead. 


Yan Heng noticed that Meng Qihe's pace showed very solid horse stance skills, which showed that this 
man was not an ordinary country warrior. His martial arts was much higher than that of all the thieves in 
the village. 


Another subordinate followed Meng Qihe in, not even half a foot behind him. This bald bandit was much 
taller and stronger than Meng Qihe - Meng Qihe's eyes probably only reached his chest - and he carried 
a large single sword nearly five feet long on his shoulder. His expression was very serious, and he did not 
have the majestic attitude of other bandits when holding weapons. It was obvious that the sword did 
not belong to him. 
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But it was carried for the leader Meng Qihe. 


When Yan Heng saw it, he suddenly remembered that he had seen such a battle before: in Xi'an, the 
senior Yin Yingchuan who "cut the moon in the water" with a disciple carrying a big sword. Although the 
sword in front of Meng Qihe was slightly smaller than that of Senior Yin, the style was somewhat similar. 


Yan Heng took a closer look at Meng Qihe's walking habits, no wonder he seemed familiar. 


——He is an authentic Bagua disciple! 


After Meng Qihe came in, without even looking at Wang Shouren and Yan Heng, he walked straight to 
the animal skin bamboo chair and sat down. He scratched his messy hair, rubbed his eyelids, stretched 
out, and handed the cigarette to his subordinate. After lighting the pole, he took a deep breath, looked 
up to the sky and exhaled a stream of white smoke. Only then did he and Wang Shouren look into each 
other's eyes for the first time. 


When Wang Shouren looked at Meng Qihe, he showed an angry and stern iron face just like he had 
looked at Liang Futong on the hillside before, as if the Meng Qihe in front of him was a person he hated 
extremely. Yan Heng was a little worried when he saw it. 


——RMDaster Wang clearly said he was here to borrow troops, but he didn't look like he was asking for 
help from others. Instead, he seemed to be here to collect debts... Is this really okay? ... 


Liang Futong had called him "Wang County Magistrate" before, but Meng Qihe didn't even address him 
and just said: 


"Didn't you go to get promoted and make a fortune? Why did you come back to this remote country? 
You want to die here!" 


Meng Qihe's first sentence was the word "death". Yan Heng was so nervous that he almost drew his 
sword immediately. But he remembered his agreement with Mr. Wang not to take action unless 
absolutely necessary, so he held back. 
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Wang Shouren was not shaken at all by Meng Qihe's words, and only replied calmly: 


"What a shameless guy." 


"What did you say?" Upon hearing this, Meng Qihe's hair seemed to stand on end. He left the back of 
the chair, holding the bamboo chair handle tightly with both hands, and stared angrily. 


The bandits surrounding him also shouted and cursed: "What the hell are you talking about?" "You are a 
big official, do you think you are great?" "If you dare to insult our leader, | will kill you!" The crowd was 
buzzing. 


"Shut up! It's not your turn to talk here!" 


Wang Shouren shouted angrily in all directions, and his fierce momentum actually suppressed the voices 
of the Daqian desperadoes. No one dared to curse anymore. 


The person standing in front of them was obviously just a Confucian official who was over forty years old 
and as thin as a bamboo, but his majestic appearance gave people a powerful feeling that they would 
never want to be his enemy. 


Wang Shouren then sternly said to Meng Qihe: "Did | say anything wrong? Who promised me that day 
that he would never be a thief again in this life? Do you keep your word? Looking at your current moral 
character, this is not a good idea. Not shameless?" 


Meng Qihe's face turned pale, and he squeezed the chair handle with his palms, and the cigarette rod 
between his fingers broke. But he couldn't refute even a single sentence. 


Two years ago, when Wang Shouren was appointed magistrate of Luling County, one of the most 
difficult problems was the local thieves. Wang Shouren first started from the root, helping county 
residents prevent and treat epidemic diseases and reduce excessive taxes and miscellaneous taxes, 
allowing local villages and towns to restore their livelihoods. Most of the mountain bandits and horse 
bandits in Luling were ordinary farmers who took desperate risks to make a living. Wang Shouren's 
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policy suddenly caused most of the bandits to put down their knives and pick up farming tools again. 
However, there are still a few groups of relatively brave bandits who have become accustomed to the 
majestic life in the wilderness and are still resisting despite being summoned. One of them is more than 
forty people led by Meng Qihe. 


Wang Shouren organized the militia Baojia to crusade. He knew that although Baojia had a large number 
of people, their fighting power was far less brave than that of the bandits, and the casualties in a head- 
on confrontation would be tragic. Therefore, he cleverly used the strategy of attacking in the east and 
attacking in the west, first luring Meng Qihe to lead an attack, and then using another group of soldiers 
to attack. The main force attacked the place where they kept their money and food. Meng Qihe and his 
men lost food, and no matter how brave they were, they could not defeat hunger. Wang Shouren kept 
pressing, not allowing them any time to loot while they were fleeing. Most of Meng Qihe's men did not 
surrender, leaving only him and Liang Futong waiting for a few days. A close friend is trapped in the 
mountain. 


Meng Qihe thought he was the leader of the bandits and had refused to be appeased before. This time 
Magistrate Wang would definitely punish him severely to scare the monkeys. Unexpectedly, Wang 
Shouren actually released one of the captured bandits alive and asked him to send a message to Meng 
Qihe that Wang Shouren would still be willing to recruit him, and that they would not be blamed if they 
gave up their weapons and came out, and that they should be good citizens from now on. 


Meng Qihe tied up the weapons of himself and his men with vines, carried them down the mountain on 
his back and walked to the county seat, where he bowed and surrendered to Wang Shouren. After 
Wang Shouren helped him up, he also pulled out the Bagua Sect's single sword belonging to Meng Qihe 
from the bunch of weapons and handed it back to him. 


It turned out that Wang Shouren had long heard that Meng Qihe, who was born in the county town, had 
been practicing martial arts since he was a child. He was also a descendant of a famous martial arts 
family. He had studied hard at a boxing gym belonging to the Bagua sect in Fuzhou for six years. 


"You are a talent." Wang Shouren said to Meng Qihe at that time: "When a man is born in this world, he 
should not be greedy for temporary happiness. He should find a way out. Even if it is not to honor his 
ancestors and parents, it is to be worthy of himself." 


Meng Qihe cried and kowtowed on the spot. Wang Shouren also promised to recommend him to take 
the martial arts examination. Later, although Wang Shouren had left office, he still remembered this 
matter and had someone bring the letter of recommendation to Ji'an Mansion. 
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But the letter was not delivered to Meng Qihe in the end. Because he has gone up the mountain and 
fallen into the grass again. 


At this reunion, Wang Shouren's disappointment and anger were beyond words. Meng Qihe didn't 
answer a word, all because he had indeed made a promise to Wang Shouren that day. What's more, he 
was solidly defeated by Wang Shouren on the battlefield years ago, and he didn't want to mention it 
again in front of many of his subordinates. 


Wang Shouren looked around, snorted coldly and said: "You are more powerful today than before - | 
just saw that the number of people under your command is eighty if not a hundred, right? You're so 
powerful. You are proud to be a bandit leader, aren't you?" 


Meng Qihe was scolded by Wang Shouren so much that his blood surged and his breathing became 
rapid. At this time, he touched his neck. There was a rope on it, and a long and curved tiger tooth was 
hung on it. Meng Qihe held the tiger tooth necklace with his five fingers and closed his eyes for a long 
time before his emotions calmed down a little. 


"What else is there to say?" Meng Qihe suppressed his mood and said calmly: "In order to have a bite of 
food, we have turned into bandits and left our ancestors behind. No matter what you say, it is in vain." 


"To eat?" Wang Shouren laughed again, "That's right. Looking at the dilapidated state of your fortress, it 
seems that you can only fill your stomach and live from day to day. Even after risking your life to 
become a thief, that's all you can do, how shabby." 


Wang Shouren's left sentence was "thief" and the right sentence was also "thief". Everyone was angry 
for a long time. After hearing this sentence, Liang Futong couldn't help but said loudly: "Do you think we 
want to live like this? It’s not that" - He suddenly stopped talking. 


"Are you talking about King Wave Dragon's group of demons?" Wang Shouren took over for him. 


As soon as they heard King Wave Dragon Master, the faces of all the bandits darkened. Many of them 
went to the mountains to join the gang because King Bolong was wreaking havoc and their livelihoods 
were cut off in the Luling area. However, even if they became bandits, they still had to avoid the 
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powerful kings of magic who were running rampant, so they could only live in poor villages on the 
edges. By robbing or expropriating food, they could barely make ends meet. 


As for Meng Qihe himself, he had already become a thief before King Bolongshu appeared. It turned out 
that only a few months after Wang Shouren left office, corrupt officials in the county government re- 
introduced various harsh taxes. Meng Qihe, who did not want to farm, could only do odd jobs in the 
county town, often without a meal, and because He had a criminal record and was often annoyed by the 
officials; once the farmers wanted to gather together and refused to pay grain, the county magistrate Xu 
Hongde was afraid that he, a strongman, would take the lead in making trouble, so he was arrested and 
imprisoned for three days without asking the reason. Later, Liang Futong and more than a dozen of his 
former subordinates continued to persuade Meng Qihe, who could no longer bear it. He picked up the 
Bagua sword and led his men to loot a batch of official rations. He went up the mountain again before 
the opening period of the martial arts examination. 


Although Meng Qihe did not become a thief because of King Bolong, he knew that the magicians were 
powerful in martial arts and poison, so he never dared to provoke them. He couldn't help but blush 
when he heard that Wang Shouren also knew about King Shu. 


"What do you want here?" Meng Qihe looked at Wang Shouren and said. Before that, he had carefully 
inspected and inspected everywhere at the foot of Mapi Mountain to make sure that Wang Shouren did 
not bring soldiers to attack. 


Wang Shouren stroked his long beard and said slowly: 


"I'm here to give you another chance to live like a man again." 


The capable young man wearing a turban who had been following the ramp suddenly jumped out like an 
ape, already holding a long curved sickle in his hand. 


"Do you know..." The young man's eyes were filled with fierceness, he raised his sickle and pointed it at 
Wang Shouren, gnashing his teeth and said, "We can chop you down at any time at any time?" 


"You can try." Wang Shouren looked back at the tall and thin young man, his eyes full of challenge. 
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This young man's name is Tang Ba, and he is the bravest and most agile person under Meng Qihe. He is 
the pioneer of every robbery and is responsible for the security patrol of the village. He has been 
studying martial arts with martial arts masters since he was a child in the countryside. After joining the 
gang, he was taught by Meng Qihe and taught many Bagua sect techniques. He has never lost a fight in 
the past few years and regards Meng Qihe as his elder brother. 


Tang Ba was already furious when he saw his leader being humiliated one after another. Now when he 
heard what Wang Shouren said, he couldn't hold back anymore. Without waiting for Meng Qihe's order, 
he jumped forward and waved his sword at Wang Shouren! 


He only saw a flash of silver light in front of him, and a shock came from his hand—— 


When he stopped to regain his composure, he found that half of the sickle in his hand was left! 


Except for Meng Qihe, no one saw how things happened. 


Only half of the curved broken blade nailed to the beam above could be seen. 


There is also Yan Heng, who is holding the "Hu Pi" in his left hand, protecting Wang Shouren. 


Tang Ba was far younger in age and experience than the ghost sword Chen in Guan County, Sichuan. 
Facing Yan Heng's extraordinary fast sword, he didn't feel the huge gap between him and him. As a 
newborn, he was so angry that he still picked up the half-shaped sickle and turned towards Yan 
Hengchong to kill him! 


"Don't kill him!" In one move, Meng Qihe had already seen Yan Heng's unparalleled speed and strength. 
The wide-edged dagger in his hand was even more extraordinary. However, he was too late to stop Tang 
Ba from committing suicide. In desperation, he asked Yan Heng shouted. 


"Cut off his clothes!" Wang Shouren, who was less than a foot behind Yan Heng, shouted at the same 
time. 
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Yan Heng was shocked when he heard Master Wang's order. 


The Qingcheng School swordsmanship that he has practiced hard since he was a child is all aimed at 
killing the enemy in a duel. He must go all out in every battle and be merciless. It is definitely not used 
for such tricks - just like when he was at the "Linmen Inn" in Xi'an, Brother Jing once teased his disciples 
for showing off their skills by throwing wine glasses, which was not martial arts at all. 


But Yan Heng had long ago promised to lend the sword to Lord Wang. No matter how he uses it. 


——Just think of it as a guideline for practicing the left-handed sword... 


With a flick of his wrist, he rotated the "Tiger Pi" in his palm and turned it into an upright grip. 


Tang Ba stabbed the still sharp broken blade towards the door facing Yan Heng! 


——But for Yan Heng, who has "innate power" reaction speed, Tang Ba is not much different from a 
wooden doll. 


Yan Heng raised his left fist with the back to the sky, and made a horizontal backhand swing of "Hu Pi" 
from right to left, passing between Tang Ba's chest and neck. Following the swing, his left forearm 
blocked Tang Ba's thrusting forearm. 


This swing of the sword didn't seem to hit anything at first glance, but there were strange sounds on 
both sides of Tang Ba's collarbones. It turned out that the tip of the "Hu Pi" sword had cut off the two 
shoulder straps of his bamboo breastplate. The armor fell down and hung on the waist! 


Before Tang Ba knew what was happening, Yan Heng hooked his right wrist holding the sickle with the 
end of the sword hilt with his left hand, and pulled him down in a half circle. Yan Heng then clapped his 
right palm to seal the wrist, and sent the sword of his left hand forward. The blade of "Hu Pi" was 
already attached to Tang Ba's right waist. 
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Tang Ba felt the cold metal of the dagger pressed against the skin of his waist, and for a moment he 
thought he was dead. 


As long as Yan Heng took advantage of the situation and dragged his sword, it would be very easy to cut 
Tang Ba's belly and guts. But he turned the sword blade so that the spine of the sword was close to Tang 
Ba's waist, and the sword blade only cut downwards briefly! 


This cut cut off both the waist rope and the trousers straps that Tang Ba used to tie his breastplate. 


——lIt may seem like a boring child's play, but Yan Heng's two swords completely demonstrated precise 
and accurate strikes. 


Tang Ba's opened bamboo armor fell to the ground together with the worn trousers underneath that 
had been patched countless times. 


Out of instinct, he threw away the broken blade in his hand and hurriedly grabbed his pants and pulled 
them back up. 


At the same time, Yan Heng had already retreated to his original position, returned the "Hu Pi" to the 
scabbard behind him, and returned to his natural posture of standing with empty hands, as if nothing 
had happened. 


This was exactly what it felt like to watch those bandits: they couldn't see what was going on at all, only 
Yan Heng's figure flashed twice, and Tang Ba's clothes all fell off as if they were being skinned. 


Meng Qihe had already stood up and reached out to hold the handle of the Bagua knife beside him. 
Seeing that Tang Ba was safe and sound, Meng Qihe breathed a sigh of relief and had no idea of taking 
action. 


"| forgot to introduce you." Wang Shouren smiled slyly at Meng Qihe: "This is the swordsman of the 
Qingcheng School, Young Hero Yan Hengyan." 
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Everyone was so surprised that their fists filled their mouths. 


The injured boy in front of me, who looked extremely embarrassed, was actually a disciple of the 
Qingcheng sect, the world-famous "Ba Shu Wushuang"! 


No one was more surprised than Meng Qihe: Although the bandits from Ji'an Prefecture in Jiangxi 
Province had heard of the Qingcheng Sect, they were neither from Sichuan nor martial arts people, so 
they did not really know how terrifying the Qingcheng swordsmen were; Only Meng Qihe had studied in 
the Bagua Sect Boxing Gym. He had heard many anecdotes from his master and knew how powerful the 
hidden warriors from the "Six Mountains" in the "Nine Sects-Six Mountains and Three Sects" were. 


——Wang Bo'an, this old fox... No wonder he is so bold, coming to Mapi Ridge with only one person... 
How could he become a companion with the Qingcheng Sect swordsman? | heard that they don’t go 
down the mountain easily, and this is Jiangxi... 


——Meng Qihe has been hiding in the mountains for more than a year and has not heard the news that 
the Qingcheng faction was annihilated by Wudang. 


Wang Shouren continued: "Young Master Yan, as well as several other knights, have promised to draw 
their swords to help the people of Luling to rid the people of Luling of the monsters of King Bo Longshu!" 


As soon as these words came out, the thieves started commotion again. 


"Is it okay to kill those monsters ...... Petes ""But judging from his kung fu just now, maybe ...... ""Didn't 
you see that he was wounded all over his body? This kind of guy, can not be trusted ...... "If you really 


beat away the Dragon Magic King, we will have a good life ....... 


Meng Qihe stretched out his palm to stop everyone from talking. 


"Surnamed Wang." He said, "You came up here this time, you want me to bring this group of brothers to 
join you to fight against the King of Dragon Arts, right?" 
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Wang Shouren nodded. 


"This is the opportunity I'm talking about. Become a human again." Wang Shouren's previous anger has 
disappeared, and there is a tolerance in his stern expression: "As long as you agree to join, after the first 
battle is successful, |, Wang Bo'an, promise to let you become a human being again." Good people, just 

like last time, let bygones be bygones." 


"Can you guarantee that?" Meng Qihe sneered. 


"Now lama young minister of Taipu Temple in Nanjing, and | am a fourth-rank official. | can probably 
handle this little thing." 


"Thank you so much." Meng Qihe let go of the hilt of the knife and sat back on the chair, with a smile on 
his face full of disdain: "But Mr. Wang, please look around and look at the faces of my subordinates. You 
want me take them to die? " 


Wang Shouren and Yan Heng looked around and saw that this group of bandits, who had been showing 
off their power, immediately fell into silence when they heard that they were asked to attack King Bo 
Longshu, and every face was drained of color. 


"I'm not from this place. Neither are Young Master Yan and the others." Wang Shouren said, "But we all 
risked our lives. What about you? Are you all the children of Ji'an Mansion? You should have gone to this 
battle. Fight. Aren’t you ashamed to ask someone from outside to take the risk on your behalf?” 


Hearing Wang Shouren's words, Tang Ba, Liang Futong and many of the bandits were moved. 


Meng Qihe stopped smiling. Wang Shouren's words also shook his heartstrings. But at the same time, he 
knew very well how terrifying the group of martial arts kings known as Wudang disciples were. He is the 
leader of a hundred people in this Mapi Mountain Village, which means that a hundred lives are in his 
hands. He would never endanger these brothers who live and die together just for the sake of impulse. 


"Then...what are you fighting for?" Meng Qihe looked at Wang Shouren and asked. 
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"Young Master Yan, why don't you answer him." Wang Shouren looked at Yan Heng. 


Wang Shouren had been telling Yan Heng not to say a word in the mountains. Yan Heng felt relieved. 
After all, speaking was not his specialty. Unexpectedly, at such a critical moment, Mr. Wang suddenly 
asked him to speak again. Yan Heng's face turned red, which is completely incompatible with the cool 
and unrestrained fencing posture just now. 


He stared at Wang Shouren with his mouth open, but saw the encouraging eyes of the other party. 


——As long as it is spoken from the heart, it must be valuable. 


Yan Heng took a breath, straightened his chest, and said to Meng Qihe: 


"For justice. And conscience." 


As soon as Yan Heng said this, the village immediately burst into laughter. 


Meng Qihe also burst into laughter. 


"Then why do you come to me? Didn't | say it before? We who are thieves have long lost our ancestors 
and have forgotten all etiquette, justice and shame! What do you mean by 'conscience' to us? Mr. 
Wang, have you read too many books and gone crazy?" 


Wang Shouren turned a deaf ear to the laughter around him and just said loudly: "No. | believe you still 
have a conscience." 


He pointed at Tang Ba's waist. Tang Ba still held up his trousers tightly. 


"Look. That's where your conscience lies." 
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The jeers stopped immediately. The bandits were all silent, unable to refute what Wang Shouren said. 


But Meng Qihe jumped out of the center, took off the copper-inlaid bamboo armor on his arms, kicked 
off a pair of straw sandals, unfastened his belt and took off his pants. In the blink of an eye, he took off 
all his clothes, revealing his naked body without a trace of fat. 


Meng Qihe spread his arms and faced Wang Shouren and Yan Heng without any shame. His face was full 
of unconvinced expressions, and he asked like a challenge: "So what?" 


"Take off that one too." Wang Shouren pointed directly at Meng Qihe's neck. 


Meng Qihe's expression changed. He reached out and grabbed the tiger tooth necklace, but could not 
pull it off for a long time. 


This tiger tooth was a token given to him by his father who was an Orion when he was fifteen years old. 
Only by selling the tiger skin did Meng Qihe have the money to travel to Fuzhou City in the northeast to 
study skills, which changed his life. 


"Xiao Qi, killing this tiger is already the proudest thing in my life." His father said as he hung the necklace 
around Meng Qihe's neck: "But you are different. You can do greater things." 


Meng Qihe averted his eyes and could not look at Wang Shouren again. 


——It was as if Wang Shouren had become his deceased father. 


Liang Futong couldn't bear it when he saw the leader's aura disappearing. He stepped forward and took 
off the animal skin from the chair and put it on Meng Qihe's shoulders. 


"I'm waiting for you." 
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After Wang Shouren said this, he turned and walked towards the door. Yan Heng also followed 
cautiously. 


The two of them walked out of the gate and walked outside to the gate of the fence made of bamboo. 
They were in the open space, and there was no one to stop them along the way. The bandits just 
watched the two silhouettes with swords in silence. 


After leaving the gate, they untied the reins tied to the trees and led the horses down the mountain. 
Along the way, Yan Heng kept thinking: How could Meng Qihe, who belonged to the Bagua sect and was 
a famous disciple of the "Nine Sects", become a bandit? 


——What he didn’t know was that the Fuzhou branch of the Bagua Sect that Meng Qihe worshiped 
came from a side branch in Zhejiang. It had been separated by several generations in Jiangxi and had 
nothing to do with the Huizhou Bagua Sect main branch; 


Even if he went out to make a living after completing his studies, he would not have the help of famous 
connections. Although his martial arts skills would still be authentic, his future would be far behind. 


"Master Wang..." Yan Heng asked hesitantly: "Do you really believe him?" 


Wang Shouren turned back for a moment and looked at the bamboo fence and thatched shed that were 
half hidden in the woods. He smiled bitterly. 


"We have no other option, right?" 


Yan Heng scratched his head: "That's right..." 


"But that's not the most important thing." Wang Shouren’'s eyes lost their bitterness and were replaced 
by an eager light. 


"| want to believe him." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 80 Chapter 4 Learning the Sword 


Tong Jing squatted silently in front of the street, holding a branch and drawing something on the sand. 
Suddenly she noticed a shadow casting from behind her head. 


She hurriedly erased the drawing on the sand, stood up in surprise and turned around, and saw Lian 
Feihong appearing behind her. 


"What are you peeking at?" Tong Jing blushed, hurriedly stretched out her foot to wipe a few more 
touches on the sand, and screamed angrily. 


"It's just to see what you are doing." Lian Feihong said with a playful smile. His body was covered with 
wounds from the swordsmanship of Wudang, the King of Wave Dragon Skills, but the relaxed expression 
on his face was not affected by the injuries at all. Although Mr. Feihong is old, he still has physical skills 
that he has practiced hard for decades. After a morning's rest, he has regained his energy. 


Lian Feihong pointed to the messy pile of sand: "| see you seem to be writing. What are you writing?" 


"| want you to take care of it!" Tong Jing broke the branch and threw it away. She put her hands on her 
hips and glared at Mr. Feihong, but her eyes fell on his wrapped right arm. When she thought of the 
superb Kongtong sect skills he had displayed in the past two days, and the serious injuries he suffered 
while trying to save innocent people, Tong Jing could no longer be annoyed, and her eyes quickly 
softened. 


She patted the dust on her hands, held the "Still Life Sword" at her waist, and walked on the streets of 
Luling County to check for anything unusual. 


Lian Feihong put on a bamboo hat, held a four-foot whip pole in his left hand, and followed Tong Jing. 


"Have you seen that boy Xue Jiuniu?" 


Tong Jing shook her head: "I don't know where she went." 
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In the past, she was always unhappy when being trained to follow Feihong's footsteps like this; but now 
that Brother Jing has not come back, and Yan Heng has followed Lord Wang out of the city to do 
business, Tong Jing feels quite lonely, and it is better to have a companion by her side. 


——Especially Yan Heng, as soon as he left, she felt a little uncomfortable... 


They met several groups of county residents along the way, and they were all working according to 
Wang Shouren's instructions: some were busy sealing the windows and side doors of warehouses or 
large houses with wooden boards or furniture to serve as refuge places for women, children and the 
elderly; some were collecting bamboo poles. , one by one, they were sharpened into guns; some 
brought out all available weapons, whether they were rusty swords, guns and armor from wars a few 
generations ago, or axes and hatchets for daily use at home. 


The people of Luling County were very excited about the battle last night - they had never dreamed that 
someone in the world could beat the King of Wave Dragons so hard that he ran away with his tail 
between his legs - but at the same time they also knew that this was tantamount to a formal war. 


Wang Shouren and Lian Feihong did not tell the county people about the notice of massacre left by King 
Bolongshu before he left, so as not to cause panic, but the county people also understood the current 
situation. Just like Jing Li said, they must have the consciousness to risk their lives. 


After seeing the more than thirty corpses last night, many people simply picked up their only belongings, 
took their families, and fled Luling at dawn. 


In fact, escaping is not necessarily safe - there are always horse teams of the King of Magic cruising on 
the suburban road outside, and there are also other bandits wreaking havoc in the wilderness. But they 
would rather take the risk: "It's better than waiting to die in the city! It's better to be killed by other 
bandits; those killed by the King of Magic will also be their "you slaves" after death!" 


Neighbors once tried to persuade these people to stay: "How will you eat when you go abroad?" But 
they retorted: "The whole family will be beggars - no, even if the children and grandchildren are 
beggars, at least they will be alive!" 
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As a result, more than 30% of the number of people in the county town, which had already been 
reduced a lot, was gone in one morning. 


But some people stayed. 


When they met Tong Jing and Lian Feihong, they all stopped what they were doing and saluted the two 
respectfully, making Tong Jing very embarrassed and asked them to continue working. 


The remaining county residents were awakened by Wang Shouren and the five warriors. In particular, he 
saw the trauma suffered by Yan Heng, Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong last night. 


——In the face of tyranny, why are these unrelated people standing up to protect our homeland? Why 
not ourselves? Look at the blood of these knights. Is our blood more valuable than theirs? 


Tong Jing walked quietly and watched the county people working hard to repair the city gate. They also 
spontaneously sang songs to boost morale. 


"Are they... okay?" Tong Jing asked worriedly. 


Lian Feihong was silent for a round, and finally shook his head. 


Although there are many people in Luling County, many of them are children and old people who have 
no fighting ability; many young people have escaped, and those who can fight are either too young or 
too old. Even if women go into battle, their fighting power is not enough. Compared to the magic kings 
who are like hungry wolves, the county people are like a flock of sheep. 


——Although the disciples of the King of Magic are generally not masters, they have the help of strange 
hidden weapons and poisons, and more importantly, they are used to killing people. And the leaders 
such as King Bo Longshu and Huo Yaohua who attacked last night are even more wolves among wolves. 


"Even if we kill all of the Art King's disciples, it will probably be a disastrous victory that will leave this 


county deserted from now on...... : 
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Tong Jing knew that Lian Feihong never joked about this kind of thing, so she fell into worried silence. 


——Then we can only rely on Mr. Wang to bring back the miracle... 


The two walked to the south city gate and saw a figure on the top of the city wall from a distance. 


That's Shimazu Hu Linglan. She sat on a stone stack on the city wall, facing outside the city. She raised 
one leg and held the long nodachi in her arms, as if relying on it to support her upper body. 


Tong Jing couldn't tell clearly whether Sister Lan was sitting there and asleep, or whether she was 
watching for the enemy to invade. 


Hu Linglan's bright red back in the sun is very beautiful. After Tong Jing looked at her in rapt attention 
for a while, she didn't know whether she was talking to herself or to Lian Feihong and sighed and said: 


"It would be great if | were as strong as her." 


After Lian Feihong heard this, he was secretly happy that Tong Jing had such a goal, but he said, "A 
person who truly wants to become a master will not keep talking about ‘it would be great if...’ all day 
long." 


Tong Jing wanted to protest, but she remained silent. Firstly, what Lian Feihong said was indeed right; 
secondly, she had something in her heart that she wanted to ask him for. 


"Your Kongtong sect martial arts...are very powerful, right?" She said without looking at him. 


"Of course." Mr. Feihong took off his hat. The summer wind blew his fluttering white beard, his 
expression was proud, and he had no doubt about himself. 
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——Ilf a person who is very strong himself still denies it, that would be pretentious. 


"Is your Kongtong swordsmanship stronger than the Qingcheng sect's swordsmanship?" 


Lian Feihong smiled: "I can't answer you this." 


"You're not serious again..." 


"No." Lian Feihong's eyes radiated with enthusiasm: "Yes, there are indeed some martial arts in the 
world that are stronger and more powerful than other martial arts. The idea that "there are no high or 
low sects" is nonsense! If that's the case , how can there be sects in the world? "Sects" are, to put it 
bluntly, a set of fighting methods that are stronger than others! 


"But when martial arts reaches a certain level, victory no longer depends on which kind of martial arts 
you practice. Because at that point, the gap between the martial arts and swordsmanship of different 

sects is already very small. At that time, the winner will be determined. The difference depends on the 
talent and hard work of each person.” 


"luck?" 


"There is nothing in the world that is not about luck. For example, that boy Yan Heng, he learned 
Qingcheng swordsmanship that is very suitable for his simple mind. If he was unlucky enough to be born 
in Pingliang and join our Kongtong sect, | would | don't think his martial arts skills are even half of what 
they are now. That's his luck." Lian Feihong thought for a moment and then said, "It's also the 
Qingcheng sect's luck." 


When Tong Jing heard this, she couldn't help but think back: she met Yan Heng in Chengdu, and thus 
met several other companions, and learned the top martial arts of this famous sect; then she went to 
Xi'an, and was able to witness the amazing skills of Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou,, and a rare 
confrontation with Wudang elite masters... These are all incredible opportunities. 


Tong Jing thought for a long time, then lowered her head to the ground and said, "You... can you teach 
me... your sword skills?" 
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Lian Feihong was so excited that he wanted to dance. But he had been getting along with Tong Jing for 
quite some time and already knew her temperament, so he suppressed his ecstasy and deliberately 
asked calmly, "Why?" 


"What 'why'? Haven't you always wanted to teach me martial arts?" Tong Jing stamped her feet 
anxiously. 


"I'm asking: Why do you want me to teach you now?" 


Tong Jing ran her fingers back and forth over the darkened hilt of the "Still Life Sword", lowered her 
head and thought for a while before answering: 


"Seeing you all injured and bleeding trying to defend Luling, | feel very useless. Now a powerful enemy 
will come again at any time, and | don't know how many of those poor people will die! | think, even if It 
doesn’t matter if you practice for an extra day or a half, it will give everyone a little more fighting 
strength.” 


Tong Jing's words naturally revealed a heroic spirit, and Lian Feihong couldn't help but grin. He stretched 
out his left hand and gently pulled out the "Fen Lion Sword", the sword of the head of Kongtong on his 
waist. 


"Although | usually use the sword with my right hand, | can actually use both hands - this is the most 
basic requirement of the Kongtong sect's "Eight Great Arts"." Practice Feihong Spin Wrist, dance a clump 
of sword flowers, and from that round and natural trajectory, It can be seen that the flexibility of the 
sword in his left hand is not much different from that of his right hand. 


At this time, he raised his injured right arm and said: "You are right-handed, right? It may be a little 
difficult for you to follow my left hand... But there is no other way. I'm afraid | don't have this hand for 
more than half a month." | can no longer hold the sword." 


Tong Jing nodded and pulled out her "Still Life Sword". 
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"Since it is difficult to learn and there is not much time, | will not teach you complicated moves..." Lian 
Feihong said while thinking: "What should | do?... By the way, | should teach you a mental sword 
technique, even if Used in the simplest moves, you can try them all and use them again and again..." 


Lian Feihong walked back and forth for a few steps, completely absorbed in it. After a while, he suddenly 
shouted "Okay!", which frightened the nearby county residents to look at him. 


"I'll teach you this!" Lian Feihong jumped two feet away and pointed his sword at Tong Jing. 


Tong Jing was unaware of what was going on when she suddenly saw Lian Feihong's body move and his 
sword burst out, pointing directly at her eyebrows. She hurriedly raised her sword horizontally to block 
the attack! 


However, Lian Feihong's powerful sword did not actually come out, only the tip of the sword moved 
slightly. After delaying for half a beat, he struck again, this time for real, the sword blade was like a 
rainbow, with the final blow. A simple straight shot! 


Feihong did not use her true strength to practice Feihong's stabbing sword, and it was not particularly 
fast. However, she caught the gap between Tong Jing's horizontal sword's defense and raised the sword. 
Before she could complete the defensive action, his stabbing sword Now, the timing of the feint was 
perfect. Tong Jing had no time to change her move. The tip of the "Fen Lion Sword" had stopped three 
inches in front of her chest. 


It was clear that Lian Feihong had not used the sword to its fullest strength, but Tong Jing was not angry 
and shouted: "Come again!" 


Even if Tong Jing didn't say anything, Lian Feihong was ready to show her one more time. He still did as 
he was told and pointed his sword at Tong Jing's eyebrows, using a feint attack. 


Tong Jing knew in her heart that the first sword move must be a feint, but Lian Feihong's posture and 
movements of pretending to draw the sword were so realistic, and he exuded an aura that seemed to 
be about thrusting the sword with all his strength, and Tong Jing could not suppress it. The body's 
natural reaction was to raise the sword again to block it. Then Lian Feihong's thrust, which was delayed 
for half a beat, accurately reached her heart again. 


1357 


"This is one of the 'Flower Techniques’ of the Kongtong Sect. The name of the sword technique is ‘Half 
Hands and One Heart'." Lian Feihong explained: "The so-called 'Flower Technique’ is, to put it bluntly, a 
feint - a trick to deceive others." 


He made another move to stab, but this time he moved very slowly, allowing Tong Jing to see clearly: 
"To successfully use this "half hand and one mind", there are only two key points: first, the feint must be 
decent, and the attack must be really good. Only when the momentum of the attack is concentrated, 
the opponent will be deceived into defending; secondly, for the actual thrust that follows, you must 
accurately grasp the subtle half-beat. If it is too early, the defensive move has not been sent out, and 
there is still room for change. If it's too late, his defensive move has been completed, and he can move 
on to the second move. Although this "half hand and one mind" is simple, if you practice it deeply, you 
can use it even against the strongest master! 


"Of course you don't have time to study deeply at the moment, but as long as you learn it proficiently 
enough, and you have the innate ability to master subtle timing, this single move is enough to sweep 
away ordinary warriors - such as the group of disciples of the King of Arts. How about it? ? Want to 
learn?" 


Tong Jing understood the gist of this "half hand and one mind" approach. It was somewhat similar to the 
"Wudang Shaped Sword" volley technique she had imitated in Xi'an. The only difference was that "half 
hand and one mind" was more proactive in creating opportunities. Tong Jing was eager to give it a try, 
and nodded quickly towards Lian Feihong, but suddenly said: "But I..." 


"| know." Lian Feihong yawned: "You won't call me master, right? I'm tired of hearing this sentence a 
long time ago. Don't waste time, let's get started!" 


OOOO 


More than thirty magic kings hurriedly crossed the "Cause and Effect Bridge" and returned to the door 
of "Qinglian Zen Temple" covered with red paint talismans. 


Eight of them carried a stretcher made of branches and covered with several colorful robes, while the 
others guarded it closely in front, rear, left and right. 


1358 


The person lying on the stretcher was Huo Yaohua. | saw her lying weakly, looking up at the clear sky 
with her long charming eyes. She placed one right hand on her chest, her fingers still holding the 
Jingchuan knife tightly. The big saw blade was held by a disciple of the King of Arts who followed behind. 


This group of Shuwang disciples met Huo Yaohua when they were hunting Jing Li at the foot of the 
mountain. At that time, they saw her looking confused and walking alone on the forest path. Her close- 
fitting night-walking black clothes were stained with mud, and her body was covered with knife wounds 
she had suffered last night, swaying from side to side, seemingly unable to fully control her body. 


The magic kings had never seen this female demon reduced to such a miserable state, and they were 
very surprised. Even Mei Xinshu was surprised when he saw it: among the three "protective flags" 
collected by his senior brother Bolong Shuwang, only this female swordsman from the Chulang sect was 
the most valued by Mei Xinshu, and she could see that Huo Yaohua's martial arts has made great 
progress in recent years. 


Although he was once a master of Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road, he was not sure he could defeat her. 


——If Mei Xinshu knew that it was another woman who defeated Huo Yaohua last night, he would be 
even more surprised. 


Huo Yaohua and King Bo Longshu attacked Luling at night last night, but they ended up in this situation. 
Mei Xinshu couldn't help but worry about her senior brother. This is something unprecedented. 


——A man who can be ranked among the most elite "brown snakes" of Wudang Mountain's "First Snake 
Way" never needs others to worry about him. 


But after seeing Jing Li who invaded "Qinglian Temple" last night, Mei Xinshu was not too sure. The 
enemy's strength this time far exceeded anything they had encountered before. 


——It is impossible for such a master to exist in Jiangxi Province... Where did he come from? 


Mei Xinshu is even more determined and cannot let Jing Li off easily. He only divided a small team to 
escort Huo Yaohua back to the base camp, while he led his people to continue searching for the guy. 
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Although Huo Yaohua's body was crumbling, none of the magic kings had the courage to help her - two 
people had their hands cut off after touching her in the past. They had no choice but to tie it up into a 
tree branch stretcher like a bed, wait for Huo Yaohua to fall asleep on it when she was tired, and then 
carry her away. 


After resting on the shelf for a while, Huo Yaohua woke up halfway. Although his consciousness is still a 
little blurry, he has recovered much better than before. 


She stared blankly at the swaying sky, but her mind was filled with memories of the recent past. 


That strong embrace; the strong smell of male body; the heat of the skin; the tattoos that seemed to be 
dancing... Huo Yaohua's mind was filled with these vivid sensory memories, which lingered, and she also 
felt a lethargy in her body. The soft warmth of people. 


She unconsciously held the hunting knife close to her heart. 


The kings of martial arts pushed open the gate of "Qinglian Temple", carried Huo Yaohua in fearfully, 
walked through the vestibule in a hurry, and then entered the Buddhist hall. 


As soon as they entered the Buddhist hall, the leading disciple of the King of Arts was so frightened that 
he froze. One of them became incontinent immediately. 


Only to see that the tall and thin Bo Long Magic King had already returned, sitting on his knees in front 
of the headless Buddha statue, still wearing the black clothes of the night, but with blood stains all over 
his body - some of which were stained from last night's massacre in the city, while others had just been 
splattered on him shortly afterward, and were dripping down along his long chin. 


--The blood also hid the cuts on the side of his head and thighs. 


With his right hand holding the sheathed silver-white Wudang sword and his left hand holding the head 
of the "human dog" that had been chopped off by Jing Li last night, the King of the Artists of the Dragon 
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held his body still, his pigeon egg-sized eyes looking down at the disciples who had entered the hall, his 
appearance resembling that of a demonic god that frightens all living beings. 


The kings of magicians also saw three corpses lying on the floor of the Buddhist hall. They were all 
disciples who had been ordered by Mei Xinshu to stay at "Qinglian Temple". All of them had died not 
long ago. 


--All three of them were killed by the hand of King Bo Lung. He killed them to vent his frustration of 
escaping from the county town, and because he felt that the gods had refused to bless him after last 
night's misfortune. 


The Dragon Magic King stretched out his five long fingers and swept the hairs on the head of the 
"human dog". 


"| saw the bodies parked outside ....... A lot of people are dead. What's going on?" 


"His Majesty King Hui Shu... A spy sneaked in last night and was discovered by Protector Mei, who drove 
him off the cliff... Protector Mei is still searching at the bottom of the mountain." 


"One person." Dragon Magic King's expression seems to be a smile, not a smile, seems to be angry, not 
angry: "killed and wounding you dozen people ...... also includes me this precious 'human dog’ ....... 


The Art King's disciples' faces turned white. But they know that the consequences of lying to the Art King 
will be even more serious. 


"Also in Denglong Village at the foot of the mountain, more than a dozen brothers who stayed behind 
died... and three disciples who were responsible for sentry duty on the mountain road also 
disappeared..." 


A strange noise. 
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King Wave Dragon's left palm wrapped around the head of the "human dog", and the skull made a 
cracking sound under his fingers. 


"Then what are you doing here again?" King Wave Dragon's voice, which was originally very pleasant, 
now became sharper due to the tightening of his throat, and one could hear that he was suppressing 
great anger. 


The kings of magicians hurriedly brought in the stretcher. 


When King Bolong saw Huo Yaohua lying injured and confused, he recalled the shame of the failed night 
attack. 


The head under his palm was shaking, giving people the illusion that the "human dog" was briefly 
resurrected. 


King Bo Longshu wanted to organize his troops right away and send his junior brother Mei Xinshu or 
three "Flag Protectors" to lead troops to attack Luling City. Unexpectedly, none of them were there, and 
the only one who came back, Huo Yaohua, turned out to be like this. When he learned that he had lost 
many members of his tribe, the king's eyes became even more angry and bloodshot. 


The kings of magicians felt that the leader was going to kill again to vent his anger. But none of them 
dared to move their feet. Everyone knows that the king of martial arts has the top light skills of the 
Wudang sect, and coupled with his height and long legs, even if each of them has two extra legs, it is 
impossible to escape. 


But King Wave Dragon's eyes slowly narrowed. 


— —Be calm... There are already too many casualties, and we can no longer reduce our numbers... 


His mouth moved, silently reciting a spell. The beating of the heart gradually slowed down. The head 
under the palm no longer trembles. 
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It's almost noon. But Erhan and Han Sidao still haven't come back. King Wave Dragon Master knew the 
temperament of these two people very well. He knew that in order to avoid meeting the masters in the 
county again, they would take a long way to find "Younu", so it was not surprising that they came back 
late. 


——But there were so many unsatisfactory things happening one after another that even King Wave 
Dragon, who had always looked down upon the common people, had to become suspicious. 


He jumped down from the Buddha seat, walked to Huo Yaohua, leaned over and touched her hair. 


Unexpectedly, Huo Yaohua turned her face away, and waved the hand holding the knife to push away 
the king's big palm. 


King Bo Longshu had never been so offended by her. His face instantly looked like an angry beast, and 
he slapped Huo Yaohua's face with his backhand! 


The right side of Huo Yaohua's face suddenly swelled up, four red marks like whiplash appeared on her 
snow-white skin, and blood flowed from the corner of her mouth. 


But her eyes were still dull, looking at the lotus painted on the top of the Buddhist hall. 


King Wave Dragon was stunned. Huo Yaohua had always been as submissive to him as a cat, so why did 
she react like this? He examined the side of her head and found that a piece of hair there was covered in 
blood and swollen to the touch, indicating an impact. 


King Wavelong rummaged through the pockets of his clothes and found a small iron box, which he 
opened to reveal a row of short paper rolls. He smoked one to light it, put it in his mouth and took a 
deep breath. Then he lowered his face, close to Huo Yaohua's mouth and nose, and gently exhaled the 
smoke of the burning herb. 


Huo Yaohua inhaled the smoke and coughed hard for a while before her face became more relaxed and 
she closed her eyes as if she was about to fall asleep. 
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"What is this..." King Bo Longshu noticed that Huo Yaohua was holding the knife of unknown origin in 
her hand. He had never seen her use this weapon before, and the shape of the knife did not look like 
anything from Middle Earth. 


Now he could not be distracted by such trivial matters. He stroked Huo Yao Hua's forehead to check her 
condition, and it seemed that she would not be able to stand up and fight again in a short time. 


When he was about to attack, there was not even a single general around him. The Dragon Magic King 
was very frustrated. 


Of course, he can personally lead troops to attack the county at any time. But thinking of the seven 
black figures with swords standing outside the big house last night, he didn't want to take the risk. 


One of the iron rules of his training in Wudang Mountain was to never put himself in a situation where 
there was no way back. This teaching has always been engraved in his heart. 


The Dragon Warrior was worried that if those seven men had the same strength as Yan Heng and Lian 
Fei Hong, he would be in deep trouble. Therefore, he preferred to send his close friend or disciple Mei 
Xinshu to lead the army first, to find out how many masters the enemy really had, while he himself 
assessed whether he should advance or retreat. 


--Both madness and calculation. This is the reason why King Wave Dragon Master was able to gather 
such forces to work for him. 


"Clean up the dead bodies." The Dragon Magic King ordered. Once he calmed down, his face returned to 
its impenetrable form. He picked up a chair and sat down, gently filled a glass of wine for himself and 
sipped it while waiting for Master Mei, Erhan and Han Sidao to return. 


When their strength is fully gathered, they will start the slaughtering journey. 


--But he didn't know that two of the three people he was waiting for would never come back. 
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Lecture Notes of the Dao Zhen Sword Hall: 29 


In all confrontational sports, including football, basketball, volleyball, etc., fake is the most basic and 
commonly used countermeasure. Martial arts are of course no exception, and are usually presented in 
the form of feints/feints. 


As the name suggests, feinting is a fake offensive and defensive action that deceives the opponent into 
making a wrong reaction or temporarily becoming confused, thus creating an opportunity to exploit and 
launch a real attack. 


Feints have two effects, one is physical and the other is psychological. Physically, it refers to using feints 
to induce the opponent to make a wrong action or reaction (whether attacking or defending). 


When the opponent has fully committed to this action and cannot take it back halfway, the body will 
naturally be exposed for aggression. 


The simplest example is to pretend to punch at the opponent's upper lane, tempting the opponent to 
raise his arms to resist, and the middle and lower lanes become undefended. 


Psychological effects include disrupting the enemy's rhythm. 


Because feint is not a real offensive and defensive action, it takes less time than real moves, and 
because no effort is invested, the move can be changed at any time midway, so it can create the so- 
called "fraction" effect -'" "Wedge" between the beats of the opponent's movements, making the 
opponent confused and unable to respond correctly. 


In fact, we often encounter this phenomenon in our daily life. For example, when two people walk 
towards each other on the street, they often dodge each other two or three times in a row, but they end 
up blocking each other. This means that each other "wedges" into the other. The phenomenon caused 
by the beat. 


Of course, the above only explains the simplest use of feints. The strategies of real feint masters are 
often more complex, with multiple and multiple layers of deception included in one attack. A feint is not 
necessarily an attack or defense. Sometimes a deliberate pause, pretending to be sluggish or even a 
meaningless strange action can also achieve the same effect. Martial arts masters are often also masters 
of fraud. 


But it should be noted that the more advanced and complex the feint is, the better, because deceiving 
the enemy is a kind of psychological interaction, and it depends on whether the opponent is suitable. 
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Sometimes a feint that is too clever may have no effect on an enemy with low martial arts skills, because 
he cannot see or react at all. On the contrary, a very crude feint can fool him. Assessing the opponent's 
skill level and applying the most correct tactics is another level of knowledge in martial arts. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 81 Chapter 5 - The Sacrifice Sword 


Jing Li completely soaked his face in the water for a while before lifting it up, lifting up his soaked 
braided hair and letting out a long breath. 


After breathing several times, he put his mouth down again and drank a few more sips of the stream 
water, and then sat contentedly on the shore. 


Only a few feet away from Jing Li, another figure stretched its head towards the stream to drink water. It 
was the horse he rode. 


"Haha..." Jing Li turned to look at it: "Are you thirsty too?... 


It had only been half a day without water since last night, but the poison made him extremely thirsty, as 
if he hadn't had any water for three or four days, and his throat felt like it was being cut with a knife. 
Therefore, when Jing Li saw this stream, he couldn't help but stop, and he didn't care that there were 
enemies behind him searching for him. 


After a round of intense riding, Jing Li sweated a lot, which helped him dissipate the remaining toxins in 
his body. After washing his body and mind with the cold water, he was now fully awake, feeling as if he 
was suffering from typhoid fever. The feelings are gone too. It seemed that the curare poison had finally 
been completely overcome, and Jing Li breathed a sigh of relief. 


Only then did he have time to think about the owner of the horse. The encounter with the female 
warrior actually happened more than half an hour ago, but Jing Li's memory is very vague. Only the 
physical feeling of embracing her for a moment remains the most vivid. 


——Why is this happening? ...so is she... 


He knew very well that the tender feeling was not a fantasy. In that brief moment, they did have a very 
strange communication through their bodies. 
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This feeling was just like the mood he felt when he and Hu Linglan were practicing fierce sword skills. 
When he thought of this, Jing Li couldn't help but his heart beat faster. 


He looked at the horse again. It is a good horse that Jing Li has rarely ridden. Huo Yaohua's mount was 
carefully selected from the nearly one hundred horses captured by the magic kings. 


Judging from this horse, her martial arts skills and saber, Jing Li already knew that Huo Yaohua was the 
leader of the Dragon King - the current mortal enemy. 


Jing Li couldn't help but sigh in his heart. He never wants to fight with a woman unless necessary - not 
because he underestimates her ability, but because it is always uncomfortable for him to kill a woman 
with his sword with all his heart. This is completely different from the usual sword practice competition 
with Hu Linglan. 


Relying on this fast horse, Jing Li knew that the enemy might not be able to pursue him easily, so he 
dared to rest. But it was still far away from Luling County. He knew that he was not safe yet, so he was 
ready to leave as soon as he drank enough water. 


Jing Li stood up and examined the injuries on his body again. The saber wound in his waist had stopped 
bleeding, and now there was a stream of pain like burning, but it was not an obstacle; the contusions on 
his arms and legs did not show any sign of slowing down, Jing Li pulled up his trousers, and saw that his 
right knee had swollen to a larger size than usual, and the joints could not be completely straightened or 
flexed, and his left shoulder was so sore and weak that he could not lift his arm. Previously, he could 
only rely on a single right hand to hold the reins when riding, and every time the horse ran, he felt his 
shoulder joints like being hit by a hammer. 


Jing Li couldn't help but start to worry: he was hurt like this at a crucial time, how can he fight in the 
next battle? ...... 


But that will have to wait until you survive. 


He limped to lead the horse, and suddenly felt something strange. 
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Jing's keen intuition, which he had honed over many years in the jungles and islands of the Southern 
Barbarians, sounded the alarm to him again. 


Without saying a word, he grabbed the saddle with one hand, exerted force with one foot, jumped onto 
the horse's back, shouted and urged the horse to run across the stream. 


Almost at the same time, he heard the sound of other's hooves. 


They came from the forest far behind. 


--The pursuers! 


Jing Li lifted his waist and hips, bent his body forward, and drove his horse to accelerate. The hooves of 
the horse exploded fiercely on the shallow stream. 


While walking in the center of the shallow stream, three horsemen in a zigzag formation dashed out 
from the forest! 


The first person to ride on it was Mei Xinshu, who was dressed in black and had scars on his face. Even 
though he had not slept all night, he was still energetic and powerful, and his men and horses rushed 
towards him like a hungry tiger. He only used his left hand to control the reins, and his right hand held 
the iron chain flying blade wrapped in a small circle, which shone with metallic light in the sunlight. 


Behind him, on the left and right, there were a group of warrior kings riding horses wearing colorful 
clothes, following closely. They also had pulled out their nearly four-foot-long broad-bladed machetes 
from their leather sheaths, preparing to kill in horseback combat. 


——Jing Li rides Huo Yaohua's horse, and his pace is indeed very fast. Mei Xinshu wants to chase him at 
full speed, and can no longer take care of most of King Shu's followers. As a result, among the dozens of 
people involved in the pursuit, only these two master riders were able to follow. 
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--But for a severely injured Jing Li, who had lost all his weapons and was starving and tired, three of 
them were enough! 


The three riders rode through the shallow stream. The quiet mountain field was suddenly turned into a 
hunting ground with a furious spirit. 


Jing Li's arms and legs were weak, so his coordination with his horse was a bit affected; Mei Xinshu, on 
the other hand, was fierce and powerful, and the distance between the two horses gradually narrowed 
down under the short burst of the chase. 


They chased the two horses to an open field, where the yellowish sand mist raised a cloud of smoke. 
The wind was blowing from the west, and all four horses were traveling against the wind, which was 
even more unfavorable to Jing Li, who was in great physical exhaustion. 


Jing Li concentrated on his riding, trying his best to match the horses' movements, hoping to maintain 
his speed. He can only hope that this horse has a stronger stamina than his rivals, and after surviving this 
period, he will be able to pull away again. ...... 


But then he heard a peculiar whistling sound from the rear. 


Only to see Mei Xinshu still maintain the riding position of sprinting, but his right hand has already 
swung the iron chain, spinning above his head to store energy. The horse under his legs did not slow 
down a bit, and he was still staring at Jing Li's horse. 


--At a glance, it was clear that Mei Xinshu and this horse had practiced this kind of horse combat 
technique long ago. 


Jing Li caught a glimpse of Mei Xinshu's action out of the corner of his eye and knew that it was not 
good, so he hurriedly drew his horse to the right and dodged diagonally! 


Mei Xinshu's iron chain came off. 
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The chain had been revolved and stored up energy, coupled with Mei Xinshu's strong arm strength and 
the inertia of running on horseback, the front end of the beast teeth-shaped curved blade was full of 
energy, and it flew forward swiftly! 


— —Such a horse-riding flying blade attack, if it targets a human body parked on the ground, will 
definitely have the lethality to penetrate the bones! 


Jing Li's horse is already very agile and can move sideways while galloping at full speed. However, 
Meixinshu's iron chain was too strong. Although Jingli avoided the attack on his back, the curved blade 
fell down and still hit the horse's left hind leg! 


The horse's legs couldn't withstand the attack of the flying blade and bent over. The horse flipped 
violently to the left. Jingli's body was knocked off the saddle and flew out into the air to the left and 
front! 


Jing Li's left ribs were injured by the rocks, he was also stabbed in the waist, and his left shoulder was 
seriously injured, his whole left upper body could not withstand the impact; he was in the air, his natural 
reaction was to roll over and land on his right side, so as to protect these injuries. 


But he changed his mind halfway. 


--If he landed on his right arm, he would not be able to fight back, and that would be the end of him! 


In the end, he forced his body's instincts, and barely managed to retract his left arm to withstand the 
impact of the landing! 


Dust exploded. The severe pain that hit three injuries at the same time was like an explosion. Ordinary 
people would have fainted on the spot. 


Because the three cavalry behind them were chasing too fast, they instantly jumped over the falling 
thorns, and then they slowed down and turned around. 
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Mei Xinshu's right hand vigorously shook, the chain dragged on the ground flew back, he dexterously 
reached out to catch the chain, the chain in his wrist around three times before stopping, stained with 
horse's blood curved blade hanging on the side of the arm. This weapon was as obedient as a part of his 
body. 


Jing Li rolled into a half-kneeling position with the falling trend with a great will, his right hand 
strenuously supporting the ground to prevent himself from collapsing. From the messy braids of his hair, 
his eyes were fixed on the three horsemen three feet away. 


Because of the strong pain from the impact, Jing Li's breathing became shallow and rapid, and he could 
only inhale at a depth of 30% to 40% of his usual strength. This in turn weakened his physical strength 
and blood qi, and his originally dark face appeared pale. 


This is a disadvantage that he has never encountered before. 


However, the word "give up" had never appeared in Jing Li's heart. Not even once. 


In Mei Xinshu's eyes, this man who was so injured that he could barely stand up and had no weapon on 
his body still exuded a dangerous beast-like odor. Mei Xinshu's eyes, half covered by scars, couldn't help 
but express admiration. 


——lIt’s a pity that | can’t duel with such a guy. 


But the idea only floated in his mind for a while. Mei Xinshu immediately reminded himself: Since the 
night you left Wudang Mountain, you have given up on that illusory pursuit... 


Jing Li looked at Mei Xinshu, the same in the eyes did not hate the color: this person can die biting not to 
let go of chasing him to here, that will ability is really teach him to appreciate. 


"YOU ...... " Jing Li has to take another breath before he can continue to ask: "How did you find it?" 


"You can only blame yourself for your bad luck." 
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Mei Xinshu said, pulling out a short arrow from the leather bag on the side of the saddle and throwing it 
to the ground. 


It was the poisoned arrow used by the Warlord's men, and there was a tiny stain of blood on the arrow's 
arrowhead. 


It was accidentally found by Mei Xinshu's men at the foot of Qingyuan Mountain. After looking at it, Mei 
Xinshu concluded that Jing Li had been injured by it. He knew very well that the "Blood Killing" drug 
quenched in the arrow would make the victim thirsty if not dead, so he took a gamble and rushed to the 
nearest stream to search for it, and the result was that he was right, and he did find the hoofprints of 
someone who had fled on a horse. 


"Until the end, | still don't know who is unlucky." 


Jing Li said, showing his usual smile when facing challenges. 


--This guy can still smile! 


Mei Xinshu also smiled. But this smile didn't mean any mercy. 


"Cut him down." 


Mei Xinshu waved his hand at two of his men. 


As soon as they got the order from Protector Mei, they immediately urged their horses and raised their 
sabers, charging towards Jing Li who was half-kneeling! 


Because of the defeat of Erhan and Han Sidao in the county town earlier, the King of Magic had lost 
nearly fifty good horses, and there were not many horses left; these two knights had been authorized to 
ride fast enough to keep up with Mei Xinshu, naturally, because they were the best among the King of 


1373 


Magic's disciples. Their riding skills were really excellent, and they were very skillful in horse fighting, as 
they raised their sabers in the saddle and balanced themselves naturally. 


Of these two, the rider on the right was a short, dark man with a tiger's beard, his whole body seemed 
to be filled with energy when he rode on the horse; the rider on the left was sharp-eyed and taller than 
Mei Xin Shu, he raised his saber to the sky in the saddle, and the tip of the saber was high, bringing a 
great sense of threat. 


They were all fighting for Jing Li's head. This guy dared to explore "Qinglian Temple" alone at night and 
killed many of their companions in one night. He must be an important figure in the enemy camp. If he 
can kill him, King Bolong will definitely reward him heavily; yesterday Erhan and Han Sidao They had just 
made a big mistake. If King Shu was happy, he might even promote heroes to replace them in their "flag 
protector" duties. This aroused the desire of the two knights to compete for glory. 


The broad silver blades of the two machetes glittered in the sunlight as they quickly approached Jing Li. 


Jing Li stopped laughing and focused on calculating the distance between him and his opponent, and the 
timing of the encounter. 


His right palm was gripped tightly on the ground. 


The dark rider on his right was one step ahead of him, his saber already raised above his head, about to 
be swung down by the horse's impulse... 


Jing Li swung his arm and threw a large handful of mud and sand upward! 


The knight was suddenly attacked by an unknown object, he was too busy to close his eyes and wield his 
saber to block - he had already witnessed Jing Li's powerful darting saber last night, which was sent 
upwards from the bottom of the cliff, and his concealed weapon skills were so unbelievable that the 
knight did not dare to risk his body, and his hacking and slashing momentum collapsed. 


Jing Li rolled to the right as soon as he had scattered the sand, avoiding the rushing horses. 
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The other tall rider at the rear, in his eagerness to kill Jing Li, was too close to the one in front of him; 
Jing Li, by rolling to the right of the one before him, was blocking the one behind him, so that the rider 
could not strike, and because the one before him had suddenly slowed down, he had to pull his horse in 
an awkward manner. Neither rider was able to make a move with his saber, and they ran past Jing Li. 


It was all because the two knights were competing for merit and did not coordinate their attacks 
properly, which gave Jing Li a chance to escape and temporarily avoid the first round of attacks. 


This roll and dodge also allowed Jing Li to take the opportunity to check his physical condition: the 
movements of his right arm and left leg were normal and strong; although his waist and ribs were 
painful, there was no problem with the strength of his waist and hips. 


——Ican still fight! 


Jing Li's mind was already rapidly calculating how to face the next wave of attacks. 


At the same time, he glanced at Mei Xin Shu. The black-robed man's horse was still in its original 
position, seemingly not interested in joining in. Jing Li did not know what the reason was. 


He looked at the two riders who had already turned their horses back. For the second attack, the two 
riders would not be so reckless anymore and would coordinate with each other in the attack. 


Jing Li did not have many tactics left. If we want to get out of this predicament, we have to bet on this 
one. 


The two Magic King Knights looked at each other, knowing that this guy in front of them would not be 
easy to deal with. If they couldn't kill him even after further delay, Protector Mei might get impatient. If 
he did, both of them would lose their chance to do something great. 


"Let's split it." The taller knight said. 


The other nodded, "No matter who killed him, you and | will slash at him a few more times afterward." 
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With that decision, the two men slapped their sabers against the rumps of their horses, and this time 
they charged, one in front of the other, about three horse lengths apart! 


--With such a distance, even if Jing Li could dodge the first saber, the second saber would come right 
away when he could not reorganize! 


Mei Xin Shu looked at the three of them from a distance with an interested expression, curious to know 
how Jing Li would struggle for survival this time. 


When Jing Li saw the two riders coming, he immediately used his left leg to jump to the side and shift his 
position. 


The dark-bearded rider couldn't help but laugh: is this guy crazy? He's trying to escape a four-legged 
charge by jumping with one leg? 


He moved with Jing Li, adjusting the direction of his horse's charge, while already raising his saber. His 
tall companion was also behind him on his left side, also in a stance of preparation for a kill. 


Jing Li was struggling to stand, his right leg, which was injured at the knee, could only lightly touch the 
ground. 


However, his posture and eyes did not look like a hunted prey at all. 


After calculating the distance, he suddenly put his hand to his chest, and grabbed a small Buddha 
medallion from the large string of different protective ornaments hanging around his neck. This gilded 
five-pointed Buddha medallion was given to him by a local monk when he was practicing in the Kingdom 
of Ayutthaya in Siam. 


Jing Li did not hold the medallion in his fingers for luck or comfort. He never relied on gods or Buddhas, 
but only believed in his own power. 
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Jing Li lifted the golden Buddhist tablet forward, as if he wanted to use it to ward off evil spirits. 


It reflected the oncoming sunlight and shone into the eyes of the knight in front of him! 


--He kept jumping and moving sideways to find the best position to reflect the sunlight! 


Jing Li's move was originally not very sure - it would have been very difficult to use such a small 
Buddha's card to reflect the sunlight accurately into the eyes of the opponent, who was also a rider 
coming on horseback at full speed, but fortunately, he hit the target right on the spot! 


But this did not relieve the crisis. Although the bearded rider closed his eyes, his previous strike was 
already in place, and he still swung at Jing Li's head, relying on the position he had memorized a 
moment ago! 


Jing Li jumped to the left, and this time, he even took the initiative to meet the saber, and in the 
process, he extended his right arm upwards, and his fingers and palm were like a tiger's claw, and 
slashed out towards the wrist holding the saber! 


"Empty hand into white blade"! 


--In martial arts, the "Empty Hand into White Blade" technique is often portrayed as a miraculous skill, 
but in fact, it is a technique used only when there is no other choice. It is not easy to seize a blade with 
one's bare hands, even if one's kung fu is much higher than that of one's opponent; it is simply a risky 
move. Only someone like Wudang's "Zhen Gui Dao" Gui Dan Lei, who possessed extremely subtle "Tai 
Chi Fist" power, could turn the dangerous "empty hand into white blade" move into his favorite 
technique. 


Jing Li now had no other choice. He knew very well that it would not be easy to succeed in this 
maneuver. Moreover, the enemy's saber came from the horse, which was twice as fast, and the chance 
of success was even lower. That's why he had to use every means possible to maximize his chances of 
SUCCESS. 


——Including using sunlight to disturb the enemy. 
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Jing Li's "empty hand into white blade" is a combination of the "Six Keys of Tiger's Neck" of the South 
Sea Tiger Respected Sect and the "Sheng Fa" of the Visaya Islands.1 It is a very subtle and refined 
technique. 


"Note 1: Visayas is now translated as "Visayas", which is a series of islands such as Cebu in the central 
Philippines. The local martial arts is very popular, and it is still the center of sword and stick martial arts 
in the Philippines. The weapon martial arts of the local sect are good at close combat, especially the 
method of using the free hand to intercept and capture the opponent's weapon, which is called "alive 
hand"... J 


The moment the blade touched Jingli's arm, his tiger claw and tail finger touched the knight's wrist! 


The tiger's claws moved half a circle outwards, and the sword was moved to the side. Jing Li then flipped 
his claws very keenly, pinched the thumb, middle and ring fingers into a circle, grabbed the wrist, and 
pointed upwards. Lift, the wrist joint bends, and the power of the chopping knife suddenly disappears! 


In this short moment, Jing Li actually had two choices. The first is to use the momentum of grabbing the 
arm to turn over and grab the opponent's horse, restrain the knight from behind, and escape again on 
horseback. 


However, Jing Li thought that this would only bring him back to the original state of the chase, and that 
this disciple of the King of Magic's horse was even worse than Huo Yaohua's horse that Jing Li rode 
earlier, and in the end, it would still be impossible for him to escape from Mei Xinshu's terrifying iron 
chain flying blades. 


--If he wanted to go back, he could only decide the winner here. 


Therefore, he chose the second move. 


Jing Li sank down, sat on his legs, turned his waist, and with a violent pull of his right arm, he tore the 
bearded rider from his saddle! 
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The other rider came after him, and when he saw that his companion had been captured, the taller rider 
thought that he could take the credit for it. He turned his horse to the left, leaned his body to the right 
side of the saddle, and raised his saber horizontally, and fiercely slashed across the head of Jing Li, who 
was totally defenseless! 


In the nick of time, Jing Li twisted his wrist joints, pointed his machete vertically to the sky, and blocked 
in front of his face... 


There were screams and crashes. 


It was the bearded knight who screamed. His wrist was twisted, but the saber in his hand was subjected 
to a strong horseback chopping attack, his tendons were broken, and the hilt of the saber also fell out of 
his hand. 


The saber that was out of his grasp was unable to completely block the force of the chopping attack, and 
the back of the saber flew against Jing Li's forehead, causing him to fall back and roll away, and the 
sound of the impact was precisely the result of this. 


The tall knight swept away again with a slash. Jing Li was not happy about it, although he was hit by the 
back of the saber, he still struggled to get up on his knees and looked for the machete that fell to the 
ground. 


The bearded knight, on the other hand, who had broken his wrist, was still clutching his wounded arm 
and howling, oblivious to the fact that the dangerous enemy was still before him. 


This difference in will was the key to life and death. 


Jing Li was crawling on the ground like a dog. He didn't care how ugly it looked. 


What mattered was that his palm was on the hilt of the machete first. 
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Mei Xinshu and another knight suddenly realized this, and tried to intervene, but it was too late. They 
could only watch as Jing Li's left knee pressed down on the Art King's chest, and then he stabbed the tip 
of his blade downward. 


Jing Li dragged his blood-stained saber and stood up again with the strength of one knee. 


The blood on his forehead flowed straight across his brow, down his nose and into his mouth. He looked 
back at Plum Tree and grinned his red-stained teeth, showing that smile again. 


"| told you so. We don't know who's going to be the unlucky one." 


Mei Xinshu did not smile this time. His eyes, which at first glance looked as if he hadn't woken up, were 
now as cold as ice. 


When he wanted to ride his horse forward to attack, the remaining tall knight shouted urgently: 
"Protector Mei! Please give me another chance!" 


When the disciple of the king of magic shouted, he had already stepped off the horse, twirled the 
machete in his hand a few times, and then slowly walked towards Jing Li. 


This man's name is Sun Kui. He was originally a thief. He also practiced fists, legs and swordsmanship 
since he was a child. He initially followed Huo Yaohua to commit crimes in the Xiangyang area, and later 
joined King Bolong Shu with her. It is precisely because he has been a horse thief that he has such good 
riding skills, and he also has Huo Yaohua's guidance on swordsmanship. He is actually a first-line expert 
among the martial arts kings. In terms of strength, he is not far behind Han Sidao. 


Seeing Jing Li's bloodied face, and his body was on the verge of collapse. He really didn't want to give up 
this good opportunity to make great achievements, so he asked Mei Xinshu like this. 


After two confrontations, Sun Kui had already concluded that Jing Li could only use one leg to jump 
because of a serious injury to his right knee, which meant that he could only focus on one move at a 
time; 
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It is to his advantage that his side uses a horse that can break away in one blow. He only needs to 
concentrate on dealing with the moment of the confrontation. 


Sun Kui then dismounted resolutely and switched to fighting on foot. 


Mei Xinshu, of course, also observed Jing Li's situation, and saw that Sun Kui had made the right 
strategy, so he was eager to see how it would turn out, so he nodded in agreement with Sun Kui, and 
relaxed his stance once again in preparation for the third encounter. 


Jing Li saw Sun Kui approaching on foot and said with a smile, "Finally, | don't have to tilt my head back 
to look at you." 


--Though he was still laughing, he knew it was not good. Sun Kui's judgment was correct: Jing Li would 
have been able to wait for his opponent on horseback, and he would have been even more difficult to 
fight on foot. 


In normal times, Jing Li would be able to finish Sun Kui in a few moves, but nowadays his arms and legs 
are not so easy to use, so if Jing Li misses the first blow, he won't even know if he can stand still, and he 
will be plunged into an irreversible danger at any time. 


--He had to think of a way out. 


As Sun Kui moved forward, he reached into the pocket of his five-colored robe and pulled out a 
"Zhaoling Dan". He put the pill in front of his nose and crushed it with his fingers, the powder inside 
dispersed and Sun Kui inhaled deeply. 


Volume 8: Six Swords to Break the Door Chapter 5: Sacrifice Sword (2) 


He used his nose to inhale the "Zhao Ling Dan" like this. Because the powder dispersed, the amount was 
much less than taking it orally. Although the effect was weaker, the effect appeared faster. The 
medicinal powder was absorbed by the hair tubes in his nostrils and quickly stimulated his 
consciousness. His eyes were all red, and he was grinning like an evil ghost. 
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Jing Li didn't know what kind of medicine it was, but it was definitely not a good thing. Seeing Sun Kui's 
approaching figure becoming more murderous, he became even more anxious to think of a way to deal 
with it. 


But just then, Jing Li's eyes appeared to smile. 


Because he saw something. 


He was facing east. At the end of the field in that direction, there was a shadow that seemed to be 
raising smoke and dust. 


It was a man. Someone was approaching on horseback. 


"Did you see it?" Jing Li still kept his eyes on Sun Kui who was approaching, but shouted loudly towards 
the plum heart tree in the distance: "Luck is beginning to be on my side!" 


Mei Xinshu also spotted the tiny silhouette riding alone. From this distance, it was still impossible to tell 
whether it was an enemy or a friend - the east side was also the search range of the Shu Wangs - but 
Jing Li's tone sounded very confident and certain, and Mei Xinshu couldn't help but wonder: Could he 
really have seen it? 


--In fact, Jing Li wasn't sure whether the lone shadow was his companion or not. He just won't let go of 
any opportunity to influence the enemy's mind. 


Sun Kui, who had taken the "Zhaoling Dan", simply turned a deaf ear to this. At this moment, the only 
thing in his eyes was Jing Li's braided head. 


To Mei Xinshu, the safest tactic would have been for him to quickly kill Jing Li and send Sun Kui to find 
out the identity of the distant visitor. However, Sun Kui had already entered a killing frenzy, and Mei 
Xinshu could no longer move him. 


Mei Xinshu sighed and lightly shouted at his horse to start running towards the approaching single rider. 
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Sun Kui had already reached a distance of fifteen paces in front of Jing Li. 


Jing Li's mind was once again focused. The only thing that stood in the way of his survival was this man 
and this saber. 


--He had to cross over his body. 


Jing Li couldn't think of any more strategies to increase his chances of victory. 


When there is no strategy, the only thing you can still rely on is the thing you usually trust the most. 


For Jing Li, it was the only thing in his life. 


The Way of the Warrior. 


——Since one missed hit will put you in danger, | will try my best to make this first hit hit. 


Twelve steps. Sun Kui raised his machete diagonally with both hands. His stature was already taller than 
Jing Li's, but his aura at this moment was more like pressing down from the top of a mountain. 


Jing Li concentrated on feeling every muscle in his body - including those that were still usable or those 
that had been injured and were no longer usable. He tried to draw a thread through them and find out 
the most violent movement that this seriously injured body could make. 


Ten steps. 


Jing Li's mind raced. All the martial arts he had learned in the past fifteen years flashed in his mind one 
by one: the "flying saber" of the Tiger Respected Sect in the South China Sea; the dense and sharp sword 
skills of the Malalang Kingdom; the fierce chopping skills of the Siamese warriors; the fierce force of the 
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Ryukyu people. Kungfu; the simple battlefield swordsmanship and the exquisite Yinliu swordsmanship 
learned from Satsuma Kingdom...even the Wudang Kungfu he has witnessed over the past few years, 

the Qingcheng swordsmanship he absorbed when he taught Yan Heng, and the "Shinhe Sanhe Sword" 
taught by Dai Kui "Fa Jin's sect, Mr. Feihong taught Tong Jing the Kongtong martial arts... 


All of these martial arts were overlapping, accumulating and precipitating in Jing Li's mind; at the same 
time, according to the limited mobility of his current limbs, a lot of loose ends were removed, leaving 
only the most effective and usable movements. 


--Jing Li had learned this way of thinking in martial arts since he was a child under the guidance of 
Master Pei Shiying, but he still needed to spend a lot of energy and time in order to eliminate or 
combine different things; at the moment, under the pressure of the overwhelming predicament, his 
brain seemed to have accelerated many times faster than his daily activities, and his potential was fully 
opened. 


A saber move began to take shape in his mind. 


Nine Steps. 


Jing Li's body naturally crouched lower, his left knee bent deeply like a compressed spring; his upper 
body leaned forward, his back arched high; his right arm naturally relaxed and lowered, his saber resting 
diagonally below his knee. 


Jing Li had never displayed a fighting stance like this in the past. This could not even be called a "stance" 
- he was just listening to his body's call and naturally assumed such a stance. 


At the same time, on the other side, Mei Xinshu was riding closer. He was good at launching flying 
chains from a distance, and his eyesight was naturally extraordinary. From a distance, he could see that 
the rider was wearing fluttering robes and carrying a long object slung across his back. It seemed to be a 
weapon. When Mei Xinshu stood up, he released a piece of iron chain around his right wrist, ready to 
attack at any time. 


Eight steps. Sun Kui began to accelerate into a forward run, his saber and even his entire body stance, 


drawing higher. 
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Jing Li, who was crouching in front of him, seemed to be sticking his head out for Sun Kui to cut. 


"Take what you've learned and turn it into your own martial art." Mr. Fei Hong told Jing Li that day, "This 
is the only way to reach a higher level." 


Jing Li's saber moves became clearer in his mind: how to extend and contract every inch of his body; the 
optimal killing distance; the angle of the saber's strike ...... all the details gradually became clear in his 
mind. 


The rest is to wait for the time to saber. 


And then let go of your mind. 


Throw everything in your life into the moment. 


Seven steps. 


Sun Kui is still running forward. The saber is about to strike. 


--This is the time. 


Jing Li's left leg exploded with power. The straw shoes left the ground with the smoke of sand. 


His body shot forward horizontally, but instead of stabbing with his right hand saber, he used his injured 
left side to open the way, throwing himself towards the enemy. 


With this leap, Jing Li mentally "borrowed" from the stormy waves, and his body rushed forward like a 
tidal wave! 
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Suddenly, Sun Kui realized that Jing Li was attacking from such a long distance and his whole body was 
flying at high speed. Without thinking, he slashed his saber down vertically, trying to cut Jing Li into two 
sides in mid-air! 


However, Jing Li's jump did not only include the force of forward movement. 


There was also a spin. 


His body spun halfway around in the air, as if he lost his balance and fell to the right, exposing his back 
to the enemy. 


Sun Kui's saber was going over his head, and it was going to cut down Jing Li's back of the head! 


Jing Li combined the power of leaping, spinning, and falling as much as he could, turning his body in the 
air again, and slashing his machete in a backhanded move! 


Wave Roll. 


Sun Kui couldn't see the light of the sword. 


——When the sword moves too fast, even the light of the sword is lost in the speed! 


Sun Kui's knife could only advance four inches further. 


Jing Li's machete cut into Sun Kui's forearms at a perfect angle! 


After all, Jing Li's physical strength was greatly weakened, and the new sword move he came up with in 


this critical situation was also immature. The impact of the sacrificial slash was greater than he 
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expected, and the palm of his hand could not withstand it and broke away from the handle of the 
sword. 


He only had one leg to exert force, and he put all his energy into that hit. Without considering the 
balance on the ground at all, his body flew past Sun Kui's side and fell heavily to the ground! 


If Sun Kui attacked again at this moment, Jing Li would definitely die. 


But, there will be no more. 


Sun Kui fell face to face. The blood spurting from the broken arm flowed all over the ground, and even 
the sand had no time to absorb it. 


At this time, Mei Xinshu could see clearly that sitting on the saddle of the horse in front was a disciple of 
the King of Arts wearing a five-color robe. As soon as he recognized that he was a subordinate, he 
hurriedly reined in his horse and turned around to look again, but he had already missed the sword 
move made by Jing Li just now. He saw Jing Li and Sun Kui both falling down, and a large pool of blood 
continued to expand under Sun Kui's body. 


——What kind of magic has this guy changed? 


Meixinshu stared at the cracks on the ground. 


Jing Li lay there for a while, then slowly raised his upper body with one arm, breathing heavily. The 
sword he had just sacrificed had consumed a lot of his remaining energy. 


He remotely looked at Mei Xin Shu on the saddle, spat out the sand that had gotten into his mouth 
when he fell to the ground, and couldn't help but smile happily. 


That slash was so fast and fierce that Jing Li had never tried it in his life, but it was actually caused by the 
critical situation of being unable to move his arms and legs. Even he was surprised. 
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Although it was such a long distance, Mei Xinshu seemed to see Jing Li's proud smile. He couldn't help 
but think: 


——ls this man really so difficult to kill? 


Jing Li also saw clearly at this time that the person riding from the east was not his companion, but a 
disciple of the King of Arts wearing a five-color robe. After finally killing two strong opponents, and now 
there was suddenly an additional enemy, Jing Li did not feel discouraged. 


——Kill as many as more come. 


He hurriedly got up and went to get Sun Kui's machete. 


At this time, the disciple of King Shu had arrived in front of the plum heart tree horse, but he didn't stop. 
The horse passed him and still ran towards the Jing Li location. 


The moment he passed by, Mei Xinshu saw the disciple carrying the long weapon: a narrow-edged 
sword with a long handle and a shape that did not look like a Middle-earth weapon. 


At this moment, Mei Xinshu knew something was wrong: when the disciple of King Shu arrived, there 
was no reason not to salute and ask for instructions from his "Dharma Protector"... 


He suddenly recalled: Didn't Jing Li last night also wear the five-color robe of the magic kings? ... 


——I|t’s a fake! 


Mei Xinshu kicked the horse's belly, urging the horse to chase the man pretending to be a disciple of the 
king of magic. At the same time, he raised the iron chain hanging on the side of the saddle and rotated 
vertically on his right side like a wheel. The curved blade scraped through the air at high speed, making a 
frightening high-pitched whistling sound. 
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The rider ran straight towards Jing Li, and at the same time reached out to his chest and took off the 
long Japanese sword from his back. 


He had noticed that Mei Xinshu was chasing after him, and he didn't even bother to look back, he just 
kept running faster towards Jing Li. 


Jing Li felt strange. He stared at the man and found that the weapon in his hand was very familiar. 
Looking at the opponent's body shape and riding posture, Jing Li suddenly realized. 


He rode a horse with this man last night for a night run! 


Xue Jiuniu was still worried about Jing Li, worried that his willfulness would harm the great knight, so he 
went out without telling the people in the county and searched for him all the way from the city to 
Qingyuan Mountain. He thought that he might want to help Jing Lei, so he brought out the Japanese 
swords that Jing Li had left in the city. 


As for the five-color robe worn by the disciple of the King of Magicians, it was stripped from the corpse 
in Denglong Village last night. It was originally taken to keep several of the rescued women warm 
because they were not fully clothed; Xue Jiuniu later thought, Jing Li had disguised himself as a disciple 
of the King of Magic and sneaked into Qingyuan Mountain last night, and he followed suit. Sure enough, 
near the foot of Qingyuan Mountain, he relied on this robe twice to escape the eyes and ears of the King 
of Magic who were searching for him. 


Seeing that the King's men were searching for him, Xue Jiuniu was more sure that Jing Li was in danger, 
so he took the risk to look around, and he heard the fierce sound of running horses nearby, and when he 
rushed to the creek, he found the hoofprints of the three-on-one chase, which made him come to this 
piece of wilderness. 


Xue Jiuniu saw that Jing Li was covered with injuries and was walking with a limp, his heart was burning 
with anxiety. Earlier, he had already used all his courage to approach the evil star of Mei Xin Shu head- 
on, and now he was even more hesitant, with only one thought in his mind: 


-——This long sword must be given to Jing Xiashi! 
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But the sound of hooves behind him was already approaching rapidly. He knew that he was approaching 
the limit. 


"Swordsman Jing, catch!" 


Xue Jiuniu swung his arm as hard as he could and threw the saber forward from his horse. 


The moment the saber came out of his hand, a strong wind swept up from behind his back. 


Xue Jiuniu, who had no martial arts skills, was unable to make any evasive reaction. His back exploded in 
a shower of blood. His immature body suddenly lost energy and fell off the horse's back. 


Xue Jiuniu was still far away from Jing Li when he threw his saber, and even though he utilized the 
momentum of the horse's gallop, the Japanese saber could only land about a foot in front of Jing Li. 


Jing Li's eyes tightened. He hurriedly used one hand and one foot at the same time, jumping and running 
to the place where the saber fell. 


Mei Xinshu's horse did not stop after the blow. His right arm pulled back the bloodstained curved blade 
of the iron chain, swung it backward half a circle, and then swung it out again with his downhand 
throwing method2, directly attacking Jing Li! 


[Note @): Generally, the throwing techniques of flying concealed weapons are divided into two types: 
"overhand" and "underhand". "Overhand" is a normal arm swing from top to bottom; "underhand" is 
the opposite, with the arm and wrist raised from bottom to top. J] 


Jing Li's left foot once again stomped, almost jumping out in a horizontal line, his right hand reached 
out, grabbed the hilt of the Japanese saber on the ground, and raised it in front of him. 
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The curved blade with the iron chain was aimed straight at Jing Li's face, but it was blocked by the 
saber's sheath, and the iron chain was rolled around the sheath and tightly entangled. 


Mei Xinshu pulled on the chain with all his might. At the same time, Jing Li kneeled down and turned his 
waist, pulling the hilt of his saber with his right hand. 


The four-foot saber with countless battle scars came out of its sheath. 


Jing Li half-kneeled on his side, his right arm raised the saber across his chest, and the tip of the 
Japanese sword was pointing directly at Mei Xinshu. 


Between the two of them, Xue Jiuniu, who had fallen to the ground, was covered in blood and did not 
move. 


Jing Li stopped laughing. 


"Now we are finally the only two left." His cold eyes stared at the black-clothed enemy: "This is what 
you wanted, right?" 


Mei Xinshu did not answer him, but only shook off the sheath of the saber that was wrapped around the 
chain, slowly took the chain back with both hands, and then stepped down from the saddle. 


The sun, still fierce, shone down on the blades of the two men. 


The summer wind blew through the field, and it was silent. 
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Lecture on the Sword Hall of the Great Dao Jin - 30 


From time to time, we see some high-level body jumping sports and performances, such as professional 
basketball's leaping slam dunk, gymnastics and dance somersaults. We often have the illusion that 
certain activities seem to violate physical gravity, such as extending the time in the air, staying in the air, 
etc. Second acceleration and exertion, etc. In fact, these movement effects are produced by a high 
degree of coordination of the body. In particular, all the muscles that are not used in the movements are 
placed in a state of complete relaxation and destrength, so that the transmission of power can be 
pushed to a more thorough level. 


The same is true for the basic principle of sacrificing one's life that Jing Li realized in a crisis. The so- 
called "sacrifice technique" is to completely ignore the physical consequences of the move or any 
subsequent moves, and put everything into the moment of the move. 


Since one hand and one leg of Jing's limbs were injured and unable to exert force, he simply relaxed half 
of the joint muscles and released their strength. Therefore, the power exploded from the intact right 
arm and left leg could be transmitted to the body without any reservation. The sword is drawn. For 
example, we often see professional basketball players flying and slam dunk. The movements are so fast 
and powerful, but basketball players always have to worry about the landing balance after dunking. 
Imagine if he doesn't even care about landing on the ground and uses the muscles used to prepare for 
landing. They are completely relaxed, and the power and speed of the aerial movements will be pushed 
to a higher point - of course, in reality, it is very difficult for people to overcome the horror of falling 
heavily. This is what is called true "sacrifice." 


Another key point of the Jing Li's sword move is the imbalance. Because he only uses one arm and leg, 
the muscle movement of his leaping movement is in a state of imbalance between the left and right. 
When the body is in the air, it naturally rotates in one direction. As long as he makes good use of this 
rotation force, he can add an extra layer of strength. Added to the slashing attack. This situation is like a 
throwing knife or a flying ax. Because the front and rear weights are uneven, it can spin at a very high 
speed when thrown. The force of hitting the target is much more violent and concentrated than a 
spinning object with an average weight. This is a knife move. The secret to running so fast. 


Of course, this kind of saber stance also has its difficulties: because it is a full-body rotating swing in the 
air, there is no way to look at the enemy to strike, and you can't rely on your eyes to aim at the target 
and judge the timing and distance as in a normal stance, and you need to rely on your other senses, 
intuition, experience, and even luck to compensate. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 82 Chapter 6 Blade Wind - Dream 


Meixinshu’s real name is Meixin. That name was changed by his master later when he was in Wudang 
Mountain. 


The former head of Wudang, Tie Qingzi/Gongsun Qing, is his nominal master. But the person he really 
regarded as his master was another person. 


He clearly remembered the day that changed his destiny: sixteen years ago, on the eighth day of March. 


At that time, Mei Xin was just a young gangster in Xiangyang City. There was no aura like today, nor the 
staggered scars on his face. 


There is only one special thing about Mei Xin: he likes to use ropes and stones when fighting. 


It's very simple. At both ends of a long rope, a stone as big as an egg is tied to each end. On the streets, 
many guys who were taller and more powerful than him were beaten with this simple and rare thing by 
him until they fell to the ground with bloody wounds. 


Of course he failed sometimes. Sometimes the opponent relied on his strong physique to withstand the 
flying rocks, or successfully avoided the first blow. Once he got into close range, Mei Xin's rope no 
longer worked, and then he had to be beaten. He was beaten until his nose was black and his eyes were 
swollen. When he was beaten up close, he never fought back, lying down like a turtle and letting others 
punch and kick him. 


Then when the next fight came, Mei Xin forgot about the failure last time and took out the rope tied 
with stones. Everyone in Xiangyang City knows that he is a weirdo among the gangsters. 


Only a few friends who grew up with Mei Xin know the origin of this flying rope: it was the only thing 
Mei Xin's father taught him during his lifetime. 
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It was said that his family used to be a martial arts family, and that they had produced some famous 
generals and dart masters on the frontier, and they were good at several martial arts skills; however, the 
skills were gradually lost, and in Mei Xin's generation, he had only learned this flying rope skill. Since he 
could not beat anyone even after practicing this skill, he had only one way to make a living: to use the 
flying rope to climb the wall and become a thief. 


As a result, when Mei Xin was fifteen years old, Mei's father was accidentally captured by the police, and 
then falsely accused of being a flower picker. He was beaten to death in the court while extracting a 
confession. 


Mei Xin, who lost her father, has been living on the streets since then. But he didn't follow his father's 
footsteps. He was determined to develop the flying rope technique inherited from his family into a real 
skill capable of beating people; to restore the prestige of his ancestors; and to let the world know that 
people with the surname Mei are not just thieves and cowards. 


Although the fights were won and lost, after a few years, the twenty-year-old Mei Xin finally gained 
some fame on the street. Because this zipline technique is so clever and beautiful that it is a bit like a 
vaudeville act. Every time Mei Xin invites someone to fight, many people gather to watch. 


On the eighth day of March, he collected another twenty cents and went out on his behalf to fight with 
the three brothers of the Mai family, who were famous gamblers in the city. This battle attracted nearly 
a hundred people in the city to gather on both sides of the street, ready to watch the show. 


The result was a disappointment to many, as the fight was short. Although Mei Xin made a move, the 
flying stone smashed the bridge of Mai Lao Er's nose beautifully, but Mai Lao San took the opportunity 
to rush forward. He had already known that Mei Xin was famous for using this weapon, so he prepared a 
bench. , hold it in front of you to block it. Mei Xin could only hit Mai Laosan's exposed legs, but he had to 
swing the flying rope twice to hit him, and then Mai Laosan had already thrown him to the ground. 


The three Mai brothers rushed forward and punched and kicked Mei Xin who was lying on the ground. 
Mei Xin still didn't dodge the counterattack, he just cowered and hid his hands under his body. The 
three brothers were tired from the beating, so they spat on him a few times and left. The other 
bystanders showed no interest and quickly dispersed. 
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Mei Xin slowly stood up, stretched his injured back, wiped off the mud and saliva on his body, and 
picked up the stone zipline that had fallen to the street, and was about to go home when he realized 
that there was still a man squatting by the side of the street looking at him. 


Mei Xin looked at this man, who was probably only a few years older than him. He was wearing a brown 
robe that looked like a Taoist priest. This man's hair was unkempt and his hair was curly and messy like 
layers of waves. The long hair in front half covered his eyes. 


There was a long cloth-wrapped object hanging diagonally behind this Taoist man. At first glance, he 
knew it was a weapon, and 90% of it was a long sword. Mei Xin was very surprised that someone was 
walking with a sharp knife in the streets of this city in broad daylight. 


"That rope of yours is so interesting." The man smiled and said to Mei Xin, "It was a beautiful fight. It's a 
pity that it couldn't kill anyone." 


Mei Xin looked at him in astonishment: "Kill someone?" He always only fought and never thought about 
killing people. But the Taoist in front of him said that he would take people's lives in an extremely 
ordinary way. 


"That's right." The young Taoist grabbed his curly hair and said lazily: "Because they couldn't kill the 
person, the two guys behind dared to rush over. If the first blow penetrated that person's head, you 
wouldn't defeat. Because they will all be afraid of you." 


Mei Xin stood and looked at the Taoist carefully, feeling like he was shocked by something. 


——This man is right. 


"Why did you huddle up and not fight back after that?" the man asked, putting his palms together in his 
sleeves. 


Mei Xin showed him his hands without any scars. 
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"Because | have to protect these hands. If | fight with them, | might win, but if | hurt my hand, | won't be 
able to use this zip line in the future. I'd rather lose." 


When the Taoist heard Mei Xin's answer, he jumped up and clapped his hands with joy. 


"This man is so fun!" He shouted to the back: "Master, | really want to take him back, okay?" 


Only then did Mei Xin realize that the place where this man was squatting was in front of a small 
teahouse. 


A figure opened the curtain and appeared from inside the door. 


All in white. The chest is embroidered with clear black and white Tai Chi marks. 


OOOO 


With just a few simple words, that Taoist became his senior brother. Mei Xin became Mei Xinshu, the 
disciple of Gongsun Qing, the current head of the Wudang Sect. The whole thing seemed to be very 
casual, and it was just that the "senior brother" thought his zip line was "interesting". Mei Xinshu didn't 
expect that Gongsun Qing didn't even ask a question at that time, and just agreed to the "senior 
brother's" request and took him back to Wudang Mountain. 


Twenty-year-old Mei Xinshu is the oldest among all the Wudang disciples who have just started in the 
same period. The aptitude for "innate power" usually appears in adolescence. Famous sects such as 
Wudang, which ranks among the "Nine Sects and Six Mountains", rarely include adults for entry, 
because those who start too late usually enter the country. It is limited, and it is a waste of the 
painstaking efforts and energy invested by the teacher. 


But later facts proved that "senior brother" brought Mei Xinshu back to Wudang Mountain not just for 
fun. 
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Mei Xinshu was able to keep up with Wudang's rigorous training and quickly mastered the basic skills of 
Wudang Martial Arts. Only a few people in the world can achieve this - "Senior Brother" sent a zip line 
from Mei Xin Tree, and it was already seen. His martial arts potential. And Master Gongsun Qing 
completely trusted the judgment of "senior brother". 


——He is a very powerful person. 


How powerful "Senior Brother" really is, Mei Xinshu only saw it for the first time a year after he started: 
that time "Senior Brother" got so excited that he personally went to "Xuanshi Martial Arts Field" to give 
guidance to the juniors of the same sect. Mei Xinshu, who was qualified to train in the martial arts field, 
was watching outside with a group of fellow disciples. As a result, they all looked in a cold sweat. 


That kind of swordsmanship can no longer be described as "powerful" - because he can't even 
understand it at all. He only knows that everyone on the battlefield is like a puppet to him. 


Mei Xinshu thought at that time: The future leader of Wudang Sect must be this "senior brother". 


Two years later, after Mei Xinshu completed the basic skills training, he would start to choose his own 
specialty to study. The Wudang sect has been established for nearly 200 years. Although swords are the 
most important weapon in the tradition of weapons, followed by swords and guns, there are also many 
external weapons of various sizes, such as long weapons, hooks, sickles, spears and swallows; short 
weapons such as Ziwu Yuanyang Yue, Hot wheels, wooden crutches and double daggers; heavy weapons 
such as maces and copper maces; hidden weapons such as flying swords and crescent darts; and even 
soft weapons such as nine-section steel whips, rope darts, long whips... and so on. 


Of course, Mei Xinshu didn't give it any thought, he was focused on completing the flying rope 
technique in his mind. For this purpose, he worked hard to practice various martial arts of the Wudang 
sect: the technique of swinging the whip to generate strength; the retraction and release changes of the 
rope dart; 


Throwing techniques of concealed weapons and distance measurement...and worked hard to integrate 
these skills into his family's Flying Rope. 


Because "Senior Brother" said "Your flying rope can't kill anyone", Mei Xinshu also suddenly realized: the 
real martial arts is not a street fight, it is life-threatening. As a result, the weight and lethality of the 
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weapons he used were greatly improved. The ropes became iron chains, and the stones were replaced 
by a pair of dart blades shaped like animal teeth. 


——tThe pair of curved-edged daggers with iron rings on the handles, according to fellow disciples, were 
left behind by a senior who accidentally died during training more than ten years ago. When Mei Xinshu 
was choosing weapons, he chose them at the first sight. 


However, Mei Xinshu's training journey encountered a bottleneck. Although the Wudang Sect has a 
large number of people, there are still only a few people who practice this type of throwing soft 
weapons. There are few people practicing, and there are naturally few people practicing professionally. 
There are not many fellow students who can give guidance to Mei Xinshu and hone his skills with him, 
which has become one of the obstacles. 


But the biggest problem Mei Xinshu faces is not this, but his own heart. 


For many years, he had been practicing the light and non-lethal stone flying ropes. Suddenly he switched 
to iron chains and steel blades. When he practiced the control of retracting and releasing, he still 
couldn't get rid of the deep fear. Every time he increased the intensity and speed of his exercises to the 
highest level and practiced more dangerous moves, he couldn't suppress the instinctive reaction of 
briefly closing his eyes to dodge when faced with the sharp steel flying back towards him, and he often 
failed to complete the moves. 


Mei Xinshu was troubled by this. But he was unwilling to give up. He has invested too much of his life in 
this martial arts. But that's just one step away... 


——lf | can’t become a master with this martial arts, | might as well not become a master at all! 


The sixth year of climbing Wudang Mountain. One night, Mei Xinshu was alone in the empty martial arts 
training ground, practicing this weapon that he had never been able to conquer. 


That night, "senior brother" also passed by and showed up. He was accompanied by four fellow 
disciples. Mei Xinshu recognized these senior brothers. This group of people always walked together 
with the "senior brothers", just like forming a clique. Among them was Wu Jihong, who was 
astonishingly tall and thin, with a bald head and several curses tattooed on his face. His appearance was 


1398 


very conspicuous. Mei Xinshu knew that he, like his "senior brother", also belonged to the "First Snake 
Path". 


But no matter who "senior brother" walks with, he is always the first person who attracts the most 
attention when he looks at her. 


Mei Xinshu nodded and saluted the seniors, and then practiced the iron chain flying blade with sweat. 
"Senior Brother" stopped and stood looking at him. Mei Xinshu was very anxious, not wanting his 
"senior brother" to see his ugly face when he was afraid of the flying blade rewinding - if there was only 
one person in the world that Mei Xinshu didn't want to let him down, that person was his "senior 
brother". 


After watching for a while, "Senior Brother" approached with his companions. 


"Brother wizard, give him a packet of medicine." 


Wu Jihong next to him agreed, stretched out his big palm, took out a small red paper bag from under his 
belt, smiled strangely, and handed it to Mei Xinshu. 


"Eat it and you won't be afraid." After saying this, "Senior Brother" left with his fellow disciples. 


Mei Xinshu opened the paper package. There are about a dozen small pills inside. 


He picked one up with his fingers. Thinking of the encouraging look in his "senior brother's" eyes just 
now, he put the unknown pill into his mouth without hesitation. 


OOOO 


In the next three years, Mei Xinshu received more and more new scars on his face, and one of his eyelids 
was nearly blinded. People outside Wudang Mountain would think that these scars were caused by his 
opponents during competition training, but in fact they were all records left by his own weapons. 
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After two more years, the scars on Mei Xinshu's face did not increase. He also wore the black uniform of 
Wudang's Soldier's Crow Road. 


In these days, Mei Xinshu also began to get together with his "senior brothers" and his group. He rarely 
spoke, just listening to what his "senior brother" said. "Senior Brother" privately often mocked the 
Wudang Clan and his master Gongsun Qing. Mei Xinshu felt very strange. 


"What's the difference between us and a group of monkeys in the mountains?" "Senior Brother" said 
this most often: "Obviously we have more power than others, but we don't try to win the glory of the 
world. What's the point?" 


Every time "senior brother" said something like this, the fellow disciples around him would become very 
excited. The group of them would gather quietly in the woods in the back mountain from time to time 
and take medicines of unknown origin together, so their mood was always high. Later, Mei Xinshu 
learned that these medicines came from the material-transfer medicine prescriptions that "senior 
brother" stole from the forbidden warehouse of "True Immortal Palace" and gave them to Wu Jihong to 
secretly prepare them in the elixir shop. 


After hearing what "senior brother" said, Mei Xinshu didn't quite understand: "Didn't Master say that if 
our Wudang Sect prepares for a few more years, we will declare a challenge to the entire martial arts 
world and declare that we are 'invincible'?" 


"Senior Brother" stretched out his palm with a strange triangular tattoo and brushed his wavy hair like a 
bunch of clouds with an expression that seemed to sneer at this. 


"Master is an old fool. This world is much bigger than the martial arts world." 


Mei Xinshu couldn't help being surprised when she heard "senior brother" scolding his master Gongsun 
Qing so openly. 


"Junior Brother Mei, are we going to pursue becoming the strongest people?" "Senior Brother" 
continued: "Then do you think that if you want to kill someone one day, you will do it yourself? Or just 
say a word and someone will kill him. The heads are sent to you, which one is stronger? " 
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Mei Xinshu shrugged his eyebrows. He had been on the street before, so of course he understood what 
he said. He himself has helped others fight many times for money. He thought of his father again. None 
of the officials and local tycoons could defeat his father in a single fight, but his father could not resist 
and was beaten to death by these people... 


The power. 


"But..." Mei Xinshu asked again: "Doesn't this violate our Wudang precepts?" 


The third of the "Three Precepts of Wudang", "Ignore the temptation of fame, status and wealth... seek 
your own way in heaven and earth", which prohibits Wudang disciples from exchanging martial arts for 
worldly power, status and wealth. 


"Bullshit." "Senior Brother" stood up and said decisively: "When | become the leader, the first thing | will 
do is to abolish this commandment." 


"Senior brother," these words were simply rebellious, but the magnanimity with which he said them 
made Mei Xinshu unable to help but be impressed. 


"Didn't you say that you want to be ‘invincible’? If there is someone in the world that you cannot kill, 
there is one thing that you cannot get your hands on, and there is a place that you cannot go to, what 
kind of real ‘invincibility in the world' is this?" 


Mei Xinshu saw the figure of "senior brother" standing on the rock, exuding a kingly aura that looked 
down on the world. 


"Senior brother, you don't want to... be the emperor, right?... 


"Who is the emperor?" "Senior Brother" raised his fist to the sky: "| want to be a god." 
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Next to him, Wu Jihong patted his bald head excitedly. At this time, he was already wearing the uniform 
of "Brown Snake" just like his "senior brother". 


"Give me all my desires." He raised the volume of the Wu Vi Jiao scripture in his hand that was also 
stolen from the forbidden warehouse: "The sun and the moon shine together!" 


"Senior Brother" shook his head: "I don't want to wait for the 'achievement of a thousand lifetimes’ 
after death. If | want to be a god, | have to do it in this life." 


"Senior brother" is simply a lunatic, Mei Xinshu thought. But he is a madman that one has to believe. 


——Follow this person and | will get the glory | want. 


At that moment, Mei Xinshu made up her mind. 


OOOO 


More than two years later, Master Gongsun Qingxian passed away. But in the end, "senior brother" only 
became the deputy head. 


Then "that thing" happened. Mei Xinshu and his companions could no longer see their imprisoned 
"senior brother". 


On the same night that the incident happened, Wu Jihong came to find the Meixinshu - the Meixinshu 
was shocked at the time, because Wu Jihong, with his "Brown Snake" level Qinggong, was able to sneak 
up behind the Meixinshu and attack those within reach. The distance was only noticed by Mei Xinshu. 


"Everyone else has left." Wu Jihong said coldly. His face, blackened with charcoal, was half hidden in the 
darkness, and his pair of monster-like big eyes reflected the moonlight at night. 
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Mei Xinshu, who was covered in cold sweat, looked at Wu Jihong with the iron chain flying blade that 
was about to be launched. | saw that he was carrying baggage for a long journey on his back and waist, 
and there was a long cloth bag hanging behind him. 


"I'm only asking once: Do you want to come with me?" 


Wu Jihong stared at the plum heart tree when he asked. His usual behavior is a bit crazy, but his eyes 
are very eager at this moment, and he is really eager for Mei Xinshu to agree. 


"Does it make sense?" Mei Xinshu lowered his scarred eyes. 


Wu Jihong took off the long cloth bag from his back and took off the cloth cover. Mei Xinshu recognized 
it as "senior brother's" sword. 


"When we get outside, we will practice what he said." Wu Jihong said firmly: "To seize the power of the 
world." 


"If he can't do it, just the two of us..." 


"Do you think it is the fate of a man like him to be imprisoned for his whole life?" Wu Jihong stroked the 
Wudang sword and said, "| hope that on the day he comes out of the mountain, | have done the best for 
him. Prepare to let him recover these lost days." 


Mei Xinshu was moved. He recalled the first time he met his elder brother in Xiangyang. He also recalled 
the arrogant figure standing on the mountain rock that day, raising his fist to the sky. 


Mei Xinshu reached out his hand and shook it firmly with Wu Jihong, later to be known as the King of 
Dragon Magic. 


"Do you want to take anything with you?" Wu Jihong asked. "I can wait for you to pack." 


1403 


"This is enough." 


Mei Xinshu raised the chain in his hand. 


"Anyway, when | came to Wudang Mountain, | only brought this one thing with me." 


OOOO 


At this moment, Mei Xinshu took the only thing he had brought from Wudang Mountain and walked 
towards Jing Li step by step, stopping about two feet in front of him. 


Jing Li was still half-kneeling, hanging the heavy Japanese sword to the ground, trying to let his already 
overloaded left leg rest fora moment longer. He adjusted his breathing at the same time, trying to 
recover the energy consumed by the sacrificial blow just now. 


Jing Li watched the approaching Mei Xinshu closely, and at the same time used the corner of his eyes to 
pay attention to Xue Jiuniu, who was lying between the two of them. He caught a glimpse of the boy 
struggling slowly on the ground, unable to even sit up. The painful coughing sound sounded like 
vomiting, and it could be heard that he was vomiting blood. 


Jing Li had already seen Mei Xin Shu's flying strike from his horse earlier and knew how heavy and 
violent it was. Even if Xue Jiuniu hadn't been hit, his body wouldn't be able to hold out for long. 


--The longer it drags on here, the slimmer his chances of making it back to the county town alive. 


However, it is precisely because of the urgency of the situation that he should not put his anxiety on his 
face. Jing Li didn't look at Xue Jiuniu for this very reason. 


"What did you mean when you said this was what | wanted?" Mei Xinshu asked coldly from a distance. 
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"Ever since last night, you have wanted to challenge me." Jing Li replied, "Otherwise you wouldn't have 
just asked those two guys to fight." 


"| don't want to challenge you to a duel. | just don't think it's worth joining in." Mei Xinshu couldn't help 
but fell silent. Facts have proved that his judgment was wrong: he thought that there was only an enemy 
with half a life left in front of him, but it turned out that two of his subordinates became dead, while the 
opponent was still breathing. 


"Is this the same thing?" Jing Xi bared his teeth: "I know why. Because in your heart, you are always a 
Wudang disciple." 


This sentence spoke to Mei Xinshu's deep thoughts, and he couldn't deny it. It's been a long time since 
anyone called him "Wudang Disciple". 


There was a strange feeling of nostalgia in his heart. 


After Mei Xinshu left Wudang Mountain, he occasionally heard the news of Wudang's Soldier's Crow 
Road's expedition. He had no regrets about not being able to follow them as they fought against martial 
artists from all over the world. 


"But | don't understand." Jing Li added, "You don't seem like someone who would follow these people 
to do evil. Why? Money? Women?" 


This deeply irritated Mei Xinshu. He had helped his brother, King of Dragon Magic, to expand his power, 
and although he had never been personally involved in burning, killing, looting, extorting money through 
the use of the "Imitation Immortal Sanctuary", or collecting the heads of the "Younus", he was not so 
naive as to think that his hands were clean. He didn't deny that he was corrupt, but in his heart, he kept 
thinking that there was a reason to be blameless. 


——All this is to prepare for the resurrection of that person. | don't care if I'm viewed as a devil as long 
as it's for him. 


——But don’t use those small desires to measure what | do. It insulted me and it insulted him. 
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"There are some things that | don't want people to understand." 


As Mei Xinshu spoke, he danced the curved iron chain blade with his right hand, spinning it in small 
circles beside him, gradually speeding up. 


Jing Li knew the conversation was over. He dragged the Japanese sword and slowly straightened his legs 
to stand up. 


Mei Xinshu, who was wielding the chain, stepped forward again. 


The most overwhelming advantage of the iron chain flying blade is naturally its long distance. Jing Li had 
received two attacks from him, and knew that he always chose to launch the attack at a distance of 
about one and a half feet, which should be the longest killing distance of this weapon - even if he missed 
the attack and the enemy rushed straight towards him, he would still have more power. time distance 
for the second attack. 


--Jing Li's estimation is very close to the truth: the Meixinshu's chain is 17 feet long, with about 3 feet 
reserved for maneuvering between hands, which, combined with the length of the curved blade itself, 
gives him a range of attack of about 15 feet. 


Jing Li himself had also used similar weapons, but they were not as powerful as Meixinshu's, and the 
chain was mainly for disturbing the enemy. He thought that this person must have devoted himself to 
training this weapon for a long time to achieve such accomplishments. Even Mr. Feihong's "Heart- 
Destroying Flying Lao" among the "Eight Great Skills" did not know if he could compete with this flying 
blade. 


At this moment, he only had a Japanese sword in his hand. Although it was longer than the previous 
machete, it was still far from the long chain of the enemy in front of him. 


If Jing Li had two blades, he could have sacrificed one of them to entangle the chain, and then use the 
other one to win the battle, but now Jing Li only had one arm left. 
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Jing Li took a closer look at the chain between Mei Xin Shu's two hands, it was actually thinner than his 
little finger - 17 feet long, of course, it couldn't be made too thick, otherwise it would be too heavy to fly 
far, and the length would be meaningless. 


Jing Li thought to himself: "If you use the power of the saber, it's not impossible to cut it off in the air. 


But no. There was no follow-up to that skill of risking everything. Either don't use it, and once you use it, 
it must be used to kill the enemy and win the battle. It cannot be used to cut iron chains, it can only be 
used to cut the enemy. 


How to counter the long-distance first strike of Mei Xin Shu has become a big problem for Jing Li. 


The attack was coming soon. Mei Xinshu took one more step forward. 


There was an invisible one and a half feet killing circle around him, and the edge of the circle was 
gradually approaching Jing Li. 


Mei Xinshu was not the least bit anxious. He knew that the situation was on his side. As long as he 
adjusted his pace and distance properly, and gave a definite shot of the skill he had honed since 
childhood, it would all be over. 


--You did not fall from the cliff to death, and endured until here to die in my hands, it is also a kind of 
happiness. 


He was already close to 18 feet. Jing Li crouched down and leaned forward again, with his arm below his 
saber, in the same ready stance as before. 


Mei Xinshu did not raise an eyebrow as he watched. 


--It was the same as the other party's stance. 
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Jing Li quickly glanced at Xue Jiuniu. He saw that his breathing on his back was weak. A large pool of 
blood was spreading out from underneath his body. 


There were only two things Jing Li could call "advantages" at this moment: one was that he had 
retrieved his familiar and longer blade; and the other was that Mei Xinshu had been distracted earlier 
and had not seen how his flying and whirling saber move had been made. 


Xue Jiuniu had traded blood for these two things. 


--For his sake, he must win. 


This was the first time in Jing Li's life that he felt such a strong desire to win because of another person. 


Obviously, he was at an extremely dangerous disadvantage, but Jing Li felt an unprecedented tranquility 
in his heart. 


Because this time, he wasn't fighting only for himself. 


Mei Xinshu approached again. Seventeen feet. The spinning chain in his hand accelerated again. 


Jing Li's crouching posture with his saber hanging down was like a beast in the mountains and fields, 
with no trace of his usual hard work in practicing his stances, but seemed to be entirely out of wild 
instincts. 


It was a Saber posture that was in harmony with the nature of heaven and earth. 


However, this did not mean that Jing Li had no thoughts in his mind. His strongest weapon is not in his 
arms and legs, but hidden inside his braided brain. Wisdom and experience. 
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He thought and estimated the way the Mei Xin Shu would fight from moment to moment, looking for a 
narrow path to victory. 


A path that no one can guarantee exists. But if you don't look for it, you will never find it. 


Jing Li's eyes suddenly lit up in this moment. 


--It was like seeing a ray of light at the bottom of the abyss. 


At the same time, Mei Xinshu accelerated his pace and ran forward, completing the remaining two feet 
of distance. 


He utilized the momentum of his run to tilt his body, turn his waist, and pull his arms. 


Fifteen feet. Exactly. 


Jing Li was already in the invisible killing circle. 


But he kept his posture unchanged. 


--Come on! 


The iron chain that had been spinning for a long time came out of Meixinshu's right palm and shot out 
almost in a perfect straight line! 


The ferocious curved blade, whose shape could not be seen due to its speed, seemed to have turned 
into pure energy. 


Jing Li raised his saber at the same time! 
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However, the movement of his saber was very strange, it was not like the usual blocking movement of 
his whole body, only the shoulder, elbow and wrist joints of his right arm were moving, his legs, feet, 
waist and neck were all frozen in their original positions, not moving at all. 


——In general martial arts, the whole body needs to be coordinated and coordinated to achieve "energy 
strength", which is naturally not easy; but it is also extremely difficult for someone like him to be able to 
move one limb independently without affecting the rest of the body. The performance of advanced 
training. 


Jing Li tried his best to maintain his original posture, so that he could activate the sacrificial sword 
technique at any time. 


The rapid iron chain flew towards him! 


The sharp sound of metal interlacing. 


The Japanese sword used the base of the blade close to the handle, from bottom to top, against the 
front end of the flying iron chain for five inches! 


If this was a spear thrusting at him, this block would be enough to deflect it toward the head; but if it 
was a soft weapon like an iron chain, this block would not be able to withstand all the energy. The 
tooth-shaped curved blade at the front still passed over the Japanese knife and cut towards Jingli's face! 


In order to maintain his posture, Jing Li leaned forward with his upper body and head still in place, and 
received the blow with unshakable courage! 


- A huge gamble. 


The curved blade slashed hard, scraping diagonally between Jing Li's eyebrows and the bridge of his 
nose, and several braids were cut off in the air. A trail of blood burst out in the center of his face, from 
above his left eyebrow to below his right eye! 
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Because the Japanese sword blocked the iron chain, the sharp edge of the curved blade only broke half 
of the flesh. If it goes any deeper, it will definitely be fatal! 


Jing Li accepted the cold blade's cut with a face, his head and neck did not flinch at all, and his eyes were 
still looking straight ahead. There are not many people in the world with such a steely spiritual will. 


The bloody curved blade continued to fall, wrapping around the Japanese sword twice before the 
remaining force was stopped. 


Mei Xinshu used a soft weapon, and could not tell the depth of the hit target from the touch of his 
hands. He only saw blood splattered on Jing Jing's face, and then the iron chain was wrapped around the 
opponent's weapon. He ignored the opponent's life and death and lowered his horse stance with both 
hands. He pulled hard and tried to snatch Jing Li's knife in the same way as last night. 


And this is exactly what Jing crackLi is waiting for. 


It was activated. 


The three major joints of Jing's left leg exploded with great instantaneous force, which was transmitted 
upward, and his body was immediately ejected forward! 


This time, Jing Li's jump was even more different from the previous one: Jing Li's jump was also matched 
with the force of Mei Xinshu's violent pulling of the iron chain! 


--The use of the enemy's power was the inspiration Jing Li had drawn from Wudang's Tai Chi Fist. The 
techniques were different, but the principles were the same. 


Jing Li had experienced Mei Xin Shu's pulling power last night and had to give up his Yan Ling saber 
because of it, so he knew that his arm strength was very heavy and strong; at this moment, he utilized 
this power and jumped forward together with his mobilization, and his soeed and momentum were 
much swifter than the first time! 
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However, this power was not enough to send Jing Li's strong and powerful body to Mei Xinshu, who was 
about ten and a half feet away, in one breath. 


Mei Xinshu had never seen Jing Li's jump before, so he was surprised by this. However, he was unusually 
calm - this set of iron chain flying blades of his had its own method of combat. 


Jing Li flew over, and at the same time, he brought back a large part of the iron chain that Mei Xinshu 
had released. 


In other words, he could throw the other side of the chain again. 


Jing Li's body also spun when he jumped this time. The difference was that last time, it was a left-right 
flat spin, but this time, it became an up-down flip! 


Seeing that his body had shrunk into a ball shape in the air, he had already flipped forward to the 
bottom of his head and the top of his feet, exposing his entire back to Mei Xinshu's eyes. From any 
martial arts perspective, there was no worse stance. 


As the enemy was showing his weakest form, Mei Xinshu reacted with the trained response of a martial 
artist, and without hesitation fired the curved blade of his left hand, striking at the back of Jing Li, who 
was approaching to within seven feet! 


This was not an emergency response, but a second strike that Mei Xinshu had already prepared for. 
Although it was not as powerful as the first strike, the distance had been reduced by half, so the second 
strike could be more precise, and the action of firing could be less predictable. 


A strong first strike to suppress, and a precise second strike to kill. This was the true essence of the Mei 
family's Flying Rope Technique, and it was also the perfect combination for Mei Xinshu to win. 


However, he had underestimated the power of Jing Li's saber. 
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Although Jing Li's leaping power could not send his saber far enough to reach Mei Xinshu, the speed at 
which his whole body rolled over was astonishing. 


It was like a swirling tidal wave. 


Although Jing Li was in a field without a single drop of water, in this short moment, it seemed as if 
everything around him had turned into deep blue in his eyes. 


He "borrowed" the image of a thousand hectares of huge waves, as if his body was weightless, and he 
rode the waves as they came. 


--His momentum was so strong that even Mei Xinshu could faintly feel his ocean tide illusion! 


By the time the second curved blade reached Jing Li's body two feet in front of him, he had already 
completely flipped back. The curved blade flew towards him. 


Jing Li had already taken advantage of that flip to raise his right hand saber behind his left shoulder. 


Jing Li's body and Mei Xinshu's flying blade met at high speed! 


Such a short moment could not be captured by anyone's eyes - not even those who possessed the realm 
of "Sword of Yao Dazzle". 


Even if Jing Li could, he couldn't see it at the moment. The blood on his brow seeped into his eyes. 


But he didn't have to look. Because he trusted Mei Xin Shu. 


Trusted his martial artist nature. And the paracord. 
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Jing Li was convinced that the second curved blade of Mei Xin Shu would be aimed at the center of his 
back - the most difficult place to defend on the human body. No warrior can resist such temptation. 


[Note (1): The center of a person’s back is the most difficult part to touch, and therefore the most 
difficult to defend. J 


Therefore, Jing Li only did a very simple thing: without looking, he chopped down at the center of his 
undershirt, which he had just revealed! 


Avery big gamble. But it was also a calculated gamble. 


The second saber was more mature than the first: the force was more fully transmitted, the unused 
muscles were more relaxed - in short, the human saber was one. 


In this simple and unadorned blade, Jing Li had abandoned all techniques. But at the same time, it was 
also the sum of all the techniques he had learned. 


The blade of the Japanese saber once again disappeared due to the extreme speed. 


Even under the sunny afternoon sky, the sparks that exploded were still brilliant and clear. It was like 
another flash of sunlight under the sun. 


The curved blade shot by Mei Xinshu was accurately cut by the Japanese saber and flew back in the 
opposite direction! 


Mei Xinshu practiced this iron chain flying blade and faced the risk of the blade rebounding towards him 
countless times, leaving scars on his face one after another. But no matter how experienced he is, it is 
impossible for him to react at this moment. 


Too fast. 
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Mei Xinshu's scarred eyelids didn't even have time to blink, and the curved blade with the chain had 
already penetrated into his chest! 


Jing Li fell to the ground one step ahead of Mei Xin Shu. This time, he flipped even more violently and 
fell even harder, and his face, which had just been slashed diagonally and drenched in blood, crashed 
into the sandy soil, almost unconscious. 


His saber, like the last time, was too much for him and flew away. The saber, still wrapped in its chain, 
fell to the ground, and there was a curl in the blade, showing how fierce the blow had been in the air. 


Mei Xinshu, who had been defeated by his own blade, fell stiffly on his back. The curved blade went 
deep into his black chest and lungs, straight down to the handle. Blood gushed from his mouth like a 


spring. 


Jing Li strenuously climbed up, but did not even look at this difficult to defeat the strong enemy a glance, 
turning his legs half walking half jumping to Xue Jiuniu body. 


He knelt down beside him and cautiously turned Xue Jiuniu's body over with one arm. 


Jing Li felt that this kid's body was completely paralyzed, not responding at all, and if not for his weak 
breathing, he would have thought that he had become a corpse. 


Xue Jiuniu slightly opened his eyes. His mouth babbled slowly. 


Jing Li put his ear next to his mouth. 


"Did you win? ...... 


Jing Li nodded vigorously. 


Xue Jiuniu smiled and closed his eyes tiredly. 
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"Don't sleep! Let's go home! Jing Li shouted excitedly. Xue Jiuniu opened his eyes again, but he didn't 
have the strength to nod, so he could only slightly lift the corners of his mouth again. 


Jing Li thought for a while and found a way to take Xue Jiuniu back to the city on his horse. He picked up 
the Japanese saber and its sheath that were left on the ground, and went to get the long iron chain from 
the Mei Xin Shu. 


It was only then that Jing Li looked down at Mei Xinshu, who was still breathing. Mei Xinshu's eyes were 
out of focus and he didn't seem to see him. 


Jing Li was about to pull the curved blade out of Mei Xin Shu's chest, but upon closer inspection, he 
realized that the chain was connected to the saber's hilt by an iron ring. It seemed that the curved blade 
could be removed at any time to be used as a saber, which was Mei Xinshu's last resort. 


--If he didn't have too much confidence in the Flying Chain and kept the curved blade as a short weapon, 
| would be the one on the ground right now. 


Jing Li unlocked the clasp and removed the chain, leaving the curved blade inside Mei Xin Shu's body, 
giving him alittle more time to live. 


--lf there is an afterlife, don't be such a fool anymore. 


Jing Li attached the saber to Xue Jiuniu's back and wrapped the chain around him and the saber, thus 
supporting and securing his body. After lifting him onto Mei Xin Shu's horse, Jing Li also straddled his 
back, and with the remaining iron chain, he entangled Xue Jiu Niu with his own incapable left arm and 
held him tightly in his arms. 


"Don't die." Jing Li said, inserting the seized machete between the leather ropes on the side of the 
saddle and urging his horse to leave at full speed northwest. 
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Mei Xinshu was still lying in the open field, waiting for his last breath. The summer wind blew on his 
face, bringing with it fine sand. He looked up at the clear sky, but his lingering consciousness returned to 
the night he left Wudang. 


It was dawn after we got down the mountain. Mei Xinshu looked back and saw the dawn-glooming line 
of Wudang Mountain for the last time, thinking of the man imprisoned in the mountain, and imagining 
the glory that would one day welcome his comeback. 


One day in the future. Step on Mount Wudang again. 


Mei Xinshu closed her eyelids comfortingly. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 83 Chapter 7 Group of Heroes Gathering 
for Justice 


Sloping westward day by day, it falls on the green city wall to the south of Luling County. 


On top of the closed city gate, a figure was sitting cross-legged and meditating quietly, holding a staff in 
his left hand, and his body was glowing with gold and copper. From a distance, it looks like there is a 
bronze Buddha statue guarding the entrance on the top of the city wall. 


It was Yuan Xing. His hair and beard have been shaved clean again. Although a thin layer of stubble grew 
again on the way from Cheqgian Village to here, he finally looked like a monk. He also changed into a 
clean monk's robe and wore a full "half-body bronze armor". He sat cross-legged and looked into the 
distance outside the city, half of his face filled with the majesty of justice. 


When he came to the county town, he really learned from Tong Jing how evil the demon kings were, 
and he regretted not getting rid of the ten disciples of the kings in Cheqian Village. 


——| will never be soft-hearted again. Mercy is not reserved for such evil people. Let them repent slowly 
after being reincarnated as beasts and hungry ghosts. 


At this time, Yuan Xing saw a lone shadow approaching the city in the distance to the southeast. 


——Only one rider...a spy? ... 


Yuan Xing stood up. On the wall behind him, more than twenty county residents were crouching, all 
holding bamboo spears and hatchets in their hands, and they all looked nervous. In order to prevent the 
enemy from seeing that the county town was preparing for resistance, they all lowered their bodies and 
could not be seen from outside the city. 


"Master, what should we... do..." A farmer in his forties, with all his teeth chipped, asked with a 
trembling voice. 
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"Don't be afraid. Just listen to me." Yuanxing turned her head and said to them. 


What the monk said was not a Buddhist verse, but when the county people heard his voice, they 
couldn't help but feel a sense of peace in their hearts. However, every time Yuan Xing turned his face to 
the side and showed half of the evil aspects of Yaksha, he taught them It was chilling to watch. 


Shaolin monk. To the ordinary people in this small place, they are like characters in mythology. 


Yuan Xing put her palms on her thick eyebrows to block the sun, and monitored the riding shadow that 
was getting closer and closer. There seemed to be two people sitting immediately. As he ran closer, 
Yuan Xing finally identified who the man on the horse was. 


"Open the city gate quickly!" Yuan Xing shouted to the bottom behind the wall, and then threw a long 
rope fixed at the top of the wall in front. Holding an eyebrow-level stick in one hand and pulling the rope 
in the other, he jumped from the ten-foot-high city wall. . 


Although Yuan Xing's body was strong and strong, his movement of swimming down the rope was very 
fast. As soon as he stepped on the wall and then let go of the rope, he landed in the open space in front 
of the city gate and stood there. The city gate behind him has also been opened slightly. 


"We're here, look!" 


From the saddle, Jing Li shouted into Xue Jiuniu's ears with all his strength, but he received no answer. 
He could feel the young man's body in his arms getting cold. 


Jing Li tried his best to urge his horse to speed up. Mei Xin Shu's horse was indeed one of the best, 
carrying the two of them at a fast pace, but the anxious Jing Li wished it had four more legs. 


After a series of fights and fatigue, and then having to hold Xue Jiuniu for a long time and ride at full 
speed, Jing Li's physical strength had reached its limit, and when the horse reached the door, his body 
was already on the verge of collapsing. 
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Yuan Xing could see that he could no longer support himself, so he immediately threw away his Qi Mei 
Stick and ran forward. The horse had been trained by the horse thieves under Huo Yao Hua's command, 
and not only did it not panic and slow down, but also lowered its head and dipped its head towards the 
door. 


As soon as Yuan Xing let his body to the left, he opened his arms in time and caught Jing Li and Xue 
Jiuniu who fell out of the saddle, and then gently unloaded them onto the ground. 


"Save him ...... " Jing Li reunites with Yuan Xing and instead of his usual smile, he groans and pleads with 
him. 


When Yuan Xing saw the blood on Jing Hui's face, he knew something was unusual, so he untied the 
chains that tied the two of them, checked Xue Jiuniu's condition, and found that he was breathing out 
more than he was breathing in. Yuan Xing touched his blood-stained back, his thick eyebrows furrowed 
into a thin line. 


Without saying anything, Yuan Xing took out a small cloth bag from his arms. In addition to his Shaolin 
Temple certificate, there was also a small wooden bottle. He opened the cork of the bottle, poured out 
a black mud ball that was thinner than his little finger, crushed it into three smaller pieces with his 
fingers, fed it into Xue Jiuniu's mouth, and then massaged his throat and chest vigorously to help him 
swallow the medicine. 


A dozen county citizens carrying weapons had already run out of the city gate. They were surprised to 
see Jing Xiashi in this state and hurriedly brought him a bamboo tube filled with water to feed him. 


Yuan Xing held Xue Jiuniu with one arm and rubbed his heart with the other. After taking the medicine, 
Xue Jiuniu's pale face quickly regained some color. 


What Yuan Xing fed him was the life-extending elixir "Ananda Pill" from the Shaolin Temple. Due to the 
difficulty in refining it, it was not given away to outsiders and was only given to the monks and disciples 
in the temple for emergency use. Such a small, mud-like ball is hard to find in the outside world, and 
Yuanxing only has two in this portable wooden bottle. He and Xue Jiuniu didn't know each other, but 
when he saw Jing Li's expression of asking for help, Yuan Xing administered the precious elixir without 
asking a question. 
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"Is Brother Jing back?" Tong Jing's joyful voice came from the other side of the city gate: "Brother Jing, 
did you see it? Even the monks are here, and we have another reinforcement! And Lord Wang and the 
others - —" Halfway through her words, she ran over and saw the tragic situation of Jing Li, and she 
immediately covered her mouth in shock. 


Yan Heng and Lian Feihong also arrived. The two of them both stepped forward, supporting Jing Hui 
from left to right and sitting up. 


Jing Li drank three bamboo tubes of water and regained his energy a little. He saw that Yan Heng and 
Mr. Feihong were covered with bandaged wounds, especially Mr. Feihong's right hand was seriously 
injured. He already knew that a fierce fight had occurred in the city during his absence last night. But 
Jing Li didn't ask a question, he just looked at Xue Jiuniu next to him, whose eyes were still closed. 


Yan Heng had been with Jing Li for the longest time. Usually, even in such a situation, Jing Li would 
always be able to say a few words of laughter or encouragement, but now he was so silent, Yan Heng 
also felt sad. 


"It's better to move him to the inn first and then take care of him." Yuan Xing said, and ordered the 
county people to bring wooden boards that served as shields, and lifted Xue Jiuniu up with all hands and 
feet. 


Jing Li also followed into the city gate with the support of Yan Heng and Lian Feihong. As he moved, the 
contusions on his left shoulder and right knee immediately became apparent. Yan Heng couldn't help 
but frown. 


——When he was riding a horse, he must have been in excruciating pain every step he took, but he kept 
walking back... 


Tong Jing picked up the cracked saber and led his horse behind the others. 


It was seen that the original road inside the city gate had tall bamboo rafts built on both sides, 
narrowing the road and creating a twisty corner in the middle. They were built on the order of Wang 
Shouren and supervised by his Confucian disciples. The purpose of this narrow passage is to introduce 
enemies and then ambush them from both sides. It is especially difficult to evade at corners. It is the 


easiest and cheap defense fortification with readily available materials. 
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When everyone walked into the city, they saw that many streets and alleys were filled with debris. The 
purpose was to turn the original roads extending in all directions into a maze, so that the intruder 
groups would get lost and dispersed, and then they would ambush and defeat them one by one. 


When they arrived at the "Fuchang Inn", they immediately placed Xue Jiuniu on a wooden bed in the 
hall. 


Rescuing injuries from injuries is a compulsory skill for Shaolin monks. Although Wan Xing is only 
interested in martial arts and has little interest in medical skills, he was forced to learn some basic skills - 
this "skin" is already much better than the common folk art of bone setting and rescuing injuries. 


Wan Xing checked Xue Jiuniu's back injury again, and Lao Jianghu Lian Feihong also joined in to help heal 
the wounds on the flesh and skin that had been split by the curved blade. 


Jing Li sat on another bed next to him, but refused to lie down. 


Tong Jing brought a basin of water with a cloth soaked in it, and was about to wash the wounds on 
Brother Jing's face when a tall figure appeared behind her. 


"let me." 


Hu Linglan took the water basin from Tong Jing's hand and walked to Jing Li on crutches. 


Her palms, which had become rough from too much sword practice, took out a cloth and twisted it 
twice, then gently wiped the wound between Jing's eyebrows. 


Hu Linglan hadn't slept since she fought against the enemy last night. It wasn't until Yuanxing arrived in 
the afternoon to take over her duty of guarding the city gate that she rested in the room above the inn, 
so she didn't know Jing Li was back until now. 
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Hu Linglan carefully wiped the cemented blood scab on Jingcha, and the path cut by the Mei's flying 
blade gradually appeared. Seeing him suffer such dangerous trauma, Hu Linglan was shocked, closed her 
eyes and took a breath before continuing to clean him. 


"| should have gone with you." 


Hu Linglan said, replacing another dry cloth to dry Jing Li's wound. 


She expected Jing Li to answer her, "Don't be silly, if you go with me, there will be no one to defend the 
city." She also expected him to take a look at the wound on her body. But he didn't answer, nor did his 
eyes leave Xue Jiuniu. 


Without words, Hu Linglan applied the herbal medicine and wrapped a piece of cloth diagonally around 
his face. 


Yuan Xing also came over and lifted up his Jing Li's left arm, "Okay, now it's your turn." 


"Don't worry about me, treat him first!" Jing Li spoke for the first time since he entered the city. 


"I've done all | can do." Yuan Xing looked back at Xue Jiuniu, "We'll know how it will be after a while." 
After that, he went to press Jing Li's swollen and purple shoulder joint. Jing Li frowned and didn't grunt. 


"I'm a bit worried about Brother Jing." Tong Jing said quietly to Yan Heng, "I have never seen him like 
this before. 


Yan Heng felt the same way, but did not show it. 


——He has absolute confidence in Brother Jing’s iron will. 
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When Wang Shouren and his disciples arrived at the "Fuchang Inn", almost all the injuries on Jing Li's 
body had been bandaged with medicine. Wang Shouren had been in the north of the city because he 
had instructed the county people to set up defenses. He did not rush over until someone informed him. 


He stared at Jing Li. 


"Thank you for your hard work," Wang Shouren said. Wang Shouren said. 


Jing Li nodded slightly in reply. 


Wang Shouren didn't say any more words of condolences. There is no need. Both men knew very well 
that in a war, they had to be prepared to make sacrifices, big and small, at any time. 


But there are some sacrifices that you still don't want to see. 


When Wang Shouren saw the miserable state of young Xue Jiuniu, he couldn't help stroking his beard 
and sighing. 


After Yuan Xing treated Jing Li, he went back to explore Xue Jiuniu's aura and bloodline again. 


"How's it going?" Jing Li asked anxiously. 


Yuan Xing looked at him and shook his head. 


"His spine is almost broken, it's not easy for him to survive until this moment. Even if he survives, I'm 
afraid he won't be able to move a single finger." Yuan Xing was silent for a while, then added, "He 
probably won't make it through the night." 


Jing Li stood up with a cold expression and walked over to Xue Jiuniu. Xue Jiuniu's face was in deep 
sleep, looking like a baby's, even more tender than usual. 
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--It's too early. 


Jing Li reached out and gently stroked Xue Jiu Niu's forehead for a moment, so he also turned his head 
to stop looking at him and walked towards the dining table in the hall. 


To make it easier for the warriors to replenish their strength, the table was piled with buns, dried 
biscuits, corn, and other foodstuffs, as well as tea and a large pot of cold rice. 


Jing Li grabbed the biscuits and chewed on them, and at the same time, he took a big bowl of cold rice, 
soaked it in hot tea, and ate it in a loud and clear manner, and from time to time, he also grabbed 
chopsticks and stuffed his mouth with green vegetables. 


Wang Shouren and the others watched him silently. In a short while, Jing Li had eaten four large bowls 
of rice and a bunch of steamed buns and biscuits, and his appetite was a sight to behold for the people 
of the county. 


Jing Li drank another large bottle of water, and then walked up the stairs as if nothing had happened. 


"If the enemy comes, wake me up." Jing Li said to Hu Linglan, then walked up the stairs into his room 
and closed the door behind him. 


Tong Jing didn't know why, but she saw Master Wang, Mr. Feihong and the monk all breathed a sigh of 
relief. Hu Linglan raised her head and looked at Jing Li's room, her eyes showing relief. 


Tong Jing looked at Yan Heng. 


"He is trying to recover as much as he can, so that he can face another battle at any time," Yan Heng 
explained to her. 


Lian Feihong nodded and looked at Xue Jiuniu, whose life was already counting down. 
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"There is still an unfinished battle ahead. There is no time to wallow in sorrow. Only in this way can we 
truly be worthy of this child." 


OOOO 


The bloody sunset is about to sink behind the mountains. 


A dust storm rolled over the field. 


Riding an unusually tall horse, the Dragon Warrior King galloped in with about twenty riders, his large, 
unusual eyes narrowed into thin lines as they met the sunlight, and the pupils of his eyes were filled 
with an even more intense and murderous aura than usual. He has already changed back into the broad 
five-colored robe of the Object Shift Sect, which flutters against the wind as he gallops along, and under 
the setting sun, he looks like a hellish ghost with flames burning all over his body. 


Huo Yaohua also followed him on horseback, the sword hanging on her waist swaying with her 
footsteps. Her white face lost its usual cold and arrogant expression, and her body and mind seemed to 
have not yet fully recovered. 


There were already a dozen magic kings waiting in the middle of the field, standing around Mei Xinshu's 
body. They had collected the bodies of the other two companions, but they did not dare to touch Mei 
Xinshu. 


King Wave Dragon Master could see the body in black lying in the middle of the crowd from a distance. 
His horse left the herd like an arrow, and when it reached about ten feet outside the clump of people, 
King Bolong's tall body suddenly jumped off the saddle, and took seven or eight steps forward riding on 
the horse's momentum, and the process was as smooth as skating on the ground, and the whole person 
was just like a weightless paper-tie person. 


It was the first time that the audience of the King of Warriors had ever seen him perform such an 
amazing lightweight stance in public, and they were so shocked that it was as if they had seen some kind 
of demonic magic. 
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The King slowed down his pace and continued to walk towards Mei Xin Shu's corpse. All of them 
retreated far away in fear - they knew how scary and crazy Dragon Warrior King could be when he was 
angry. 


The Wave Dragon Artist King's steps became slower and heavier, and he no longer had his usual light, 
cat-like footing. The slanting sun stretched his already unusually tall and thin shadow even longer. 


He finally came to the Mei Xin Shu, slowly half kneeled down, stretched out a pair of big hands, and 
embraced the upper body of Mei Xin Shu in his arms. 


The Surgery King's thin face became even more sunken. His lips trembled. Two lines of tears flowed 
down from his big eyes. He closed his eyes. 


Huo Yaohua also arrived, stepped off the saddle, pressed the handle of the knife behind her, and looked 
at the appearance of King Bo Longshu from a distance. 


She had never been able to figure out when the emotions of King Wave Dragon were sincere and when 
they were fake. But at this moment, seeing him crying quietly, Huo Yaohua knew for sure that this was 
true love. 


The only person that King Bolong Shu regarded as a companion was his junior brother Mei Xinshu who 
left Wudang Mountain together. 


"Junior Brother Mei..." the Dragon Warrior called out in a pitifully low voice, revealing such genuine 
sadness that even his disciples, who had always feared him like a demon god, were moved to hear it. 


At this moment, the Warlord seemed to have turned back into a mortal. 


The King's five long fingers trembled as he touched the curved blade stuck in Mei Xinshu's chest. The 
Warlord's eyes were filled with disbelief that Mei Xinshu had been killed by his own weapon. 


"How many enemies?" He asked the disciple behind him coldly. 
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"When we came here, we looked carefully at the hoof prints on the ground..." The disciple said 
tremblingly, "In addition to the man that Protector Mei has been chasing, there is another rider 
coming... that is, two!" 


"There is still a pool of blood on the ground over there, but everyone has left." Another disciple added: 
"That means one of the two people was seriously injured. They rode away on the same horse, which 
shows that the injured guy | can no longer ride a horse alone.” 


While Huo Yaohua was listening, she took another look at the two corpses parked on the other side. 
One of them was Sun Kui, who had been following her for a long time. His hands were cut off from his 
forearm, and he died of excessive blood loss. She was well aware of Sun Kui's martial arts prowess, and 
the wounds on both arms were very neat, showing that they were caused by a single blow. She asked 
herself that she couldn't do such a violent slash. 


At this moment, Huo Yaohua couldn't help but recall the strong man with the tattoo on his shoulder... 


The Dragon Warrior King woke her up at that moment: "You met that guy today. Is he strong?" 


Huo Yaohua looked nervous. She thought for a while and shook her head: "| wasn't very awake at the 
time... can't remember." 


She answered like this, already prepared to bear the wrath of King Shu. However, the King of Arts did 
not blame or question her anymore. He just stared blankly at Mei Xinshu's face and fell into silence 
again. 


At this time, one of the Surgery King's disciples approached Huo Yaohua and said quietly, "Protector 


Huo, we have also received a message ...... . 


Huo Yaohua's eyebrows raised: "Are they those two guys?" 


The disciple nodded, swallowed his Adam's apple and said, "My companions reported back. They died in 
a village in the north..." 
1428 


Erhan and Han Sidao have not returned yet. Huo Yaohua actually has an estimate in her heart, but she 
still can't suppress the fear in her heart. 


——Such a strong enemy has never been encountered before. 


She saw that the disciple had a troubled expression and knew that he did not have the courage to report 
the death of the two guardian flags to the king of magic at this time. She sighed and raised her hand. 


"TH tell him." 


The disciple breathed a sigh of relief, but also looked surprised. Normally when encountering this kind of 
situation, the arrogant Huo Yaohua would be too lazy to care about their life and death. Unexpectedly, 
she took the initiative to take over the matter and even showed a slightly considerate look when 
speaking. 


——What medicine did this woman take wrongly? Why did you become gentle all of a sudden? 


Huo Yaohua stepped forward and knelt down beside King Bo Longshu. She lowered her head and 
whispered, "Your Majesty, Erhan and Han Sidao have also...returned to the true world." 


After hearing the news, King Wave Dragon didn't react at all. He was still stroking Mei Xin Shu's cold face 
and wiping off the sand and soil on it. 


Huo Yaohua could only wait for him silently. 


After a while, King Wavelong wiped away the two lines of tears on his face, and his expression returned 
to his usual state. 


"Hua, how do you think we should deal with it?" King Bolong Shu only gave orders and did not ask his 
subordinates for opinions like this. Huo Yaohua was very surprised. 
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She looked up at the magic king. Although King Shu had regained his composure, Huo Yaohua could see 
that his face was slightly softer than before. Was it because of the death of Mei Xinshu? 


Huo Yaohua thought for a moment, then turned around and motioned to her subordinates to move 
further away. After dismissing everyone, she whispered to King Shu: "Your Majesty, we only have a 
hundred disciples left and about thirty horses. We also lost three generals including Protector Mei. 


No matter whether it is a siege or a field battle, there is no great certainty. The enemy also has several 
top experts..." 


At this point, Huo Yaohua paused for a moment to look at King Bo Long's face before continuing, "I 
remember Your Majesty said earlier that we've already taken Luling County in Ji'an Province, and we're 
going to look for another place soon: not to mention that the world is so big, there are many places we 
can occupy in Jiangxi Province alone. Why do we need to-" 


For amoment, Huo Yaohua realized the change in the King's eyes. 


But she did not dare to dodge his slap. 


King Wave Dragon's hand was extremely big, and his blow was harder than before. Not only did it make 
half of Huo Yaohua's face turn red, his finger also hit her ear, and a small gold earring shaped like a bird 
flew off, and blood gushed out of her ruptured left ear. 


"It's one thing if | want to leave on my own; to be driven away by others is something that would never 
happen to the king of the Material Shift Religion! 


As he said that, Wave Dragon Artist King stood up, and his tall shadow covered Huo Yohua's entire body. 


Huo Yohua covered her ears and crouched on the ground, trembling uncontrollably. 


——She knew that she was the only leader that the King of Magic could rely on now. But this is not 
enough to guarantee that the king of magic will not kill her. 
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"Those 'masters', what do you think will happen to them? Death? Not only that! Every one of their 
severed heads will be affixed with a 'transformation talisman’, and they will become Junior Brother 
Mei's 'slaves' in the real world! Luling County will be reduced to ruins where even rats can't live! | will 
use the dried up corpses and bones of the entire city to build a tombstone for Master Mei! 


After the Dragon Warrior finished speaking, his frantic and agitated expression quickly changed back to 
his previous gentle demeanor. He took out a cloth towel from the small pocket of his five-colored robe 
and gave it to Huo Yihua to cover her wound. 


Huo Yao Hua took it in a panic and slowly stood up. 


"Hua, you are right. Our generals and troops have been depleted too much, and we cannot rush into a 
head-on confrontation with them." King Bolong's pleasant voice was full of reason, and it was hard to 

believe that it was the same person as before: "We have lost people and disciples, so we have to fight 
for geographical advantages." 


Huo Yaohua didn't understand what the "geographical advantage" King Shu meant, but then she saw 
him stretching his arms and pointing far to the south. 


The direction of Qingyuan Mountain. 


OOOO 


It was already the moment before nightfall, the clear sky was only dimly lit, and the stars had all 
appeared. 


In the open space in front of Guanwang Temple, Tong Jing was stabbing out the mute "Still Life Sword" 
over and over again in the darkness. The metal cut through the air and made a whistle-like sound. 


Lian Feihong held the sword "Fen Lion Sword" in his left hand and stood directly in front of the tip of her 
sword. When Tong Jing's stabbing sword was fully extended, the tip of the sword was only a few inches 
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away from Lian Feihong's body. He wanted to be Tong Jing's target, but also wanted to observe her 
entire movements from the enemy's perspective. 


The eyes covered with half-white eyebrows closely watched every movement of Tong Jing's body and 
limbs. Lian Feihong no longer looked like a naughty boy. Once he started teaching seriously, his old face 
became as serious as the statue of the king in the temple. 


Tong Jing made false attacks again and again, and then stabbed hard. She has practiced the same set of 
movements more than a thousand times since the morning, and has begun to master the "half-hand, 
one-mind" technique taught by Feihong. 


——In the past, when Tong Jing was learning martial arts, he was greedy for more and always wanted to 
pursue new moves. He never had the patience for such monotonous and hard training. After studying 
swordsmanship with Yan Heng for more than half a year, he finally understood the path of martial arts. 
This is it. Pavement, no other way. Just like a person walking a thousand miles, there are no tricks, he 
just goes step by step repeatedly. 


"No!" Lian Feihong shouted: "That rhythm is too single! You missed the opportunity!" 


Tong Jing bit her lip and concentrated on the rhythm of the transition between reality and reality. There 
is a very subtle line between the feint and the moment when the feint turns into a real attack, but it is 
difficult to truly measure and can only be felt with the heart. 


This time Tong Jing's beat was correct, but Lian Feihong shook his head again: "This feint is not decent 
enough! You can't deceive the enemy!" 


Tong Jingqiang held her breath and had no choice but to continue practicing. The difficulty of this "half 
hand and one mind" move is that it must not only convince the enemy that the first false attack is real, 
but also accurately grasp the most vulnerable moment of attack when the opponent is deceived. Unless 
you are extremely familiar with it, it is easy to focus on one and miss the other. However, Tong Jing only 
practiced for half a day. 


——But there is no way. All moves that can really be put into actual combat must be covered in the 
same instant. If any aspect is weak, it is like a crack in one link of an iron chain. No matter how strong 


the other links are, they will still break if pulled. 
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Tong Jing concentrated on using "half hand and one heart" again. 


"The left arm is too exaggerated this time!" Lian Feihong shouted again: "The enemy will know it's fake 
at a glance!" 


Tong Jing's scarf was soaked with sweat, and her face was red in the darkness. She couldn't help but 
retorted: "Old man, it's so dark, how can your dim old eyes see so clearly? Are they deceiving me?" 


Lian Feihong smiled toothily and pointed to the top of the big tree next to the clearing: "How about | 
shoot down the green fruit on top with a flying knife?" 


Tong Jing was speechless. She knew that Lian Feihong could definitely do it. 


Then a light approached. It turned out to be a middle-aged county citizen responsible for guarding the 
city, carrying a bamboo gun in one hand and a lantern in the other. 


"Two knights, this lantern is for you..." He said and hung the lantern on the big tree trunk, illuminating 
the place where the two practiced swords. 


"Thank you." Tong Jing said to him with a smile. 


"Stop talking nonsense! Come again!" Lian Feihong didn't even look at the county citizen. When he was 
focused on practicing martial arts, he simply didn't even look at irrelevant bystanders. 


Tong Jing wiped the sweat from her palms and raised the "Still Life Sword" again. 


The county citizen was very curious. Since Mr. Feihong didn't drive him away, he watched Tong Jing's 
sword skills from the side. The girl swung her body and arms, and the county citizen was frightened by 
the false attack and took a step back. When she regained her composure the next moment, Tong Jing 
had sheathed her sword. 
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——tThe speed of the thrust is invisible to ordinary people. 


It's like a rare magic trick. The middle-aged county residents watched it over and over again as if 
fascinated. Although | didn’t understand it at all. 


Tong Jing practiced dozens more times, and the sword in her hand began to tremble. When Lian Feihong 
saw it, he asked her to rest. This "half-hand, one-mind" move is a clever trick that requires fine 
coordination. Practicing it with fatigue will only dull her senses and be counterproductive. 


Tong Jing put the sword into its sheath, sat on the stone at the bottom of the tree, took out a 
handkerchief to wipe her face, and sighed: "| always practice poorly... Can | really use this in battle? | 
don't want to be a burden to everyone. 


Lian Feihong was looking down at the injured palm of his right hand. When he heard Tong Jing's words, 
he stretched out his "Lion Sword" and pointed toward the street to the east. 


"Did you see him?" 


Tong Jing looked over and saw that lanterns had been hung up to illuminate the streets in the distance. 
On the tiled roof of one of the houses, there was a figure holding two long objects, standing motionless 
on the edge. 


Even though it was so dark and so far away, Tong Jing still recognized it at a glance: it was Yan Heng. 


"Have you noticed that he has changed since last night? He has a different temperament that he didn't 
have before?" Lian Feihong said again. 


Of course Tong Jing paid attention. She remembered that day at the Chengdu Horse Pai Gang, she was 
attracted by Yan Heng's momentum and passion, and that's why she followed them until now. However, 
Yan Heng is different today than he was then. 
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-Become more trustworthy. 


The thought of this. Tong Jing's face felt hot under the lantern. It's just that her face was red from 
practicing sword practice, so Lian Feihong didn't notice her. 


"He can change, and so can you." Lian Feihong said: "A bad guy will not become a burden to others. Only 
people who have no confidence in themselves will." 


"Do you still remember how you felt when your sword stabbed the wrist of the Wudang Sect 
swordsman on the roof of the brothel in Xi'an?" 


Tong Jing thought back to that day, when he naturally imitated Yao Lian Zhou and used the "Chasing 
Forms and Intercepting Veins" to eliminate the right wrist of Jiao Hong Ye, a master of the Soldier's Crow 
Road in Wudang. That perfect timing and angle. The grand thrill of winning with a single blow. 


A fire seemed to be ignited in her heart, and she nodded fiercely towards Lian Feihong. 


"Remember that feeling." Lian Feihong said: "Also remember that you are practicing the swordsmanship 
of Kongtong Sect and Qingcheng Sect. The top martial arts of the most powerful "Nine sects" in the 
world." 


Tong Jing pinched the wrist of her right hand, feeling no longer as soft as before. With her heroic brows 
furrowed, she drew out the "Still Life Sword" again and stood up. 


"Keep practicing." She said and walked to the center of the clearing. 


Lian Feihong looked at her, smiling in his heart. 


There was one thing he never told Tong Jing: he was using a warrior who had practiced the "Flower 
Technique" of the Kongtong Sect for more than three years as a benchmark to examine the degree of 
Tong Jing's "half-hand and one-mind" move. Her entry in the past half day was actually quite 
astonishing. 
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——It is such a joy to teach such a disciple. 


"Come on!" Lian Feihong roared again with a straight face: "Do better this time and show me!" 


OOOO 


Yan Heng on the roof, his sweaty upper body bare, continued to stand quietly. 


He was not holding the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, but two long hoes. Both of his palms 


were brought to the end of the hoes, and he took the stance of the Qingcheng Sect's "Fuxing Sword 
Stake". With uneven tiles under his feet, he had to keep his center of gravity and body straight, and 


silently regulate his long breathing. 


In addition to strengthening physical functions, this "Floating Sword Post" has the effect of training the 
concentration of the mind. Together with the slow sword technique of the "Floating Sword", it is the 
only way for the Qingcheng Sect to train the "borrowing phase" of the mind. 


After the battle last night, Yan Heng understood the essence of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword Techniques" and knew that the secrets of the sword techniques were all found in the Qingcheng 
Sect's sword techniques; but he also understood that his "Male and Female Sword Techniques" "Dragon 
and Tiger Sword" is just a beginning. Although it can occasionally exert its essence, it cannot be 
controlled at will. 


What's more, this immature "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" still lacks a "borrowing phase". 
When Master He Zisheng used this sword technique, his ability to "borrow" flying dragons and tigers 
was so powerful that others could feel it. Yan Heng knew that this was the key to improving the 
momentum and power of his swordsmanship. 


Yan Heng didn't have a clue about the mystery of Master's "borrowing phase". It is easier for him to 
imagine ordinary objects such as fire or rocks, but he has never seen a tiger. 


1436 


However, Yan Heng believed that the master's skill had nothing to do with whether he had seen the real 
thing. There is no dragon in the world, but Master's "Sky Break" has the power of a dragon. He guessed 
that the secret was still hidden in the Qingcheng sect's martial arts, and he needed to review every bit of 
what he had learned on Qingcheng Mountain. 


Yan Heng's arms, as muscular as steel rods, moved slowly and changed the stance of another sword pile. 
He could clearly feel the flow of blood and breath in and out of his body. 


No. He knew he couldn't just set his mind on the body. To go deeper. To eliminate the self. 


As Wang Shouren said, let yourself become one with the principles of heaven and earth. 


Where there are no constraints, a new door will open. 


OOOO 


Under the rows of lanterns, the voices of more than sixty people shouting at the same time were loud in 
the night sky. 


Clusters of bamboo spears, hoes, and sticks were raised and dropped. 


"That's it! You must exhale loudly!" 


Yuan Xing raised his eyebrow stick, and then showed the two simplest forms of Shaolin's "Kinnara King 
Stick" to the many county residents who were guarding the city: He let out a low cry, stepped up with 
his left foot, and pointed the long stick from the top of his head to the center in front of him. The strike 
was in the "stepping through the mountain posture"; immediately following the second exhalation, the 
lunge sank forward again, and the hexagonal iron-clad head of the rod was stabbed out in the "sleeve- 
piercing posture". 
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"Remember, when you are striking, your legs should be spread wide, but your head and upper body 
should not be tilted forward. Otherwise, the strike will be empty and you will fall towards the opponent. 
That will be very bad!" 


Yuan Xing demonstrated again. In order to let everyone see the movements clearly, he only used 20% of 
his usual strength and speed, but because his posture was correct, he still made people feel extremely 
powerful. 


"This chop is very easy, just like your usual plowing. But don't hit it on the ground! The enemy is not a 
melon in the ground, and he is not that short!" 


County residents couldn't help laughing after hearing this. When they first saw the monk entering the 
city this afternoon, they felt that he had a powerful and rough appearance, and did not have the 
temperament of a monk at all, and they felt a little scared. However, after being in contact with him for 
a long time, they found that he was as informal as Jing Li and others, and his tone of voice was also 
similar to that of a monk. They are no different from ordinary people in the market and feel very 
friendly. 


A boy who was only fourteen years old and whose beard had not even begun to grow boldly asked Yuan 
Xing: "Master... are you really from the Shaolin Temple?" 


"Master, call me a monk!" Yuanxing touched the bald head that had grown a thin layer of hair: "He's just 
a monk who doesn't know how to chant sutras and can only play with sticks. He also eats meat. What do 
you have hidden in your house? Feel free to bring some delicious food!” 


Another burst of laughter. Shaolin Temple, the master of martial arts for thousands of years, is known to 
people as far away as this small county in Jiangxi. Now there are Shaolin monks joining the team and 
personally teaching them martial arts, which has boosted their morale a lot. 


"It's not a big deal to do gangsters!" Yuan Xing shook his stick and said loudly: "I'll take care of the two 
demons on the other side with a yawn! You practice well and I'll teach you these two moves, and I'm 
sure everyone will be able to beat them too." Some of them will go back and be reincarnated!" 


The people in the county got excited and started practicing these two moves of "Kinnara King Stick" in 


pairs, making the bamboo and wood sound like a symphony. 
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Yuan Xing looked at them from the side, but couldn't completely hide his worried look. 


He hadn't forgotten the poison "Cloud Phosphorus Killer" he had received in Cheqian Village in the 
morning. On his way to the county town, he had already found an uninhabited field, dug a deep hole, 
and buried the wax pill. 


The enemy had such a terrible weapon of slaughter, and if they attacked and defended the streets of 
the county town, | was afraid that the casualties would be heavy; even if they won, the whole town 
might be turned into an uninhabitable dead city. 


--How many of them will be sacrificed? ...... 


Yuan Xing is determined to do everything he can to keep as many people alive as possible. 


Even if it means going to hell. 


OOOO 


In the lobby of the Fu Cheong Inn, Hu Linglan lined up the 32 newly created arrows on the floor under 
the lamplight and examined them one by one. 


She only had about ten arrows left of the powerful arrows she brought, so she asked the women and 
children in Luling City to make arrows for her and gave them instructions on how to make arrows. Fifty 
branches were originally made, but some of them were really poorly made, so Hu Linglan only chose this 
bunch in the end. 


Due to time constraints, it was naturally impossible for the county people to cast metal arrowheads. The 
ones in front of them were just sharpened from bones. The arrow shafts are well-cut, most of them are 
straight and of moderate thickness. Some arrow feathers are made from large goose feathers, while 
others are made only from miscellaneous feathers. 
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Hu Linglan carefully inspected the workmanship of each branch one by one. She estimated in her mind 
that such a crude arrow could only have enough penetrating power and accuracy within about twenty 
steps. But something is better than nothing. 


Hu Linglan was stabbed in the waist and eye by Huo Yaohua, and it still hurts every step she takes. 
Although warriors have been exercising for a long time and their body's vitality and resilience are far 
superior to ordinary people, this kind of injury cannot be healed in a day and a half. Without the ability 
to stride forward and exert her strength, it would be difficult for her Yinliu sword skills to be used. In the 
day's battle, Hu Linglan will probably rely on bows and arrows. 


Her left palm once grabbed the sharp edge of Huo Yaohua's saw blade in a critical situation. The injury 
was also severe. Although she could barely hold the bow handle firmly, it still affected her ability to 
draw the bow and aim. She had to find a way to use something else to secure the bow to the palm. 


Hu Linglan picked up her long bow, flicked the bow string gently, and made a pleasant low cry. She 
suddenly remembered the time when she was in Satsuma Country, when she was Tong Jing's age, she 
went hunting with her elder brothers and younger brother Matagoro. 


She actually doesn't like hunting, and she is the only one who doesn't catch anything in the end every 
time. In fact, the brothers didn't know that every time she fired an arrow, she deliberately missed it, 
letting the arrow miss the prey. Hunting for food was one thing; using defenseless prey to prove one's 
prowess was boring to her. 


Hu Linglan just liked going out with her brothers; she liked the fragrance of the vegetation in the 
mountains and forests; and she liked that they and their retainers regarded her as one of the warriors. 


But it was impossible to go back. 


She looked at Xue Jiuniu, who was still lying on the other side of the hall. The young body had been 
covered with a straw mat, hiding the lifeless face, cold and motionless. 


This reminded her of her younger brother's body, which was equally cold. 
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——Magoro...| no longer care whether you forgive me or not. Now in my life, there is only him and 
these companions. The Shimazu family doesn't need me to protect them. | have found what | really 
want to protect... 


She raised her head again and looked at the room where Jing Li was sleeping. 


Seeing the injuries Jing Li suffered, she felt heartbroken. More painful than the pain on my own body. 


Hu Linglan felt her heart heat up. How she wanted to run up to that room right away and hug Jing Li's 
injured body. 


But no. She knew very well that what he needed now was not comfort, but to continue to maintain a 
galloping fighting spirit; what she could support him was not with hugs, but with knives and bows. 


She can definitely give him all of these. 


——Anyone who wants to hurt him again must get past me first. 


OOOO 


He dreamed again of the rocky shore. 


Under the cold rainstorm, facing the dark night of the waves, Jing Li used the sacrificial sword technique 
that he used to kill the enemy twice today on the rocks again and again, constantly reviewing the feeling 
of each muscle movement, The whole process should be imprinted on the nerves so that the body never 
forgets it. 


——Even though in reality he was just lying on the bed dripping with sweat, his spirit and mind were 
naturally driven by the strong desire to practice. He wanted to practice desperately in his dream while 
the memory of that sword move was still fresh. 
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Every time Jing Li used his knife, his body fell on the slippery rocks, almost falling off the edge of the cliff 
several times. But he was not defeated by fear. He still got up, holding the meaningful thick-backed wild 
goose feather knife, and once again assumed a beast-like preparation stance. 


Deeply caught up in the frustration and ecstasy of practicing, Jing Li did not realize when a firelight came 
behind him. 


He looked back. The flames of the torch were leaping. The rain hit the fire and turned it into steam, but 
nothing could put it out. 


The one who stood in front of him with the torch was no other than Pei Shiying, his uncle. 


"Uncle Pei, do you see it?" Jing Li was extremely excited and said to Pei Shiying with his saber revitalized, 
"| have done what you taught me! Just like you said: to learn all the things that are worth learning, and 
then make them my own! Are you happy for me?" 


Pei Shiying's face, half hidden behind the firelight, stiffened and did not answer him. 


Jing Li remembered: when he parted with Master Pei, he was only fifteen years old. He was only fifteen 
years old when he parted ways with Uncle Pei. Uncle Pei couldn't recognize him in his current form. 


"It's me! Jing Li pushed his soaked braids back and revealed as much of his face as he could towards Pei 
Shiying, "Do you recognize me? It's Lie'er!" 


Jing Li took a closer look at Pei Shiying and realized why he didn't answer. 


The left side of Pei Shiying's throat and neck was cracked open with a deep and long dry wound. 


It was cut by the sword of the Wudang sect. 
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Jing Li wept tears of grief, mixed with the rain on his face. He wanted to go forward to embrace his 
uncle's body. But Pei Shiying held out his palm to stop him. 


Pei Shiying pointed to the sword wound on his neck. 


Although Pei Shiying could not say a word, Jing Li could hear the voice in his heart. 


--Remember, you still have a long way to go to catch up with Wudang. You haven't accomplished 
anything yet. Including this saber. It will continue to grow. 


What a nostalgic voice. Jing Li couldn't help himself, he knelt down, bowed his head and wept bitterly. 


Even the sound of the rain and the waves couldn't cover up the sorrowful crying. 


Pei Shiying's cold palm pressed on Jing Li's head. 


--But it doesn't mean you can't laugh. There are other things in your life. 


Jing Li stopped crying and tilted his head up to look at his uncle. 


--Let me see the smile you've been showing since you were a child. It is also a valuable weapon for you. 
Just like the fire that can never be extinguished. Don't forget it. 


Pei Shiying handed the torch over to Jing Li, and slowly retreated into the darkness of the rain. ...... 


Jing Li slowly sat up from his bed and reached out to wipe away the tears and sweat on his face. 


He looked towards the window that was flooded with moonlight and lifted the corner of his mouth once 
again. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 84 Chapter 8 The Great Flag 


Wang Shouren had a habit of getting up at dawn. After washing and dressing neatly, he would sit quietly 
in his room with his eyes closed to recuperate his energy. 


Whether you are dealing with official affairs, giving lectures, reading, or thinking about academic 
theories, you must have sufficient energy. Although Wang Shouren is not rigid in his thinking and follows 
his heart in doing things, he is absolutely strict with himself. 


The early morning sunlight had shone in through the window and reflected on his thin face. The face 
with ordinary features but as calm as a rock exuded an awe-inspiring and full of righteousness. 


He opened his eyes, stood up, straightened his clothes, hung his sword on his waist, opened the door 
and went out. 


The young disciple Huang Xuan had been waiting outside the door and saluted respectfully: "Good 
morning, sir." 


Wang Shouren smiled and led Huang Xuan towards the door of the borrowed house. In the corridor, 
Huang Xuan looked at the teacher's back. Every morning when he saw his teacher's appearance, he 
couldn't help but feel grateful. 


——Being able to follow such a teacher will make your life worthwhile. 


"You are very energetic." Wang Shouren said at this time. 


Huang Xuan replied: "Yes!" She proudly held up a sword. He and five other classmates took turns 
directing the defense of the county people all night long, and only took a nap for more than an hour, but 
after all, he was still young and did not look tired on his face. 
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When she followed her husband to Luling this time, Huang Xuan felt like she was participating in a war 
with thousands of troops. Her young heart was very excited. She even faced the demon King Bolongshu 
the night before. The fears were forgotten. 


Although Wang Shouren had not taught these disciples the art of war and warfare, under his careful 
guidance, they had developed a clear mind. Wang Shouren explained the defensive strategy to the six of 
them, and they knew how to convey it to the county people. Without them, Wang Shouren would have 
to run around the city alone, and the preparations for defending the city would not be completed yet. 


This is exactly Wang Shouren's ideal "scholar": one who understands everything and can understand 
everything. 


"Sir, would you like to have breakfast first?" Huang Xuan asked. 


"Let's take a walk around the city first." Wang Shouren wanted to inspect it again to see if there were 
any other good strategies he could come up with. 


After they walked past the defense points of the two city gates, they were about to head towards the 
west gate when they saw four people rushing toward them on the street. 


"Master Wang, it's great to find you!" Two of them were armed and were the Baojia responsible for 
guarding the city. They were happy but a little nervous and brought the other two here. 


They were dressed as peasants and their clothes were wet with sweat, so it seemed that they had runa 
lot. One of them was taller and thinner, still wearing a straw hat to cover his face. 


The farmer without a hat spoke first: "The young one is from Luomen Village in the west. His name is 
Luo Gui. He brought this...brother..." He pointed to the man beside him. 


The man took off his straw hat and revealed a young, dirty face. He bowed his head respectfully and 
said, "Master Wang, do you recognize me?" 
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When Wang Shouren saw it, his eyes lit up. This person is none other than Tang Ba, Meng Qihe's trusted 
subordinate who was stripped naked by Yan Heng's "Hu Pi" yesterday. 


"The villain and more than twenty brothers arrived at the village west of the city by night last night to 
explore the route and make preparations. We, Leader Meng and all our companions, will arrive one 
after another before noon this day." 


When Wang Shouren heard Tang Ba's words, a warmth rose in his chest. He was about to open his 
mouth to thank him, but Tang Ba stopped him. 


"Tou Meng led me to send a message saying, Lord Wang, please don't thank me. He said: 'lt was me who 
failed to fulfill my promise to Lord Wang, but Lord Wang didn't abandon me. This kindness can never be 
repaid."" 


When Tang Ba said this, he clenched his fists tightly and his eyes were already red: 


"In response to Lord Wang's call, this time, we will live like men again!" 


Wang Shouren knew that there was no need to say anything more at this time, so he just patted Tang Ba 
on the shoulder and said, "| look forward to meeting him again." 


Huang Xuan, who was standing next to him, knew that this young boy was the group of bandits that the 
teacher had mentioned. They were actually inspired by Wang Shouren and came to Luling to fight for 
their lives! Huang Xuan is even more proud of being his disciple. 


Tang Ba then explained to Wang Shouren: Meng Qihe's 100 people arrived in small groups and did not 
enter the city directly because they were worried that enemy spies might be spying on them in the 
county. It was best to let the other party underestimate the strength here. Luomen Village is only more 
than three miles west of the county seat and can mobilize support at any time; if the enemy comes to 
attack the city, they can attack from the side and cooperate with each other from the inside and 
outside. 


Wang Shouren couldn't help but admire Meng Qihe's thoughtfulness. 
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——| was right when | first persuaded him to go to Yingwu Branch to join the army. 


The farmer Luo Gui heard the exchange between Wang Shouren and Tang Ba, and then he breathed a 

sigh of relief: "It turns out he is really Lord Wang's friend... He scared everyone in our village last night. 
Such a group of fierce men suddenly suddenly He entered the village and said he would lend us a place 
to live..." 


Wang Shouren and others laughed when they heard this. 


Tang Ba said at this time: "The villain must go back first to prepare for the arrival of other brothers. We 
sent two more people to observe outside the city. If there is any emergency, please light a bunch of 
fireworks on the wall above the west gate. They saw He will notify us." After saying this, he saluted 
Wang Shouren, put on his straw hat, and followed Luo Gui's way. 


In one day, the fighting strength of a hundred people was increased. They were a group of tough men 
who were accustomed to surviving in the mountains and wilderness. Moreover, Meng Qihe, a master of 
the Bagua sect, was added. Wang Shouren's face was filled with excitement. 


——What’s even more gratifying is: | didn’t trust this person wrongly! 


"Go and inform Master Jing of the good news... No, he is resting, so let's go find Young Master Yan first. 
He will be very happy to know..." Wang Shouren was instructing Huang Xuan when he heard a burst of 
urgency. Ringing the bell closely. 


It's a signal of enemy attack! 


"At the other end of the south gate!" Huang Xuan exclaimed. 


"Hurry up and stop Tang Ba and the other two, and tell them not to leave the city yet, so as not to be 
discovered by the enemy!" Wang Shouren ordered him, and he ran southward with two armor guards. 
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Wang Shouren was walking down this street and happened to pass by the "Fuchang Inn". He saw Hu 
Linglan's tall figure jumping out of the gate, carrying a wild sword on her back, a quiver hanging on her 
waist, and a long bow in her hand. 


He nodded to Wang Shouren and walked towards the south gate together. 


When they arrived at the city gate, they saw the defensive bamboo rafts behind the gate. Both sides of 
the narrow road were filled with nervous county residents, each holding weapons and throwing stones 
with panicked expressions. The wall above the city gate was also lined with people. 


"Don't panic!" Wang Shouren shouted: "As long as you follow the instructions of me and the knights, 
they will never break through!" 


Hu Linglan and Wang Shouren climbed onto the wall one after another. Wang Shouren noticed that the 
Japanese heroine's gait was still very unnatural. She seemed to be running with sharp pain, and her 
waist was tightly wrapped with many layers of cloth. 


When they reached the top of the city gate, they saw Yuan Xing and Wang Shouren's disciple Zhu Heng 
looking far to the southeast. Together they are responsible for guarding the south gate today. 


——Yan Heng, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing still stayed at the east and north gates. They had also heard 
the signal at this moment and entered a state of preparation for war, paying close attention to whether 
there were enemy attacks from other directions. 


Wang Shouren stood next to Yuan Xing and looked toward the southeast. He saw a plume of smoke 
rising from the avenue in the distance, which was definitely the cavalry. 


"But it seems there are too few." Yuan Xing said. 


"Perhaps it's just an attack in the east and an attack in the west." Wang Shouren nodded in agreement: 
"Zhu Heng, ask the people below to prepare their horses, and have Master Yuanxing and Heroine 
Shimazu rush to other directions at any time for support." 


1448 


"| can't ride a horse." Yuan Xing scratched his bald head and smiled at Wang Shouren: "But | can run very 
fast." 


Wang Shouren looked at Yuan Xing. YToo many things happened yesterday, and he didn't have much 
chance to talk to this Shaolin monk. But after only meeting him a few times, he already felt that Wan 
Xing and Jing Li were both ordinary people with bold temperaments. 


In fact, Yuan Xing didn't know very well who the high-ranking official named Wang next to him was. He 
only knew: Since Jing Li and the others can trust him, | can trust him too. 


"How did the master and Jing Li Knight know each other?" Wang Shouren asked curiously while still 
staring at the cavalry in the distance. 


Wan Xing scratched his beard and said, "It's probably due to fate, right? This is what my Grand Master 
taught me." 


Wang Shouren smiled and nodded: "Yes. It's fate." 


The cavalry was approaching, and it could be seen that there were only seven or eight riders. The 
morning light reflected the fluttering five-color strange robes, which were undoubtedly the kings of 
magic. One of them even held a flag with red runes painted on it with human blood. 


On the top of the city gate, Hu Linglan took out a piece of cloth, wrapped the handle of the longbow 
tightly around her left hand, and took out a long black-feathered arrow from the quiver. 


The Baojia and county citizens who were defending on the wall all hid behind the protruding buttresses, 
peeking at the incoming enemy in the distance. There are about fifty people here, many times more 
than the other party, but they are always very afraid of the magic kings who have been wreaking havoc 
for along time, and many people's legs are shaking. 


"Lord Wang, please stand behind the pile." One of the guards said hurriedly: "Those demon thieves, | 
heard that their arrows and hidden weapons are very powerful..." 
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Wang Shouren stood in his position without fear. He knew that to allay the fears of the county people, 
he had to be at the forefront. 


The eight riders stopped when they reached about 40 to 50 feet outside the city gate. Only one of the 
riders continued to walk slowly closer until they were about 20 feet away. 


This disciple of the King of Arts is older, looking to be in his early forties. He has a very strange face. His 
eyes are one big and one small, and his mouth is crooked, revealing two rows of uneven yellow and 
black teeth. 


——His crooked face was caused by an overdose of the drug that caused the muscles on one side of his 
face to tighten. He was lucky that he didn't die. 


"People in the city, listen!" The disciple of the King of Magic shouted at the city gate. The voice was very 
loud, and even with his crooked mouth, he could read the words very clearly: "| am here to deliver a 
message to the King of Wave Dragon Magic!" 


Everyone in the city heard that it was just a messenger, but they didn't relax at all. They all know how 
evil and cunning King Wave Dragon is. 


"His Majesty's Holy Words: You guys with unknown origins dare to offend the authority of the sect, 
harm my disciples, and steal my horses! Your Majesty and the disciples are now sitting in Qingyuan 


Mountain's "Qinglian Temple", waiting for you to come up to the mountain and offer up your heads! 


Wang Shouren was surprised when he heard this. He and Jing Li have been thinking about how to move 
the battlefield to the other side's main formation to prevent the enemy's poison from harming the 
people of the county. Unexpectedly, the other party now actively invites them to attack. 


But Yuan Xing laughed loudly: "Why should we listen to you? Don't you have legs and feet? You can't 
come here on your own?" In his heart, he also hoped to turn defense into offense. He said this 
deliberately to avoid being seen by the other party. 
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"Of course you don't have to come." The crooked mouth said with a grin: "But we had already arrived at 
Sitang Village to the east of Qingyuan Mountain last night and brought all the 413 people in the village 
to Qinglian "There is an open space next to the temple. If we don't see you coming to the mountain gate 
for half an hour, we will randomly pick one to kill. Haha, there are so many. You can wait for more than 
ten days to go up the mountain. There will probably be some left by then." 


Wang Shouren was so angry that his hair was trembling, and his eyes seemed to be bursting with 
flames. 


——tThe soul of this beast has been swallowed up by desire and is hopeless. 


Hu Linglan angrily drew her arrow and aimed her bow between the eyebrows of the disciple of the King 
of Arts! 


"Don't mess around!" The disciple of the King of Magic held out his palms in front of his face: "If any of 
the eight of us can't go back, or if there is something missing when we go back, the King of Skills will be 
here after noon. A hundred people will be executed first!” 


Hu Linglan's hand holding the arrow tail was shaking. Finally, she slowly lowered the bow. 


Yuan Xing was also so angry that his chest heaved. He became a monk since he was a child and did not 
understand the world. However, since he came down from the mountain, he encountered more vicious 
and sinister evil deeds time and time again, which suddenly reminded him of the Dharma taught to him 
by his teachers in the Shaolin Temple. 


——lIt is indeed extremely difficult to save sentient beings. 


Someone screamed from behind the battlements. It turns out that one of the county residents’ wife’s 
natal family is in Sitang Village. 


"| forgot to mention..." The disciple of the king of magic lowered his hands and said with a proud smile: 
"The killing started at dawn today. On our way here, about three people have already gone to the real 


1451 


world to work as soldiers." "Younu"... Hehe, you can decide when you want to come to "Qinglian 


Temple 


After he finished speaking, he turned his horse's head and rode away with his companions. 


"We have to go find Jing Xiashi and the others right away." Wang Shouren took a deep breath and 
suppressed the anxiety and anger in his heart. "| must leave the city." 


OOOO 


Hu Linglan rushed back to Fuchang Inn, only to find that the door to Jing Li's upstairs room was already 
open. 


"Jing Xiashi woke up not long after the siren sounded." The doctor in the inn said: "He immediately ate 
and drank a lot. He stood in front of Xue Jiuniu for a while, and then called someone to pull the horse. 
He He said he was going to the Yamen, but | don’t know why.” 


After hearing this, Hu Linglan immediately went out and mounted her horse, running towards the 
county government office. 


At the same time, Yuan Xing, Yan Heng, Tong Jing, Lian Feihong, as well as Wang Shouren and his six 
disciples all gathered urgently in the open space in front of Guan Wang Temple. Many Baojia County 
residents were watching outside the open space. 


"| have already ordered Tang Ba to immediately urge Meng Qihe and his men to come at full speed. The 
situation has changed." When Wang Shouren said this, he clenched the hilt of the sword tightly with his 
palms covered with sweat. 


——More than four hundred lives hang on a thread. 
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When Yan Heng and Tong Jing heard about King Bo Longshu taking hostages, the young man's heart 
surged with passion. Every moment that passes means more people die, and they can't wait to get on 
their horses and go to Qingyuan Mountain now. 


Mr. Feihong knew exactly how they felt, because he himself felt the same. But being experienced, he 
calmly warned the two of them: "Don't be anxious. Being anxious will lead to chaos. This is the biggest 
mistake that the devil wants us to make." 


"Could it be a strategy?" Zhu Heng is the oldest among Wang Shouren's students and the most 
thoughtful: "The devil wants to lure all the knights there and then attack the city?" 


"No." Lian Feihong replied decisively: "Because he lost three good players, he knew that taking the 
initiative to attack would not gain any advantage, so he wanted to invite you into the urn and use the 
terrain to regain the advantage. At this time, the most important thing in his eyes must be Kill a few of 
us. Once we are gone, it will be easy for him to massacre the city. There is no need to forcefully attack 
the city first and consume his own combat power." 


"Just right!" Yuan Xing slammed the eyebrow-high stick on the ground: "If we fight on their side, we 
don't have to worry about the poison hurting the women and children in the city. Besides, the few of us 
are not suitable for defense. 


Offense is what we are best at!" 


Tong Jing couldn't help but nodded sharply after hearing this. She had been staying in the besieged city 
for the past two days and had long since lost her patience. 


"That's right." Wang Shouren stroked his beard and said, "Initially Jing Xiashi and | thought the same 
way, and since we have an extra hundred new troops capable of attacking, we will be more confident in 
taking the initiative. But we still need countermeasures..." 


At this moment, the crowd outside lined up on both sides, and two riders walked out. 


The first one to ride on was Jing Li. 
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His whole outfit had changed: a black scarf on top of his head to tie up his braided hair; a long black 
cloth wrapped diagonally around his face to cover his saber wounds; his injured left shoulder and right 
knee were tightly secured with armor made of leather and copper, to minimize the pain of movement 
and to withstand certain impacts; his shoulders were draped in a long, all-black cape in order to hide his 
injured left arm that was hanging in front of his chest; and the rest of his body was dressed in or tied 
with black cloths. The rest of his body is also covered with black cloth or tied up to protect against 
poisonous hidden weapons. He rode the black horse that belonged to the Mei Xin Shu, and he seemed 
to be one with the horse; if it were not daytime, one would have mistaken him for a very tall black 
shadow. 


On his back hung a long Japanese saber, and an even longer oar was carried in his right hand like a 
spear; three different sabers hung on his waist and beside his saddle, as well as Mei Xinshu's chain of 
flying blades. 


Jing Li had just gone to the warehouse behind the courthouse in order to search for the armors and 
weapons collected there, and he had selected these blades, armors and clothes, and Hu Linglan put 
them on him. 


Hu Linglan with her saber and bow rode right behind him, and her red dress contrasted sharply with Jing 
Li. This pair of heroe and heroine made the people of the county marvel at each other. 


The two came to the clearing to dismount. Although Jing Li's steps were still limping, walking was much 
easier than yesterday because his knee joints were fixed with armor. 


"| haven't thanked you for what happened yesterday." Jing Li nodded towards Yuan Xing: "The pain has 
reduced. Shaolin is really not simple." 


Wan Xing seemed to shrug his shoulders nonchalantly, but in fact he was very happy to receive Jing Li's 
appreciation. 


"Yes, we have indeed got an opportunity to turn from defense to attack." Jing Li said to everyone: "But 
you must first know what the terrain of 'Qinglian Temple’ is like and what kind of difficulty lies ahead." 


He handed the oar to Huang Xuan, sat on a stone, stretched out his fingers on the sand and drew the 


topography of the "Qinglian Temple" that he risked his life to explore the night before; the narrow 
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mountain gate and the vast open space behind the gate; and the stream in front of the temple. The river 
and the "Cause and Effect Bridge"; and the impassable cliffs on three sides behind the temple. 


There is only one passage from the front, but it is extremely easy to defend and difficult to attack. It's 
like trying to reach into a narrow bottle mouth to get something. 


After Jing Li finished his explanation, everyone fell silent. Although only about half of King Shu's men and 
horses are left, guarding such terrain, their combat power will be four or five times that of usual. 


——And don’t forget, there is also a terrifying Wave Dragon King inside. 


One after another, more severe challenges arise. But there is no reason to retreat. 


The first person to break the silence was Yan Heng. 


"Compared to Yao Lianzhou and the Wudang Clan, this is nothing." 


As soon as these words came out, the six people's eyes lit up and they looked at each other and smiled. 


Jing Li, in particular, once again showed his bright smile. Everyone was relieved to see this. 


At this time, several women came into the open space carrying a long roll of cloth. 


"Is it done?" Tong Jing shouted happily: "Great, hang it up quickly!" 


The cloth rolled out, and it turned out to be a large flag made of coarse cloth. There was a flagpole in 
front of Guanwang Temple. Under Tong Jing's command, several county residents climbed up and hung 
the flag with all their hands and feet. 
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"What is it?" Yan Heng asked Tong Jing. 


"It was given to us by the women in the city, and it was also for the sake of strong defensive 
momentum. The Dragon King has such a scary nickname, so we can't lose." 


The banner fluttered in the morning wind, and four large, crooked letters were scrawled in black 
charcoal: 


"The Six Swords of the Broken Gate." 


"Is this what you thought?" Lian Feihong asked, recalling that he secretly saw Tong Jing writing on the 
sand yesterday, and suddenly realized. "What's the meaning?" 


"A few of us either lost our sect or ran away from home." Tong Jing winked and smiled: "That's why | 
thought of calling it that. Is it appropriate?" 


"Why 'Sword'?" Yuan Xing frowned, "I don't use swords. Neither does Jing Li or Ms. Shimazu." 


"It doesn't matter." Hu Linglan smiled and said, "In my hometown, a saber is a sword." 


"Originally, it was the "Five Swords of the Broken Gate", because four of the five of us are swordsmen! 
But since you're here to help, I'll let you join us, so thanks to me! Tong Jing deliberately said in a Yuan 
Xing manner, "Besides, 'sword' sounds better!" 


Jing Li looked at the banner, the word "Broken Door" does not seem to be very auspicious to the general 
public, but he is a deviant and unbeliever by nature, so the description of being so open-minded and 
uninvolved suits him just fine. 


He and Yan Heng glanced at each other, thinking back to that day when they went down to Mount 
Qingcheng together, there were only the two of them; now that the six companions are all together, 

and they can still live and die together for such an interesting battle, it is really enjoyable. They could not 
help but look at each other and laugh. 
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Although the six people seem to be a playful group, but in fact, when they saw these four big words 
fluttering in the wind, their hearts were filled with a sense of grandeur. They were indeed loners who 
had left their homes or sects; now, under this name, they were tightly bound together, and their bodies 
and minds were overflowing with the warmth of companions supporting each other. 


--There is something else in your life. 


Jing Li thought back to the words of his uncle in his dream and silently nodded towards the flag. 


"Lord Wang, what do you think of this flag?" Tong Jing asked Wang Shouren, "1 ...... didn't do anything 
unnecessary, did |?" 


Wang Shouren looked at the people of Luling around Guanwang Temple, and they were all looking up at 
the flag. 


They all looked up at the flag, as if they had seen hope. 


"Good job, Ms. Tong." Wang Shouren replied with a smile. 


"People are dying all the time. We are ready to leave anytime." Jing Li put away his smile and brought 
everyone back to the harsh reality. The atmosphere in the clearing returned to its previous starkness. 


Jing Li retrieved the oar from Huang Xuan. 


"Master Wang, the strategy for this battle depends entirely on you. We are all your pawns." 


Wang Shouren's eyes, which contained wisdom and courage, looked into each other's eyes. 
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"| saw the terrain map that Knight Jing drew just now, and | have already come up with several 
strategies." He said, "The life and death of a city depends on this battle." 


"No matter what strategy Lord Wang decides on..." 


Jing Li said, and he and his five companions stood side by side under the banner of "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Gate", and they all bowed to Wang Shouren. 


"Please leave the most dangerous mission to us." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 85 Volume 8 The Six Swords of the 
Broken Gate Postscript 


Now that | have written the eighth volume of "Poems of Martial Arts Madness", it has become the 
longest novel series | have ever written in terms of word count, surpassing the previous "Killing Zen". It 
may not be anything compared to some famous predecessors, but for me personally it is a quite 
interesting commemoration. 


It took me more than ten years to conceive and write the previous eight volumes of "Killing Zen"; 
today's "Martial Arts Madness", from October 2008 to now, is also eight volumes and took more than 
two years to write. The past two years seem to be more fulfilling than the previous ten years of writing 
career combined. To put it in a cliché way, it’s like riding in a sports car of another level. 


Looking back at the Hong Kong Book Fair in the summer of 2008, a few months before "Martial Arts" 
came out, | didn't even launch a new book. It seemed like | had become a complete outsider and fell into 
a low point in my career. 


But this also made me see the fact clearly: writing novels is the only thing that | can master and prove 
the value of my existence. Like a sword, to a swordsman. 


Now when | recall the mood at that time, it seems that | was very far away. When the eighth volume of 
this volume was published, the comic version of "The Poetry of Martial Arts" had been launched, and 
the entire multimedia adaptation plan had begun. To be honest, it is indeed a step closer to my dream. 
But it is also the starting point for a new battle. 


Just like Jing Li’s uncle said: Nothing has been completed yet. 


No one can predict the success or failure of the future; but because of the past ten years or so, whether 
it is a big ups or downs in the future, | think | can probably face it with a normal mind, right? As | have 
already quoted once in the postscript: Nothing in life is useless. 


Then, try to keep a steady pace and keep doing things that are true to you. 
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There is no better way than this. 


The story strives to be grand and ups and downs; but the writing life outside the story is just the 
opposite. Only by maintaining a stable and balanced heart can it be easier to survive the protracted 
battle of writing. 


So | have to thank one person. 


my wife. 


| read an interview with the famous British-Indian writer Rushdie in a magazine. When he was asked if 
he regretted writing "The Devil's Verses", his answer was very interesting: Books, in the end, are not 
defined by the people who don't like them. 


— —Books, in the final analysis, are given meaning by the people who like them. 


Qiao Jingfu 


April 8, 2011 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 86 


Volume 9 Iron Blood Formation Introduction 


The reason why generals fight is the people; the reason why the people fight is Qi. 


If the Qi is strong, you will fight; if the Qi is taken away, you will run away. 


——"Wei Liaozi-The Fourth Fighting Power" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 88 Chapter 1: Diving 


Beams of dim sunlight shot in slantly from the gaps between the branches and leaves like a rain of 
arrows, into the depths of the mountain forest, only to be swallowed up by the mist and darkness. 


In the smoky light, something foreign was moving. 


At a glance, one might think that it was just the wind blowing the leaves; only when one looked closer 
could one recognize it: it was the figure of a man. 


The figure moved slowly and steadily, sneaking between the tree trunks without making a single sound. 
The steps that suppressed strength made one imagine a python quietly approaching its prey. 


The owner of this strange figure is none other than Meng Qihe, the leader of the bandits. 


Just like yesterday in the cottage, Meng Qihe's lean and strong upper body was still naked, but his 
originally copper-colored skin was all painted with turquoise - a pigment made from mashed leaves and 
green fruits into a paste. After that, the color of the body blends with the surrounding woods, and the 
body odor is concealed, even from the noses of wild beasts in the forest. 


Meng Qihe used charcoal ash to paint many patterns on the green body, making the contours even 
more difficult to detect. The dark brown trousers on his lower body are surrounded by many vines with 
leaves, which is another hidden disguise. 


These were all taught to him by his father who was a hunter. 


Meng Qihe walked among the uneven woods covered with dead branches and fallen leaves. His pace 
was as easy as walking every day. He made no sound with each step, fully demonstrating the exquisite 
skills of the Bagua sect's footwork. 


1462 


Two years ago, Meng Qihe was rounded up by a large group of people led by Wang Shouren. It was 
precisely by relying on this disguise and footwork that he sneaked through the opponent's defense line 
silently and opened a gap from behind. 


Only then was he able to break out of the siege with a few of his subordinates and escape into the 
mountains. 


——Today, | am using the same set of skills to serve Mr. Wang. 


Meng Qihe reached the top of the slope of the forest, and slowly squatted down without moving. He 
held a dagger with a blackened blade in his hand, maintaining a crouched posture, his eyes scanning in 
all directions, and his ears' hearing greatly expanded. 


He inspected for a while, making sure that there were no enemy sentries at the front of the forest. Then 
he stood up. His posture and movements immediately changed, like a restless ape, running back 
towards the way he came. 


Meng Qihe ran back to the shade of a tree in the middle of the mountain. There was a gentler slope, and 
many figures were sitting on the rocks to rest. There were a lot of heavy luggage beside them. 


Tang Ba, a young bandit wearing bamboo armor, was swatting the mosquitoes crawling on his body in 
confusion. When he saw the leader returning, he immediately stood up excitedly. 


"There's no one in front, we can go again." 


Meng Qihe was actually sweating all over from running, but he didn't bother to wipe it off. After 
speaking, he couldn't wait and picked up the Bagua knife that was resting on the corner of the hillside 
and hung it diagonally behind his back. 


Those figures set off at the same time. The nineteen people were all bandits under Meng Qihe's 
command, and they all selected the strongest elites. Like the leaders, they traveled lightly, but each of 
them carried or carried a large and heavy cloth bag. The cloth bags were all swollen, and it was vaguely 
visible that there were objects the size of human heads inside. When they were lifted up, there was a 
sound of tiles and stones crumbling inside. 


1463 


Among the nineteen people, only Tang Ba and another bandit did not carry a cloth bag. Instead, they 
had a large, thick and long rope wrapped in a circle on their shoulders. It seemed that it was not much 
lighter than those cloth bags. . 


On this mountaineering trip, they walked through deserted forests with no paths. The slopes were 
rugged and difficult to navigate, and the trees were extremely dense. They had to carry such heavy 
things, so they walked very hard and slowly, and they were only halfway done at dusk. It was almost 
nightfall, and it would be even more difficult to climb in the dark for a large part of the way ahead. 


But none of the nineteen people complained. Meng Qihe gave the order, and they silently picked up 
their things and started on the road. 


This is of course because their respected leader Meng Qihe is in front; not to mention that a group of 
innocent villagers are now in the clutches of King Bolong, and they all know that they cannot delay any 
longer. 


But these are not the only reasons: among them, there is a twentieth person. 


This figure was taller than all the others, carrying a long object in his hands and behind his back, and was 
walking towards the mountain with a slightly crooked pace. 


It was Shimazu Hu Linglan, carrying a longbow. She tied the hilt and sheath of her saber together and 
used it as a walking stick, frowning as she climbed up the hill step by step. 


Although Hu Linglan had tightly tied a cloth belt around her waist and hips several times, each step still 
caused pain. But she refused to slow down. 


——As long as you think that every moment, another villager will be executed in front of "Qinglian 
Temple", your physical pain is nothing. 


Meng Qihe couldn't help but look at this heroic female swordsman again. In order to hide her presence 
in the mountains, Hu Linglan changed into a set of dark blue men's clothing made of coarse cloth, but it 
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still did not reduce her charm at all. After a long hike on the mountain, her clothes were soaked with 
sweat, showing off her graceful body curves. The bandit walking behind was dumbfounded and couldn't 
help swallowing his Adam's apple, then he took a deep breath, cheered up and continued walking. 


When Meng Qihe saw it, he couldn't help laughing and cursing secretly: 


—-—Mr. Wang, you old fox... did you include her on purpose? 


Meng Qihe has spent a long time with his subordinates and knows their temperaments well. If they had 
been forced to do the hard work of carrying heavy objects to climb mountains on normal days, no 
matter how urgent it was, they would have been complaining a lot and would have slowed down 
somewhat. 


But now everyone refused to lag behind their companions and rushed up the mountain. The younger 
ones even competed to get the heaviest cloth bag. No one is willing to show weakness in front of such 
an exotic beauty - fatigue and hard work are nothing, but the majesty of Jiangxi men cannot be lost! 


Meng Qihe was born short and thin, and had long been accustomed to getting along with people who 
were much taller than him. There was no discomfort in walking with Hu Linglan; 


But the big knife she used was actually longer than his, which made Meng Qihe feel a little 
uncomfortable. 


He had been trapped in the mountains with a group of stinky men for a long time. When he saw such a 
beautiful woman, he couldn't help teasing her and said: 


"Heroine, did you have a hard time walking? Do you want me to give you a lift?" Meng Qihe patted the 
back of his shoulder: "Come on, come on!" 


"Huh" something came towards Meng Qihe, he panicked and moved his "Baguazhang" outward to lift 
the sheath tail that Hu Linglan stabbed away! 
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Hu Linglan's move was very fast, and the long knife was even heavier with the sheath, but she was still 
very easy to use it with one hand. Meng Qihe blocked the stabbing in embarrassment and couldn't help 
but stick out his tongue. 


"Joke! Joke! As Meng Qihe said this, he started to walk up the slope backwards, and pulled away from 
Hu Linglan by a yard, thinking that this Japanese female saber was really not to be offended. 


"Boss, you're eating tofu and falling on a rock!" The bandits at the back laughed, and their morale rose 
again. This is exactly what Meng Qihe hoped for. 


Meng Qihe turned around, put away his smile, and concentrated on driving up the mountain again. 


Although he is not carrying a heavy load, he is actually not as relaxed as his subordinates: in order to 
prepare for the possibility that King Bolong Shu might have posted a sentry at the eastern foot of 
Qingyuan Mountain, Meng Qihe acted as an arrow to explore, making sure that there were no enemies 
on the road ahead, and then turning back to notify the brigade to advance. 


Therefore, he had to walk each section of the road three times, especially the first silent sneak, which 
was very energy-consuming. 


Although there was little chance for the Shu Kings to set up defenses in this wild forest, Meng Qihe did 
not dare to act rashly because he knew very well how important his extraordinary troops were in Wang 
Shouren's strategy of attacking "Qinglian Temple". 


When he thought of Mr. Wang, Meng Qihe's eyes lit up in the increasingly dark woods. 


He recalled the scene this morning when he returned to his hometown in the county town after a long 
absence: 


Meng Qihe received a notification from Tang Ba Kuai Ma and learned that King Bo Longshu had held 
more than 400 people in Sitang Village hostage and would execute them one by one on time, so he 
quickly gathered his troops and rushed to the county seat to meet up. 
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A year ago, he fell into danger again and became a bandit. With no one to see him off, he left the city at 
night in a panic and with a feeling of anger and helplessness. Today he came back with a hundred 
people, and the people of Luling County opened the city gates and lined the streets to welcome him. 
Everyone looked at him passing by with expressions of relief and anticipation. When Meng Qihe saw it, 
he sighed in his heart. 


Although Meng Qihe was exonerated by Wang Shouren last time, his life in Luling was not easy. After all, 
he was no longer innocent, and he had indeed killed and injured people when he was a thief. He was 
often looked down upon in the city. No decent merchants or wealthy households dared to hire him, so 
he could only do menial and menial work, and he was often subjected to harsh punishment. The 
government humiliated. 


Born and raised in Luling, Meng Qihe had never been so respected as he is today. 


--It was Wang Shouren who taught him the true value of being a human being. 


But when they reunited with Wang Shouren outside Guanwang Temple, neither of them said anything. 
Wang Shouren only glanced at Meng Qihe, and without even saying hello, he unfolded the hastily drawn 
topographic map of "Qinglian Temple" and began to explain his planned strategy. 


——Now is not the time to waste time gathering old things. If you have anything to say, leave it until 
you save people and kill enemies. 


Meng Qihe was an enemy of Wang Shouren in the past, and this was the first time he was commanded 
by him. But Meng Qihe had extensive experience in leading a large group of bandits. He immediately 
understood Lord Wang's strategy and quickly arranged for his men to collect the necessary supplies and 
equipment. He also selected a group of twenty strong men from his subordinates. trip. Before noon, 
twenty-two of them, together with three pack horses, had already set off from the city. 


Before dispatching, Meng Qihe handed over the rest of the main force of the brigade to the command 
of his one-eyed old confidant Liang Futong, and said to his temporarily separated men: 


"Today, show no mercy." Meng Qihe glanced at his subordinates. Although he is a thief, he is not a 
murderous person after all. He often restrains his subordinates to try to hurt as few lives as possible 
when doing business and confronting the government. 

1467 


——But today is the time to lift the ban. 


"This time, they are the thieves!" 


Meng Qihe raised his Bagua sword and shouted, and then, with his brother's roaring response, he rode 
out of the city. 


In Wang Shouren's strategy, the 22 people including Meng Qihe, Hu Linglan and others were responsible 
for the most important surprise attack. Their first priority was to avoid King Shu's eyes and ears, so they 
took along detour to the east of Qingyuan Mountain. The group was in high spirits and arrived at the 
foot of the mountain in less than two hours. 


However, the dangerous mountains and forests at the eastern foot were more difficult to traverse than 
Meng Qihe had expected. Not long after going up the mountain, a brother sprained his ankle and could 
no longer walk, so he stayed behind, so there were only nineteen people left. 


——This cannot continue. Someone dies every half an hour over there! And if we want to cooperate 
with the main attack, we must reach the top before midnight! 


Meng Qihe was in the lead, using the sickle Tang Ba gave him to cut branches to clear the way, while 
speeding up the climb, invisibly urging his companions behind him to speed up and follow. He knew that 
doing so was pushing the physical exertion of his men to the limit, and he was afraid that more people 
might be accidentally injured at any time. But he had no choice. 


The breathing in the back gradually became heavier, and the teasing laughter could no longer be heard. 
Even Hu Linglan's presence had lost its motivational effect, and the bandits no longer had the time to 
look at her. 


On the other hand, Hu Linglan herself, still holding out the stab wound on her waist, followed Meng 
Qihe's footsteps. Meng Qihe scratched his wild hair like a bird's nest and was very surprised by this 
woman's perseverance. 
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——Where did she get this strength? Who are these guys? 


Meng Qihe had only been preparing for the battle in the county town in the morning, and had no time 
to really get to know the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door". Meng Qihe was surprised when Yan 
Heng, a young swordsman from the Qingcheng sect, came to the Mapi Ridge village yesterday. He didn't 
expect that Yan Heng's companions were all weirder than the last. They were either beautiful girls with 
swords or monks in armor; In addition, the strange old man with weapons all over his body is also 
extraordinary. 


But what impressed Meng Qihe the most was the stalwart man who was limping on one leg, with his 
injured left arm hanging on his chest, and wearing a black armor and cloak. 


"My name is Jing Li." Among the group of people, he was the first to come over and greet Meng Qihe. 
The face, slanted with a strip of black cloth, had a bright and heroic smile. 


Meng Qihe nodded towards him. He could smell that Jing Li had a similar smell to his own, and everyone 
also had an untamable wildness. He immediately developed a liking for Jing Li. 


At that time, Meng Qihe was applying the prepared green lotion on his body. Jing Li looked at it 
curiously and guessed that this was a means of concealment in the forest. He smiled and patted his 
thigh: "This is really interesting! Can you teach me?" 


"Okay." Meng Qihe replied readily, and then added: "If we all come back alive." 


The two men looked at each other and laughed together... 


Meng Qihe had seen the sword wounds suffered by the "Six Swordsmen" and could imagine how 
dangerous their previous battle with King Wave Dragon was. 


——They have gone to such lengths for ordinary people who are completely strangers to them; how can 
we, the children of Luling, compare with them? 
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Meng Qihe gritted his teeth, swung the sickle fiercely, chopped off a bunch of thorny branches, and 
continued to step up. 


Hu Linglan, who was following him, was also thinking about Jing Li. 


In the morning in the county town, when she learned of Wang Shouren's strategy and asked her to act 
separately from Jing Li, she immediately protested anxiously. 


"No! | want to follow him!" 


After hearing this, even Tong Jing was surprised. Although Tong Jing had known that Hu Linglan's heart 
was broken, the strong-willed Sister Lan always used cold arrogance to cover up, and was rarely so 
direct. 


——It can be seen how distressed she felt when Brother Jing was seriously injured... 


"Don't say anything willful." 


Jing Li flatly rejected Hu Linglan. 


"This time, hundreds of lives depend on us." 


"But..." Hu Linglan blushed and wanted to retort: 


——Hundreds of lives are not as important as yours. 


But she still couldn't say this in such a situation. 
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"If you want me to be safe, then go and finish the mission that Lord Wang has given you. Jing Li said, "If 
you give the enemy the most trouble and harm, the danger on my side will be the least." 


When Hu Linglan followed Meng Qihe to ride out of the city, she looked back at Jing Li who was dressed 
in black. 


She recalled that night in Hanyang city: he held her palm and said he would take her as his wife. ...... 


It's not a bad idea. As the daughter of a samurai, Shimazu Hu Linglan was destined to marry a samurai's 
wife. 


Then she should have the bearing of a samurai's wife. 


Hu Linglan braced her saber against the rock, lifted her injured leg, bit her lip, and climbed up towards 
victory. 


--He is waiting for me at that end. 


OOOO 


Denglong Village at the northern foot of Qingyuan Mountain has never been as noisy as this dusk ina 
hundred years. 


Even in the peaceful days in the past, when tourists went to the "Qinglian Temple" to worship and 
rested in the village shop on the way; or on that terrible day half a year ago when the kings of magic 
descended like a swarm of locusts and captured the village, the small village of Denglong Village There 
were not so many people crammed into the place as at this moment. 


Wang Shouren led the Luling Rebel Army of more than 600 people, and suddenly filled this small village 
that had been abandoned due to the occupation of King Bolongshu, and the rows of empty houses 
suddenly regained life. 
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Only a sliver of twilight remains in the West. The villagers lit fires in various open spaces in the village for 
lighting, and strictly guarded the roads leading in and out of the village to prevent the disciples of King 
Shu from sneaking in and causing trouble in the dark. Some people are responsible for lighting fires and 
cooking meals in the house. 


——A long night is about to begin. Naturally, you need to have a full stomach before fighting. 


Wang Shouren, protected by Yan Heng and Lian Feihong, followed by six disciples, walked around the 
village to inspect. Along the way, he personally greeted many armed Luling people, in order to boost 
their morale. 


"They... are still very scared." Mr. Feihong, who was on the right side of Wang Shouren, put his injured 
right arm on the handle of the knife at his waist while walking, stroking his white beard with his other 
hand, and whispered to Wang Shouren in a worried tone. 


Yan Heng looked carefully and saw that under the firelight, the faces of those men looked pale and 
solemn. 


"There is no way." Wang Shouren said. Now they are not defending the city, but stepping directly into 
King Bolong Shu's base camp. To these rural civilians, it feels like putting their hands into the mouth of a 
tiger. Although these hundreds of people are already voluntary people, after all, they were still living 
under the clutches of the magic king a few days ago. 


In addition to the more than 80 bandits left behind by the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" and 
Meng Qihe, the remaining more than 500 people in this rebel army were all men from Luling County and 
neighboring villages who voluntarily joined. Since King Shu has been causing trouble for a long time, 
many of the young men in Luling who could leave their hometowns to make a living have escaped, or 
they have become bandits like Meng Qihe, and the remaining men were either too young or too old, so 
it was not easy for Wang Shouren to recruit such a large number of men. 


Although there is an advantage of several times the strength on the surface, Wang Shouren knows that 
these strong people are not a reliable combat force. They can still use the formation to defend the city, 
but now it is too reluctant to attack outside the city. He did not expect to rely on these numbers to 
defeat the "Qinglian Temple". He mobilized such a number mainly to increase his momentum. 
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——But if the worst moment comes, they still have to fight... 


There is also a young man of similar age to Xue Jiuniu in Minzhuang. When Wang Shouren saw it, 
although he didn't want to send them to the battlefield, he had no choice. 


——If we cannot win this battle, there will be no tomorrow for everyone. 


Yan Heng looked at Wang Shouren's worried face from the side. 


——When you are a leader, you have to be responsible for the life and death of others, which is really 
not easy. 


He thought that if he really wanted to revive the Qingcheng Sect, he would have to take on such a role 
one day, and now he had to learn from Master Wang. He saw with his own eyes yesterday how Wang 
Shouren convinced Meng Qihe, and how he spoke with both reason and reason was really admirable. 


At this time, in the center of the village, the sound of men wailing was heard. 


Wang Shouren was afraid that the morale of the army would be affected, so he immediately rushed to 
find out what was going on. He saw two men sitting on the stone steps in front of the ancestral hall in 
Denglong Village, the older one holding a set of ancestral tablets in his hands, and the two of them 
embracing each other and crying. Other people in the neighborhood gathered around and looked at 
them with curiosity. 


When the two of them saw Wang Shouren approaching, they knelt down and kowtowed to him: "Thank 
you, Mr. Wang, for bringing us brothers home! Our ancestors are still there! Our ancestors are still 
there!" 


The brothers surnamed Zhao were originally from Denglong Village. When King Bo Longshu came to 
Qingyuan Mountain that day, Zhao happened to take his younger brother to another village to talk 
about their marriage. Therefore, they escaped, but they were never allowed to return home. Zhao Da's 
wife had been raped and humiliated by the martial arts kings for a long time, and just the day before 
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yesterday, Jing Li and Xue Jiuniu rescued her back to the county. Feeling the kindness of the knights, his 
two brothers resolutely volunteered to join the rebel army. At this moment, they finally returned to 
their hometown with the brigade and saw the ancestral tablet. Untainted by the demon, he was so 
excited that he burst into tears. 


Wang Shouren's disciples stepped forward and quickly helped the two of them up. The Minzhuang 
people who were watching, their homes had also been abused by King Shu for a long time, and when 
they saw the situation of the Zhao brothers, they couldn't help but feel that they had long been filled 
with bitterness, and many of them couldn't help but shed tears along with them. 


At this time, a figure jumped forward and kicked a man who was crying next to him on the buttocks. The 
man screamed and fell to the ground. 


"Why are you crying? Sissy!" Lian Feihong's white beard was blown by the wind, and his expression was 
full of majesty. He glanced at the people with disgust, scaring them all into silence. 


"What do you think you're here for now?" 


Lian Feihong raised his right arm, which had been severely injured by the Demonic Sword of Wave 
RyUjutsu King and was now wrapped in layers. Everyone looked at it and remembered the blood shed by 
this old knight to save Luling. 


"Today, you must take back the place that belongs to you!" 


When all the people heard this, the original sad atmosphere was swept away. 


——That's right. It originally belonged to us. 


——tThere is no reason to remain silent even if someone takes it away. 


They all looked towards the dark Qingyuan Mountain. 
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The fire rising in their hearts was not enough to completely drive away their fear, but at least they had 
the courage to climb the mountain. 


Wang Shouren looked at Lian Feihong and nodded in greeting. 


"It's nothing." Mr. Feihong shrugged: "What | hate most are timid guys." He looked at Yan Heng and said 
with a smile, "In the past in Kongtong Mountain, | kicked the butts of so many disciples!" 


At the other end of the village, Jing Li, dressed in a black cloak, was half melting into the night. 


He stood beside the black horse he had seized from the Mei Xin Shu, tidying up and checking the saddle 
straps to make sure they hadn't come loose, and then stroked the horse's mane as he looked at the 
people in the village. 


He saw a group of bandits led by Liang Futong, one of Meng Qihe's men, who had formed a group of 
several dozens of people and were eating, drinking, laughing, and joking around together, with a relaxed 
demeanor, much more calm than ordinary people. 


After all, they were accustomed to living by the saber. Once they follow the leader and risk everything, 
they don't think much about life and death. Of course, it would be a lie to say that there was no fear at 
all; but this group of men loved to fight for victory in the village, and no one was willing to show 
weakness in front of their companions. 


Jing Li looked at the surrounding village houses again, recalling the scene when he and Xue Jiuniu 
sneaked in two nights ago, and what Xue Jiuniu had said to him. 


— —Boy, at that time, | lost to you. 


Jing Li reached out and touched the long Japanese saber hanging on the side of his saddle. 


1475 


Yesterday, Xue Jiuniu had given it to Jing Li in exchange for his life. 


Jing Li gently pulled out the saber by an inch or so. The silver blade reflected the fire in the distance, 
glowing faintly. 


--Tonight, | will cut off that guy's head and sacrifice it to you. 


He returned the saber to its sheath with great force, making a clear sound of gold and iron in the night 
sky. 


Meanwhile, a few houses behind him, Yuan Xing was sitting quietly on a rock, with a county resident 
behind him holding a saber, shaving the thin layer of hair on his head. 


Yuan Xing's cheeks and chin were shaved clean. Feeling his smooth face, he said to the shaver, "That's a 
good saber." 


"Of course it is." The man smiled and replied, "This saber was sharpened by Mr. Han Shizi, and the edge 
is very fast. He only sharpened it once, and it has lasted for over a year without becoming dull." 


Tong Jing squatted aside, placed the Still Life Sword horizontally in front of his belly, cupped his hands 
over his face, and looked at Yuan Xing's shaven appearance. 


"Mink, you still look better like this. You're more than ten years younger than before." 


"Don't talk nonsense." Yuan Xing blushed. After all, he had grown up in a Buddhist temple and rarely 
talked to women, so it was unnatural for him to be stared at by a delicate girl. 


The top of his head was also shaved. Yuan Xing touched it, but it felt even more unnatural than the usual 
messy hair. There was probably only one monk in the world who didn't like to shave his head so much. 


"Why do you have to shave your head?" Tong Jing asked curiously. Tong Jing asked curiously. 
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"It's Lord Wang's order." Yuan Xing smiled mysteriously, picked up the small cloth bag lying on the 


ground and handed it to Tong Jing. "Now it's your turn.' 


Tong Jing was puzzled and took the bag. 


"What is ...... this for?" 


"It's what Lord Wang asked me to do." Yuan Xing said, "You're a girl, your hands are smaller. You like to 
draw, don't you?" 


Tong Jing opened the bag, and inside were ink and a small brush. The magistrate brought over the bowl 
of water used to wash the saber's blade. 


She was filled with suspicion: what is this? Then she saw the county resident behind Yuan Xing take out 
a piece of clothing from a large cloth bag. 


Seeing that piece of clothing, the clever Tong Jing suddenly realized. 


"| said that ...... Lord Wang, really an old fox ...... ; 


She said, then sharpened the ink. Although Tong Jing was born in a gangster family, it is impossible to 
get married to a clean official, but her father, Tong Bo Xiong, still has some hope for his only daughter, 
since her daughter knows how to hire a teacher to the family to teach her to read and write. 


"By the way, Miss Tong ...... ," Yuan Xing looked at her and asked, "How did you come to follow Jing Li 
and the others?" 


As she sharpened her ink, Tong Jing talked about what had happened in Chengdu. Thinking back to her 
encounter with Yan Heng, she felt angry and amused. 
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"| don't know why, but ever since | was a kid in the headquarter of the gang, seeing the shelved sabers, 
swords and halberds, and seeing the gang members practicing martial arts and fighting, | just love it." 


Yuan Xing raised his eyebrows and scratched his bald head: "Me too! When | was a child in the Shaolin 
Temple, | was thinking about boxing and playing sticks all day long, and refused to recite Buddhist 
scriptures. | don't know how many times | was punished by the master. But he punished me to copy 
scriptures, | just copied while walking, haha..." 


When Tong Jing met her soulmate, she couldn't help but smile with her rabbit-like front teeth. 


"Okay." Tong Jing polished the ink and applied it with a fine brush a few times: "Come on, master, sit still 
and don't move." 


Yuan Xing winked at her, "Remember, make it scary." 


Tong Jing lifted the tip of her brush and dabbed it on Yuan Xing's cheek. 


OOOO 


There is a spacious Zen room in the back of "Qinglian Temple", furnished like a warehouse, filled with 
sundries everywhere. The shelves on the wall that originally held scriptures were lined with medicine 
bottles and cans, and a small stove made of blue bricks was piled up in the corner, with the pot on it 
simmering an unknown slurry. 


There is a long, large table in the center of the room, with ten or eight thin girls standing around it. They 
cover their mouths and noses with cloth towels. They put the prepared medicinal powder into small 
paper bags according to the portions. After gathering twenty small bags, they wrapped them into one 
big bag. If you look closely at the papers, you will see that they are all pages torn from the Buddhist 
scriptures stored in Qinglian Temple. 


The doors and windows of the Zen room are heavily sealed to prevent impurities and dust from flying in. 
These girls were all kidnapped by the King of Magic from nearby villages, and a dozen of them with fine 
fingers and dexterity were selected and trapped here, working day and night to make medicine for the 
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King of Magic. The king of magicians even ordered his subordinates not to infringe on them - the reason 
was of course not to show pity for their beauty, but because he did not want to hinder the progress of 
the medicine. 


Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, stood near the door, stretched out his big palm like a banana 
leaf, and touched the two stacks of small wooden boxes placed by the wall. What is collected inside is all 
the "imitation immortal powder" made here. 


Although it was the time of a great war, but the goods were about to be shipped, the Dragon King could 
not allow himself to stop, as he usually did twice a day to personally monitor the shipment. 


It took three months to make this batch of "Imitation of Immortal Powder". Before that, the King had 
been experimenting with the people of Luling County for several months, constantly improving the 
formula, and he was convinced that the current batch was very close to the effectiveness of the original 
formula of the Material Transformation Sect. 


--These medicines will be exchanged for our first capital. 


Wu Jihong was already planning in his mind: how to use this insufferable phantom drug to increase his 
capital several times; then he would launch his great ideal and prepare to welcome the return of "senior 
brother"... 


——lIt's a pity that Junior Brother Mei can't accompany me to see this day... 


Thinking of the slain Mei Xinshu, the Dragon King's nails were like sharp blades as he clawed his way into 
the wooden box. 


" Master of Art!" A disciple's voice came from behind the door. 


This is a forbidden place, so the disciple must have something important to tell him. 
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King Bolong took a second look at the young girls. They had been imprisoned here for a long time to 
make the "Imitation of Immortal Powder", and although their mouths and noses were covered with 
cloths, they could not help but inhale a small amount of it every day, and their bodies had already been 
destroyed, and each of them was dull-eyed, but only kept working like dolls pulled by invisible threads. 


The Surgery King was satisfied with his work and opened the door to go out. Outside, besides the two 
disciples on guard duty, there was another man half-kneeling in front of him. 


"I'd like to inform you that the enemy has entered the village at the foot of the mountain. ...... " said the 
disciple, "There are several hundred of them, but they haven't come up the mountain yet." 


—-—tThe enemy is several times as numerous as ours, and this disciple is actually very uneasy; but he 
knows that His Majesty the King of Arts hates disciples showing fear, so he pretends to be calm and 
normal. 


"You haven't come here yet... aren't they anxious?" 


King Bolong pondered. He had made a rule to execute one hostage from Sitang Village every half an 
hour. However, when the enemy arrived at the foot of Qingyuan Mountain, they did not rush up to kill 
them immediately. It seemed that although the leader of the enemy was anxious, he did not lose his 
position. He can endure when he should; and he can organize and mobilize hundreds of people in half a 
day... It shows that this leader is definitely a character. 


——ls it the person who killed Junior Brother Mei? Or one of those swordsmen who didn't take action? 


Thinking that the time was coming to kill the enemy for Mei Xinshu, King Bolong Shu held the hilt of the 
Wudang sword on his waist, and his five knuckles turned white. 


"Your Excellency, how should we respond?..." asked the disciple who was responsible for delivering 
orders and reporting the news. 


"Waiting for work, guard the mountain gate. That will be where their corpses are piled up." The king of 
magic said coldly, and then added: "Continue to execute them on time." 
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The disciple returned with orders. The Surgery King thought for a moment but then called out, "Wait a 
minute. Today's hostage ...... was not killed by Protector Huo?" 


The disciple turned around, stopped, lowered his head and said, "She is only left to us... When | came 
here, | didn't see her along the way." 


The king of surgery waved him away, but he was thinking in his heart: Huo Yaohua would always kill one 
or two of these things with her own hands, so as not to be looked down upon by many male disciples for 
her soft-heartedness... 


King Bo Longshu vaguely noticed that something was wrong with Huo Yaohua since yesterday, but he 
couldn't tell what had changed. 


However, King Bo Longshu's trust in Huo Yaohua has not wavered even a bit. 


He did not believe that there was anything in the world that could control people's hearts better than 
his evil, majesty and magical medicine. 


OOOO 


The curved blade was carved into the wooden post. But the palm holding the knife was trembling, and 
the horizontal lines on the pillar became crooked. 


Huo Yaohua took back the hunting knife from a foreign country of the Southern Barbarians and looked 
down at it blankly. The tip of the knife was still shaking involuntarily with the palm of his hand. 


This is the result of drug addiction after stopping taking "Zhao Ling Dan" for one day and one night. 


Huo Yaohua's eyes showed black circles, and she lost her usual charming and dangerous look. She felt 
very hard. In the fierce knife fight with Hu Linglan the night before, Huo Yaohua's wounds were actually 
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not much lighter than those of the other party. However, the pain was reduced by the medicine. After 
the medicine wore off, her hands and legs felt like they were about to split, and she had only regained 
her strength after the conditioning process. 


Huo Yaohua touched the forehead that Hu Linglan had hit with the handle of the knife. A deep pain hit 
the center of her head at the slightest touch. She cursed and shook her head, shaking off the dizziness. 


"That stinky woman... I'll kill her sooner or later..." 


She knew that it was easy to relieve the pain and stop shaking. She just needed to take out the packet of 
"Zhao Ling Dan" from her pocket and take it. But she endured it. Thinking of all the horrific 
hallucinations in her mind after being hit by Hu Linglan that night, Huo Yaohua felt her mouth go dry and 
she still had a nauseating reaction. She had never felt such disgust before - she always enjoyed the 
elixirs given by the king of magic as if they were candies. 


The strange thing is that after not taking "Zhao Ling Dan" for a day, Huo Yaohua felt that her mind had a 
long-lost clarity, as if she suddenly thought about many things. 


She sat down holding on to the wooden pillar outside Qinglian Temple, her fingers unconsciously playing 
with the wooden handle of the knife, and her eyes looking far ahead. 


This is facing the open space on the south side of the Zen Temple. There are several fires burning at the 
other end. There are many figures under the firelight. There are low cries inside. They are the more than 
400 hostages from Sitang Village who were kidnapped up the mountain last night. 


She saw a disciple of the King of Arts walking out of the crowd, holding a bright machete in one hand 
and something in the other. He walked to the creek in front of the clearing, threw the thing aside, and 
squatted down to clean the blade with the stream water. After a while, he stood up, wiped the blade of 
the sword with his five-color robe, put the sword back into the leather sheath on his waist, and relaxedly 
hummed "Song of the Return of True Things after Death", and then walked back to the hostages: 


"| will fulfill all my desires, destroy all things, and return my soul... | will serve God with sincerity, and | 
will preach with great power..." 
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Another Sitang villager was beheaded. 


During these years of following Queen Bolongshu, Huo Yaohua had no feeling about such massacres. But 
at this moment, she actually had many thoughts. 


She lowered her head again and looked at the knife she got yesterday. The man with the tattoo on his 
shoulder not only reminded her of her senior brother Weng Chengtian, but also reminded her of her 
past self. 


Trading her body for martial arts; killing her master and running away; killing her fellow disciples of the 
Chulang Sword Sect... Huo Yaohua never felt a trace of guilt or regret about these things. 


——This is all forced by that stinking man! 


She kept telling herself: | am the one who is being persecuted. Even if she later became a bandit, killing 
people and stealing goods, she was convinced that she was helpless: As a single woman like me, the only 
thing | can do is kill people. If | don't do this, how can | survive? 


But at this moment, she turned back suddenly and realized: 


--When did | go from being the victim to the victimizer? 


Cold sweat broke out on Huo Yaohua's back. 


She had always prided herself on being a female wolf who survived in the wilderness, but now she 
realized that she had somehow become a dog bred by others to bite. 


She gripped the hilt of her saber. Her hands shook even more. 


--What does the owner of this saber ...... think of me? ...... 
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Huo Yao Hua never minded being hated - it was always the energy that drove her to survive. She dared 
to be the enemy of the world. 


But being hated and despised was another matter ...... 


She felt her mind wandering, wanting to get away from it all, to think of nothing else. Trembling fingers 
began to slowly reach into the pockets of her multicolored shirt. ...... 


--What's the use of thinking about it....... Haha, Huo Yao Hua, do you think you can still turn back today? 


--Take one. ...... Forget all this. ...... 


At this moment, a gong suddenly sounded loudly across from the "Cause and Effect Bridge" in the south. 


Awakened by the sudden sound, Huo Yaohua's hand stopped. 


"It's coming! It's coming! The clearing on the other side of the creek was where the main force of the 
Warlord's defenders was assembling. She heard a call from the other side: "Hurry up and set up your 
formation!" 


Then the leader of the magic kings blew a sharp wooden whistle among the crowd and recited a 
strange-sounding incantation. This is to stimulate the fighting spirit of the disciples of the King of Arts. 


After hearing these sound signals, Huo Yaohua naturally aroused her unwillingness to admit defeat. The 
hand that was originally going to grab the "Zhao Ling Dan" grabbed the big saw knife beside him, stood 
up with the scabbard, and put the hunting knife in his belt with the other hand. 


She was determined, no matter how hard it was, to keep her sober mind and see the man again. 
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Even if she dies, Huo Yaohua still needs to know how she really feels about Jing Li. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 89 Chapter 2: Breakthrough 


The moon is bright in the sky. Midnight. 


Wang Shouren's sharp sword-like eyes looked at the wooden mountain gate ten feet away in front of 
him. 


The gatehouse, which is more than ten feet high, stands at the intersection of a narrow mountain road. 
Two red flags filled with incantations about the transfer of things are hung on the left and right sides. 
They are slowly floating in the dark night. It feels so eerie. 


There were only a few torches in front and behind the mountain gate, so it was difficult to see clearly 
what was going on inside the gate, but one could vaguely see the shadows of people moving around. 


The dark door seemed like a beast's mouth with sharp teeth, waiting for the moment to swallow flesh 
and blood. 


Although he couldn't see it clearly, Wang Shouren knew that behind the mountain gate, the enemy's 
main army of a hundred people must be waiting in full formation. 


The disciples of King Shu had terrible hidden weapons with poisonous arrows, so Wang Shouren 
stationed the rebel army at this distance in front of the mountain gate. This mountain road at the 
northern foot of Qingyuan Mountain is narrow, with the right side leaning against a towering cliff that is 
difficult to climb, and the left side the cliff that Jing Li fell off earlier. The rebel brigade of more than 600 
people could only form a long snake formation, and the minzhuang behind them lined up on the 
mountaineering class. 


This is the dangerous point of the mountain gate of "Qinglian Zen Temple": the mountain gate is 
guarded at a narrow intersection, and its width can only allow at most five or six people to attack side by 
side at the same time; but once they pass the mountain gate, it suddenly turns into a wide open space. , 
can be used for large-scale formations. As long as the enemy adopts a half-moon formation inside the 
mountain gate, our forwards who break through will be attacked on three sides as soon as they enter, 
which is like rushing into a trap on their own. 
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"They... why are there so few torches?..." Huang Xuan, a young disciple next to Wang Shouren, asked, 
with beads of sweat on his forehead due to nervousness. This was his first time experiencing such a 
battle. 


"Bo Longshu King is not a fuel-efficient lamp." Wang Shouren said: "He just doesn't let us see clearly the 
number of people and the situation inside the gate. Anyway, what they are guarding is only the 
doorway, and once someone enters, they will just try their best to clamp down in the same direction, so 
they don't need to see too clearly. A little bit of darkness will be in their favor." 


Wang Shouren also ordered the rebels to use the wooden shields they brought to cover their own 
torches, so as not to let the enemy see clearly before attacking. 


Among the six disciples brought by Wang Shouren, the middle-aged Zhu Heng is the most stable one, 
but after looking at the situation in front of him, he couldn't help but say: "Sir, if we want to break this 
barrier, I'm afraid..." 


Wang Shouren has been thinking about whether there are other more reliable strategies. But no. 


——Even the most powerful wise generals can only calculate battles to a certain extent, and in the end 
they always rely on actual combat. 


In the county town during the day, when Wang Shouren was formulating a strategy with the "Six 
Swordsmen", he had already asked them several times: 


"Do you have confidence in fighting like this?" 


This battle is different from ordinary marching battles. It is not ordinary soldiers who need to be 
mobilized. Our most decisive combat power is these knights with extraordinary martial arts. How to use 
them to their full potential is the key to victory or defeat; Wang Shouren also needs to know the limits 
of their power. 


Mr. Feihong, who has the most experience, is also the one who knows the capabilities of each of the six 
best. He thought about it while stroking his beard, looked at Jing Li again, and then nodded vigorously. 
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"There are no battles in this world that are absolutely certain." Lian Feihong patted the sketch and said, 
"But we can probably do it." 


Wang Shouren looked at the resolute and bold eyes of the six, and had no reason not to trust them ....... 


"Aren't you going to attack yet?..." Huang Xuan said anxiously at this time. He rested his palm ona tree 
beside the mountain road and happened to touch a cursed puppet nailed to the trunk of the tree by the 
magic kings. He was so frightened that he immediately withdrew his hand. "If we wait any longer, 
another hostage will die..." 


Of course Wang Shouren knew very well that every moment of delay would lead to death. But he 
couldn't wait. 


He turned around and looked at a rock as high as a man at the bottom of the cliff on the right. 


On the top of the rock, a black figure of a man and a horse stood. The black horse had been trained for a 
long time, and it was not frightened even when standing at a high place, breathing calmly. 


Jing's right hand held a narrow and long knife, hanging on the side of the saddle, reflecting the faint 
moonlight. His figure was equally calm, his face wrapped in a black turban was raised, and he stared 
intently at the distance ahead. 


More than 600 rebels were quietly deployed on the mountain road on a summer night, sweating in the 
darkness. 


After an unknown period of time, Jing Li's eyes suddenly tightened, as if he saw something. 


He raised the Japanese saber in his hand toward the sky, and at the same time, his eyes descended to 
look at Wang Shouren. 
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Wang Shouren nodded at him. 


--Everything is ready. I'm begging you. 


--Everyone should go home alive. 


Wang Shouren waved his hand, and Liang Futong, the one-eyed leader of the vanguard bandits, 
immediately agreed. He raised his axe in his hand and commanded his 80 brothers to push forward 
slowly. 


The bandits wore armor made of bamboo and wrapped their arms and legs with thick cloths to minimize 
the chances of being injured by the poisonous arrows of the magicians. Each of the forty men at the 
front was holding a wooden shield half the height of a man, which was made from the door boards of 
the civilian city in Luling County. 


On the other side of the mountain gate, there was still no sign of any big movement, and they were 
inviting the king to enter the urn. 


The bandits pushed forward to about five feet in front of the gate and stopped again. 


At this time, a man with a torch came out in a crowd. 


Inside the mountain gate, the hundreds of magical king people, as Wang Shouren expected, were ina 
half-moon shape, closing the space in front of the gate, and the whole formation was as thick as six or 
seven people, sealing the gate like an iron lid. All of them had taken the drugs of the Object Transfer 
Cult and were stimulated by the incantation, and each of them was filled with a strong desire to kill, 
quietly waiting under the moonlit night. 


--Come on. We will sting every man who enters into a hive of bees. 


But when they saw the person walking alone outside the door, the disciples in the front row of the 
Surgery King froze in their tracks. 
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It was a man wearing the colorful robes of the Object Transfer Cult. 


"It was a fake! They've used this trick before!" Some people shouted from within the group. 


But when they continued to take a closer look at the figure holding a torch in one hand and a staff in the 
other, they all fell silent together. 


Because the man's appearance was exactly the same as that of the King of Waves, with a bald head and 
black curse lines on his face, and it was even worse than the King of Witches, with both cheeks heavily 
tattooed. 


"lam the 'Great Perfection Saint King' of the Material Shift Sect, and | have descended from the True 
World to proclaim the great power of my divine religion and to reward and punish believers based on 
their merits. Who dares to stop me?" 


This "Great Perfection Saint King" was a big man, not as tall as the Dragon Warrior King, but his voice 
was like a bell, and his tiger's eyes were rounded, so he was full of majesty. The sound of his voice 
echoed through the mountains, and indeed had the power to shake the hearts of the people. 


The King's disciples had been in the darkness, but the appearance of the "Holy King" with a burning 
torch suddenly gave them a mysterious and powerful appearance. The fluttering light cast upon him was 
even more eerie. 


This "King of Great Perfection" is naturally Yuan Xing. The lines of the self-proclaimed "Holy King" were 
based on the words of the disciple of the Sage King who was captured in the county town, plus the lyrics 
of the "Object Transfer Cult" that Jing Li had heard when he went up to the mountain the night before, 
which were then made up by Wang Shouren. 


This is the strategy Wang Shouren came up with: since the other party controls his disciples with crazy 
beliefs that confuse people and motivate them to kill and fight, we might as well use it to disturb the 
enemy's mind. This is a battle of the mind. 
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At this time, the bandits and civilians behind Yuan Xing all hummed a song together according to Master 
Wang's order. It was none other than the melody of "The Song of the Destruction of Things" that Jing Li 
had heard. 


The combined voices of hundreds of people seemed to resound from all over the mountains and plains, 
and the mysterious atmosphere became even stronger. The magic kings guarding the door were at a 
loss for a moment, and some even moved their mouths involuntarily to the melody. 


"Serve God with sincerity, preach with great power!" Yuan Xing sang loudly as he continued to approach 
the gate, "My faithful disciples, why don't you kneel down to the Holy King?" 


Yuan Xing had grown up in a Buddhist temple, and was used to hearing the tone of the senior monks in 
the temple, so now he imitated it in a very good way; he then recited a large string of words that no one 
could understand, which were in fact Sanskrit incantations he had memorized in the Shaolin Temple, 
and put them together in a haphazard way. To the disciples of the King, what Yuan Xing was reciting did 
not sound like the usual incantations that the King recites, but the fact that Yuan Xing was reading it 
with great care, as if he was actually saying something secret, made them even more afraid. 


In fact, many of them, like Huo Yao Hua and Han Sidao, did not believe in the doctrine of "the return of 
things to their rightful place"; however, they had just taken medicines such as the "Imitation of 
Immortality" or the "Zhaoling Pill", and they were easily infected by the devout believers around them. 


Among the disciples of the Surgery King standing in the front row, one or two of them actually listened 
to Yuan Xing's words and knelt down with their blades hanging down. 


Yuan Xing came even closer and saw the situation of the crowd of the Surgery King at the door. 


--It worked ...... Just let me get a little closer ...... 


However, at that moment, at the end of the formation of the Artist Kings, a loud, melodious, but cold 
and creepy voice came from the end of the formation: 


"Split this blasohemous fake into pieces!" 
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The voice was so strange that it seemed to come from the second-floor balcony, and was heard by the 
whole formation below. 


Yuan Xing saw that many of the Surgery King's disciples in the front row, who were originally in a state 
of confusion, suddenly became clear-eyed. 


One sentence carries such weight that Yuan Xing can naturally guess who the other person is. 


The King of Wave Dragons was riding on his extraordinarily tall horse, looking down at the front with big 
round eyes, and personally held the formation in the center of the rear. He tied up the sleeves of his 
five-color robe with strips of cloth and was ready to draw his sword and fight. 


Although Yuan Xing had never seen the King of Swords before, hearing that he was the real Wudang 
master of swordsmanship, his heart became even more energized. 


Knowing that this trick had reached its limit, he swung his left hand violently and threw the torch down 
the cliff beside the mountain road. 


Yuan Xing disappeared from the sight of the king in an instant. 


That was because Yuan Xing had attracted their attention. When the bright light suddenly disappeared, 
the eyes of the Surgery King's audience could not adjust to it for a short while. 


This was also Wang Shouren's plan to instruct Yuan Xing to create a very short gap. 


Yuan Xing had to walk the remaining distance in this gap. 


He raised his breath, and instantly started to move. 
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The footsteps of monk's shoes. 


His powerful body, like a fierce animal, runs towards the center of the gate. 


--There was no turning back. 


At that moment, Yuan Xing's mind suddenly remembered that when he was a child at the Shaolin 
Temple, Master Cheng had dragged him by the hand and told him a lot of truths. 


He thought that he had never memorized them. But now he remembered them all. | can't say that | 
have understood it yet. 


--Maybe | was born in this world; sent to Shaolin Temple to learn martial arts; and went down to the 
mountains for the Wudang Sect....... All of this is for such a time as this. 


For the righteous path, one can sacrifice one's life and forget one's death. 


At the same time Yuan Xing was running, he took out half of the mask of the night fork from under the 
five-colored robe and embedded it on his face. 


He instantly transformed into an angry evil god. 


At that moment, other figures rushed up behind him. 


Yuanxing crossed the two doorposts hung with red flags. 


The disciples who had been awakened by Lord Bolong's magic were now reorganizing themselves 
against the enemy. Although they could not see clearly for a while, they sensed that they had entered 
the killing zone with a strong momentum. 
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The Surgery King's crowd formed three packets and sandwiched the space at the entrance of the 
mountain, among them, a few disciples standing in the second row in front of them raised their arms 
towards the front without saying a word, pulled the spring with their fingers, and poisonous arrows 
quenched with the "Blood Killing" were shot out at the same time! 


Yuan Xing was well prepared for this; as soon as he passed through the mountain gate, he had already 
turned his body to the side, facing the front with the left side of his body, raising his left shoulder to 
shield his neck, and bending his left arm to cover his eyes. Keeping this posture, he rushed in at full 
speed towards the center of the enemy line! 


Six arrows were shot into his left arm, chest and abdomen almost without any distinction between front 
and back, and all of them went into the five-colored robe! 


The Surgery King's crowd in the front row was excited to see that the hidden weapons were all hit in one 
shot. 


Something like a dragon coming out of a hole. 


The nose of one of the disciples holding a spear exploded with blood, and he fell on his companions in 
the back row! 


--This guy was poisoned! 


This is naturally because the poisoned arrows were all deflected by Yuan Xing's bronze armor hidden 
under his robe! 


Yuan Xing followed Wang Shouren's instructions and charged into the center of the enemy line with his 
armor. According to Wang Shouren's plan, although the King's men have the advantage of being 
surrounded by three packs of bread, they cannot use flying concealed weapons on the two flanks, or 
else they will easily hit their comrades on the other side by mistake, so only the King's disciples in the 
center group will fire arrows. 
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The fifty disciples of the King of Magic who died in Luling County had also fired randomly in the melee 
regardless of their own safety. But Wang Shouren firmly believed that at this juncture, there were not 
many disciples left of King Wave Dragon Master, and they could no longer sacrifice casually. Therefore, 
he would strictly restrain his disciples' fighting styles to prevent such violent acts from happening again. 
What's more, since King Wave Dragon has chosen to rely on geographical advantages and formations to 
win, he will not rashly let his disciples fight among themselves and fall into chaos, causing the formation 
to collapse. 


— —The more Bolongshu King calculated rationally, the more confident Wang Shouren was in dealing 
with him. 


The round hexagonal eyebrow stick was spitting out with lightning. Before the martial arts kings could 
see clearly what kind of weapon it was, he had already put the stick into his arms, and his palm turned 
into a yin handle and he held it backwards. The other end of the stick was from bottom to top this time, 
the sand and dust were rolled up violently, and it hit the vital part of the other person's crotch hard! 


The Shaolin stick was so strong and powerful that the whole disciple was knocked off the ground, and 
his unconscious body flew up and fell into the back row of the crowd! 


The King of Magic's crowd was stimulated by the drug and the incantation, and their long-stored 
murderous spirit also exploded at this time. The front row of people and horses let out a howl like an 
animal, and their five long spears stabbed intensively and sharply at Yuan Xing! 


Yuan Xing gritted his teeth. It took so much calculation and risk to rush to this distance, he can't retreat, 
he must enter the close combat even if he has to put his body on the line. If he retreated, the enemy's 
poisonous weapons would come again. 


Facing the five fierce spear points, he stood still with both feet. He held the eyebrow-level stick in both 
hands and raised the grid in the "Cauld Lifting Position". At the same time, he exhaled deeply from the 
Dantian in his abdomen and lifted up the Shaolin "Iron Cloth Shirt" all over his body. Hard work, and 
using the method of borrowing images, visualize yourself turning into a solid piece of iron! 


The eyebrow-qi stick can only block two of the shots. Of the other three spears, one pierced his shoulder 
and was blocked by the rounded copper shoulder armor and passed away; the other two spears stabbed 
firmly on his left chest and side ribs! 
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Although the spear tip could not pierce the copper-inlaid armor, the fierce force still penetrated the 
body. Because Yuan Xing had to use his stick to defend at the same time, "Iron Shirt" could not exert its 
strength, only 50% of the usual strength. The force of the two shots made Yuan Xing tumble inside! 


However, he endured the pain. 


--Never waver! Not even for a single moment! 


Yuan Xing held his breath and andpushed back the two spear poles on the sticks. The two disciples 
holding the spears could not stand and collided with the people around them! 


By this time, the King's men on the left and right had also attacked, and many sabers and guns were 
stabbing and slashing at his sides and back! 


Yuan Xing felt just as he did when he was in the Shaolin Temple and was surrounded by enemies in the 
Wooden Alley, with no exit in sight. 


But it was different from the Woodman's Alley. This time he was not alone. 


Only then did the kings of magicians realize that Yuan Xing's broad and strong body was covering the 
arrival of another person from behind. 


One long and one short blade vibrated. 


"Male and female dragon and tiger sword". 


Yan Heng's clear eyes shined with determination in the dark night. 
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Right behind Yuan Xing, he launched the chain sword flowers of Qingcheng Sect's "Double Shuttle 
Sword". "Dragon Thorn" and "Tiger Pi" alternated at high speed, as if they turned into a ball of blades! 


The sabers flew. The gun barrels broke. 


The weapons that attacked Yuan Xing's back were all blocked by the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Swords! 


This move was actually quite dangerous. The extremely sharp tip of the "Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword" passed just a few inches in front of Yuan Xing's back. 


This is trust - Wanxing absolutely trusts Yan Heng's principles; Yan Heng also trusts Wanxing to be able 
to withstand the pressure ahead and not retreat even an inch. 


With Yan Heng's cover behind him, Yuan Xing was able to regain his breath, suppress the pain in his 
internal organs, and focus on attacking the front. He changed the eyebrow-level stick back to a long 
forehand grip, and beat the stick head back and forth in circles, calming the center of the enemy's 
formation. 


At the same time, Yan Heng took another step forward, got close to Yuan Xing's back, turned sideways 
and attacked to the right with his two swords, covering the right half of Yuan Xing's body that was not 
protected by bronze armor. 


The two masters of Shaolin and Qingcheng come together to demonstrate the true power of the "nine 
sects" in the world. 


Another martial arts disciple in front was unable to dodge and was hit by Yuan Xing's "Kinnara King 
Stick"'s "Mist Dispelling Power". The head of the stick covered with iron sheets and copper nails hit his 
left ear, and a blast of blood flowers shot out from the other ear hole, and he immediately vomited 
blood and died! 


At the same moment, Yan Heng used his left-handed "Tiger's Blade" to hold up a single saber that was 
slashing at Yuan Xing's head. The long golden edge of the "Dragon Thorn" sword in his right spit out and 
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sank into the throat of the swordsman, followed by "Hu Pi". " He pulled it back again, dragged it to the 
right armpit, and hit the other fist holding the tomahawk. Three fingers flew off together with the axe! 


--Yan Heng's dual swords were more precise and tightly knit than before after the battle with the 
Dragon Warrior King, and he had begun to excel in utilizing the strengths of the two different swords, 
making him as powerful as two swordsmen with long and short swords working together. 


However, Yan Heng's concentration on protecting Yuan Xing's right side was tantamount to selling his 
back to the enemy on the other side. One of the sabers in the left formation of the King of Surgery saw 
the opportunity and stabbed Yan Heng in the back! 


Another gust of sword wind rose. 


The blades of the swords were almost completely invisible in the darkness. 


But the momentum of the sword could be felt without the need to see it with one's eyes. 


Qingcheng School's "Wind and Fire Sword - Star Chasing the Moon"! 


The right elbow of that King of Surgery's disciple was not yet stretched out, but was stabbed in the 
tendon by this fast sword, the strength was broken and the saber was lost, and he screamed miserably 
as he fell backward! 


The black "Still Life Sword" was withdrawn as soon as it was stabbed. 


A petite figure was already protecting Yan Heng's back and Yuan Xing's left rear side. 


Miss Tong, here you come! 
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Seeing such a delicate young girl appearing in the front row of the left formation, the Surgery King's 
crowd was further aroused by their animalistic nature, and the three of them simultaneously lunged at 
Tong Jing! 


Tong Jing remembered Lian Fei Hong's words again. 


--The people who don't believe in themselves are the ones who will become a burden to others. 


In the past, she had only loved swords. But at this moment, she was fighting with unprecedented focus. 


--Because the fate of many people was at stake. 


--And for the sake of those who died innocently. 


Tong Jing's figure shifted, her already petite body shrinking even shorter, and as the first attacking spear 
swept over her head, she had already used the 17th stance of the "Wind and Fire Sword", "Breaking the 
Zephyr", to diagonally slice through the man's right knee joint! 


At this time, Tong Jing felt another enemy attacking from the left. She kept in mind Lian Feihong's 
instructions: Don't stab too deeply with your sword during a group battle. Because she was weak, if she 
accidentally dug the sword into the enemy's body, she would have no time to draw the sword to deal 
with the next person. In the "Broken Ze" just now, she only used the first two inches of the sword tip to 
weaken the opponent. At this moment, the "Still Life Sword" was retracted and turned at the same time, 
smoothly connecting to the ninth position of the "Wind and Fire Sword", "Li Kai Fan", the blade of the 
sword swept vertically to the left, and she put her left hand on her right wrist to help, just in time to 
block the second man's single sword stabbing horizontally! 


--This move, "Open Fan inside", was an authentic defensive sword move of the Qingcheng School, which 
ran in an arc rather than a hard block, plus Tong Jing knew how to remedy her own deficiencies and 
supplemented it with the strength of her left hand, so although she was not as strong as her opponent, 
she was able to withstand this fierce slash. 
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At the moment of blocking, Tong Jing realized that her opponent's saber was no other than Jing Li's Wild 
Goose Saber, which had been seized by Mei Xin Shu here last time, and then taken over by this disciple 
of the King of Arts. 


Tong Jing and Yan Heng have been practicing "Wind and Fire Sword" to dismantle opposing swords for a 
long time, and they are used to the responsive feeling of swords clashing. At this time, as soon as she 
felt the opponent's Yanling sword bounce away, she changed her moves in a flash. She still slapped her 
left palm on the right wrist that was holding the sword. She raised both arms along the waist at the 
same time, using the twelfth position of "Wind and Fire Sword" "Eagle Yang". "Feather", lifted up from 
the middle palace from bottom to top! 


The tip of the "Still Life Sword" opened a vertical blood hole in the center of the swordsman's throat and 
chin! 


At the same time, the third disciple of the King of Arts came again, slashing Tong Jing head-on with his 
sword from the right! 


Tong Jing could have jumped back to dodge. But she refused. 


——As soon as | hide, the backs of the monk and Yan Heng will be exposed. 


| can't run away. 


She gritted her silver teeth and used the "Eagle's Feather" movement to lift the sword, placing the "Still 
Life Sword" horizontally above her head and protecting the top door with a "Sky Eaves". This time it's 
really going to be tough. 


The saber slashed against the sword and sparks erupted, almost hitting the Sword of Still Life on Tong 
Jing's head! 


The Sword King disciple with the with the Pu Dao could have used this advantage to continue to press 
forward, but when he saw his two companions collapse under the girl's sharp sword, he couldn't help 
but panic, and only dragged Pu Dao back to protect him, wanting to get a clearer view of the situation 
before saying anything else. 
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Tong Jing had already sensed his opponent's cowardice - fighting was also a form of communication. 


This was the perfect opportunity. 


Tong Jing's right arm was folded, ready to stab again. 


The disciple of the King of Arts sensed that she was about to send out her sword, and hastily raised the 
long handle of his saber to block it. 


The sword was not sent. Because this is a false move. 


It was the Kongdong "Flower Technique" that Lian Feihong had painstakingly taught her: "Half Hand, 
One Mind"! 


The "Still Life Sword" was activated with a subtle time difference when the opponent was halfway up 
the handle. A "White Ape Throwing Stone" from Kongtong School's "Fifteen Practice Hand Sword" 
penetrated from the bottom of the handle and into the throat and neck of the man! 


Tong Jing retrieved the matte black longsword that had been stained with the blood of the three men 

and held it in front of her, standing proudly behind Yuan Xing and Yan Heng. In fact, her heart was still 
palpitating. Just now, she had fought one against three, and she felt that it was very dangerous for her 
to just survive. 


However, in the eyes of the Surgery King's audience on the other side, it was a completely different 
story: what they saw was that this young girl, who looked like she could even be blown up by the wind, 
had instantly killed three people in a row with her lightning-fast sword! 


--Even a little girl is so powerful ...... Who are they? 


Tong Jing's shock to the audience of the Art King was even greater than that of Yuan Xing and Yan Heng. 
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Yuan Xing, Yan Heng, and Tong Jing formed a diagonal zigzag formation and plunged into the half-moon 
formation of the Art King's crowd like a knife, and their momentum was so sharp that eight of them 
were defeated by this army in the blink of an eye. 


"Charge again!" Yuan Xing shouted fiercely, raised his eyebrow-level stick, kicked his right foot in place, 
raised his left knee and jumped forward, using a half-step "smooth step to split the mountain", heading 
straight forward. Fighting, he still turned around and used half of his "bronze human armor" to protect 
himself! 


The two spears that had stabbed him before tried to stab him again, but the round stick moved very 
quickly and struck first, breaking the two spear shafts halfway through. 


The downward force hit the sole of one of the feet, causing the flesh to break and the bones to break! 


Wan Xing's fierce attack shocked the hearts of the magic kings in the front row. No one was afraid of the 
iron rod head that could crack open monuments and rocks. Even the medicinal spells of the Material 
Transfer Sect could not suppress the instinct of shrinking. The entire central battle formation pushed 
each other and took two steps back, causing even more chaos. 


The magic kings on the left and right wings were afraid that the entire half-moon formation would break 
and create a gap, so they had no choice but to retreat slightly with the center to maintain a line. 


——With only three people, the rebel warriors defeated the entire 100-man formation on King Shu's 
side and pushed them back! 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing followed Yuan Xing and stepped up, raising their swords to be on guard. 


At the end of the battle formation, King Wave Dragon Master looked down from a high position, with 
anger igniting in his eyes. He stared hard at Yuan Xing who was standing outside the crowd. 


——One more guy like this... Where did he come from? 
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The King of Magic thought that Yuan Xing shaved his head just to imitate him; the scar on Yuan Xing's 
forehead was also covered up by the fake incantation painted in black ink, so the King of Magic could 
not see that he was indeed a monk, otherwise he must have been reminded of the Shaolin Temple 
Come. 


"Do not retreat!" The Dragon Warrior shouted. He had never appeared so anxious in front of his 
disciples. 


As Yuan Xing's trio pressed in, the space inside the gate, which was originally narrowed down by the 
Wizard King's crowd, suddenly widened considerably. 


So the fourth wave of breakthrough came again. 


The one-eyed bandit Liang Futong raised his double axe, led the first batch of eight forward brothers, 
and rushed into the mountain gate in two lines! 


"Fight with your life!" Liang Futong shouted and cheered. Four bandits on each side raised their wooden 
shields and ran in from behind to join the three knights in front. 


These bandits were not as trained as warriors such as Yuan Xing, and they were carrying heavy shields, 
so they could not keep up. Before they could catch up with Yan Heng and Tong Jing, they were already 
noticed by the two wings of the magic kings. Seeing the opportunity, Wang's disciples gathered together 
to block their attack! 


Liang Futong, who was walking in the middle, was more agile, but he couldn't take care of both sides. He 
could only choose to go to the right and swing his ax fiercely at the magic kings coming over there. 


A martial arts disciple had just thrust out his spear, but it was blocked by the bandit's shield in time. The 
tip of the spear was stuck in the wooden board and could not be pulled out. The man was hit in the head 
by Liang Futong's axe! 
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The bandit knew that this was a critical moment, so he used more force than usual when doing business, 
used his shield to deflect the incoming swords and spears, and pushed forward a few more steps until 
his right side finally connected with Yan. 


But the situation on the other side was in danger. Although the bandit at the front raised his shield to 
resist, he happened to encounter an exceptionally tall and strong disciple of the king of magic. The man 
slashed at the mountain with a heavy thick-backed machete. The thief's shield and skull were also split! 


Tong Jing saw that she wanted to help, but several Shu Wang disciples in front of her also cooperated 
with their companions' offensive and swung their swords to restrain Tong Jing. Tong Jing did not dare to 
leave the backs of Yuan Xing and Yan Heng, so she could only use her sword to stab them away, but she 
had no time to help the bandits. 


Seeing that the gap on the left is widening, the breakthrough formation is about to collapse, and the 
three people in front and the backup will be cut off—— 


There was a strange noise in the air. 


The tall martial arts disciple who had just slashed out the machete fell backwards in response, with a 
flying knife with a red scarf nailed to his forehead! 


Another disciple of the King of Arts next to him looked up at the sound, and the second flying knife flew 
towards him and penetrated his chest! 


At the top of the mountain gate, there was a large bird-like figure crouching, the moonlight illuminating 
its fluttering white beard. 


It turned out that when Yan Heng and Tong Jing entered the mountain gate, Mr. Feihong had already 
climbed to the top of the gate with an iron chain. He looked down at the entire situation. When he saw 
a crisis in the formation, he issued the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" Go plug that gap! 


Lian Feihong killed two people in a row and did not hesitate. He immediately flew down from the top of 
the door. In mid-air, his left hand quickly drew the Western Scimitar from his waist and landed in the 
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center of his formation. He then used the remaining momentum from landing to run forward. After a 
few steps, he was already standing shoulder to shoulder with Tong Jing. He raised the "Sun Lun Sword" 
with his backhand and knocked one of the knives that was attacking Tong Jing away from his hand. It hit 
the thigh of the disciple of the king of magic behind him, causing him to bleed. Splatter! 


Practicing the entire movement of Feihong, from leaping to draw the sword, landing on the ground and 
forward to attacking, his body posture is like flowing clouds and flowing water, fully demonstrating the 
extraordinary strength of a generation of Kongtong sect masters. 


Tong Jing suddenly received strong support, and without any distractions, she directed her "Still Life 
Sword" towards the other two swordsmen, and then used the "Half Hand and One Mind" to deceive the 
enemy. This time, she hit left and right, and the sword gesture was towards the person on the left. 
Attack first, but in half a beat, he turned and slashed towards the other person! 


The tendons of the man's forearm holding the knife were severed by the tip of the sword. He dropped 
the knife in severe pain, screamed, and flew back! 


Lian Feihong was very happy when he saw that Tong Jing could transform and apply the sword 
techniques he taught him on the spot. 


On the other side of the formation, Yan Heng had already joined Liang Futong and the bandits, which 
reduced the worries on the sides and rear and made him more bold to help the front attack. His posture 
changed to put his left foot in front, relying on the broad blade of the "Tiger Pier" to clear the way, and 
slashed away the enemy's extended sword. The "Dragon Thorn" of his right hand quickly penetrated 
into the open gap, immediately turning an enemy's right eye into a bloody hole! 


He was obviously a young man with wounds all over his face and body bandaged, but the sharpness of 
his long and short swords chilled the hearts of all the magic kings who were usually like wolves and 
tigers. 


"Come on!" Yan Heng bared his teeth and said fiercely: "That magic king of yours was also wounded by 
my sword!" 
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This sentence was of course what Wang Shouren ordered him to say, but it was also true of the battle 
the night before - although the sword wounds Yan Heng himself suffered were many times that of King 
Bolongshu. 


When the magic kings heard this, although they were not completely convinced, they could not help but 
feel a little shaken in their hearts. 


During this round of fighting, more than ten bandits poured into the mountain gate with shields, further 
enriching the lineup of the rebels. 


Now they use the "Six Swords of Breaking" warriors as the forward arrows, and they have wooden 
shields lined up on both sides to form a huge triangular pyramid formation. 


The formation planned by Wang Shouren finally took shape after going through many hardships and 
dangers. 


——But there is still a distance from victory. 


On the mountain road outside the door, Wang Shouren led a large group of people to advance forward, 
and at the same time shouted to the other bandits in front: "Charge in! Don't retreat!" 


King Wave Dragon Master watched helplessly as the enemy formation inserted itself into the pass like 
an awl, forcing the gap to widen, and he gritted his teeth with hatred. 


If according to the art of war, the King of Art's people should abandon the double-teaming on both sides 
at this moment, change from the half-moon formation to the half-oblique formation, advance against 
the enemy's forward, and at the same time concentrate their efforts to attack one side; 


Or they can simply open the middle gate wide on your own, leading the enemy's forward to rush 
deeper, and cut it off from the rear with two routes on the left and right. While blocking the mountain 
gate, they can encircle and suppress the few lone troops of the opponent who have gone deep... 


However, they were only bandits and thieves recruited by the King of Bo Long in the past few years, and 
had not undergone any training; the King of Bo Long's men were always on the rampage, and never 
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cared about cooperation in fighting, they mostly fought on their own, and they have no intention of 
saving their companions even if they are killed or injured. 


Now it is really impossible for them to work together to change the formation. 


Besides, although Wu Jihong, the king of martial arts, has scheming intentions, he is only from the 
Wudang sect and has never really learned the art of war. Assuming that the Half-Moon Formation only 
relies on the warrior's intuition, his commanding ability is even worse than that of Wang Shouren, who 
has been studying the book of military affairs since childhood is even farther away. 


Yuan Xing had long remembered Wang Shouren's instructions, and knew that at this stage, his side's 
position had not yet been stabilized, and there was no time to lose. 


"Follow me!" he shouted, and moved forward with the stick again. Yan Heng and Tong Jing also followed 
closely, this time taking the initiative to attack the enemies diagonally ahead on both sides. Lian Feihong 
was in the middle later, relying on his rich experience to provide support at any time. 


The four men charged in like the tip of a spear, with the purpose of creating a gap in the center of the 
enemy's formation and dividing it into two. 


"Fire arrows!" The Dragon Warrior shouted. Now that the enemy was in the center, there was no more 
worry about shooting at his own people. He immediately ordered his disciples to fire their hidden 
weapons. 


The disciples in the middle row had already entered into a hand-to-hand melee with Yuan Xing and four 
other people. For a moment, blood spattered, killing sounds and screams alternated. There was no time 
to fire sleeve arrows in the chaos. 


The disciples of the King of Arts on the left and right wings followed the orders, stretched their distance 
one after another, and each lined up in a row and raised their arms to aim. 


The bandits guarding both sides of the cone array had been on alert for a long time. By now, the number 
had increased to twelve or three people on each side. They lined up tightly, raised their wooden shields, 
and shrank back with their heads down. 
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Poison arrows were shot out from both sides! 


"Ah!" Someone screamed on both sides of the cone formation. After all, the bandits were not a trained 
army. This strategy was just improvised by Wang Shouren today. Without any practice, gaps in the 
shield formation were inevitable. The person on the left and the two on the right were both hit by the 
poisonous arrows of "Blood Locking Kill" and fell down immediately. 


Seeing that the shield in the hand of the person who was hit by the arrow was about to fall, someone 
stepped forward to catch the shield and stabilize it. It was the bandit who filled the center of the cone 
formation. 


Wang Shouren has given them a death order: if one person falls, the other must fill the gap, without any 
hesitation. 


"You must remember." Wang Shouren warned all the rebels when they were in the county seat: "In war, 
if one or two people are afraid of death and refuse to move forward, a small gap can be enough to 
destroy the entire army. On the contrary, if everyone sacrifices their lives, they can often survive 
together!" 


At this time, the Shu Wangs who had just shot the sleeve arrows retreated, and their companions in the 
second row behind them were in front, holding up their sleeves together again. 


The bandits kept Lord Wang's orders in mind and continued to raise their shield formation, mustering up 
unprecedented courage to face the second round of poisonous arrows. 


This time four more people fell down with arrows. 


"Go! Continue!" Liang Futong, who was in the middle, shouted, urging his brothers to fill in one after 
another, and at the same time commanding the entire shield array to advance closely following the 
knights who opened the way. 


He didn't look at the brothers who died in the battle. Only one eye has shed tears. 
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The order given to him by Mr. Wang is to hold on at this juncture, so that his own formation can be 
strengthened and the enemy's vicious hidden weapons can be consumed. 


"Someone will definitely die." He said solemnly to Liang Futong at that time. 


Liang Futong has lived a long life and has been a gangster for so many years. What cruel tragedy has he 
not seen? But at this moment he couldn't help but be excited. 


—-—Because the person who died this time was neither living for money nor for himself. 


At this time, the cone formation was once again forced into the center of the martial arts crowd, and 
more bandits joined in as backup. There were already twenty shields on both sides. The whole 
formation expanded again, and the number of people who attacked the mountain gate reached more 
than 60, which began to equalize the situation with the King of War's crowd. 


After shooting another volley of poisoned arrows, there was nothing more to do. Only then did they 
realize that their opponents were not afraid to attack, but were trying to use up their most powerful 
hidden weapons. But it was too late to realize that it took time to reload the spring-loaded arrows, and 
there was no such gap in such a close battle. 


Liang Futong also noticed that there were only a few enemies in the archery field. Looking at the corpses 
of more than a dozen brothers on the ground, he swore in his heart: 


——For your sake, | must kill all these monsters! 


At the same time, at the front, Yuan Xing, Yan Heng and others had already stepped over the seven 
newly added corpses. 


The entire cone formation of the rebel army is interdependent on each other: the people in the rear 
must rely on the masters in the front to clear the way, otherwise they will be stagnant and beaten and 
unable to expand; Yuan Xing and the others at the front would only be a small, lonely army penetrating 
into the enemy lines if they did not have the troops at the back constantly reinforcing the formation and 
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covering their backs. Regardless of whether they are warriors, bandits or civilians, only by uniting as one 
can they successfully achieve this breakthrough. 


The center of the Warlord's army is beginning to weaken. 


King Bolong saw that his side was losing ground and the center was about to be broken by the 
opponent's front line. 


Although he was still worried about whether there were more martial arts masters in the enemy's 
formation, if he didn't take action personally at this moment, his own formation would collapse. At that 
time, the open space in front of "Qinglian Temple" was no longer a favorable gateway for him, but 
instead became a burial place with nowhere to escape. 


——Let them see the real horror. 


The silver-white sword of the Wudang Sect was slowly unsheathed from his waist. The appearance of 
Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, has also changed from a rationally calculating general to the 
crazy devil he once was. 


"Step aside." 


When King Wave Dragon Master was about to line up with the crowd and march forward to attack 
Yuanxing and others in person, he suddenly noticed something strange in the distance behind him. 


It was too bright. 


Previously, in order to prevent the enemy from seeing the terrain and setting up defenses clearly, he 
had strictly ordered that no lights should be lit before and after "Qinglian Temple". 


But at this moment, there was a light source coming from far behind him. 
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When King Wave Dragon Master turned around, his originally huge eyes widened even more in surprise. 


The temple of "Qinglian Zen Temple" covered with incantations burst into flames. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 90 Chapter 3: Burning Qinglian Temple 


Meng Qihe held up a jar filled with strong liquor, stood on the top of the cliff behind the "Qinglian 
Temple", aimed at the roof of the temple, which was about ten feet below, and dropped it hard, 
accurately hitting the roof tiles, breaking the tiles and falling straight into the In the temple. 


A dozen other bandits were also busy, constantly throwing down the jars they had carried so hard up 
the cliff, feeling a sense of pleasure every time they were thrown. 


--| was so tired of walking, just for this moment! 


Under the leadership of Meng Qihe, twenty-one of them finally completed the arduous journey of 
climbing the mountain with heavy loads in the dark, and reached the top of the east wall in time at 
midnight. 


——Previously, at the mountain gate to the west, the rebels had been standing still, waiting for the 
signal to light the fire on the top of the wall. 


The cliff is so high that the bandits couldn't throw all the earthen jars and wine jars, but 70 to 80 percent 
of them either broke on the roof of the temple or went through the tiles, and some fell into the 
backyard of the temple, scattering "Qinglian" There was strong wine and oil inside and outside the 
temple. 


Hu Linglan had already lit the second burning rocket, put on the bow and stretched the string, and 
aimed downwards, preparing to add more fire. 


The Dragon Warrior did not expect to be attacked from behind, and left only a few disciples to guard the 
temple. One of them stepped out of the temple, holding a saber in one hand and a five-colored robe in 
the other, and walked towards the first flames that had just risen, wanting to extinguish them. 


Under the firelight, Hu Linglan was particularly sharp. As soon as she saw the disciple of the King of Arts, 
she quickly pointed her bow and arrow at the figure. 


1512 


With the sound of the bow string playing, the rocket seemed to turn into a falling meteor in the dark 
night sky! 


The disciple of the king of martial arts only raised his head slightly, and the flaming arrowhead was 
already pierced into his heart. He fell into a pool of wine with flames all over him. His body quickly 
caught fire, and he died after struggling for a few times. 


"Oh...that's incredible..." Meng Qihe couldn't help but whistle when he saw it. The distance between the 
top of the wall and the temple below is almost a hundred feet, and the people below look no bigger 
than a finger from here. Although the arrow shoots straight down and the long-range downward curve 
is small, Hu Linglan's accurate archery skills are still quite astonishing. 


Hu Linglan didn't look at him, her face was as cold and arrogant as ice. She focused on setting up 
another powerful arrow soaked in oil, lit it on the small fire on the ground beside her, and fired it 
towards the temple below. 


Her posture of bending over and raising her bow was heroic and toned. The mountain wind coming from 
the top of the wall blew her sweaty hair, and the arrow's fire reflected her bright and determined eyes. 
Against the backdrop of moonlight and dark night, it looks like a violent and charming picture. 


Several bandits were stunned. They sighed in their hearts: It is a lifetime blessing to have the 
opportunity to fight side by side with such a beautiful hero. 


——Decades later, some of them are still telling their grandchildren the story of tonight. 


After Hu Linglan fired several arrows in succession, "Qinglian Temple" had four or five fire points and 
thick smoke rising. There was a lot of noise in the temple, and it was obvious that they were putting out 
the fire, but judging from the rapidity of the fire, it was already difficult to control. 


The fireworks of justice are mercilessly burning this evil nest. 
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Everyone looked at the fire and couldn't help but pumped their fists and shouted excitedly. Although it 
was painful to climb mountains and ridges from Qingyuan Mountain, seeing this scene, they felt that it 
was worth walking twice as long. 


Meng Qihe put the Bagua sword on his back and showed a proud smile. 


——| have lived up to the trust of Mr. Wang! 


King Bolongshu believed that there was an impenetrable natural moat behind "Qinglian Temple", so he 
concentrated all his troops on the mountain gate in front. Unexpectedly, Wang Shouren launched a 
surprise attack from the place where he was most at ease. 


——tThe vast geographical advantage can easily create blind spots in people’s minds. This is the wonder 
of the art of war. 


The four hundred people from Sitang Village were placed in the open space next to the south of 
"Qinglian Temple". There were also several disciples of the king of hostage executions guarding them. 
These people were originally concerned about the war at the mountain gate and did not notice that the 
temple was attacked by fire. Now they suddenly saw the fire and jumped up anxiously. 


"Quickly ...... put out the fire! One of them shouted, want to go to order those villagers, but then 
remembered: in order to prevent the hostages in the battle to take advantage of the opportunity to 
make trouble in the back, the king of surgery has long ordered the villagers hands and feet are tied up, 
and then use a long rope chained together. 


It was too late to untie the rope now and ask the villagers to help put out the fire. They saw two tile 
nests for serving porridge next to them, which had already been eaten by them. They became anxious 
and didn't care too much, so they picked them up and fetched water from the stream in front of them. 


On the cliff, Tang Ba and another bandit had tied up the large rope they had brought and fixed one end 
between the rocks and trees. 
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At this time, another figure ran out from the back door of the burning "Qinglian Temple". Hu Linglan was 
about to aim her arrow, but when she saw who it was, she immediately lowered her bow and frowned. 


Meng Qihe also saw that it was a thin woman who stumbled out and knelt down in the middle of the 
backyard. It looked like she was working hard, and she was probably choked by the thick smoke. 


"Oops! Hurry!" Meng Qihe hurriedly urged Tang Ba to fix the rope, while he himself was busy hanging a 
rope belt on his body. 


OOOO 


At the same time, in the battle formation in front of the mountain gate, the magic kings suddenly saw 
the base camp "Qinglian Temple" in the rear burning down. They didn't know what clever strategy the 
opponent used to achieve this fire attack, and they were all panicked for a moment. 


"Has another enemy force already moved in? Where did it come from?" 


"What if we are attacked from both sides?" 


"| can't hold on any longer..." 


The flames burned the "Qinglian Temple", and at the same time ignited the doubts and fears in their 
hearts, and spread among everyone. 


The formation of the magic kings suddenly became loose. 


Wang Shouren worked so hard to create this synchronized fire attack, expecting this effect: what he 
really wanted to burn was not the temple, but the enemy's will! 


Yuan Xing, Yan Heng and the other four saw that the enemy line was weakening, so they pressed 
forward to kill them! 
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The warrior kings' resistance was weakened by the fire behind them. Facing the "Six Swordsmen" that 
were as fierce as dragons and tigers in front of them, they had no intention of fighting. They just 
retreated backwards to escape, squeezing together row after row. 


The disciples of the King of Magic in the last row were also affected by their emotions and stepped back. 
One of them accidentally bumped his back against King Wave Dragon's horse, causing the horse to jump 
and neigh. 


"Isn't that right?" The disciple was startled and turned around in fear. Before he could finish the first 
sentence, his head separated from his body, spun and flew out! 


The other disciples, who were bathed in the rain of blood, felt chills running down their spines. 


King Wavelong held the blood-stained sword, and his face tattooed with curses was trembling with 
anger. 


The large quantities of "Imitation Imitation Powder" stored in "Qingren Temple" that were painstakingly 
refined will soon be burned to the ground. The capital he was supposed to get turned into ashes. 


But now it is impossible for him to mobilize his disciples to put out the fire - as long as the battle 
formation in front of him is broken, it will be a complete defeat, and the consequences will be far more 
serious than losing a "Qinglian Temple" and dozens of boxes of "Imitation Immortal Powder"! 


The cone formation went deeper under the leadership of "Six Swordsmen". There were only three rows 
of disciples of the king of magic between Yuan Xing and King Bolong. 


Dozens of mountain bandits had already entered the mountain gate, and the Luling people behind them 
also entered. Wang Shouren drew his sword and led the people into the gate under the protection of his 
disciples, so that he could see the present situation clearly. 


The cone formation inside the pass was already filled with over a hundred people, and the number in 
turn overwhelmed the magic kings. 
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"Attack!" Wang Shouren saw that the time had come and raised his sword to give the order. 


Liang Futong heard Master Wang's instructions and shouted to the bandit brothers on both sides: 
"Divide!" 


The bandits understood, and suddenly threw down their heavy wooden shields together, picked up 
various weapons, farm tools, and bamboo spears and rushed forward, turning passive defense into 
active attack! 


——They have been waiting for this moment for a long time. The suffocating breath of blood has been 
waiting for this moment of explosion. 


The two sides of the cone formation spread out like bird wings, and everyone rushed towards the 
enemy for a head-on hand-to-hand duel! 


Yuan Xing, who is in the center of the battle line, has half of his bronze mask covered in blood. At first 
glance, it is difficult to tell whether he is a Buddha or a demon. The number of enemies killed by his stick 
has reached eleven. 


At this time, a sharp murderous aura suddenly appeared in front of him, which was completely different 
from the hundreds of people he had faced before. 


--Wudang sect, you finally came? 


The strong horses line up the crowd of magic kings in the center, welcoming Yuan Xing to appear. 


A piece of metal reflecting moonlight and fire shone above the saddle. 
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Mr. Feihong, who was standing behind Yuanying, caught a glimpse of this light and felt the same strong 
danger, and his injured right arm also felt a faint tingling pain. He swept away and moved to cover Tong 
Jing. 


Yan Heng on the other side was also alert, and the palms of his hands holding the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords" were as hot as fire. 


——Today, | won’t let you kill anyone again! 


The giant horse jumped in front of Yuan Xing with one stride. 


Yuan Xing tilted his head and saw a tall rider's figure under the moonlight. 


Yuan Xing fearlessly met the horseman with the "King of Kinara's Baton - Flying Fork Stance" and struck 
him with the head of his iron club! 


The King of Wave Dragon Techniques took action one step earlier, and he dived half-body down from 
the saddle. Taking advantage of the momentum, his long arms stretched out quickly, and the silver 
sword struck down from a height like thunder, directly hitting Yuan Xing's right eye! 


In terms of the length of the weapon, Yuan Xing's Qi Mei Stick should have had a great advantage, but 
King of Bo Lung Art's long body and long arm made up for the difference in length, and he immediately 
swooped down and swung his sword quickly, his sword and his arm merging into one line, as if it were a 
whole lance shooting out! 


Although Yuan Xing had heard Yan Heng and others describe the figure of King Wave Dragon, it was only 
now that he experienced it personally that he realized how amazing it was. 


He didn't expect that the opponent's sword technique could attack at such a distance. Seeing that he 
was about to hit the sword first, he had to turn my head and face to the right and withdraw my stick at 
the same time to save him! 


The Wudang sword was slightly deflected by the stick, coupled with Yuan Xing's side head to dodge, the 
tip of the blade scraped across his left forehead, and sparked sparks with the Yaksha mask! 
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--If not for the bronze mask, his forehead would have been cracked open. 


Yuan Xing had already gone through a round of fierce battle and suffered internal injuries. But after this 
first exchange of blows he had to admit that the Dragon Warrior's kung fu was more formidable than 
that of any Wudang disciple he had seen in Xi'an - except perhaps Gui Dan Lei. 


The Dragon Warrior withdrew from his horse as soon as he stabbed, as if he had never moved, and his 
speed was astonishing. 


Yan Heng was about to come forward to help, but Yuan Xing stopped him. 


"Hurry up and help out!" Yuan Xing shouted. 


Yan Heng and Lian Feihong looked aside and saw seven or eight bandits falling in the melee on the left 
and right wings! 


Although one or two of the Shu Wangs were killed and wounded, the difference in combat power 
between the two sides could be seen. 


The Shu Wangs were the subordinates Wu Jihong collected while he was living in the rivers and lakes 
after escaping from Wudang Mountain. Most of them were local thieves, and many of them also had a 
foundation in martial arts. Over the years, they had received the martial arts skills of Bo Long Shu King 
and several flag protectors. Due to the training and the sophisticated weapons they used, the personal 
martial arts and combat effectiveness of King Shu's disciples were on average much higher than those of 
Meng Qihe and this group of poor bandits. 


There are now less than sixty bandits still standing in the formation, and they are already relatively 
reliable elite soldiers in the rebel army. Once they are sacrificed, it will be more difficult for the 
succeeding Minzhuang to fight head-on with the Shuwangs. 


"Fight!" Liang Futong saw that his brother suffered heavy casualties. He bit his lips in anger and swung 
his axes forward. Unfortunately, the disciple of the king of martial arts in front of him was not an 
1519 


ordinary person. He was once a big thief in the Yangyang area. Although he was small, he was agile and 
cunning. He ducked past the pair of axes and struck the leg of a bandit next to Liang Futong with his 
knife, slashing his knee. 


Yan Heng knew that he could no longer let the bandits die. He couldn't bear it when he thought that 
these people were all inspired by Wang Shouren to make up for their mistakes, and that every one of 
them was a bloody man. 


"Leave it to you!" He resolutely gave up the flanking attack on the King of Wave Dragons, said to Wan 
Xing, and threw himself into the hand-to-hand battle to the right. 


The mere step Yan Heng took made all the magic kings extremely wary, and they all retreated a few 
steps. 


——Yan Heng already has the momentum and demeanor of a master. 


He didn't even take a stance, the "Dragon Thorn" sword vibrated as if it suddenly became a living thing, 
and struck straight into the chest of the short martial arts disciple just now! 


The disciple of the King of Arts once again used his body skills to retreat sharply. But how could Yan 
Heng notice this level of movement speed? He immediately stepped forward to pursue with "Tiger Pi"! 


This time, the disciple of the King of Arts had no time to dodge, so he had to hold the single sword in 
front of him to block, but he could only deflect the "Tiger Pi" by two points, and the wide blade of the 
"Tiger Pi" with a blood groove on the sword spine penetrated into his chest and lungs, he immediately 
vomited blood and died! 


This person is already one of the better martial arts among the martial arts kings, but he cannot match 
Yan Heng's two swords. 


On the other side, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing also joined the battle group, and the situation was 
immediately reversed. 


1520 


Wherever Kongtong's "Sun Lun Sword" passed, there were either figures retreating in panic or severed 
limbs with blood spraying from them. 


After Tong Jing used "Half Hands and One Heart" twice, her confidence in her sword skills greatly 
increased. When she thought of how the four owners of the restaurant in Luling, Zeng, died innocently 
and tragically, she showed no mercy to the martial arts kings. 


At this juncture, it is still these warriors who determine the outcome of the war. 


Of course King Wave Dragon also understands this. 


——This guy must be killed first! 


King Wave Dragon Master stared at Yuanxing from above. He saw the mutual dependence of the "Six 
Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate", and thought in his mind: as long as he could kill one of them, the 
others would be upset, and he could break them one by one! 


The horse's hooves rose again. The Dragon Warrior raised his sword to the side of his face, and again 
poised himself towards Yuan Xing. 


Yuan Xing tilted his head and watched. Yuan Xing had never faced an enemy of such height and had little 
experience in dealing with attacks from such an angle, making it even more difficult for him to defend 
himself. 


--But | must take this sword. 


The Dragon Warrior King was in a stance, but he still did not make a move. 


His real purpose was to draw Yuan Xing's attention upwards. 
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The few disciples standing next to the King of Wave Dragon Master's horse were all in the last row in the 
center of the formation. They had never joined the battle group. They only accompanied the King of 
Master in raiding the formation at the rear and were not noticed. 


One of them, wearing a five-color cloak, lowered his head so that his face could not be seen clearly. He 
just stood among his companions and made no movement, nor did he follow his companions to cheer. 


At this moment, this person leaned over and rushed out from the crowd. His speed was so fast that his 
cloak fluttered. 


The two arms hidden under the cloak were revealed at this moment, holding a huge weapon hanging 
down. 


This figure rushed towards Yuanxing, raising a metallic light from bottom to top. 


A large saber with serrated teeth. 


Yuan Xing was originally facing off against the Wave Dragon Master, but he was suddenly attacked. He 
didn't expect that there was such a master hiding among the Masters - and he waited until this moment 
to take action! 


The combat response of seventeen years of training in the Shaolin Temple has penetrated into the bone 
marrow. 


Yuan Xing's originally standing horse stance suddenly jumped up a few inches off the ground, and curled 
up his left leg to protect his crotch. At the same time, he held both ends of the eyebrow-level stick with 
both hands and barred it downwards. 


Huo Yaohua rushed towards her, tilting her head, neck and upper body to one side, and used all her 
strength to strike at this blow! 
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The big saw blade struck the round stick body and the left calf wearing bronze armor, making a roar that 
resounded throughout the battle formation! 


The eyebrow-qi stick was chopped so hard that sawdust came out. Because of this impact, Wan Xing 
flew back with his body and armor! 


Huo Yaohua's cloak has now faded away, revealing her white face, and she instantly showed a proud 
smile. 


Wan Xing lost control of his body in the air. 


The real danger came at this moment. 


The long body of the Dragon Warrior leapt out from the back of the horse and, with the Wudang 
School's "Ladder Clouds Vertical Flying" technique, used the "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" to attack 
Yuan Xing's heart and chest! 


Yuan Xing tried his best to twist his body in mid-air to dodge, although the tip of the sword did not 
penetrate through his chest, it still pierced deeply through his right shoulder above the collarbone! 


Yuan Xing's right shoulder and neck erupted with blood, and his whole body fell to the ground! 


Even after receiving such a heavy blow, Yuan Xing's Qi Mei Stick still did not come off, he was lying on 
the ground and barely lifted his head, staring angrily at the two powerful foes in front of him, pointing 
his stick at them with one hand. 


The Dragon Warrior King was very happy. He loved this kind of unyielding opponents - it was always 
twice as much fun to kill them. 


Naturally, he did not let go of such an opportunity to kill his enemy. He took a step with his long legs and 
was ready to add a deadly sword to Yuan Xing on the ground! 
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Yan Heng, Lian Feihong, and Tong Jing all realized this change only because of the loud sound of Huo 
Yaohua's saber. They were trapped in the battle formation, and no one was able to rush to their aid in 
time. 


Tong Jing was so shocked that her eyes were moist. 


——It is unacceptable to be about to lose an important companion. 


At this time, four bandits standing closest to him rushed out to cover him! 


They had all heard how terrifying the tall demon in front of them was, and their hearts were filled with 
fear. All eight legs and arms were shaking. 


But there is a greater energy that drives them to come forward. 


——This kind of energy was caused by Wang Shouren. 


"No!" Yuan Xing was about to stop him, but the four of them had already raised their weapons towards 
King Wave Dragon. 


King Wave Dragon's evil smile became even brighter. 


——Since you are not afraid of death, | will let you die. 


He stepped forward and the silver blade in his hand danced rapidly. 


The Wudang Sect's "Brown Snake" level sword is not something these ordinary village bandits can deal 


with. 
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Blood sprayed. Among the four, only one was lucky and only lost one palm. 


The Dragon Warrior stepped over the three newly fallen corpses and approached Yuan Xing again. 


At that moment, he heard the sound of hooves in front of him. 


He looked forward and saw a crowd of people in the center of the enemy formation. Passages had 
branched off to both sides at some point, and a quick shadow was approaching here. 


The knight in black. Black horse. 


Something like a long snake flew towards me with a roaring sound that broke through the sky! 


——Junior Brother Mei? 


The shock that Wave Dragon Master felt in his heart at this moment was indescribable. 


But that didn't affect his reaction. King Wave Dragon Master raised his sword in front of him to block the 
flying object's attack. 


As soon as the two touched, the long iron chain wrapped around the Wudang sword of the king of 
martial arts several times before stopping. 


At that moment, the Dragon King saw clearly that the sharp weapon at the end of the chain was no 
other than the curved blade belonging to Mei Xin Shu. 


Of course, Jing Li was the one who was charging his horse in the middle of the formation. 
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His black cloak was like a cloud. 


Jing Li's face, wrapped in a black cloth belt, was full of killing spirit, and his eyes stared fiercely at the tall 
body of the Dragon Warrior King. 


--Finally, | see you, asshole. 


After Jing Li swung the flying blade, he took off the iron chain and freed up his right hand to pull out an 
iron sword next to the saddle, riding the horse without any hesitation. He continued to ride the horse's 
forward speed, pulled the iron sword behind his head, and with the force of a cavalry outside the wall, 
he executed a quick horse-fighting slash at King Wave Dragon! 


Of course King Wave Dragon already knew that the black knight in front of him, who suddenly appeared 
from the devil world, was the enemy who killed Junior Brother Mei. 


The distance between the two is shortening at a high speed. The air in between seemed to be filled with 
intense hatred that could burn the skin. 


Although Jing Li was riding on a horse, his height was almost as high as the standing Wave Dragon King. 
He raised his waist, shoulders and arms, and the iron sword swept across from the right side! 


King Bolong Shu stood still, sat up with his hips and shoulders down, and swung out his long arm in one 
breath, using the fierce power of the "Wudang Shijian" to meet the sword! 


The two blades intersected, and one of the handles broke off, and a large section was sent flying into 
the sky! 


The thorn-cracked horse passed by King Bolong Shu. 


Only half of the blade was left in his hand. 
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——This iron sword is just an old weapon found in Luling Yamen, and the material is not very good. The 
Wudang sword of King Bo Longshu is a top-grade sword that has been tempered for thousands of times, 
and has been tempered by cold stones. The iron sword is both tough and sharp. To a certain extent, 
they are completely incomparable. 


After Jingli slashed, he swung the broken knife to the side of his left ear. Just as the horse was running 
by, he swung it back again. At a very short distance, he threw the broken knife diagonally towards King 
Wavelong Shu's face! 


Jing Li's chopping and slamming moves were so fast that King Bolong was slightly stunned, but he also 
swept his longsword horizontally in time, and blocked the swirling blade less than a foot in front of his 
body! 


It was only then that the black horse swept away from him. 


There was no pause at all in the action of this saber attack, making it almost impossible for King Bolong 
to parry it. Jing Li could only think of one reason why he was able to be so fast: he had already taken into 
account the fact that his saber would be cut off! 


--This person really wasn't lucky to kill Master Mei! 


After Jingli passed over the Wave Dragon King, he turned into the central position of the magic kings and 
rushed towards them. Some bold disciples of the king of martial arts took advantage of the fact that he 
had no weapons in his hands and wanted to step forward and chop the horse to make him fall. 
However, Jing Li reined the horse in a hurry. The clever black horse understood and immediately 
stopped and raised its two front hooves. Twist the whole body backward. The horse's hoofs and legs 
were so strong that it flew at the height of a person's head. None of the magic kings dared to approach 
for fear of being kicked in the head. 


Jing Li controlled the black horse to turn around and push the enemies away. As soon as his hooves 
touched the ground, he had already pulled out another willow leaf hanging by the saddle in his hand. 


All the magic kings recognized this as Protector Mei's mount during his lifetime; look at the black rider 
above, isn't it the same guy who sneaked here alone yesterday, killed and injured many disciples, and 


escaped from the cliff? 
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--When he fled in such an awkward manner, he even managed to kill Mei, the former Protector of the 
Soldier's Crow Road of Wudang! 


——This man gives people the same feeling as the king of magic, he seems to be unkillable no matter 
what... 


The crowd dared not approach Jing Li. 


Jing Li's blocking attack created a precious gap, allowing Yan Heng to rush back to Yuan Xing in time. 


Yan Heng, with his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword at his side, faced the powerful enemy of 
the Dragon Warrior King for the second time. 


Yuan Xing was now able to use his Qi Mei stick to support himself and half kneel up. The right side of his 
robe was stained red. 


Jing Li looked at Yuan Xing and asked with a smile, "Are you going to die?" 


Yuan Xing also raised the corner of his mouth. It was half a bitter smile and half a thank you to Jing Li. 


"It's so embarrassing..." Yuanxing said to Yan Heng in front of him: "Just now, he said in such a big voice 
that he would leave it to me..." 


Jing Li's delay was originally Wang Shouren's tactic: wait for Yuan Xing's group to break through the 
center of the enemy and open up a passageway, then let Jing Li rush through, and then disrupt the 
enemy's formation with a quick attack from the rear to speed up their collapse. 


Yuan Xing was trying to hold back the Dragon Warrior just now so that Jing Li could have a chance to 
strike. Unfortunately, the King of Dragon Warriors had also prepared an ambush for Huo Yiu Fa, which 
put Yuan Xing in great danger and Jing Li had to rescue him earlier. 
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Wang Shouren led a large army of people and was already standing in the center of the formation to 
command. All his tactics have been exhausted. All the advantages that can be created have been 
achieved. Now we can only rely on the fundamental strength of everyone to win the final victory. 


Wang Shouren is full of confidence in this. 


Because he firmly believes that real power does not come from fear or desire, but from a greater 
inspiration. 


When Huo Yao Hua saw Jing Li finally appeared, she did not show any change of expression on the 
surface, but her heart was pounding underneath her chest. The big saber in her hand, which she had 
been used to for years, suddenly felt heavy. 


She took a closer look at Jing Li and saw that he was all wrapped up in black armor, his face was even 
half covered by a turban and a cloth belt, giving people an unusually cold and emotionless feeling, very 
different from yesterday's hot and vital attitude, which did not remind her of her first love, Master 
Weng, any more. 


However, the chilling aura of Jing Li at this moment is shaking her heart in another way. 


It was because Huo Yaohua had never seen anyone confronting the Dragon Warrior King so easily. 


Jing Li saw that Yuan Xing was safe, and then he had the time to take a look at Huo Yaohua. Yesterday, 
when he fought with her, although his mind was a bit confused and reality, fantasy and memory were all 
mixed together, the feeling he had at that time was still very vivid and clear. 


It was only tonight that he had the chance to get a good look at this charming, cold and colorful female 
saber. 


"You still owe me something." Jing Li smiled at her and said, "I will get it back later." 
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Huo Yao Hua was a bit happy in her heart: 


--He remembers me. 


They were clearly sworn enemies; Jing Li's smile was clearly full of hostility and teasing, but in Huo 
Yaohua's eyes, the smile seemed somewhat sincere... 


At this moment, a splash of hot blood splashed onto Huo Yaohua's shoes, waking her up. 


She looked around, and saw that the melee between hundreds of people was still going on fiercely, with 
blood and dead bodies everywhere. 


And today, either she or Jing Li will become another corpse. 


——| was just having a very ridiculous dream. 


Huo Yaohua looked at Jing Li with an icy coldness in her eyes. 


The Dragon Warrior King slowly removed the iron chain wrapped around his sword and threw it away, 
without taking his eyes off Jing Li. At this moment, everything seemed to be unimportant: the "Clear 
Lotus Temple" was turned into ashes; the "Imitation Immortal Scattering" was buried in the fire; and 
even the survival of all the disciples around him was not as important as killing this enemy in front of 
him. 


Seeing that Jing Li had not yet dismounted, he thought to himself, "Is this man so good at horse fighting? 
Is that why Master Mei was defeated?" 


——Or is he hiding some weakness in himself? 
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Before, the Dragon Warrior was anxious to remedy his disciple's position, so he was a bit impatient with 
his sword; however, now that his mind is focused on martial arts, he will be even more terrifying than 
before. 


Jing Li, Yan Heng and Yuan Xing could all sense this, but they were not the least bit nervous or fearful. 


In their eyes, he was just another enemy that must be defeated. 


"Come on." Jing Li displayed the smile he always wore in every duel. "If we don't fight, it's going to be 
light soon. Guys like you are most afraid of the sun, right?" 


OOOO 


Tang Ba struggled to carry an unconscious girl out of the "Qinglian Temple" palace, walked out from the 
back door, and placed her on the ground in the backyard. 


There were already more than a dozen girls gathered in the backyard, all of them were hard workers 
who were locked in the Zen room to refine medicine by King Bolong Shu. Most of them are still fine, only 
three or four are still lying down. 


In addition, there were seven or eight peasant women and elderly people who were taken abducted to 
the "Qinglian Temple" for cleaning and cooking. 


Except for a few of the girls who were still coughing after being choked by the smoke, they all cried 
uncontrollably, both because they were frightened by the fire and because they were excited about 
regaining their freedom. 


"Run! Go to the other side of the mountain!" Tang Ba saw that the trees in the backyard were also 
starting to catch fire and hurriedly urged everyone. He also picked up the girl just now and followed 
them to the big back door of the yard. 
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At this time, Meng Qihe also rushed out of the temple, carrying a girl on his shoulders. He was already 
the last person trapped in the Zen room. Meng Qihe's green paint had long been melted by sweat, and 
his messy hair was slightly scorched by sparks in many places. 


When he just stepped out of the wooden door and down the stone steps, Meng Qihe felt something 
strange behind him. 


The five-colored robe of a martial arts disciple was on fire. He ran madly behind Meng Qihe and raised 
his sword to chop at him! 


Even if the knife couldn't hit the back of Meng Qihe's head, it would definitely hurt the girl on his 
shoulder. In the critical moment, Meng Qihe made a turn from the Bagua Gate and stepped out in an arc 
to the left! 


Although he was short, he was carrying a person on his back, but his waist and horse were very stable, 
and his legs that had been rigorously trained were even more agile and powerful. As soon as he turned 
around, the sword behind him had already been slashed! 


Meng Qihe followed the turn and went around to the side and rear of the burning man. He kept turning 
around, and also used the weight of the girl on his shoulders to spin, and kicked the burning man on the 
back with a "tiger tail kick". He fell face to face and stopped moving. 


"Yeah!" At this moment, Meng Qihe noticed that the straw sandals on his kicked feet were burning. He 
stamped on the ground a few times to put them out, and then he continued to run out with the girl on 
his shoulders. 


When they reached the hillside behind the temple and saw that everyone there was safe, Meng Qihe 
breathed a sigh of relief and gently unloaded the girl. 


The girl's eyes were half-opened, and she seemed to be fine. Meng Qihe picked up the Bagua Sword that 
had been placed there, and with Tang Ba and other brothers who rushed into the fire to save people, 
they looked at each other and laughed in unison. 
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——tThe feeling of doing good things turns out to be so great! 


At this time, Hu Linglan fell from the sky along the rope on the mountain wall. 


Although Hu Linglan had been taught this skill by Tang Ba when she was in the county town, this was her 
first time to practice it. Moreover, her left hand was injured and she could only control the rope with 
her right hand; however, she had to undergo profound martial arts training. , has already given her 
excellent body coordination, and after the initial exploration, she slid down smoothly. 


When Hu Linglan landed, she heard a loud sound of a building collapsing from the north side of 
"Qinglian Temple". 


It turned out that all the more than 30 horses in the hands of the king of magicians had withdrawn up 
the mountain. The horses were frightened by the fire and struggled together. As a result, the temporary 
stable was pulled down, and the horses escaped from the temple and ran around. 


Hu Linglan took off the rope loops on her body, arranged the quiver on her waist, the long bow in her 
hand, and the nodachi on her back. 


Meng Qihe took out the long Bagua sword. 


——This time | will use this sword to glorify the reputation of the sect. 


"My brother and | are responsible for rescuing the hostages. You go." 


Hu Linglan nodded after hearing this and ran directly to the battle formation where Jing Li was. Meng 
Qihe led Tang Ba and other bandits to the open space next to "Qinglian Temple". 


The fierce flames reflected their vigorous figures, and no trace of fatigue could be seen. 


OOOO 
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"Don't think that everything will be over if you die." 


King Bolong Shu touched the earring with his left hand and said while scanning Jing Li, Yan Heng and 
others. 


"| will put a talisman on your forehead, and your souls will become slaves of the heroic spirits of my 
religion in the real world, for them to use and abuse until eternity." 


As he spoke, he wiped his nose and chin, smiled very proudly, and looked ghostly. 


Jing Li laughed after hearing this. 


"Save your nonsense for those idiots." He pointed the lancet at the disciple of the King of Arts who was 
fighting a fierce battle with the bandits. 


King Bo Longshu was speechless and just glanced at Huo Yaohua. 


Among the people present, only Huo Yaohua knew that what King Bo Longshu just said was not 
meaningless. 


Just because some of his seemingly casual movements when he spoke were actually signals to Huo 
Yaohua. 


He stroked his left earring to indicate that he was going to make a pincer attack together; he rubbed his 
nose three times to indicate that Jing Li, the enemy in front of him, was his target; he rubbed his chin to 
tell Huo Yiu Fa to attack his opponent's lower body - Jing Li was now in the saddle, that is, he was 
attacking the horse; and he glanced at her to ask her if she had understood his words. 


Huo Yaohua also reached out and wiped her left eyebrow. Although King Wavelong didn't look at her 
again, he had already received this definite response. 
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Their set of secret codes has never been used before, just because the magic kings have always been 
unscrupulous and have never encountered such a crisis today; not even Erhan and Han Sidao know the 
secrets of this set of wave dragon magic kings. 


Huo Yaohua understands the strategy of King Bo Longshu: Although there are five or six warriors on the 
other side (Huo Yaohua certainly has not forgotten the female swordsman), as long as she and King Bo 
Longshu are of the same mind, they will attack with the combined strength of two people every time. 
Attack one person and defeat them one by one quickly, and you are absolutely capable of annihilating 
them all. 


——Huo Yaohua became King Bolongshu’s greatest help in reversing the crisis. He had never relied so 
heavily on a person since he came down from Wudang Mountain. 


For the first target, King Wave Dragon Master chose Jingli, who seemed to be the strongest in the 
enemy formation. 


——Kill the strongest first, then you can scare the others. 


At this time, the tip of the sword in King Bolong's hand shook slightly. It also seemed to be an 
unconscious movement, but it was actually conveying the countdown to the attack to Huo Yaohua. 


They agreed on a signal that the attack would be initiated on the seventh stroke; the Dragon King's 
sword tip would only shake four times; the last three strokes would be counted silently by each of them 
in their own minds. 


Huo Yaohua's arms were secretly preparing to swing the sword vigorously. She did not look at Jing Li, 
lest she reveal her intention to attack. 


Strangely, she found that her hands no longer shook. The pain of addiction to "Zhao Ling Dan" seems to 
have disappeared. 


Although Huo Yaohua didn't look at Jing Li, her mind was filled with his impressions. 
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——Since it is impossible to get close to this man, then | will kill him with my own hands. This is the 
closest way to get to know him. 


The beat has reached "six". 


However, the King of Wave Dragon Magic suddenly activated first! 


Instead of charging towards Jing Li, he was heading towards Yan Heng and Yuan Xing! 


Huo Yaohua didn't know the intention of King Bo Longshu. But she still followed the code agreement 
and counted down to the last beat. 


——She didn’t absolutely trust King Wave Dragon in everything; but when it came to fighting, she had 
no doubts about him. 


Yan Heng felt the momentum of the wave dragon master's swift attack, and immediately pointed the tip 
of the "Dragon Thorn" sword in that direction, and the "Tiger Piercing" in his other hand was also ready 
to attack. 


——This time, | will really let you try Qingcheng swordsmanship. 


At the same time, Jing Li rode his horse forward, preparing to attack King Shu with Yan Heng. 


"seven". 


Huo Yaohua went from standing quietly to violently rushing out. There was very little sign of the sudden 
movement. The big saw blade hanging diagonally cut straight and horizontally to the right, trying to kill 
the Jingli horse running towards him, and he was in the stirrup of the horse. His right leg was also cut 
open! 
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In the same shot, Dragon King's right leg suddenly switched to landing on the heel, his knees 
straightened, and his whole body stopped abruptly; 


The exquisiteness of his Qinggong footwork lies in the shifting of the center of gravity of his feet. With 
the reverse force generated by this braking step, the whole body falls backwards, turns around, and 
reverses the situation in an instant. 


Instead, he ran towards Jing Li, then raised his sword to stab him! 


The timing of this stab coincided perfectly with Huo Yaohua's lower slash. In an instant, the upper and 
lower sides of Jing Li were enveloped by the blade wind of the sword at the same time! 


--King of Dragon Arts saw Jing Li's face was bandaged up, and there must be injuries on his body as well; 
he had been riding on a horse for the whole battle, most likely his legs and feet were impaired, so he 
asked Huo Yaohua to attack his horse. 


King Bolong Shu caught a glimpse of several more disciples being killed by the Feihong Sword in the 
battle formation. He knew that the victory was about to happen in an instant, and there was no 
reservation. This stab took hold of the power of the leap and stretched out. It was the "Wudang Feilong 
Sword" that had just attacked Wanxing again. The sword's power was gone and there was no return. 


It was simply a spectacle for such a tall man to leap into the air. 


The other person and the sword became one, like a thick cloud of five colors, covering Jing Li's head 
from high up. 


But the moment he stabbed the sword, he found that Jing Li in the saddle was gone. 


The dark horse is still charging forward. 


Jing Li fell down on the right side of the horse, and only hooked his left foot onto the saddle strap, and 
stretched out horizontally, dodging the upstream King of Dragon Magic's sword! 
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At the same time, he used this thrilling posture and took advantage of the momentum of the horse to 
strike out at Huo Yaohua who was attacking down the road! 


Only then did Huo Yaohua realize that Jing Li had taken the advantage: if her knife continued to slash 
horizontally at the horse's leg, at the same moment Jing Li's saber would also slash diagonally at her 
face. 


——He has always been paying attention to me! He also saw through my secret code with the King of 
Magic! 


No one would be so stupid as to trade their face for a horse's leg. Especially such a beautiful woman. 


Huo Yihua's legs softened at the most critical moment, both knees fell to the ground, her thin but elastic 
waist quickly tilted back, her arms spread out to give up the chopping attack, and her head and face 
turned to the left side-- 


Jing Li's fast saber swept past her, cutting off a few strands of hair on Huo Yaohua's forehead! 


Jing Li thought the saber was sure to hit her. Even though Huo Yaohua was an evil enemy, he couldn't 
help but admire her in his heart - whether it was the decisiveness to give up on killing the horse, or the 
speed and softness of the emergency dodge. 


——Except for Hu Linglan, she is the strongest woman | have ever met. 


Huo Yaohua's momentum of rushing forward has not subsided, and her knees were wiped with blood on 
the sand. After Jing Li passed by her, she endured the burning pain in her knees, immediately pressed 
her left hand on the ground, raised her left leg to half-kneeling, and without looking back, she raised the 
saw blade behind her back with one hand. 


Huo Yaohua's action of recovering her body posture and setting up her saber to defend herself was all 
instinctive, cultivated from a long period of fighting and survival. 
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As soon as she raised her saber, the willow leaf blade flew against the blade of the large saw blade with 
a "Dang" sound and rebounded away! 


It turned out that Jing Li had used the same move he had just used against the King of Wave Dragon 
Masters: after slashing, he immediately waved his arm in the opposite direction and threw the weapon 


back. This move was learned from Mr. Feihong's "Flying Technique" of the Kongtong School. Jing Li 
already had skills in throwing knives and rope darts. Although he had only learned it for a short time, he 


was still 60 to 70% proficient in it. 


——Jing Li has always been good at attacking with two swords and winning with close attacks; but now 
he only has one arm to use, so he thought of using this "flying method" to make up for it with a surprise 
attack. 


The willow leaf saber attacked the back of Huo Yaohua's head, and the clash of the two sabers shocked 
her ears and made her furious. 


--Do you really want to kill me so badly? Am | really that annoying? 


At the same time, above, King Bolong Shu's "Wudang Feilong Sword" could only pass through the air 
where Jing Li's body was originally located, because this sword move was so powerful that there was no 
room for changes in the middle. King Shu jumped over the horse, and just then he caught a glimpse of 
the "missing" Jing Li. It turned out that he was hanging his whole body on the side of the saddle with 
one leg. 


After all, King Bolong's martial arts skills were amazing. He missed with his sword, and after his body 
passed the horse, he was still able to stretch his legs and kick in the air, hitting the horse's buttocks! 


The King of Skills barely exerted force with his kick. The force was not very strong, but it was enough to 
cause the black horse to be in pain and frightened. The hoof stumbled, and it was difficult for Jing Li to 
hold on with just one leg, and his body was thrown out! 


Jing Li had already thrown the single sword, and pressed his free right hand towards the ground where it 
had fallen forward. He had excellent sensitivity. As soon as his palms touched the ground, his elbow 
joints flexed accordingly, removing half of the momentum of his body's fall. His waist then swung, and 
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his lower body turned to the ground, removing the other half of the force, and his left foot landed flat 
on the ground. , and then put down his injured right leg. 


At this time, a rope could be seen extending from Jing Li's waist, dragging something on the ground, 
which was his long Japanese sword. It turns out that Jing Li was unable to move. In order to prevent him 
from lacking a powerful weapon after being knocked off his horse, he used a rope to connect his waist 
to the Japanese sword scabbard hanging next to the saddle. After his body fell off the horse, he also 
took advantage of the situation and pulled the sword down. In addition, there is a final shorter waist 
knife on Jing Li's belt. 


After Jing Li landed on the ground, he was pulling the rope to retract the Japanese sword, but he already 
felt a strong murderous aura rushing behind him! 


Huo Yaohua was like a female wolf, filled with extremely strong resentment. She held the handle of the 
big saw blade in her right hand and supported the back of the blade with her left arm, slashing the 
heavy blade horizontally! 


——| will be the last person you remember in your life! 


OOOO 


On the north side of the battle formation, Lian Feihong was bathing in the bloody wind. 


Mr. Fei Hong, the "Wind Mythical Beast", seems to have returned to the days when he defeated the 
horse thieves in the Western Region. He feels like he has suddenly become younger. He shuttled freely 
among the magic kings, and wherever the scimitar from the Western Regions passed by, it was like a 
paintbrush waving bright red streaks in the air. 


He struck the Kongtong School's "Sun Lun Dao - Kua Fu Crossing the Mountain", strode forward with his 
head lowered, and dug the tip of the scimitar into the abdomen of a disciple of the king of martial arts. 
He then let go of the handle of the knife, withdrew his left hand, turned around and swung it sideways. 
The fist of the iron glove used the "whip" of "Hua Zhan Chu", and the back of the fist hit the other 
enemy's hand holding the knife hard, and several small bones of the fingers were shattered; Lian 
Feihong did not finish the punch. He stopped, turned around again, took back the scimitar that was still 
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on the enemy's body, pulled it out with all his strength, and dragged it on the third person's throat 
accurately. The blood of the two people mixed together in the battlefield air. group. The entire series of 
killing combos was just a matter of blinking two or three times. 


Lian Feihong struck so quickly and cruelly that the morale of the magic kings dropped drastically, and the 
medicines and spells used by Wu Yijiao began to lose their effectiveness. 


They didn't know that after Lian Feihong had been fighting for so long, he was actually a little exhausted. 
They just used the dull expression they were accustomed to fighting to cover up their fatigue. 


——After all, it’s not the past... 


With him as a strong support, the bandits in the rebel army were able to charge freely into the enemy 
formation, and their originally depressed morale was immediately boosted. Both sides wax and wane. 


The Shu Wangs took a quick look and saw hundreds of more soldiers coming from behind the enemy, 
filling up both the front and back of the mountain gate. The kings of magicians didn't know that the only 
ones the enemy could really fight were the dozens of bandits in front of them, but they thought that the 
ordinary civilians behind them were equally brave, and they became even more panicked. If this valley 
had not been sealed off long ago, and they had to fight to the death, and if King Wave Dragon was still 
alive, the morale of the magic kings would have completely collapsed. 


Tong Jing also showed off her talents in front of the enemy's lines. After more than half a year of 
training, coupled with the special training of Feihong, her personal attainments have actually far 
surpassed most of the disciples of the king of martial arts. Now she is more accustomed to fighting, and 
her confidence has doubled. The "Still Life Sword" is like an oolong. The formation quickly disappeared 
and reappeared, and two more people had their blade-holding hands disabled under her "Half Hand and 
One Heart" sword technique. Many of the disciples of the King of Arts were afraid to approach this 
young swordsman. 


The battlefield on the left wing had an overwhelming advantage. Wang Shouren, the planner in the 
center, reacted extremely sharply and immediately transferred some of the bandits on this side to the 
right front for reinforcements. The magic kings on the right suddenly faced 50% more enemies, and their 
original advantages in martial arts and experience were immediately offset by numbers. 
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The original hundred-man troops of the Shu Wangzhong were now killed and only about forty were left. 


The Luling volunteers began to smell victory. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 91 Chapter 4: The Siege 


The tile nest fell to pieces on the ground, and the water in the nest mixed with blood and spilled all over 
the ground. 


The Shu Wang disciple who originally held the tile nest to put out the fire couldn't even scream and fell 
down. 


Tang Ba waved the sickle in his hand and sprinkled a line of blood on the ground. 


A figure passed by him, it was Meng Qihe holding a big knife in his back hand. He quickly ran forward 
using the "Night War Step" that is both urgent and quiet, and the famous Bagua sect. 


The other two disciples of the King of Magic were squatting by the stream to get water to put out the 
fire (they had already seen that the fire could not be saved, but they were just afraid that they would be 
punished by the King of Wave Dragon by standing idly by and just pretending), when they saw someone 
The enemy rushed in from an impossible direction, and they hurriedly dropped their containers and 
picked up their weapons that were resting on the rocks by the stream. 


Meng Qihe and his five brothers had already reached a distance of ten feet away from them. At this 
time, he saw a pile of things in the grass next to him. 


He lowered his head and took a closer look, and saw several pale, miserable faces in the haystack under 
the light of the fire, which were completely lifeless. 


They were all the heads of executed hostages. 


Chill and anger rose up his spine at the same time. 


"Don't take action." 
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Tang Ba and other bandits followed Meng Qihe to do business on weekdays. Whether they were 
intercepting vendors or entering villages to pay grain, the leader always strictly restricted them from 
killing or injuring people indiscriminately. 


They had never heard Meng Qihe's voice sound as cold as this moment. 


Meng Qihe knew that his hands were not clean, and he had also killed the guards of officers and soldiers 
or the guards of merchants; but to slaughter the irresistible and irrelevant people like pigs was a 
completely different level of evil. 


The Bagua sword has been raised and pulled behind his back. 


Meng Qihe's steps suddenly changed from light to heavy. 


The two disciples of the King of Magic were quite frightened when they saw that there were six people 
on the other side, but now they saw that this dwarf was the only one, and they thought they had 
enough strength to fight, so they both raised their swords and axes and prepared to attack from a flank. 


Just when they thought they were still far away, Meng Qihe suddenly started to move, took a big step 
forward with his right step, then put his center of gravity upward, using it as the axis of his body, threw 
his left foot to spin, and stepped out for the second time in succession. step. In just two steps, the 
distance was already close to six or seven feet! 


Meng Qihe spun around and swung the sword with both hands from his right shoulder. It was the most 
commonly used style of the "Xunfeng Grass-cutting Ring Knife" in the famous "Night Fight Laoba Knife" 
of the Bagua Sect! 


Before the disciple of the King of Arts standing in front could react, Meng Qihe's swirling slash had 
already begun, but he couldn't tell from what angle Meng Qihe's blade struck— 


There was a "whoosh" sound, followed by the clang of metal and bones. The Bagua sword slashed 
violently, and the right leg of the disciple in front was broken at knee level! 
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King Wave Dragon Master never thought that the enemy could cross the cliffs of the back mountain to 
sneak attack, so the few disciples sent here to guard the hostages were naturally not very good players. 
The other person saw Meng Qihe's sharp sword moves and knew that he was not in a position to resist, 
so he immediately turned around and tried to escape. 


But how could he possibly outrun Meng Qihe's legs and feet, which had been active in the mountains 
since childhood and had been rigorously trained by the Fuzhou Bagua Sect? 


Meng Qihe ran for three steps and then jumped up. With a forward kick, he kicked the disciple of the 
king of martial arts in the back, causing him to fall to the ground. 


He just got up. Meng Qihe had already prepared a counterattack with the Bagua knife, slashing the 
disciple in the ribs. The flesh and bones were broken. The disciple of the king of magic seemed to be 
thrown out, and his body flew sideways and fell into the stream, with his face The hole was immersed in 
the water, motionless. 


"Don't kill him." Meng Qihe pointed at the man with a broken leg on the ground with his knife. "Let him 
slowly bleed out." 


He put the blood-stained sword on his shoulder and walked to the large group of Sitang villagers who 
were tied up. The murderous look on his face disappeared, replaced by an apologetic look. 


"Sorry, we're late." 


OOOO 


Jing Liturned around in time and just got the Japanese sword in his hand. It was too late to draw the 
sword and raised the sword vertically with the scabbard. Huo Yaohua's saw blade swept across and 
struck him in a cross shape on the scabbard! 


Huo Yaohua was So angry that she took advantage of the momentum and pushed the back of the knife 
with her left palm, and continued to press the heavy saw blade towards Jing Li! 
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This push-knife attack was aimed at Jing's weakness of being unable to stand firmly on one leg. 


Nowadays, Jing Li can only rely on active attacks to suppress his opponents, unable to defend 
effectively. After being pushed by Huo Yaohua, he can only stagger back, dragging a right leg that is tied 
with armor and cannot bend, exposing his injured knee. fact. 


How could King Wave Dragon Master, who had already flown over his horse and landed on the ground, 
miss this opportunity to flank Jingli again? He spread his legs wide and took a step forward, raising his 
sword to attack Jingli when he noticed a shadow approaching quickly from the left. 


The fire in the distance reflected a golden sword light. 


The "Dragon's Thorn" came through the air, aiming directly at the head of the Dragon Wizard King, 
carrying an unusually strong momentum! 


Yan Heng concentrated his leap in mid-air on his right hand, and once again used the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique - Sky Break" that overwhelmed the Wave Dragon Master last time! 


——In the past, he relied on momentary induction and emotional stimulation to imitate his master in 
using this move; but this time it was definitely different. He was able to use it as he pleased and truly 
turned "Sky Break" into his own sword skill. 


Yan Hengren's sword is integrated, and his leap is like flying in the air. 


When the Qi Jin was carried out, strange illusions appeared in his mind. 


—Something huge and stirring in the mist. 


The improvement of skills also drives the spirit to a higher level. 
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The last time King Bolong Shu was forced to his knees by this sword, he was almost killed by Tong Jing's 
sword. He still regards it as a great shame and humiliation. How could he not remember it? The body 
that was about to rush towards Jing Li immediately stopped and drew the sword in front of him. 


The last time he failed against "Sky Break", it was because he relied on "Wudang Shijian" to block it. He 
was determined not to make the same mistake this time. 


——No time to play with you! 


The silver sword of King Wave Dragon Draws a smooth arc to meet the "Dragon Thorn" from the side, 
which is Wudang's highest stunt "Tai Chi"! 


As soon as the two swords touched, Yan Heng already felt the strange touch of being "failed to 
introduce" and stick to each other. He had witnessed Ye Chenyuan's "Tai Chi" and had personally 
learned the technique of King Wave Dragon, so he was no stranger to it. 


Yan Heng remembered what Brother Jing had said a long time ago: When facing a Wudang master who 
knows Tai Chi, it is best to run away. 


But sometimes you can't run away. 


When others are counting on you. 


He was not without fear when he faced the Wave Dragon King again - so many wounds on his body were 
still fresh. 


However, true courage is when you are clearly afraid but still decide to go forward. 


Yan Heng already knew from the last fight that he had not understood the power of "shaking scales" in 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword", and it was impossible for him to break the stick control of 
"Tai Chi" like his master. 
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The only thing he could do was to devote his whole body and soul to this attack of "Sky Break". 


He simply believed that the unique skills of the Qingcheng Sect could not be destroyed so easily. 


——This concentration and purity are Yan Heng’s most powerful weapons. 


King Wave Dragon Master was about to lure the sword force of "Sky Sky Break" to the ground next to 
him, and then kill Yan Heng, but suddenly found that it was not easy to lure him. 


Yan Hengfei's stabbing sword was stronger than he expected. 


——Why did this brat become so much stronger after just one or two days? 


Although "Tai Chi Sword" deflected "Sky Sky Break" to the side, "Dragon Thorn" continued to advance 
forward. 


King Wave Dragon felt a sharp and dangerous feeling like needles pointing directly at his left shoulder. 


He wasn't sure he could completely remove the "Dragon Thorn" from his body. 


At the last moment, he decided not to take the risk, abandoning his "Tai Chi Sword" stance and shifting 
his sword force from soft to strong to fight against the "Dragon Spike"; at the same time, he lightened 
his foot and leg, and dodged back with the power of the " Vault Breaking"! 


Under the pressure of Yan Heng, King Bo Longshu withdrew his "Tai Chi" and even took advantage of the 
situation to take two steps back in embarrassment! 


At this moment, Yan Heng didn't feel any joy, excitement or surprise. He was completely immersed in 
the fighting, his dull and focused face showing neither sadness nor joy. 
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Just like when He Zisheng faced Ye Chenyuan that day, he didn't have any worries because of his 
hundreds of years of Qingcheng sect's inheritance, and devoted himself wholeheartedly to the torrent 
of the sword. 


A true martial arts fanatic. 


The power of Yan Heng's "Sky Break" sword was exhausted. As soon as he landed on the ground, he 
followed his left foot forward and leaned down very low. 


In an instant, his form changed from a nine-sky flying dragon to a ferocious tiger descending from the 
mountain. The sword "Tiger Pi" in his left hand was swung horizontally with his backhand, slashing 
towards the calf of the Bo Long Magic King! 


—-—For a person as tall as Wave Dragon Master, his lower body is often his weak point. This combo is 
completely reasonable. Jingli would choose this way if he were in the same situation. The difference is 
that Jing Li relied on wisdom and experience to calculate, while Yan Heng acted naturally and intuitively 
at this moment. 


After the sword attack just now, King Bolong Shu had already re-estimated Yan Heng's strength, and was 
ready for his rapid combos that were like mercury pouring down the ground. He raised his left leg 
hastily, and his posture was as independent as a crane, which was the "Wudang Sword"'s avoidance 
body. At the same time, he fired the sword from high to downwards, using the "Golden Needle" to hit 
Yan Heng's face door with the tip of the blade! 


A strong wind blew up from behind Yan Heng at the right time and swept over his head, just in time to 
knock away the downward sword of King Wave Dragon Technique! 


It was Yuan Xing, who with great willpower endured the pain in his right shoulder and raised the Qi Mei 
Stick with his left hand to neutralize the crisis for Yan Heng! 


Although Yan Heng had never cooperated or trained with Wan Xing, the two were surprisingly in tune 
with each other. Yan Heng sensed the noise behind him and knew it was Wan Xing who took action 
without even looking. After the battle just now, he trusted the Shaolin monk's skills very much and 
boldly did not resist or dodge the Wudang Sword's thrust, the "Dragon Thorn" followed by the "Tiger's 
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Path" to wipe horizontally inward, and then pursued and attacked the calf raised by the King of the Bo 
Long Art! 


King Wavelong was suddenly one against two. He didn't want to fight hard in this chaotic battle 
formation. He thought that the safest way was to rely on his light skill, which he was good at. The right 
leg that stood on one foot suddenly exerted more force, and his body jumped back a few feet, wanting 
to have a clearer view of the situation. 


On the other side, Huo Yaohua pushed the big saw blade with both hands and pressed Jing's Japanese 
sword to her chest. Jing's steps were not smooth and she could not turn around to release her strength. 
After taking two steps back, she lost her balance and fell backwards! 


Huo Yaohua continued to attack with all her heart, trying to straddle the fallen Jingli when suddenly a 
sharp sound came from the left side. She instinctively raised her head to dodge the incoming black 
shadow! 


Huo Yaohua was blocked from the road, and looked angrily at the direction of the object. 


She saw a person who had just crossed the "Karma Bridge" at the back of the battlefield and was 
running towards here at full speed, his left hand holding a longbow in front of the body. 


Huo Yaohua was familiar with this person. 


--It's you again, you bitch! 


Hu Linglan knew that this was the final decisive moment, so she ran without worrying about the pain in 
her waist. Her coordination ability is astonishing. While her long legs are widely spread apart, she can 
keep her upper body stable and motionless. Her left arm leveled forward, holding the longbow tied in 
her fist with a cloth belt, and her right hand quickly drew another feathered arrow from her waist 
pouch, and as usual, she strung the arrow and drew the bow and shot again as she rushed forward! 


This arrow was precisely aimed at the empty space between Huo Yihua and Jing Li, in order to stop her 
from attacking Jing Li again. 
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Just from these two cover shots, Huo Yaohua guessed that Hu Linglan and Jing Li had a close 
relationship. 


--Damn it! Kill her first! 


With this buffer, Jing Li rolled around and half-kneeled on the ground, supported by his Japanese saber. 
This is the first time that he has been beaten so badly by a woman. 


On the other hand, the Dragon King was withdrawing from Yan Heng's circle of swords and trying to 
regain his position. 


However, he felt that there was something wrong behind him. 


Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, was originally a member of Wudang's "First Snake Way". As a 
spy, one of the special trainings is to cultivate vigilance and insight in all directions - especially all sudden 
dangers. 


He immediately stopped and looked sideways, only to see Lian Feihong standing less than a foot away 
from where he had retreated! 


Lian Feihong just held the scimitar and smiled, not doing anything, but the murderous aura radiated 
made King Wave Longjutsu feel an invisible threat. 


"You have no place to hide this time." Lian Feihong said with sharp eyes. He hadn't forgotten the last 
time King Bolong was in that big house and used hostages to cover his evil deeds. 


King Wave Dragon Master immediately turned around and wanted to retreat to the empty space on the 
other side, but realized that the petite Tong Jing had also blocked that direction. 


1551 


Yan Heng and Yuan Xing spread out at the same time; together with Hu Linglan, who was rushing from 
the direction of the Qinglian Temple to the east, and Jing Li, who was confronting Huo Yihua to the west, 
the Dragon King realized that he had already fallen into the enemy's encirclement! 


—-—l...was SO wrong... 


If he were still Wu Jihong on Wudang Mountain, he would never have been trapped in this situation and 
would have used Qinggong to escape before the opponent surrounded him. 


However, in the past few years, he was used to violence and tyranny, his sense of crisis has undoubtedly 
become blunt. 


At this moment, the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate", all gathered. 


King Wave Dragon Master looked again and saw that the number of disciples in the melee continued to 
decrease, and they were no longer in formation. Under the clever deployment of enemy general Wang 
Shouren, they were cut into several groups, and were surrounded one by one by an overwhelming 
number of bandits and civilians. 


At this time, many people in Luling mustered up their fighting spirit. Concentrating on their long- 
simmered sorrow and anger, they bravely stabbed their bamboo spears at the magic kings. Although 
they missed in nine out of ten cases, it was enough to distract the magic kings. , and more easily killed 
by Meng Qihe's bandits. 


Precisely because the rebels had such an advantage, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing were able to move over 
and join in dealing with the most evil and terrifying person in the enemy formation. 


The "Qinglian Temple" behind was burning brightly, lighting up the entire open space in the valley; more 
than 400 hostages beside the temple had also been rescued by Meng Qihe. He led a dozen brothers who 
swam down the cliff one after another. We are crossing the "Bridge of Cause and Effect" and are about 
to join the battle. 
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King Wave Dragon Master looked at the fewer and fewer disciples. At this moment, it is no longer a 
matter of victory or defeat, but of whether he can leave Qingyuan Mountain alive. 


The Shuwangs who were busy trying to survive themselves had no intention of coming to help Yi Xia 
escape the siege. Many of them truly worshiped the King of Magic and were willing to sacrifice their 
lives for him, but in the past, the King of Magic had never encountered such adversity as tonight, and 
their faith had never been truly tested. 


Until now. 


——tThe king of magic cannot be killed... | don't have to help. ...... 


Some disciples defend themselves in this way to cover up their fear. 


In this battle, the difference between the authenticity of the beliefs of both sides became the key to 
victory or defeat. 


King Bolong knew that his disciples were unreliable, and that he could only kill them by himself. 


Taking advantage of the fact that the "Six Swords of Breaking Door" had not yet tightened their 
formation, he immediately struck, launching his "Ladder Cloud Vertical" light-weight footwork, and 
rapidly approaching Tong Jing, who was guarding the north-west corner! 


--No matter how you look at it, this kid is the weakest one! 


He had not forgotten the shame of being scalped by Tong Jing with a sword that night. There was a 
demonic look of resentment on his face, and the five-color robed figure rushed towards the young 
swordsman who was almost half his height. 


The Dragon Warrior King's decision was extremely fast, and his stance had no warning, so Lian Feihong 
and the others were too late to save her, and Tong Jing had to face the attack alone. 
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When Tong Jing saw the monster coming, her beautiful face turned pale. Naturally, she was so 
frightened that she raised her sword and instinctively stabbed the charging Wave Dragon King! 


King Wave Dragon sneered in his heart. 


——So tender. 


Tong Jing's panic attack was the easiest to deal with. When Tong Jing was waiting for her sword to 
attack, he would suddenly turn around and chop off her thin arm when her sword hand was stretched 
out! 


King Bo Longshu had already taken advantage of Tong Jing's sword attack and was preparing for the 
most complete counterattack. 


However, the "Still Life Sword" stopped at Tong Jing's shoulder and did not issue any blow! 


——| lied to you. 


Tong Jing smiled in her heart and was more cunning than King Bo Longshu. 


That panicked expression turned out to be fake - she used the "Flower Technique" taught by Mr. 
Feihong in her own way. Tong Jing didn't know the heights of the world, and she was less wary of King 
Wave Dragon's martial arts, but she was able to use this psychological warfare easily. 


--What? 


The King of Wave Dragons has always liked to use fear to suppress his opponents, but this makes him 
more likely to fall into this trap. The counterattack sword move he was about to launch was blocked. 


Tong Jing captured this beat beautifully, and "with half a hand and one mind" she spread out her sword 
and attacked! 
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Although King Wave Dragon was disrupted, he had a top-notch fast sword and his speed was enough to 
make up for his mistakes. He reacted in time and changed his sword moves. This time he used the hard 
force of the "Wudang Shi Sword" to knock away the "Still Life Sword" thrust by Tong Jing! 


But the "Still Life Sword" only stretched out an inch, but then stopped again. 


Second consecutive feint! 


As Lian Feihong observed, Tong Jing does have an incredible talent - she can use her own variations of 
"Half Hands and One Heart" to disrupt a master of swordsmanship like the King of Wave Dragons! 


The Dragon King's slashing sword had already been activated and could not be retracted. 


--Let's see if you can block it! 


He simply made a mistake and increased the strength of his sword, directing the blade towards Tong 
Jing's top door instead! 


Tong Jing's "Half Hand, One Heart" really came out this time. 


The tip of the "Still Life Sword" was turned upwards, and the right arm was used to thrust out. 


The target is the wrist of the Dragon King's sword grip. 


"Chasing the shape and cutting off the pulse". 


No one was more shocked than King Bo Long: the profound interception method of "Wudang Form 


Sword" was actually utilized by such a little girl! 
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He abruptly jumped back and used his upper body to withdraw the slashing sword - otherwise he would 
have sent his wrist veins to Tong Jing's sword tip first! 


There was no sword exchange between the two sides, but Tong Jing seemed to have used the air- 
distance technique to force King Bolong to retreat. Although King Wave Dragon's swordsmanship is fast, 
Tong Jing has a weapon that is faster than him: 


consciousness. 


——tThe three major levels of martial arts are "Qi, Yi, Shen". Tong Jing still needs to accumulate skills at 
the most basic level of "Qi", but with her special talent, she has mastered the higher level of "Yi". 


Hence this amazing performance. 


It was indeed a great shame for him to be beaten back by the two youngest juniors in the Six Swords of 
Broken Door, since he had been accomplished in the art. But at this moment, he had no time to think 
about the issue of honor. 


He just took a step back and immediately jumped up again because a strong gust of wind hit his legs! 


The Kongtong sect's "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" wearing a red scarf was inserted into the place where 
the right foot of the Wave Dragon Master once stood. If he had been slow to dodge even a little bit, the 
flying knife would have nailed his big foot to the ground! 


The person who sent it was naturally Lian Feihong who was behind him. Although he only had one left 
hand to use, he used the unique quick technique of the Kongtong sect to throw the scimitar of the 
Western Regions in the air, pulled out the flying knife from the sheath on his back and threw it, and then 
took the scimitar back to his hand. and danced his sword to protect his head, attacking the King Bolong! 


At the same time, Yan Heng on the other side raised the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" 
and stepped forward to attack in unison with Mr. Feihong. 
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This time Yan Heng had no worries. He thought of what Lian Feihong had warned him, and of the many 
people in Luling who died tragically in their houses that night, and he had only one thought in his mind: 


——Use any method to kill this devil! 


Yan Heng attacked with the "Izumo Thorn" of the "Double Shuttle Swords". The short sword "Hubi" in 
his left hand was protected under the abdomen, and the "Dragon Thorn" stabbed out from above. The 
heavy sword of the "Taki Vortex Sword" was added to it. Strength - Yan Heng has become more and 
more able to master the rules of blending and changing different Qingcheng sword techniques. 


This battle forced Yan Heng to master Qingcheng swordsmanship - just like He Zisheng was baptized by 
the "Ghosts in Western Sichuan" thirty years ago. 


——tThe difference is that Yan Heng today is younger than He Zisheng at that time. 


Lian Feihong and Yan Heng were on the left and right, and the three weapons had already enveloped 
King Wave Dragon. 


This, on the contrary, aroused his fighting spirit as a martial artist. 


——People from Wudang Clan are not so easy to kill! 


King Wave Dragon Master put away his usual madness. The cold and focused eyes looked even more 
dangerous. 


He stepped out of the snake step of "Wudang Xingjian", leaned forward and lowered his head to dodge 
Lian Feihong's "Sun Lun Dao" to chop, and at the same time blocked Yan Heng's "Dragon Thorn" with his 
right hand sideways! 


Yan Heng followed up with his "Tiger's Pike" to slash back at the Dragon King's head and neck! 
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King Bo Longshu had faced off against Yan Heng several times, and he had already estimated the path of 
his sword. When he faced the dagger attack, he advanced instead of retreating, stretching out his long 
left arm! 


Yan Heng's "Tiger Pi" slash only reached one-third of the way, but was intercepted by King Bo Longshu 
with his bare hands. His long and big palm slapped Yan Heng's left forearm, and it quickly turned into a 
grapple, and his five fingers clasped Yan Heng's wrist! 


——Such a keen sense of touch is naturally "Tai Chi"! 


Yan Heng was best at using fast swords. He rarely engaged in close combat like this. He was anxious to 
get rid of the grasping hand, but when he exerted force, King Bo Longshu used it instead, and his arm 
was locked by the twist! 


——kKing Bolong Shu has indeed mastered "Tai Chi" on Wudang Mountain, otherwise he would not be 
qualified to embroider the "Pisces" mark on his "Brown Snake" uniform; it is just that his "Tai Chi" skills 
are not yet perfect when applied to swordsmanship. ("Tai Chi" requires a keen sense of the flow of 
power. It is many times more difficult to feel it through weapons than with your own flesh and blood.) 
Yan Heng's "Sky Break" forced him to retreat, so he simply switched to "Tai Chi" now! 


King Wave Dragon's tall and thin body sank while sitting on the horse, and his left elbow was bent 
downwards. Yan Heng's left elbow joint, which could not move, suddenly felt extremely strong twisting 
pressure. Fortunately, Yan Heng reacted quickly and gave up the hard struggle in time. His whole body 
turned over along with the twisting force, his center of gravity was reversed, and he was thrown to the 
ground by King Bolong! 


Another sharp wind attacked the right side of Bo Long Wang's head, but he did not even look at it and 
turned his long sword upwards, blocking the Qi Mei Stick that was coming from Yuan Xing's clip! 


Yan Heng was thrown to the ground violently, and many new wounds on his body burst and bled again. 
Ignoring the pain, he lay on the ground and rolled his "Dragon Thorn" towards the grappling hand of 
King Wave Dragon! 
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While King Bo Longshu waved his sword with his right hand to block the stick, his left palm had already 
let go of Yan Heng's wrist; he took advantage of the short moment when the Qimei stick was blocked 
and paused, and put his left hand through the bottom of the sword, grabbing the stick body! 


If he were normally round, he could still compete with this "Tai Chi" grappling and soft skills; but at this 
moment, he was injured both internally and externally, and he could only hold the stick with his left 
hand. King Bo Longjutsu turned his waist and released a silk-like force, While grabbing the eyebrow- 
leveling stick with his left hand, he made a half-circle with the sword in his right hand, cutting the right 
side of Yuan Xing's face! 


If he persisted, he would definitely be hit by the sword, so he had no choice but to let go of the stick to 
avoid it! 


Wu Jihong's left-hand "Tai Chi" and right-hand sword are the last secret skills that he has never used 
since he came down from the mountain. In the Wudang Mountain, he used this to defeat many of his 
fellow disciples, and Jiang Yunlan of Soldier's Crow Road was also inspired by him, but Jiang Yunlan's 
talent in practicing "Tai Chi" was not high enough, so he could only pair it with hard grappling, and then 
put on the iron armor claws to assist him, and the power was inferior to that of Wu Jihong. 


However, no matter how skillful he is, he still can't cope with such a tightly-knit siege of six people. 


King Bolong Shu had just grabbed the stick in his hand, and could have guided the sword downwards to 
kill Yan Heng, but he saw a quick shadow coming from the corner of his eye, which was already close in 
front of him, so he could only urgently move sideways and turn his head. dodge! 


Hu Linglan's quick-firing arrow grazed King Wave Dragon's cheekbone and hit his extremely large ear on 
the right side. The two gold earrings exploded together with a large blood flower! 


Hu Linglan also said that this arrow must hit the center of the eyebrow, but it was still narrowly avoided 
by King Bolong Shu's quick movement - this person is really difficult to kill! 


"Flower!" 


For the first time in his life, King Wavelong called for help. 
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Huo Yaohua had already raised her saber above her head, rushed into the battle circle, and slashed 
down at Lian Feihong, who was about to take the opportunity to attack the King again! 


Huo Yaohua's "Broken Bamboo Sword" move from the Chulang Sword School uses the "Wudang Shijian' 
technique to generate strength. The force is so strong that Lian Feihong's right hand cannot be used, so 
he is not sure to catch this heavy move with one hand, so he had to retreat horizontally! 


The saber struck the ground, and Huo Yihua used the force to support her body and leapt forward in the 
air! 


--It turns out that her saber wasn't meant to free King of Dragon Arts, but to open the way for her to 
charge towards the other side of the encirclement. 


In her eyes, there was only Hu Linglan. It was as if she was seeing a natural enemy. 


King Bo Longshu's face was covered with blood, and he did not dare to fight anymore. He just relied on 
his unparalleled Qinggong to fly away. He was about to meet up with Huo Yaohua to cover each other, 
but found that Huo Yaohua jumped over and rushed out. 


--what are you doing? 


Huo Yaohua crossed the battle circle, and after landing on the ground, she continued to run wildly 
dragging the saw blade. Her messy temples and face were as ferocious as a mad beast. In the blink of an 
eye, she rushed within seven feet of Hu Linglan, and the blade was rolled up again! 


Hu Linglan was half-kneeling at this moment and had already put another arrow on her bow. She 
wanted to continue sniping at the King of Skills, but she suddenly found Huo Yaohua charging towards 
her quickly and immediately turned the arrow in her direction. 


Huo Yaohua kept moving, and the distance was getting closer in an instant. The saw blade has been 
slashed out from behind the left shoulder! 
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Facing this fierce attack, Hu Linglan's kneeling posture did not waver in the slightest, and she drew the 
bowstring very calmly. 


The mystery of archery lies in the absence of thought and imagination. At the moment when heaven 
and earth are frozen in blankness, the arrow is released. 


The movement of Hu Linglan's fingers as she placed the strings was as gentle as placing flowers in the 
middle of the lake. 


The big blade with the sound of tearing silk was already cutting in front of her—— 


The saw blade passed by as if it hadn't touched anything. The solid long bow was cut into two pieces! 


However, it was still slightly late. 


The long arrow with a black shaft was driven hard into Huo Yaohua's right shoulder from a very close 
range. The impact caused her to fall backwards, and the saw blade that was thrown out also fell away 
because she could not control it! 


At this time, Hu Linglan rolled away and dodged the flying saw blade. She had half of the bow tied in her 
hand, and her face was covered in cold sweat. 


——Just because of the sword and arrow duel just now, the difference between victory and defeat was 
extremely small. 


The last strong support of the Wave Dragon Master was also lost. But he didn't even have time to be 
angry. 


Yuan Xing, who had been deprived of his Qi Mei Stick, was still on the move. With his left armor in front 
of him, he leaped out in an arrow step, and with the second knuckle of the four fingers of his gloved left 
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fist, he threw a Shaolin "Leopard Fist" sideways strike, and violently drilled his wrist into the ribs of the 
King Bo Long! 


At the same time, there were three other attacks on the King: the light of Lian Feihong's "Sun Wheel 
Saber" rose again from behind his back; Tong Jing from behind his right side stabbed him in the back of 
the waist with his "Star Chasing the Moon"; and in front of him on the left side was Yan Heng who had 
already climbed to his feet, and Dragon Spike slashed at his bare head with his "Wind and Fire Sword" 
Sixth Strength "Thunder Falling from the Mountain"! 


The four attacks sealed all the openings that King Wave Dragon Master could escape from. 


At this moment of life and death, Wu Jihong once again thought of the man imprisoned on Wudang 
Mountain. 


— —You must not die before seeing him again! 


——|I want to survive along with Junior Brother Mei’s share! 


The tall body of the King of Wave Dragons made an unprecedented move, making full use of his talents 
and what he had learned in his life: 


He held his chest and drew his back, his abdomen suddenly contracted like a cat, causing Yuan Xing's 
"Leopard Fist" to miss by only an inch; in his left hand, the Qi Mei Stick was thrust backward from under 
his armpit, and the five-foot-long stick stabbed at Lian Fei Hong's chest, in time to stop him from 
swinging his machete; in his right hand, his Wudang Long Sword was raised horizontally over his head, 
and he was able to stand against Yan Heng's "Thunder Falling Mountain"! 


The tip of Tong Jing's "Still Life Sword" sank into the robe around the waist of King Wave Dragon Master 
in the next moment. 


At the same time when the tip of the sword entered the flesh, the King of Bo Long kicked his foot back 
without looking at it! 
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Before Tong Jing's "Star Chasing Moon" could penetrate deeper, the long leg had already reached her 
right shoulder and kicked her away! 


Tong Jing fell back in pain and pulled out her Sword of Still Life, only the tip of the sword was stained 
with blood. 


Although this body movement of the Dragon Warrior may appear to be ridiculous at first glance, the fact 
that he was able to use his mind in four different ways to accurately neutralize the attack of the "Six 
Swords of the Broken Door", and was only slightly wounded by one of the swords, is indeed a rare talent 
in the world! 


However, there was still one person who had not yet made a move. 


In order to receive these four attacks, naturally the Dragon King could not move with his light footwork 
anymore. 


Jing Li was waiting for the moment when his target came to a standstill. 


He had already put down his long Japanese saber and pulled out a one-handed military belt sword with 
a long, narrow blade that looked like a seedling, which was hanging on the belt at his waist. The fourth 
saber he had used this night. 


--His newest favorite technique emphasized pure speed, and a short, single-handed saber would have 
been more appropriate. 


He bent his left leg and sank down, leaning forward, his arm holding the saber relaxing and dropping. 


It was exactly the same beast-like preparatory stance that he had used to kill Plum Sum-Tree earlier. 


After finishing his kick, the Dragon King quickly stepped on the ground, and was about to utilize his fast 


and extreme stance once again to walk out through the gap on Tong Jing's side. 
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--The siege has been lifted! 


The Dragon Warrior was ecstatic. But it was too early. 


The power Jing Li had injected into his left leg was like a spring that had been suppressed for a long 
time. 


His body flew out like a black cloud. There was a lightning-like light hidden in it. 


Jing Li was in mid-air, his whole body was spinning like a torsion, combining this spinning force with the 
power of forward momentum, he swung his axe backward. 


The light of the blade was half hidden under the flying black cloak. 


Jing Li's saber was swept through the gap after Tong Jing's fall! 


The Dragon Warrior was startled, and his Wudang sword swept downward. 


But it was too late. 


There was a clash of metals. 


The saber was caught in the cross of the Dragon Warrior's long sword. But this saber was too fast and 
too strong, Dragon King didn't have time to resist, the saber had already pressed against the long sword 
and continued to advance! 


The outside of the right thigh of the Dragon King's right thigh cracked into a brilliant bloody path! 
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His whole leg went limp, and his tower-like body collapsed! 


Jing Li's black-robed figure swept by, falling to the ground uncontrollably. The wound on his left 
shoulder looked like it had been viciously stabbed with a thick, sharp cone. But he was laughing as he 
collapsed in pain. 


After all, the Dragon Magic King's reflexes were superb, and he was able to use this momentum to roll 
away even after being hit hard. 


--Oh, no! 


As he rolled away, he was in a frenzy, swinging his sword in all directions, showing that he was in a state 
of panic. 


The Dragon King had been insisting on fighting with the Six Swords of Broken Door, hoping to reverse 
the defeat, because he was confident that he could still escape in a critical situation with his superb 
kung fu, but he didn't want to be seriously injured by Jing Li's fast saber, and his most self-confident 
kung fu was suddenly broken, so no matter how arrogant he was in his normal life, he couldn't help 
suppressing the chills in his heart. 


--This is not a joke ...... 


Yan Heng noticed that the formation of swords was out of order, and he raised his "Dragon Thorn" and 
advanced forward. With one stabbing move, he accurately inserted the sword into the middle and hit 
the key point on the face of King Wave Dragon! 


"Wait!" King Bolong Yueh cried out in an awkward manner, and in a hurry, he stretched out his left palm 
to block the golden sword blade. The blade of the Dragon's Spine was not ordinary, it pierced through 
the wide palm ina single breath and continued to penetrate deeper and deeper! 


Because of the palm's sacrifice, the stabbing attack was slightly deflected and only grazed the side of the 
Artist King's neck! 
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In this life and death situation, the Dragon Warrior reorganized his stance and sat down on the ground, 
his Wudang sword refocused and stabbed Yan Heng in the middle, Yan Heng was forced away from him 
and drew back with his sword. 


Yan Heng kept his distance and attacked again with his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords! 


The Dragon Warrior curled up his uninjured left leg and sat like a cross-legged Buddha statue, relying 
only on the strength of his body above the waist, he was able to launch a series of rapid swords, each 
move intercepting and forcing Yan Heng's attack away with his "Wudang Shaped Sword"! 


Jing Li used his saber to support his knees, and saw the strange scene of the Dragon King resisting Yan 
Heng. 


He was not much shorter than Yan Heng on the ground, and even though he could not use his legs, he 
was still very skillful with his sword, and he was not at a disadvantage except that he could not move to 
attack. 


Although he was an extremely detestable enemy, Jing Li could not help but admire him: 


--This man is indeed a rare swordsman in the world! 


However, the Dragon King could only defend but not attack, and there was no hope of victory. The 
blood on his lower abdomen was already pouring out, and he could not possibly hold out for long. 


On the other side, Tong Jing had already stood up with her hands on her shoulders. Her body was thin, 
and her shoulder bone was so painful after being kicked by the King of Wave RyUshu, and she couldn't 
lift her right hand for a while. Her eyes were red, she bit her lower lip without saying a word, handed the 
"Still Life Sword" to her left hand, and was about to take revenge on the Dragon Warrior. 


But when she saw King Bo Longshu unfolding the "Wudang Sword" to fight against Yan Heng, she was 
suddenly fascinated. She watched Yao Lianzhou use this sword technique once in Xi'an, and thus learned 
some of its subtleties. Now that she had the opportunity to observe it carefully again, the thirst for skill 
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in her heart actually overshadowed the pain and resentment for a moment, and she absorbed Bo Long's 
"Chasing Forms and Intercepting Pulse" with all her concentration. 


However, Lian Feihong was the first to rush forward to help. After all, he was an old Jianghu, and he was 
extremely wary of this devil's tricks, so he thought he should take the opportunity to end it as soon as 
possible. Although Lian Feihong was out of breath after a series of dramatic battles, he still used his last 
breath to swing his scimitar and go around the side of King Wave Dragon! 


King Wave Dragon Master knew that it was difficult for him to turn and move, and that he could no 
longer withstand such a multi-faceted attack from the opponent. In desperation, he threw the Wudang 
sword in his hand at Yan Heng! 


Yan Heng didn't expect that he would even throw away his weapon. He retreated and leaned forward to 
avoid the flying sword attack! 


Taking this opportunity, the Dragon King used his two long arms and one left leg to crawl backward on 
the ground in a hurry, as if he were a poor insect with a severed limb. However, this strange crawling 
action was also very fast, no less than the speed of an ordinary person running with open legs, and 
managed to pull the distance a little farther. 


He hastily pulled from the collar of his wide, multicolored robe a string of necklaces, among which was a 
small, lacquered, red wooden whistle, which he picked out and held to his mouth. 


"Don't come here again! Otherwise those four hundred people will die!" 


He shouted sharply, and although he spoke very urgently, every word was extremely clear and heavy. 


Yuan Xing retrieved the Qi Mei Stick that the Magic King had thrown down, and stepped forward to 
stand shoulder to shoulder with Yan Heng and Lian Fei Hong. 


"Let me do it!" The unmasked half of Yuan Xing's face was almost more vicious than the other half of his 
mask. His right shoulder was bleeding profusely from the middle of his collarbone, and he was covered 
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in his own blood and that of his enemies, with a strong murderous intent that should not be found ina 
monk. 


"No!" Lian Feihong furrowed his white eyebrows and held out his scimitar to stop Yuan Xing, then 
looked at the Dragon King: "What did you say?" 


The bloodstained face of the Dragon Warrior King is now blossoming with a sinister smile. 


"| mean ...... , he pressed the wooden whistle to the corner of his mouth, "as long as | blow this thing, 
400 men, women and children will all die!" 


"Don't listen to him!" 


At this time, Meng Qihe, Tang Ba and other bandits had arrived from the other side of the "Cause and 
Effect Bridge". When he first saw that many of the corpses scattered on the battlefield were brothers 
from his village, his eyes were split with grief and anger, and he wished he could immediately use the 
Bagua sword to slash the bald head of King Bolong Shu. 


"Your men who were responsible for guarding the villagers on your side were all killed by me, what else 
do you have to go on?" Meng Qihe pointed his saber at the Warlord. 


The group battle that followed was also suspended because of King Wave Dragon's words. Of the Shu 
Wangs who are still standing, only eight pitiful people are left, and they have been heavily surrounded 
by the rebel army and the people. Those eight people were covered with injuries. They knew that they 
had done too many evil things in Luling. Even if they surrendered now, the other side would definitely 
not forgive them. They were all terrified, and they were crying bitterly while resisting. 


When Wang Shouren heard what King Bolongshu said, he knew that something was unusual and 
ordered the rebels to stop and be on guard. 


"You just rushed to help the war, you didn't have time to untie those people, did you?" Dragon Warrior 
sneered at Meng Qihe. 
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Meng Qihe's heart chilled, knowing that he had made a mistake, he turned back and ran back to the 
hostages of Siantang village beside the temple. 


"It's too late." The Wave Dragon Artist King smiled and said, "You have all experienced my Cloud 
Phosphor Killing, and know how many people it can kill in the blink of an eye, right?" 


Upon hearing the Wizard King mention the Cloud Phosphorus Killing, Wang Shouren, Jing Li, Yan Heng 
and the others recalled the horrific scene of dozens of people in Luling County who died instantly from 
poisoning and were corpsed all over the place, and they couldn't help but feel a chill rising in their 
hearts. 


Tang Ba also followed Meng Qihe and hurriedly ran across the "Cause and Effect Bridge" and walked to 
the group of hostages. 


Tang Ba stepped forward and removed the cloth from a villager's mouth. The villager still looked 
frightened and did not feel any relief after being rescued. 


Meng Qihe saw it and blamed himself. 


——How could | miss it? If | noticed something strange earlier, maybe... 


"Is there anyone else among you?" Tang Ba asked the villager. 


The villagers did not dare to answer, but looked back at the crowd. 


Relying on the temple's firelight, Tang Bashi looked along with the villager's line of sight, and saw a 
different guy in the pile of people. 


This man was also dressed as a peasant, mixed among the villagers of Siantang, but his hands and legs 
were not tied up. His hair was thinning, his face was gray, the result of long-term destruction by drugs, 
his eyes were lifeless. A rope was tied around his waist, and he was tightly connected to the others. 
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Meng Qihe saw: this guy left and right hands, each gently holding a wax pill. 


"| have placed two men in the villagers, and they are not my ordinary disciples," he said. They are not 
my ordinary disciples," the Dragon Warrior said, looking at Jing Li: "They are similar to the 'human dog’ 
you killed, and have been bred by me with drugs for a long time. As soon as they hear my whistle, they 
will break the Cloud Phosphorus Killer in their hands without hesitation - these two guys have forgotten 
who they are, and will not care about life and death." 


"Hmph, do you think you can survive with a few lies?" Tong Jing sneered: "If you had such a powerful 
back-up, you could have used it early in the morning, and you wouldn't have to fight us to this point, 
right?" 


"Because it's not just us who want to kill him. He wants to kill us too. And preferably with the sword in 
his hand." 


When Jing Li said this, he had already stood up with the help of Hu Linglan. 


King Wave Dragon Master stared at Jing Li. It is a very strange feeling that your biggest enemy 
understands what you think. 


Lian Feihong looked back at where the hostages were in the distance. Meng Qihe and Tang Ba haven't 
come back yet, which means there is indeed trouble over there. 


King Bolong Shu put the wooden whistle in his mouth, and everyone was immediately nervous. But the 
King of Arts did not blow the whistle, he just tore off the five-colored cloth on his robe and wrapped it 
tightly around the stab wound on his thigh to stop the bleeding. He knew that among the enemies, the 
one who practiced the Feihong hidden weapon was the most powerful, so he kept his eyes on him. 


Lian Feihong had indeed pulled out a flying knife in his hand, but he knew very well that the King of Arts 
reacted quickly and was not sure of a preemptive strike, so he did not dare to risk hundreds of lives. 
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Huo Yaohua got up from the ground and saw that her already fair face was even more pale. The arrow 
hit her right shoulder was so deep that it got stuck in the bones of the joint. The pain hit her heart when 
she moved even a little. Let alone holding a knife, she couldn't even lift her arm. 


She knew that if she forcibly pulled out the arrow now, she would probably bleed, so she pulled the 
arrow Shaft with her left hand and used her wrist strength to break it. She didn't cry out, but she bit her 
lower lip until it bled. 


King Wave Dragon Master bandaged his thigh at this time, and then took back the whistle, but still 
raised it to his mouth, panting slightly and said: "Today we count ...... as a draw. 


If you let me go, I'll let those poor guys go, how about it?" 


Even if he didn't say it, Jing Li had already guessed his conditions. He closed his eyes and fell silent. 


"NO... no! No!" The strong Luling people in the volunteer army burst out and then infected the 
people. Many county people rushed out, and although they still didn't dare to approach the King of 
Magic, they formed a semi-circle far away, blocking the way down the mountain. 


"Kill him! We must kill them all!" Someone was so excited that the bamboo spear in his hand was 
trembling, and he shouted anxiously: "Everyone, heroes, please kill this devil! Don't let the tiger go back 
to the mountain!" 


"Yes, yes! As long as he is alive, we people in Luling will not be at peace. We don't know when he will 
come back! Don't miss this opportunity to deal with him!" 


"Are you crazy?" Someone shouted from behind, it was Zhao Da, the Denglong villager from before. He 
suffered the pain of having his village wiped out, so naturally he couldn't bear the fate of Sitang Village: 
"Hundreds of lives, including women and children! Do you care whether they live or die?" 


"We risked our lives to save people, and we have exhausted our benevolence!" A Luling County citizen 
retorted: "Now it is about the safety of countless people in Luling - no, Ji'an Prefecture. Which side is 
more serious? 


| have to feel sorry for them. ...... 
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More than a hundred people in the militia shouted in unison, agreeing with this statement. 


Most of the rest of the people were silent, and in their hearts they would rather take the four hundred 
hostages in exchange for King Shu and his men to execute the law on the spot, but they did not dare to 
speak out; only a few militia people, clearly opposed to the sacrifice of the villagers in Siantang. Meng 
Qihe was still in danger with the hostages, and his bandit brothers naturally opposed the action. The 
volunteers were suddenly divided, and some of them even began to push each other. 


"Kill! Kill!" The most agitated group at the front kept urging the Six Swords to kill. 


Although his life was on the line, the Dragon Warrior King was actually smiling. 


--His favorite thing to do was to bring out the darkest side of the human heart. 


Jing Li saw everything, and his thick eyebrows knitted together. He remembered what Xue Jiuniu had 
said to him that night in Denglong Village. 


--They are all wives and daughters of others. 


When the others of the Six Swords of the Broken Gate saw this, their fighting spirit faded and they 
showed expressions of disappointment and disgust. 


At that moment, a flash of sword light lit up in the center of the formation. 


It's Wang Shouren standing in the center. He raised his sword high to the sky, and everyone gradually 
fell silent when they saw it. 


Wang Shouren looked very calm and said slowly: "Okay, in that case, let's ask everyone here what they 
think and then make a decision." 
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Wang Shouren's words surprised both Yan Heng and Tong Jing. 


"How come Mr. Wang is like this..." Yan Heng said anxiously. 


——Does Mr. Wang also believe that human life can be sacrificed for the sake of justice? ... 


At this time, Wang Shouren lowered the tip of his sword and pointed it at one person: "Let's start with 


him. 


Everyone was stunned. 


The tip of Wang Shouren's sword pointed at the body of a bandit lying on the ground. 


"Lord Wang, he is already dead....... how to ask? ...... 


"Ask him again......"" Wang Shouren's sword pointed to the other sacrificed civilian. "And him ...... "He 
kept pointing to the corpses on the ground. 


Everyone was silent. They began to understand what Lord Wang meant. 


Wang Shouren's expression became sad, and he gave them a pained look. 


"Think about it, what did they die for?" Every word he said was very heavy: "If for the sake of your own 
safety, you can ignore the pain of others, then you will continue to live under the feet of this devil as 
before, and what will happen to you? What's the difference? What's the difference between you and 
him? Why are we fighting this war?" 


Among the rebels, Meng Qihe's bandits were at the forefront and sacrificed the most. Most of them 
died in Qingyuan Mountain. The surviving brothers were particularly excited after hearing Wang 
Shouren's words. 
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He raised his sword again and pointed at the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" in front of him. 


"Look again at the blood shed by these men." 


Everyone looked over. They saw that except for Tong Jing, who had only suffered one leg, the Six Swords 
of the Broken Door, several warriors had been wounded all over their bodies after day of fighting, and 
the wounds from their sabers and swords that they had previously treated were now spilling blood 
again, and their bodies were oozing with red color. The newest member, monk Yuan Xing, was wounded 
by the Surgical King's sword, and his injuries were even more serious. 


The six of them looked at Wang Shouren and then at the crowd with grave expressions. 


"It's not their business to begin with, but these people risk their lives to fight for everyone." Wang 
Shouren said in a very sad tone: "Look at you now, are you still worthy of their rescue?" 


Seeing the disappointed eyes of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and the corpses of many victims 
on the ground, the group of people who had been trying to sacrifice hostages earlier suddenly hung 
their heads in shame and remained speechless. 


Eight of the King's men who were lucky enough to resist so far took this opportunity to rush out of the 
encirclement and walked over to the Dragon King to help him up. 


"The official named Wang over there." King Bolong Shu said with a smile on his face as he accepted the 
disciple's dressing of the wound on his palm: "| recognize you. You and the group of white-faced 
scholars next to you are the same ones who were standing there the night before. That "swordsman" in 
front of the house? Bah, | was fooled by you. If | killed you that night, today..." 


At this point he couldn't go on. Although he relied on hostages to force the other party to make peace 
tonight, he was really defeated by this group of people, so he had to go back to the topic: "Now that you 
have made a decision, don't talk nonsense there!" 


He then ordered his disciples to go and pull the horses that were running away in all directions. 
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"Wait!" Tong Jing shouted, "Don't go so easily! You haven't removed the threat there!" 


"Do you think I'm a fool?" The Dragon Warrior laughed and took the Wudang Sword that his disciple had 
retrieved from the battlefield, "I can't leave after I've neutralized it? Wait until | am ready." 


The King of Bo Lung was very alert, the wooden whistle was still near his mouth when he was speaking, 
and every time he finished speaking, he put the whistle in his mouth again, so that his opponent could 
not take advantage of it. 


By this time, the King's men had already brought over more than thirty horses, including the King's horse 
and the black horse ridden by Jing Li. At the sight of this black horse, which belonged to Mei Xin Shu, 
King Bolong glared at Jing Li again. But at the moment, his main concern was to treat his leg wound. 
Because of the loss of blood, he felt a little dizzy and could only climb onto the horse's back with the 
help of his disciples. 


Huo Yihua took the reins of the black horse, and one of the King's disciples hung the large saber beside 
the saddle for her. 


With her right arm hanging down, she looked back at Jing Li, only to find him standing side by side with 
Hu Linglan. 


Jing Li noticed her gaze and said to her in a loud voice, "I'll leave my saber with you for the time being. | 
will definitely come back to find you again." 


Jing Li's words made Huo Yaohua's heart flutter. But his next words made her feel sad: "And your 
master." 


-- "Master" ...... 


Huo Yao Hua looked at the two of them again. 
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——Unconsciously, | forgot why | ended up like this... why | couldn't be as free as them... 


She was about to speak but stopped when the "master" in front of her was already calling: "Flower." 


Huo Yaohua's eyes were sad and she led the horse toward the mountain gate. 


At this time, the magic kings had already lined up the horses to be ridden. King Bolong Shu waved his 
hand silently, and the eight men swung their knives and chopped off one leg of the other horses one by 
one! 


——tThe purpose of this move is to prevent the rebels from pursuing them again after going down the 
mountain. 


The sound of the horses' neighing echoed all over the mountain, which was chilling. Although the horses 
occupied by the King of Warriors were not harmed, they all jumped uneasily. King Wave Dragon placed a 
big hand on his mount's neck to suppress its restlessness. 


Tong Jing turned her head, unable to bear to see such a cruel scene. 


"Please take care of cleaning up the corpses." 


The Dragon Warrior smiled and led his remaining men towards the mountain gate, only to see Wang 
Shouren and the militia still blocking the road ahead. 


"Ah, | almost forgot." King Bolongshu deliberately teased Wang Shouren, but Wang Shouren remained 
unmoved. 


The King of Magic continued a little bored: "The thing is very simple: the two guys over there holding the 
"Cloud Phosphorus Kill" only listen to my orders. As long as you don't touch them at all, they will just 
stand there blankly. Just untie the villagers and take them away." 
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He looked at the hostages and said: "However, | have specially ordered my men to tie them together 
tightly, the more complicated the better. By the time you rescue all the villagers, we will probably have 
already descended from Qingyuan Mountain. So. It's better not to have any crooked thoughts. But don't 
wait any longer. As soon as dawn comes, those two people will become addicted to drugs, and | can't 
guarantee how crazy they'll be." 


"Sir, he might be telling nonsense!" Huang Xuan, who was beside Wang Shouren, said, "Do you really 
believe what this villain says?" 


"Besides trusting me, what choice do you have?" King Bolong Shu stared at Wang Shouren with a 
mocking look in his eyes: "Being a good person is so hard." 


Liang Futong was originally worried about the safety of his leader Meng Qihe there. As soon as he heard 
King Bolongshu tell him how to rescue him, he took the remaining dozens of bandit brothers and rushed 
to the other side of the stream without waiting for Wang Shouren's order. 


Wang Shouren glanced at the Dragon Warrior and raised his sword without words. The people who 
were guarding the mountain gate reluctantly opened a passage. 


"Wait ...... a minute!" One of the militia members called out to Wang Shouren, "Sir Wang, how can we 
ensure that this guy will not blow the whistle once he escapes from the mountain gate?" 


"They won't be able to walk fast enough until they get down to level ground." 


Lian Feihong walked over and said that he was followed by Hu Linglan. Lian Feihong took advantage of 
the gap just now to collect several "Soul-Sending Flying Blades" that had fallen on the battlefield, and 
now he was holding one in his hand. Hu Linglan took the horn bow carried by one of the guards and 
exchanged it for the broken bow tied to her hand. 


Everyone understood at this time: the road down the mountain from the northern foot was all steep 
stone steps, and the horses could only walk slowly and not run at full pace, otherwise the hooves and 
legs would be easily broken and injured. Previously, when Jing Li brought the black horse up the 
mountain, he only led it slowly on foot. 


1577 


"We will follow behind." Lian Feihong tossed the throwing knife skillfully: "It may still be difficult to 
shoot you, but it is very easy to shoot a horse." 


As a result, it was impossible for the Wave Dragon Master to act rashly until he had gone beyond the 
distance that the whistle could convey. 


King Wave Long knew that the opponent would be so defensive, so he just glanced at Lian Feihong with 
disdain, put the wooden whistle in his mouth, and rode away on horseback. 


Huo Yaohua resisted the temptation not to look at Jing Li again, and followed closely with the Shu 
Wangs, leading their horses. 


The people of Luling watched with regret as this evil man left peacefully, with great reluctance. Some 
people's teeth trembled with excitement when they thought about their relatives, friends and neighbors 
who were killed. 


Lian Feihong and Hu Linglan looked back at Jing Li, nodded to each other, and then followed the King of 
Arts and his group towards the dark mountain road. 


Civil warriors were bandaging Yuan Xing's sword wound. Yuan Xing is sitting on his knees, taking off half 
of his mask, and his face has returned to its usual simplicity. 


"Huh... | thought | was going to die." He lost a lot of blood, but he still talked and laughed as usual. 


Tong Jing clutched her right shoulder, her face was quite pale, and she was obviously still in great pain, 
but she was gradually able to lift her right arm. When she saw that King Shu had disappeared from the 
other side of the mountain gate, she hurriedly asked Jing Li: "Are we going to pursue him again? We will 
go back to the county seat immediately to get the horse. Maybe we can make it in time..." 


"The horses he and the witch are riding are one-in-a-hundred good horses, and they are extremely fast." 
Jing Li said, "If | were him, | would have ordered my men to scatter in all directions after coming down 
from the mountain to thwart our pursuit." 
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"But will he... take this opportunity to go to the county to kill people again?" Yan Heng put away the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" and asked with a worried look: "We can't go back in 
time..." 


Jing Li smiled and shook his head: "Can't you see? That guy is actually very panicked. He's just trying not 
to show it." 


"Yes." Yuan Xing also said, "This kind of evil person never believes in the goodness of people. In fact, he 
is not really sure about this last move, so he only took it out at the last resort." 


"It seems he didn't lie." Wang Shouren came over with his disciples at this time. Everyone followed his 
gaze and saw figures running across the bridge one after another next to the still-burning "Qinglian 
Temple". They were the rescued Sitang villagers. 


At this time, the people relaxed and were glad that they survived. Some hugged the corpses of their 
acquaintances and cried in grief. 


Seeing this scene and the bloody corpses on the ground, Wang Shouren, Jing Li and others all fell silent. 


——ls this what fighting is like? ... 


Yan Heng looked at the "Qinglian Temple" in flames, but he didn't feel the slightest joy of victory in his 
heart. In just a few days, he experienced a lot of things and felt that he understood a lot more about the 
world. 


At that moment, he saw two bandits holding a figure, crossing the "Karma Bridge" and coming this way. 


"Lord Wang! said one of the bandits, "Look who we found in the cave behind us!" 


They saw an old man with naked upper body and gray hair. In one hand, he was holding a chain that 
had been cut off and was still attached to the leg transport belt; in the other hand, he was holding a 
large cloth bag containing a large bundle of sabers. 
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When Wang Shouren saw the old man, his eyes lit up immediately. 


"Han Shizi, you old monster still won't die." 


Han Shizi ignored him and just put the cloth bag on the ground and unfolded it. In addition to a few 
swords, it was also packed with a bunch of different stones. He carefully counted whether it was 
complete before looking at the people in front of him. 


The first thing he noticed was the warriors Jing Li and Yan Heng, as well as the weapons in their hands, 
and his white eyebrows suddenly rose. After a while, he discovered that Wang Shouren was also there. 


"It turns out it's you." Han Shizi was not at all excited about escaping from death. He just said in a very 
ordinary tone: "| was thinking, who can defeat such an evil guy?" 


Jing Liand the others had almost forgotten that when they first came to Luling, Jiangxi Province, they 
were looking for this rare sword sharpener. When they saw a strange old man who was as good as Lian 
Feihong, they couldn't help but smile. 


"| hope you're fine." Wang Shouren also laughed: "If you don't agree to sharpen my sword for one day, 
you will never die." 


"If you want me to sharpen your scholar's stuff, I'd rather die." Han Shizi said, seeing the battlefield 
littered with corpses and many mutilated horses struggling and neighing in the sea of blood, his white 
eyebrows drooped. : "Perhaps the person who deserves to die the most is indeed me... If | hadn't been 
here, the devil wouldn't have come to Luling, and many people wouldn't have to suffer." 


Wang Shouren shook his head. He looked at Han Shizi and patted Yan Heng's shoulder beside him. 


"Things in the world are often so wonderful." He said, "It is also because of you that a savior appears in 
Luling." 
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At this time, Tong Jing noticed something strange behind her. She turned around and saw hundreds of 
strong people from Luling gathered around them. 


Hundreds of people knelt down together and kowtowed deeply to "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" 
and Wang Shouren. 


In the dark night of early morning, the flames of "Qinglian Temple" are still strong, shining into 
everyone's eyes. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 92 Chapter 5: Sharpening the Sword 


"This sword is 'the blade of a thousand armies'." 


Han Shizi stretched out his twisted fingers with exposed joints and gently stroked the battle-scarred Yan 
Ling blade ridge. 


He looked at the knife with emotion in his eyes and did not regard it as a dead thing. 


"It's a pity that it has been buried in the grass for many years, and its ambitions have been difficult to 
achieve. It was not until you changed its master that it was able to show its sharpness again, and the 
energy on the blade was able to gather again over the years." Han Shizi continued: "It can't let go of you, 
so No matter what, it will come back to you." 


Jing Li crossed one leg and sat on the floor in front of Han Shizi, listening intently. 


Although Jing Li didn't believe the next few ridiculous words, the previous paragraph was completely 
accurate about his past, as well as the origin of Master Pei's family heirloom sword, which was indeed 
miraculous. 


Today is the fourth day after the "Battle of Qinglian Temple". Han Shizi's home is located in the eastern 
part of Luling County. It was originally a small, abandoned temple, and most of the place was used as his 
workshop for tempering and collecting swords. As for the living room, although it is quite spacious, the 
furnishings are simple and shabby. There are no tables, chairs or beds. They just cover the floor with a 
few large straw mats and put a small coffee table, which is used as a place to rest and read. It is quite 
ancient. . 


The "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" were gathered in the room at this moment, and the straw 
mat was neatly covered with everyone's weapons. 


Han Shizi first looked at several of Jing's weapons, looking like a child who suddenly got many new toys, 
picking them up one by one to play with them. At this time, he picked up the bird-head dagger again and 
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carefully admired the pattern on the blade: "It's a forger passed down from the Hui people to the 
Southern Barbarians. What's the name of this knife?" 


"The locals call it the 'Mare's Mace'," Jing Li replied, "Senior is really well-informed." 


"It's rare, it's rare." Han Shizi said and frowned when he saw the damage on the blade: "You have to be 
very rough." 


"To me, a knife is just a tool." Jing Li said frankly. 


Han Shizi nodded: "Yes." 


He was very excited. When he glanced at the various weapons on the table, he noticed the largest one 
at a glance - the battlefield wild sword that Hu Ling Lanyuan brought from Satsuma country; there was 
also Lian Feihong's strange-looking scimitar from the Western Regions, and Jing Li's weapons are even 
rarer. 


——It will be a big challenge to polish so many exotic weapons. So fun. 


Jing Li's Yanling Saber was naturally picked up from the battlefield. In addition, Meng Qihe and Tang Ba 
spent another whole day climbing down the cliff next to the clearing with ropes, and retrieved the iron 
chain spearhead and bird-head dagger nailed to the wall for Jing Li - Jing Li escaped from the mountain 
wall. When falling, use this short knife to stick on the wall halfway to slow down the speed of falling, so 
that you can land safely, otherwise more than one foot and one arm will be injured. 


Among the many weapons lost by Jing Li, only the Yuanyang Yue Dart Sword could not be recovered. He 
guessed that the magic kings probably didn't know how to use this weapon, so he put it in the arsenal of 
"Qinglian Temple" and probably burned it together with the temple. 


Han Shizi then looked at Yan Heng's sword. His eyes lit up, he picked up the long and short swords one 
by one and unsheathed them. He only looked at them for a moment before returning the sheaths 
respectfully, holding them in both hands and bowing above his head before putting them back on the 
table. 
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"The most precious treasure of the Qingcheng Sect, the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword. | 
never thought that | would be able to hold it in my hands in my lifetime. It's an honor." 


Han Shizi stared at Yan Heng's face as he spoke. Yan Heng didn't know what his intention was, but Han 
Shizi remained silent, which made Yan Heng very uncomfortable. 


Han Shizi looked at Yan Heng for a long time. Silence nodded. 


Yan Heng still didn't understand, but Jing Li patted him on the shoulder. 


"The old senior is looking at you to see if you are worthy of using these swords." 


Han Shizi nodded silently, confirming Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng was very excited and bowed his head and saluted Han Shizi. 


Everyone who has known Yan Heng for a long time can see that after this battle, his whole person has 
changed, exuding a swordsmanship that he lacked before. 


Tong Jing was especially happy for Yan Heng. These days we get along day and night, and occasionally 
she will see that Yan Heng is alone after practicing his sword, always looking blank and thoughtful; or 
when everyone is eating, whenever something touches his memory, he will look at it. He stared at a 
corner in a daze. She knew very well how heavy the burden of the "Qingcheng Sect" was on Yan Heng's 
heart... 


"Then it's you." Han Shizi called, and Tong Jing woke up from her deep thoughts. She saw Han Shizi 
already holding the "Still Life Left Sword" in his hand. 


Han Shizi looked at the dumb black strange sword in his hand, then looked at Tong Jing, frowned and 
shook his head, making a "tsk tsk" sound in his mouth. 
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"Hey, old man." Tong Jing said dissatisfiedly: "If you have anything wrong, just say it, don't just keep 
mumbling over there!" 


"This sword is very murderous." Han Shizi put the "Still Life Sword" into its sheath and put it beside him: 
"It's a good sword, but it's not suitable for you." 


As he spoke, he crawled to the corner of the room, found the bag of weapons he had brought back from 
the cave when he was rescued that night, and selected a sword from it. 


"You are so lucky. When you attacked Qinglian Temple, | was preparing to grind it, otherwise the temple 
would have been destroyed." 


Han Shizi took the sword out of its sheath, and saw that the sword was much narrower than ordinary 
swords. The sword ridges on both sides were convex, making the blade's cut surface slightly rhombus- 
shaped. It was not until the tip of the sword three inches in front that it became flat and thin. The 
handle and pommel of the sword are both shaped like cirrus clouds, and the handle is intertwined with 
purple cloth strips, giving it a very quaint appearance. 


Han Shizi waved his sword lightly in front of him. He himself does not understand martial arts and 
swordsmanship, but after studying day and night, he has a deep understanding of the principles of 
sword use, from which he can judge the advantages and disadvantages of each weapon. Now that he is 
playing with it, his movements are somewhat impressive. 


"| heard that this sword was obtained by King Bo Longjutsu after he killed a knight a few years ago. 
There were very few demon thieves who knew swordsmanship, so no one has ever used it. I'll give it to 


you. 


Han Shizi skillfully held the tip of the sword with only two fingers and handed the hilt to Tong Jing as 
easily as if he were holding a feather, which showed the strength of his fingers, wrists and arms. When 
Tong Jing saw the elegant appearance of the sword, her heart had already been moved; but she had just 
spoken rudely to Han Shizi, and now if she happily accepted the sword, wouldn't it be very spineless? So 
she pretended to be calm and casually reached out to hold the hilt of the sword. 
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"The original name of this sword has been lost. According to its characteristics, | changed its name to 
‘Swift Bee'." Han Shizi let go of his fingers. 


Although Tong Jing was half-kneeling on the table, the moment she took the "Swift Bee Sword" into her 
hand, she already felt a strange fit. The weight was well balanced, and it was much lighter than the "Still 
Life Sword", making it more suitable for those with little strength. Tongjing. From the shape of the 
blade, you can tell that this "Swift Bee Sword" is mainly sharp-edged, and it is also very suitable for the 
fighting methods she is good at. 


——This sword seemed to be waiting for her as its master. 


Tong Jing still couldn't suppress the joy in her heart. When she gestured lightly with the sword, she 
smiled so much that she showed a pair of front teeth. 


"But | won't exchange that 'Still Life Sword’ for you." Tong Jing said to Han Shizi, "I still want to take it 
with me." 


——Only because it was the token given to her by Yan Heng when they parted ways in Wushan last 
time... 


"Haha, is it my turn?" Lian Feihong rubbed his hands together in anticipation. 


Everyone thought that since Mr. Feihong was the former head of the Kongtong Sect, Han Shizi would 
treat him with great courtesy. Unexpectedly, Han Shizi picked up a flying knife and threw it at Lian 
Feihong's feet without looking at it: "It doesn't matter whether you sharpen this kind of thing or not. 
Don't waste my life." He then pointed at Kongtong. The leader was sent to wear the sword "Fen Lion 
Sword" and the scimitar of the Western Region: "These two are somewhat interesting. I'll get them for 


you. 


Han Shizi said, but then looked at Lian Feihong's injured right arm: "But you are an old man, you have 
suffered such serious injuries, will you be able to use it after | sharpen the sword? | don't want to 
sharpen the sword in vain." 
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"What?" Lian Feihong's temper also exploded: "You don't know the most famous "Flower Technique" of 
our Kongtong Sect? | only rely on this left hand——" 


Han Shizi looked uninterested in listening, and suddenly interrupted him: "With so many weapons, it 
won't be possible to polish them all in three days or two. | think it will take at least half a year." 


"Then we will live here for half a year." Jing Li readily agreed: "The people of Luling are still worried and 
are very afraid that King Bo Longshu will come again, so we just want to stay a little longer. And..." He 
stroked Bao Bao between his eyebrows. Bandage: "We have to find a place to recuperate. We don't 
have much money left in our pockets. It's rare to find a place where we can eat and sleep for free. There 
is no reason to leave." 


Everyone laughed heartily. 


Only Yuan Xing yawned widely. The others looked at him. 


He touched his head, which had grown thin hair again: "It's so boring. You all use swords, and | only use 
sticks. There's no need to sharpen them. It's so boring that I'm hungry again." 


Everyone burst into laughter again. 


The sun shines through the paper windows and warms their faces. 


OOOO 


Xue Jiuniu was buried in a cemetery outside his hometown of Mafu Village in the west of the county. His 
grave is adjacent to his good friend Xiaohu. 


There are also more than a dozen new graves in the cemetery, all of which were buried after King 
Bolong Shu came to Luling, which shows the extent of the tyranny of the Shu Wangs. 
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——Jiuniu, your tomb is the last one. 


Jing Li stretched out his injured right leg and sat on the ground in front of the tomb. Ten days have 
passed, but his left shoulder and right knee injuries have not improved significantly, and it is still difficult 
to exert force. 


Jing Li was naked from the waist up in the dusk sunlight, revealing a body of flower-embroidered 
tattoos, and his left arm was still hanging on his chest with a cloth scarf. 


The long oar lay across his legs. Hu Linglan held the handle of the oar firmly for him so that he could 
carve with one hand. 


Jing Li carved another horizontal line on the oar, using the plum heart tree's curved blade shaped like an 
animal's tooth, with the handle still connected to the iron chain. 


He dug the blade into the extremely solid wood with force after force. The face with a new scar between 
the eyebrows was covered with sweat. 


Hu Linglan, who was kneeling next to him, had been silently watching him carve. 


After carving it, Jing Li inserted the curved blade into the ground beside him and raised the oar towards 
Xue Jiuniu's grave. 


"This engraving is not just to remember that | killed that guy. It is also to remember you." 


As he spoke, he knelt down half-kneeling with his oar on the ground, pulled out the curved blade from 
the ground, and gently placed it together with the chain in front of Xue Jiuniu's grave. He dug up the 
nearby soil with his hands and buried the weapon. Hu Linglan also helped him pile up the sand. 


"I'm sorry, | couldn't offer you the head of Lord Wave Dragon Master this time. Just accept this thing 
first." He patted his belt toward the grave, where another similar curved blade was inserted: " | just lost 
a knife and need to find a replacement. Let’s share one with each of us, okay?” 
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He waved to Xue Jiuniu, put on his clothes, and walked towards the path outside the cemetery without 
looking back. 


When the two of them walked halfway, Jing Li suddenly handed the oar in his hand to Hu Linglan beside 
him. 


Hu Linglan didn't understand, but when she reached out to take it, Jing Li's free hand took her injured 
left hand. 


They didn't look at each other, they just stood holding hands on the cemetery and looking at the sunset 
in the west. 


Hu Linglan seemed to hear her own heartbeat. She was so nervous that she wanted to shake Jing Li's 
hand away several times, but in the end she followed him without moving. 


After a long time, it got even later, and Jing Li led Hu Linglan and continued walking towards the big 
roadside tree where the horse was tied. 


One black and one red figure rode on the back of the horse together. Jing Li lightly shouted, urged the 
horse to run towards the road, carrying the burning sunset back. 


OOOO 


On the morning when Wang Shouren said goodbye to Luling, people from villages and towns within a 
radius of more than ten miles of the county came to see him off. The city was literally deserted, and the 
"Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" had to open the way to the north gate. 


Wang Shouren and his six disciples walked outside the city gate, preparing to board the carriage in 
which he came. The cart was still being pulled by the skinny horse. In the previous battle, they had 
surrendered dozens of fine horses from the Shu King, but Wang Shouren still refused to exchange one 
for them. 
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"These horses are reserved for the people of Luling to rebuild their livelihoods. | cannot take them." 


Thousands of people came with various crops to give to Lord Wang. If they were piled together, they 
could fill a small house. Wang Shouren simply said "I can't take him away" and refused to accept any of 
them. 


Meng Qihe also followed him with a group of former bandit brothers. A dozen of them were determined 
to escort Mr. Wang until they left the border of Jiangxi Province. 


"Please, Mr. Wang, let me repay this kindness." Meng Qihe knelt down and said to him last night. Seeing 
that Meng Qihe was very determined, he finally agreed. 


Wang Shouren and his disciples stood in front of the carriage, and were about to say goodbye to the "Six 
Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate". Suddenly, many people behind him knelt down and kowtowed, 
crying and asking Mr. Wang to stay a little longer. Wang Shouren hurriedly asked his disciples to help the 
old and weak among them. 


"I've been staying for a month." He said with a wry smile, "I'm going to Nanjing to take up my post." 


At this moment, a powerful voice shouted: "Everyone stand up!" This frightened the hearts of the 
kneeling people, and a dozen of them jumped up in surprise. 


This tiger's roar is caused by Yuan Xing. Over the past month, his hair has grown back and he has 
returned to his former look of a slovenly wild monk. He slammed his eyebrow-high stick on the ground 
and said sternly: "Master Wang is going to be promoted. Why do you want to stop him? Talents like him 
will surely be promoted step by step in the future. The bigger the official he becomes, the more people 
he can help." There are far more than just small places like yours. How can you be so selfish?" 


Although Yuan Xing's tone was rude, his words were clear and reasonable. The people consciously put 
away their sadness and stood up. 
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At that moment, there was a loud clamor of discontent from the back of the crowd. There was a fat 
figure in the crowd, and it was Xu Hongde, the magistrate of Luling County. After driving away King 
Bolongshu, Wang Shouren still ordered him to be placed under house arrest until he was released a few 
days ago. At this moment, Xu Hongde, along with his son and several subordinates, wanted to come to 
see Mr. Wang off, but he was too embarrassed to come forward. 


"Master Wang, is it really okay to let him go?" Tong Jing looked at this little official with disgust, her 
palm on the handle of the "Swift Bee Sword" at her waist. This move scared Xu Hongde and took a few 
steps back. 


"After all, he is an official of the imperial court. Should we kill him? | have already checked and found 
that the man named Xu is not completely bad," Wang Shouren said. 


During the month of living in Luling, Wang Shouren sent four of his disciples to visit many old 
acquaintances of his colleagues in Jiangxi Province's officialdom with his handwritten letters. After 
inquiring, he finally understood why King Bolongshu had been wreaking havoc for so long. People 
understand. As far as those people knew, King Bolongshu had secret connections with local officials in 
many counties north of Luling, and a large amount of money transactions were involved. After hearing 
this, Wang Shouren's disciples naturally thought of the "imitation immortal powder". Corrupt officials 
must have purchased this physically and mentally harmful drug from King Bo Longshu, and made a lot of 
money within the jurisdiction. 


Although Wang Shouren's old acquaintances did not say so explicitly because they were afraid of getting 
into trouble, their words implied that there were big officials in the province who were involved in this 
horrible business, and it was believed that there was also the support of higher powers behind them. 


On the contrary, Xu Hongde, the magistrate of Luling County, was very timid and did not dare to 
participate in this "business". However, he was afraid of the pressure from the top, so he could only 
ignore it and muddle along, waiting for his safe transfer in the future. Of course he still accepts some 
bribes. 


"He has nothing to do with this matter. You don't have to worry about him making things difficult while 
you stay in Luling; he will never report on our private house arrest and take away his authority." Wang 
Shouren added: "This person is not a serious harm, and he has experienced This time, he knows that | 
have the leverage, so he will not dare to treat the people harshly during his term, and Luling will have a 
good life." 
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When Wang Shouren said this, he showed a slightly cunning look in his eyes and looked at Xu Hongde in 
the distance with a smile. 


Lian Feihong was very impressed after hearing this: Mr. Yangming is indeed different from ordinary 
corrupt scholars. He is brave and resourceful in leading troops and fighting, but he is also very scheming 
when dealing with traitors. He is really an all-rounder! 


Confucian scholar Huang Xuan came to Yan Heng and bowed her hands to him: "Young Master Yan... | 
said some rude words when we first met and underestimated several warriors... After this battle, | 
realized that | was wrong! " 


"No, Brother Huang, you are right." Yan Heng also returned the greeting: "It's just that our paths are 
different," Brother Jing said: "Everyone has his own path to take. After assisting Mr. Wang this time, | 
will | thought: If we want the world to be peaceful, different people must work together.” 


Huang Xuan could not imagine that this swordsman, who was a few years younger than himself and had 
read much less than he had, would speak such truths, so he could not help but bow his head and salute 
again, "| am taught." 


Jing Li walked to Wang Shouren's side. Wang Shouren saw Jing Li walking with a limp on one side of his 
leg, and his left hand was still bandaged and fixed, and thought to himself: this time he has paid quite a 


Jing Li knew from Wang Shouren's eyes that he was worried that he had not recovered from his injury. 
Jing Li didn't think so, and only said to him easily, "My lord, take care of yourself." 


Wang Shouren nodded: "My disciples stopped by to check if there was any information about the 
whereabouts of King Wave Dragon Master and his group, but he didn't have any clues. They are 
probably still hiding somewhere." 


"Didn't you just say that many Jiangxi bureaucrats have dealings with that guy?" Jing Li smiled: "We will 
then 'visit' them one by one. We will always find some clues." 
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——He is really a man who doesn’t understand what “giving up” means. 


Wang Shouren stroked his beard and looked at the distant mountains outside the city. 


Wang Shouren stroked his beard and looked at the distant mountains outside the city. 


"Wang has a premonition that this matter is far from over. It will even turn into a major event that 
shocks the world in the future." 


When Jing Li heard this, he knew that Mr. Wang was worried about Prince Ning's palace's ambitions, 
and he didn't know when they would break out. 


——Oh, by the way, | just remembered now that | haven’t given an answer to Li Junyuan yet... 


"Sir Wang, although we have only known each other for a short time, we have lived and died together. 
This friendship is no less than a close friend after having a cesarean section." Jing Li's bold words made 
everyone around him fall silent: "No matter what your lord, he has met in the past." Any danger, even if 
it is a mountain of swords and a sea of fire, we, the Six Swordsmen, will definitely come." 


Wang Shouren looked around and saw the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" standing side by side. 
Although there were still large and small scars on their bodies and faces, everyone was in high spirits, 
with no hesitation in their shining eyes, and they all agreed with Jing's promise. 


Wang Shouren raised his hands above his head and bowed his head deeply in the manner of the 
ancients. 


"Thanks." 


A simple word, but it expresses the most sincere gratitude. 
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"Master Wang, thank you for your teaching." Yan Heng stepped forward and said, "| have learned a lot - 
whether it is using a sword or being a human being." 


"At best, I'm just a guide." Wang Shouren looked at the disciples on his left and right, and replied with a 
smile: "It's all your own understanding." 


Wang Shouren then opened the bamboo curtain and entered the carriage. Zhu Heng, Yu Huan, Huang 
Xuan and other six Yangming disciples also mounted their horses one by one, and together with Meng 
Qihe's cavalry, set off on the main road heading north. 


"Six Swordsmen Breaking the Gate" watched the team leave. After a while, he turned back, only to see 
thousands of people still gathering outside the city gate to watch, refusing to move even a step. 


"Go, go, go! Why are you still here?" Lian Feihong stretched out his legs and kicked the butt of a farmer 
next to him: "Go back to work! There is a lot of waste in the city and the village, and there are many 
things waiting for you to do. Do you have time to cry here? 


"Why are we fighting so desperately with Mr. Wang? Just so that everyone can live a good life! Why 
don't you go back quickly? Do you want to let Mr. Wang down?" 


Many people who were crying stopped their voices and wiped away their tears. The crowd gradually 
began to disperse. 


After a long time, the people bidding farewell in front of the city gate were sparse, with almost only six 
warriors left. They suddenly remembered that the city gate they were at now was where they entered 
when they first came to Luling. The six people looked up in sigh and looked at the rough "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Gate" banner hanging on the tower above the gate. 


"Oops." Yuan Xing scratched his messy hair: "My hands seem to be itchy." 


Hu Linglan and Tong Jing burst into laughter. Lian Feihong scratched his white hair and said, "Gangqing is 
addicted to doing this kind of thing." 
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Yan Heng nodded. 


Compared to simply honing each other's martial arts skills, being a knight is another kind of training. 


"Don't worry." Jing Li smiled and said, "There are still a lot of evil guys in the world waiting for us." 


He smoothed the scar on his brow and put away his smile. 


"Not to mention that we haven't finished what we started earlier." 


OOOO 


More than a month later, Li Junyuan, the think tank of Prince Ning's Mansion, received a mysterious 
letter. This letter was left at the side door of the palace by an unknown person. It was written on it that 
it was personally signed by Li Junyuan. It was picked up by the servants in the palace and delivered to it. 


Li Junyuan opened it and saw a bunch of extremely scrawled fonts on the letter paper, with no 
signature. 


"Our warriors are not running dogs and flying eagles. You want to tame the palace, but you are really 
wishful thinking. Don't mention it from now on. | heard that evil spirits have taken over the land of Gan 
recently. All loyal people feel sad. If you know that Prince Ning's palace is involved, even though we are 
thousands of miles away, | will definitely take all of your heads." 


Of course, Li Junyuan did not show this offensive letter to Prince Ning and hurriedly tore it into pieces. 


In order to win the favor of the prince, Li Junyuan tried his best to attract martial arts people to form the 
top guards of the palace, but he is still empty-handed and very distressed. 
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Unexpectedly, twelve days after receiving the letter "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", a Nanchang 
magistrate who had accepted bribes from the palace came to him with a group of strange people to ask 
for an audience. 


OOOO 


The current King of Ning, Zhu Chenhao, is descended from Zhu Quan, the seventeenth son of Emperor 
Taizu. He was a genius in both civil and military affairs in the early years of the founding of the People's 
Republic of China. He was sent by his father to guard the north when he was only fifteen years old. He 
led the elite Daning cavalry to scare the enemy. Together with his fourth brother Zhu Di, King of Yan, 
they are also known as the "Two Jewels" among the princes. 


Later, King Yan sent troops in the name of "Jing Nan" and succeeded in seizing the throne of his nephew 
and ascended to the throne as Emperor Taizong Yongle of the Ming Dynasty. Zhu Quan, who had made 
great contributions in helping the war, was deceived by his brother. Not only did he lose all his military 
power, he was also transferred to Nanchang and lived under the supervision of imperial spies. He had to 
study the Taoist Huang Lao technique to show his lack of ambition and evade Zhu Di's suspicion. Finally, 
Ended in depression. 


Zhu Chenhao is the fifth grandson of Zhu Quan, and he is now thirty-six years old. He was tall and tall, 
and his waist with a jade belt was as thick as a bear. When he walked through the corridor under Prince 
Ning's palace, he had an aura like a wild beast emerging from the forest with every step he took. Under 
a pair of thick eyebrows, his eyes are very sharp, and his eyebrows have been wrinkled for many years. 
This sharp appearance is indeed quite similar to that of his high-spirited ancestors. 


King Ning was surrounded by a large group of followers before and after him. One of them was a thick 
man with two swords in his belt. He had a scar on the left corner of his mouth that went down to his 
earlobe, causing his entire face to tilt to one side, exuding a very ferocious aura. This man's name was 
Min Ersi. He was originally the leader of a group of thieves in the south of Jiangxi. He was recruited by 
King Ning as a confidant and appointed as a lieutenant general of the bodyguard. He was the most 
beloved personal guard of the prince. At this moment, Min Ersi led the guards who were also his former 
brothers to protect him on both sides of the prince. Prince Ning liked to maintain this posture no matter 
where he went, so as to remind himself that he was always preparing for war. 


Behind Zhu Chenhao was also followed by Liu Yangzheng, a scribe, who was one of the two think tanks 
and military advisors he regarded as his confidants (the other was Li Shishi, the father of Li Junyuan). 
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Liu Yangzheng was in his early forties, with a strange appearance and a scholarly air. He was born in 
Juren, and his hometown was Luling County. However, he had lived in Nanchang for a long time and had 
been hired by King Ning as an aide for ten years. . He was in charge of the recruitment of thieves in 
Prince Ning's Mansion to form a bodyguard army. Liu Yangzheng was good at speaking and writing, and 
was also good at calligraphy, which made him very popular with Zhu Chenhao. 


"How are you going with the gift preparation?" Prince Ning asked Liu Yangzheng as he walked. 


"It's almost done. I'll send someone to the capital next month." Liu Yangzheng answered with a paper 
fan in his hand: "But this time it cost a lot, and the treasury is quite empty..." 


"Just send Ling Shiyi to fill in the gap." Prince Ning said calmly. Ling Shiyi is the vanguard general of the 
palace guard. He is also a bandit and is very tough and easy to kill. Most of the shady activities in the 
palace were left to him. 


Since the current Emperor Zhengde ascended the throne, Zhu Chenhao has spent the past few years 
trying every possible means to rebuild the Prince Ning's palace soldiers, which had been abolished for a 
long time. To this end, he constantly bribed the high officials in the capital, and paid tribute to many rare 
and rare treasures year after year to please the emperor and avoid his suspicion. In addition, the cost of 
raising troops was very high, and the treasury expenditure was extremely huge. In order to enrich their 
financial resources, Prince Ning's Mansion often relied on its authority to seize the property of local 
people, and would kill them whenever they encountered resistance, but the local officials were helpless. 
When the people in Nanchang heard that the soldiers from Prince Ning's Mansion were passing by, they 
were all frightened. 


"| will take care of this matter myself," Liu Yangzheng said respectfully. He was not a court official and 
was not qualified to be called a "minister". Such an answer secretly meant to praise Prince Ning as the 
emperor. This place is deep in the palace and there are no outsiders. Only Liu Yangzheng dared to be so 
bold to please King Ning. 


Prince Ning and his entourage arrived at a side hall on the west side of the palace. The environment 
here was quiet and quiet, with windows on both sides facing the spacious garden. Prince Ning often 
used it as a place for secret discussions with his military advisors. 
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Prince Ning was about to ask Min Twenty-four and the guards to wait outside the hall, but Liu 
Yangzheng disagreed. 


"| don't know who | am meeting yet, so you should be careful, Your Majesty." 


"Sir, you are really thoughtful." Zhu Chenhao smiled and nodded. Although he usually has an imposing 
appearance, he understands the principles of courtesy and corporal courtesy and has always respected 
Liu Yangzheng very much, often calling him "sir". Even for a group of warriors who were thieves, he still 
didn't mind their humble origins. They were often rewarded and even ate and drank at the same table 
from time to time. 


King Ning then led all the guards into the hall. 


Li Junyuan, who was still dressed in brocade clothes, had been waiting in the hall for a long time. When 
he saw him, he hurriedly saluted the prince. 


"Your Majesty is very happy!" As soon as Zhu Chenhao sat down, Li Junyuan shouted his 
congratulations. He knew that Prince Ning was very superstitious and liked hearing such words the 
most. 


"What happy events have happened recently? | don't know." Prince Ning took the brocade woven 
handkerchief handed to him by his servant and wiped the sweat on his forehead. 


"Your Majesty, do you still remember what my minister said earlier about the martial arts battle in Xi'an 
Prefecture?" 


When Prince Ning heard this, his eyes suddenly lit up and his face was full of interest. 


"Pass!" Li Junyuan called to the side of the hall. 


Two palace guards led one person in from the side door. 
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King Ning and others were shocked when they saw this visitor. 


Just because this man's figure is so amazingly tall. 


King Wave Long Shu was wearing a "Brown Snake" robe with the "Tai Chi" logo embroidered on the 
chest. He walked in with wind - the knife wound on his thigh was not fully healed, but his excellent 
Qinggong footwork was enough to cover it up. 


He knelt ten feet away from Prince Ning, his bare head still reaching the height of the prince's chest. 
When King Ning saw this man's strange appearance and extraordinary demeanor, he already smiled in 
appreciation. 


The Bo Long Magic King bowed his head to Zhu Chenhao. 


"|, Wu Ji Hong, a disciple of the Wudang School, am willing to be a dog and horse to help the King 
achieve the world's hegemony." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 93 Chapter 6 The Heirloom 


Twenty-seven years ago, in the first year of Hongzhi. 


After the fierce battle, the first thing Tie Qingzi wanted to do was to change his shoes. 


When you have been running back and forth in a pool of blood that is like a mire for more than an hour, 
and the thick blood seeping into your shoes and socks has glued your toes together, and there is a 
clammy chill coming from the soles of your feet, you will long for a pair of dry shoes, just like a wanderer 
in the desert longing for a pot of water. 


Even though you have gone through such a fierce battle. 


Even though you have cultivated Taoism for many years, you are a man outside of the world. 


Even if you watch your cherished disciples fall one by one, 


The blood that flowed out added to the swamp again. 


He stood in the large cave with a fishy smell and looked around. Under the stone wall carved with 
various strange demon statues and incantations, corpses overlapped with each other. There were 
scattered weapons everywhere, half soaked in blood-red. 


Deep in the cave stood the clay statue of the "Nine Nine Supreme Masters", with its upper body cut off 
diagonally - previously, Tie Qing Zi had used a "Wudang Sword of Strength" to kill the Duan Luo Taoist 
King of the Object Migration Sect in front of the statue, and the rest of the momentum had even broken 
the clay statue with a single stroke of the sword. 


Tie Qing Zi lowered his sword, which was already full of defects, and walked step by step through the 
sticky blood towards the exit of the "Great Joy Cave". Most of the corpses on both sides of the cave 
were of the Objective Shift followers dressed in five-colored robes. When he happened to see a body 
wearing a Wudang Taoist uniform, Tie Qing Zi's heart shook. 
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He could name every disciple even just by looking at their back. All of them are elite "Thirty-Eight 
Wudang Swordsmen'" trained by him personally. So many years of hard work and training have now all 
come to nothing. 


Tie Qingzi couldn't help but think of the scriptures he heard many times during the war: "Destruction 
and change are impermanent", "Things are destroyed and spirits return"... 


——Does it really make sense for me to do this? ... 


When he left Wudang Mountain a month ago, most of the elder masters and their peers objected to the 
idea. But Tie Qing Zi only said one thing in the "Encountering the True Palace". 


"Who is the head of the Wudang Sect?" 


Now, seeing the dead bodies of so many disciples, Tie Qingzi felt that his heart was breaking apart. 


The price was too high. 


Tie Qingzi decided to attack the Material Migration Cult, and raised the banner of "doing chivalry and 
justice for the sake of the people". The Wu Yi believers have been gathering in Nanyang for more than a 
hundred years. Recently, they have become more and more rampant. They have committed crimes of 
burning, killing, looting, and abducting women and children. They have even committed crimes as far 
away as the border of Huguang Province. The Wudang Mountains are within the sphere of influence of 
the Shifting Cult. As one of the "nine major sects" in the world, it is their duty to do so. 


But in fact, the real reason why he sent the troops came from a chance encounter: Tie Qingzi visited the 
Taoist temple in Gucheng half a year ago, took his disciples on a tour, and met four notorious material 
migration cultists at Laohekou. 


Tie Qingzi was deeply shocked by the madness of those people who were not afraid of death when 
fighting. The martial arts that were just easy and ordinary suddenly became twice as scary when used in 
the hands of these believers. One of the personal disciples who accompanied him was seriously injured 
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by the knife of the material transfer cultivator because of his shock - although the last four villains were 
still killed by Tie Qingzi. 


After that incident, Tie Qingzi seemed obsessed and eager to know what powerful secrets this cult figure 
hid. 


——We pay attention to cultivating Taoism and maintaining health. Although it is a learning passed 
down by our ancestors, it does not help in martial arts at all. On the contrary, such evil beliefs have 
molded believers into such warriors... 


Since then, Tie Qing Zi every day was thinking about this idea. The daily work of cultivating Taoism was 
abandoned and replaced by practicing boxing and swords; even when presiding over sacrifices or 
leading disciples to chant sutras, he was in a trance. 


It wasn't until the news that the Wuyi cultivators massacred villagers on the outskirts of Zhengzhou's 
village spread to nearby counties, Tie Qingzi made this important decision: all the elite would be sent 
out, and he would personally lead the attack on the Wuyijiao main altar. 


After he turned a corner in the cave corridor, he suddenly saw the sky outside. Although it was almost 
dusk, Tie Qingzi still felt that the sun was very dazzling. 


The beard and hair were stained red and stuck with blood, and even the wind could hardly move them. 
Tie Qingzi's eyes, which were originally as sharp as falcons, now revealed a strong sense of exhaustion, 
with deep black bruises on the belly of his eyes, as if he had not slept for three days and three nights - 
this battle actually lasted only half a day, short and intense. 


He finally saw his first surviving disciple. 


Chen Chunyang held a long sword with a broken edge and knelt down in front of the master. Among the 
"Thirty-Eight Wudang Swords", Chen Chunyang is the most stable one. He is only ten years younger than 
his forty-two-year-old master, Tie Qingzi, and has a bookish look on his face. Therefore, his martial arts 
skills are often underestimated - his ability to survive until now is a testament to his true strength. 
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——This underestimated fate was also passed on to his nephew, Chen Daixiu, a swordsman from 
Wudang's "Gui Zhen Dao" more than twenty years later. 


"How much...?" Tie Qingzi found a rock and sat down. When asking, he looked at Chen Chunyang's 
whole body. He saw that one of his left arms was hanging limply, and blood was oozing from several 
places on his chest and abdomen. He was seriously injured, but his face still remained calm. 


"We are the only ones left." Chen Chunyang pointed behind him with his sword. 


Only a few figures were seen standing on the cliff of Baizhong Mountain in the northern suburbs of 
Nanyang. 


"Five?..." Tie Qingzi's eyes were full of sorrow, but he was also deeply proud of having these disciples 
who had survived the bloody battle. 


Besides Chen Chunyang, the one standing closest to Tie Qingzi was Ye Chengxuan. Ye Chengxuan still 
hadn't fully woken up from the shock of the battle. He looked at the ground with lost eyes, ignoring the 
appearance of his master. His hands holding the two swords were shaking uncontrollably, and his young, 
thin face was paler than usual. Her bun had long been messy, and her long hair was draped over her 
face, concealing an even more somber look. 


Tie Qingzi was surprised that Ye Chengxuan survived. After all, this disciple is only nineteen years old. 


But among the survivors, he is still not the youngest. 


The disciple stood on the edge of the cliff with his back to everyone, with a long sword covered in blood 
hanging sideways in one hand, and the other hand on his waist, watching the sunset. The thick and 
messy hair that was slightly curled like clouds danced in the wind. 


At this time, voices came from down the mountain road one after another. They were other Wudang 
disciples on this expedition. Although Tie Qingzi claims to be leading the "Wudang Thirty-Eight 
Swordsmen'" this time, he actually brings as many as a hundred disciples. These weaker disciples were 
mainly responsible for supporting them on the journey; Tie Qingzi only asked them to wait on the 
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mountainside to prevent them from making unnecessary sacrifices. Now that the dust had settled, Chen 
Chunyang sent out a warning signal to them to come up the mountain. 


"Several cultists surrendered to us...some even brought their children with them..." Chen Chunyang said 
at this time:: "How does the master want to be dealt with?" 


"Bring them back to Wudang Mountain first, then we'll talk about it." Tie Qingzi said, a little absent- 
mindedly. He still thinks about his many dead disciples. In one day, a whole generation of the Wudang 
Sect had been almost wiped out. This is a catastrophe of great vitality. 


--The Wudang Sect is going to wither away from now on? Is the reputation of the Wudang Sect for over 
a hundred years going to be destroyed by my hand? 


--No. There is still hope. 


Tie Qingzi's eyes rekindled the flame. He then remembered the purpose of this expedition: to obtain the 
secrets of the Object Transfer Sect, so that the Wudang School of martial arts to a higher level! 


He remembered that the houses and caves of the Material Transformation Sect that he had broken into 
today were filled with rows of bookshelves and boxes. The things he had been longing for were hidden 
in them. 


--Since he had already paid such a heavy price, there was no reason to give up. 


Tie Qing Zi stood up, the tall body, restored to the previous fighting grace. 


He ordered his disciples to light torches. This is the night of harvest. 


OOOO 
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That night, the Wudang disciples took away all the scriptures, files, medicines, utensils and other 
treasures stored in the Wuqiujiao General Altar, and then hired people from the villages and towns at 
the foot of the mountain to transport them back to Wudang Mountain. 


But Tie Qingzi gained not only things, but also people. 


He led Ye Chengxuan and several other disciples to explore the labyrinth-like "Great Joy Cave" with 
torches. They found a cave that reached the sky and contained several earthen kilns, which seemed to 
be used by the Wu Yi disciples to bake medicine pots and pottery. . 


Tie Qingzi discovered that there was a little boy hiding in the earthen kiln, avoiding the killing outside. 


--In order to boost their strength, many of them took the drug Deer Heart Pill, which triggers animalistic 
killing intent, but some overdosed and were unable to control themselves, and even the women and 
children in the sect were poisoned. 


Tie Qingzi reached in and took out the child, who was probably only four or five years old. Unexpectedly, 
as soon as he grabbed the child's body with both hands, the child groaned and struggled violently. 


Tie Qing Zi forced him out. Under the torchlight. This boy has beautiful features, and his silhouette was 
very handsome. But he was very thin and looked very weak. A pair of eyes exudes feminine tenderness. 


Tie Qingzi liked the boy at first sight and brought him back to Wudang Mountain. 


No one knows the boy's name. Because he found it in a kiln, Tie Qingzi changed his surname to "Yao". 
People up and down Wudang Mountain simply called the boy "Yaozi". 


Tie Qingzi later found out why Yao Zi was struggling at that time. 


Yao Zi was a child captured by Wu Yijiao from a nearby village and used for testing various strange 
medicines, so he was called the "drug test boy". In the year since Yao Zi was captured and rescued, he 
and dozens of other "drug test boys" were fed drugs every day. In the end, only three of them survived, 
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but the other two died in the battle - one was killed by the maddened Moving Things warriors, and the 
other one fell off a cliff when he was escaping. 


Because of long-term use of strange medicines, Yao Zi's physique is different from that of ordinary 
people: his skin is many times more sensitive than normal people's touch. As long as he is pinched hard 
or touched slightly, it will hurt as if he was tortured with an iron object; he can't bask in the sun in the 
hot summer, and he has to wrap his whole body tightly in the winter, so that he can't be exposed to the 
cold winds. Even when he put on a cloth coat of slightly rough material, he felt as if he were rolling 
naked in a heap of iron sand. 


With such a fragile body, it was of course impossible for him to practice martial arts with the Taoist 
priests of the Wudang School. People in the mountains said that the boy would not live to be ten years 
old. 


But Tie Qingzi still insisted on accepting him as his disciple. 


OOOO 


On the day of their apprenticeship, Tie Qingzi and Yao Zi sat cross-legged in front of the huge statue of 
Patriarch Sanfeng in the "Zhenxian Temple". 


"Some people in the world are born to do extraordinary things, and God often gives such people 
extraordinary hardships and adversities." 


Tie Qingzi said, picking up a thin short sword lying beside him, unsheathing it, and handed the hilt to Yao 
Zi. 


"| can't know for sure whether you are this kind of person; | can't tell you for sure whether you will one 
day overcome this body. But as long as people still have breath, they have to think about the reason for 
living in this world. 


"If you are really in too much pain to survive, you can also choose to end it with this sword now. No 
matter what, pick it up." 
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Yao Zi's little hand held the hilt of the sword for the first time. The weight startled him, and the tip of the 
sword dropped to the floor. He took a deep breath before raising the dagger again. 


Tie Qingzi didn't know if Yao Zi understood what he said. After all, this child is only a few years old, and 
he has experienced such a terrible thing. He has lived like a pig for many years, and no one has taught 
him anything. 


But Yao Zi naturally made a move: he pointed his sword forward with both hands. The posture is so 
loose and weak that it cannot be called a "posture". 


But it is indeed a sword-raising stance. 


——Just like he knew how to hide in the earthen kiln that day, Yao Zi's body seemed to be able to walk 
in the direction of survival on its own. 


Yao Zi became the youngest disciple Tie Qingzi had taught since he became the leader of Wudang. 


Tie Qingzi never dreamed of the extraordinary significance this matter would have in the future. 


OOOO 


Since the Battle of Baichong Mountain, Tie Qingzi has become increasingly impatient with Wudang's 
original practice of "training both Taoism and martial arts." In addition to practicing and teaching martial 
arts ona daily basis, he immersed himself in the captured Wuyijiao classics, looking for all records 
related to martial arts and combat. Some of the scriptures were written with the unique incantations of 
Wuyijiao. Fortunately, among the dozen former Wuyijiao disciples who surrendered to Wudang that 
day, two of them were "jiaomu" who specialized in writing sacrificial inscriptions, and were proficient in 
those weird and crooked things. Tie Qingzi kept urging them to translate and write down the content 
sentence by sentence. 


In the past, although Tie Qing Zi was born with a tough look, he had been nurtured by the Taoist 


scriptures for many years and cultivated the gentleness of a Taoist monk; nowadays, he became more 
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and more difficult to get close to, with his face deepened as if it had been carved by a knife, and his 
body exuded an aura like that of a mountain beast, and he didn't even take a bath more often. 


Finally, half a year later, Tie Qingzi publicly announced that he would no longer use the Taoist name and 
returned to his common name Gongsun Qing. He also ordered all Wudang sects to return to the secular 
world, abandon Taoism and health care, and specialize in martial arts. Even the main mountain "Yuzhen 
Palace" has been transformed into a martial arts training ground. 


Several uncles, elders, and juniors protested, but Gongsun Qing answered them calmly: "I am 
determined to lead the Wudang Sect on another path. Those who don't like walking with me, please 
leave. You have no choice. ——Unless you have the confidence and determination to kill me, the 
Headmaster of the Wudang Sect. 


So they all left and went to stay at another great palace on Wudang Mountain, the Jade Hollow Palace, 
thinking that Gongsun Qing and the Wudang Sect would soon collapse without their great pillars. 


No. And these people never returned to the Wudang Sect. 


Among Gongsun Qing's junior disciples, there was one person who fully supported him. He was the 
master Mingxu whose "Tai Chi" skills were second only to Gongsun Qing's among his peers. Soon after, 
he also followed his senior brother to give up his Taoist name and returned to his original name of Shi 
Xinghao. 


Many other disciples who had sincerely followed the Master also returned to secular life one by ones. 
Some of them returned to their original names, while others, because of their humble background and 
vulgarity of their original names, continued to use their Taoist names as their names, or modified their 
names a bit, such as Ye Chengxuan, who changed his name to the similarly-sounding "Ye Chenyuan". 


Also due to this change in the Wudang Sect, after Yao Zi went up the mountain, no one changed his 
Taoist name according to the old etiquette, so everyone still called him Yao Zi. 


After that, Gongsun Qing was like a man possessed, constantly changing Wudang's training and 
structure, and hurriedly recruiting new disciples from all over the place to fill the talent gap after the 
thirty-three members of the "Wudang Thirty-Eight Swords" were killed. He was feverishly drawing 


sketches in his mind every day and night, vowing to establish an unprecedented Wudang School. 
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However, he did not neglect training Yao Zi. 


If Yao Zi were in other sects, such as Shaolin or Huashan, he would not have any hope; but the person 
who rescued him happened to be the head of Wudang. 


The most profound martial art of Wudang Sect is "Tai Chi". This martial art is most about being sensitive 
to the flow of force, so as to induce and control the opponent, destroy the balance of his body posture, 
and create an opportunity to defeat the enemy. 


And Yao Zi happens to have a far more sensitive sense of touch than normal people. 


So Gongsun Qing did something that had never happened since the founding of the Wudang Sect: He 
did not teach any basic skills to a new disciple, but first taught the highest level of "Tai Chi". 


Because Yao Zi couldn't get the wind or the sun, Gongsun Qing took him into a closed room next to the 
"Zhenxian Palace" and punched him himself. 


"According to legend, Master Sanfeng was inspired by watching the snake and the crane fight, and then 
he created the Thirteen Positions of Tai Chi based on the Tai Chi principle of yin and yang. Gongsun Qing 
said to him, "I say this is all nonsense. Martial arts are for human beings, and they are created by human 
beings from fighting. In this world, no one has ever created or formulated a set of philosophical 
principles and then followed them to invent fighting techniques; on the contrary, people find effective 
methods in violent fights, summarize them and pass them on to others, and then slowly they become a 
set of principles and then derive the methods of practice. 


Gongsun Qing slowly sat down on his horse and raised his arms, the "Tai Chi - Starting Position", and 
began to punch in front of Yao Zi. 


"This style of boxing handed down by our ancestor emphasizes extreme softness as well as firmness. 
The rigid force is born from the extreme relaxation and softness, and the softness and dissolution of the 
force also create the opportunity for the rigid force to develop, the two are inside and outside of each 
other, and it is not a "soft" fist as misunderstood by outsiders. 
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As Gongsun Qing spoke, he suddenly sent out a punch with his whole body twisting fiercely, his 
technique so strong and so fast that it was like a shadow shaking. Yao Zi was deeply fascinated. 


"Whether it's ‘strength and softness at the same time' or 'sacrifice yourself and serve others’, these are 
all just methods of boxing - that is, how to beat your opponent to death. It's definitely not like what my 
uncles say, ‘benefit all things without fighting’. "That's bullshit! To pursue martial arts, you can't avoid 
fighting, and you must have the determination to dominate the world. If they follow their way, in a few 
generations, the most profound martial arts of our Wudang sect will only be reduced to mere pretense, 
a fake on paper. You must remember this." 


Gongsun Qing stopped his punching and walked over to Yao Zi, sitting lower in his stance to 
accommodate his small frame and extending an arm. 


"Come on. Stretch out your hand and put it on me." 


OOOO 


Yao Zi, who has physical problems, has to endure torture that is ten times more painful than ordinary 
people when practicing martial arts. Every time Sifu dropped him, he felt as if he had fallen from the 
roof of a three-story house. The pain and mental fear was more than a normal child of a few years old 
could bear. 


But he survived. 


With his special sensitivity, it took Yao Zi only one year to realize the "Listening Power", and his body 
improved with a lot of training, and he was no longer as weak as before. He continued to absorb and 
accumulate the power of Tai Chi at a rate several times that of other Wudang disciples. 


Even the intense pain he endured every day became a favorable practice: after some time, he had 
become accustomed to practicing with physical and mental torture, and his concentration never 
wavered. 
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Once Gongsun Qing dropped him so hard that Yao Zi broke a bone in his left forearm, but he continued 
to push hands with his master without even frowning, and it was only after two or three more strokes 
that Gongsun Qing realized that he was injured. Gongsun Qing was surprised to see that this apprentice 
had unknowingly developed a cold and hard fighting spirit. 


At that time, Yao Zi was still less than ten years old. 


After the age of ten, something even more marvelous happened. 


Maybe it was the effect of practicing martial arts hard; or the effectiveness of the physical transfer 
medicine had diminished over the years; or maybe it was just his own efforts... Yao Zi began to be able 
to control the sensitivity of his body's touch with his will. After a period of practice, he was finally able to 
suppress his sense of touch to the point where he was no different from ordinary people without 
thinking, and lived like other people. So Yao Zi also joined the training camp of Wudang disciples to 
make up for the lack of basic skills training before. Since he has been studying "Tai Chi" for many years, 
his body coordination ability is very high, and absorbing these basic skills has become an easy task. 


At the same time, his Tai Chi skills were not lost due to the changes in his body: he had learned to 
release the suppressed supernormal sensations for a very short time and concentrate them at one point 
in his limbs at the moment of need, so that he did not become blunt at all in his "Knowing Power" and " 
Transforming Power", but rather used them more easily due to the improvement in his physical 
condition. 


During this period of time, Gongsun Qing was busy organizing the brand new Wudang Sect, setting up 
the three main divisions of Soldier's Crow Road, Turtle Road and Snake Road, as well as expanding the 
Wudang Mountain, opening up several new training grounds to accommodate a larger number of 
disciples. The days when he practiced with Yao Zi in person gradually diminished. 


But it doesn't matter. Yao Zi's sparring partners were not just his master, but the entire Wudang Sect. 
Among them, Shi Xinghao and Ye Chenyuan were the most active in cultivating him, as they both 
gradually developed the same idea as the Headmaster: 


--The greatest gain from the destruction of the Object Migration Sect may not be the secret manuals 
and magical medicines, but this child. 


1611 


They watched Yao Zi grow in size day by day. His thin body gradually developed the unique texture of a 
martial artist; the inferiority complex that he had developed as a result of his physical ailments 
disappeared, and he mingled with the others in the martial arts arena - even though most of his fellow 
disciples were actually much older than he was. This is a sign of self-confidence. 


Some Wudang disciples would turn pale at the sight of Yao Zi coming to the martial arts training ground 
for a lesson - it was no fun to be knocked down by a teenager in full view of the crowd. 


Sixteen years old. Yao Zi breaks the record of the Wudang School by wearing the symbol of "Taiji Twin 
Fish" on the chest of his robe, which is the official proof of his realization of "Taiji". At such an age, this 
was unheard of. 


At the same time, he quickly and completely mastered the "Four Wudang Swords" and sword 
techniques, and began to move towards the next step - "Tai Chi" weapons. 


The name of "genius" gradually came to Yao Zi. 


——However, people don’t understand that the effort and pain he has spent in these ten years is 
equivalent to the condensed sum of three or forty years of ordinary people. 


Yao Zi's existence also affected the entire Wudang Sect. Everyone, from Shi Xinghao to Ye Chenyuan, 
would worry that their martial arts would be surpassed by this kid one day. Will it be in three months? 
Half a year? Those who have already been surpassed are also afraid of the next time they compete with 
him, hoping that they will not lose too badly at least. All of them were inspired by him to train even 
harder. 


Gongsun Qing probably saw Yao Zi's potential as a leader at this time. There was no need for any 
trickery or strategy. His presence is enough to inspire everyone around him. 


In Yao Zi's eyes, Gongsun Qing was the man who gave him a second life, the same as his father. 


"One day, the Wudang Sect will proclaim to the world : we are invincible!" 
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Gong Sun Qing had already declared this to all the disciples at the Palace of Encountering Truth on more 
than one occasion. Yao Zi was convinced of this, and was determined to fulfill this wish with his life in 
order to repay his master's love. 


The words "Invincible in the World" became the force that pushed Yao Zi to move forward. 


OOOO 


When Yao Zi was twenty years old, Gongsun Qingcai finally gave him a name: Yao Lianzhou. 


The word "Lian Zhou" came from Yu Lian Zhou, the second master of the sect. If Gongsun Qing had used 
the name in sucha way, he would have been condemned by the elders for disrespecting his ancestor; 
however, today, he was determined to break all the sect's rules and regulations, so he was even less 
concerned about such trivial matters. 


Yu Lianzhou was one of the seven disciples of Master Zhang Sanfeng more than a hundred years ago, 
and he was honored as a genius, and he was indeed chosen by his master to inherit his legacy. The 
significance of the name given to Yao by Gongsun Qing is self-evident. 


In the days that followed, Yao Lianzhou continued to roll downhill like a car, showing no signs of slowing 
down. Meanwhile, Gongsun Qing was declining: reforming the structure of the Wudang Sect took a 
great deal of his efforts; he also took into account the ideas of the Object Migration Sect, and continued 
to test and improve the Wudang Sect's various martial arts through the harsh competitions of his 
disciples, and to formulate more effective methods of training.... ... These are all very difficult but 
necessary tasks. Gongsun Qing's time for both personal training and rest was greatly reduced. 


Sometimes, in order to refresh himself, he even secretly took the secret medicine of the Object Transfer 
Sect, which further burdened his body. ...... 


There was another fact that no one could change: Gongsun Qing was getting old. 


Master and disciple, one prospered and the other withered. 
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Gongsun Qing was not unaware of how he was burning his own life. But he could not suppress his inner 
fervor. 


One time, Gongsun Qing was pondering over how to incorporate the strengths of the Wudang School's 
"Chopping Horse Saber" and "Swimming Dragon Saber" into the "Four Swords of Wudang", but he could 
not find a way to do so. 


At that moment, Yao Lianzhou came to visit his master. Hearing Gongsun Qing's problem and watching 
him gesture for several rounds, he said, "First, transform the weapon, and then it will naturally be 
useful. 


Yao Lianzhou immediately picked up the pen and ink on the table and drew on the paper a picture of the 
weapon he had in mind: a single-edged saber with the strength of a single blade, but with a double- 
edged, lightweight tip at the front, so that the saber and the sword could be combined, taking 
advantage of the strengths of both. 


"Well, this is the best way to make the handguard ...... " Gongsun Qing took the pen from Yao Lianzhou's 
hand and changed the handguard of the blade into a double hook with a swastika character. "This 
upward reverse hook can clamp the enemy's weapon, so that when using 'Tai Chi’ in close combat, it will 
be even more invulnerable! 


Yao Lianzhou nodded his head vigorously, and then got lost in talking about the details of how to make 
this weapon, and what wonderful uses it could have if the handle was made into a ring... The two of 
them talked to each other, and the more they discussed, the more excited they became, and designing 
this "single-backed sword" they talked for the whole night, until the dawn without even realize it. 


OOOO 


Yao Lianzhou was twenty-five years old. 


At the highest level of the Star Condensation Martial Arts Arena, Yao Lian Zhou used a wooden sword to 
defeat his senior brother Ye Chenyuan, who was fourteen years older than him, in his first match. 
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Many of his fellow disciples could not believe what they witnessed: Senior Brother Ye, whom they called 
the "Sword Spirit" behind his back, had his two swords that he was so proud of completely defeated by 
Yao Lianzhou's "Taiji Sword". 


Gongsun Qing was also watching this scene. Then he made a decision in his heart. 


On the following day, he summoned all the Wudang disciples and announced two things: First, the 
Wudang sect would henceforth have a "deputy head" position, and he appointed four of them in one 
go. 


The names of the other three were well known to everyone. But when Gongsun Qing said "Yao 
Lianzhou," they couldn't help but stop breathing. 


--But they also had to accept it. 


The moment his name was called by his master, Yao Lianzhou felt his blood boil all over his body. From 
the clay kiln of the Object Transfer Sect, he has now become the Vice Master of the Wudang Sect. 
Twenty years of experience. It's a long time, but it seems like yesterday. 


Twenty years ago, his master said something that he has always remembered. 


--Some people in the world are born to do extraordinary things. 


Yao Lianzhou wished he could lead the Soldier's Crow Road down the mountain tomorrow, to challenge 
every major sect in the world, and to return with a signboard of "invincibility" for his master. 


He could already imagine the scene of sharing the glory with his master. 


Just as everyone in the "Yuzhen Palace" square was discussing enthusiastically, Gongsun Qing 
announced a second thing that surprised them even more. Gongsun Qing has actually been planning this 
in his mind for a long time: 
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The Wudang Sect has established a system of "temple preparation", whereby any disciple can challenge 
for the position of Deputy Master at any time; and from now on, the Wudang Head will no longer be 
passed on by way of selection, but will be seized by the Deputy Master by force. 


--From now on, in the Wudang Sect, no matter what kind of recognition you want to get from others, 
you can only rely on your strength. 


OOOO 


On the same night, Yao Linzhou was summoned by his master to enter the "Hall of True Immortality". 


Just as on the day of the apprenticeship twenty years ago, they were the only two people in the empty 
wood-paneled arena. 


Gongsun Qing, his beard half-white, was still sitting under the statue of Zhen Wu. The hall was brightly 
lit by rows of candles. Gongsun Qing's face is restrained and seems to have regained its former dignity. 
His white robe was as clean as snow. 


Beside him, there was a weapon on each side: the Wudang long sword on the left, the very blade he 
used in the vicious battle against the Object Removal Cult, which had been sealed for many years 
without being used again; on the right, the sword-like sword was not a sword, and the saber was not a 
saber, with the hilt and scabbard decorated with silver moiré carvings in cloud pattern, and the guard 
was made into a swastika reverse hook, and a ring was mounted at the head of the hilt. It was the 
master and disciple's one-night project, "Single-Backed Sword," which had been forged and completed. 


When Yao Lianzhou saw this sword, he was not as excited as he should have been. 


Because he knew very well why the master called him here. 


"| have said it since the first day | taught you: We warriors must never deceive ourselves." 
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Gongsun Qing lifted his sword in his left hand and leaned on the wooden floor. 


"We all know one undeniable fact: the Wudang Sect's goal of ‘invincibility and supremacy’ will not be 
accomplished by my hands." 


Yao Lianzhou's eyes were already moist. 


--He had not cried since he was able to control his physical problems. 


"The Wudang Sect will never go back to the way it was; and | cannot accept that in this journey of 
hegemony, | will only be an empty shell of a symbol. | can only hand over the baton to another person," 
he said. 


"Even if it's not you, it will be another apprentice of mine. Then you will always have to deal with that 
person once and for all. You can't escape. In this case, | hope that the person who grabs this stick 
directly from my hand is you. And it’s up to you to fulfill my ambition.” 


Yao Lianzhou quietly shed two lines of tears. 


Gongsun Qing grabbed the "single-backed sword" with his other hand. 


"Come. My beloved disciple." 


He threw the Single-Backed Sword towards Yao Lianzhou. 


That night, only one person could come out of the Hall of True Immortals. 


From that night on, Yao Lianzhou shut down all his feelings for people. On Wudang Mountain, he never 
smiled again. 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Jin Sword Hall - 31 


According to the records of the Wudang sect, the process of creating "Tai Chi Fist" was inspired by 
watching a snake and crane fight, and then combined with Taoist health-enhancing techniques to create 
the "Thirteen General Positions of Tai Chi"; however, according to outside research, there were internal 
martial arts with similar rationale and methods in the world long before Zhang Sanfeng's time, and there 
were many names such as "Innate Martial Arts" and "Cotton Fist" due to the different sub-schools, and 
the earliest time can be traced back to the Tang Dynasty, Zhang Sanfeng's "Tai Chi" was actually trained 
in these ancient martial arts, and was the culmination of them - after all, it is unlikely that a subtle 
martial art could have been created by one person at one time and place. 


One of the ancient forms of the "Heavenly Martial Arts" was passed down to the Yu family in the Jingling 
County of Anhui Province in the south of the country, where it was practiced by the male members of 
the family from generation to generation, and became famous in the local community. Among them, Yu 
Qinghui and Yu Yicheng are the most famous martial arts names. By the early Ming Dynasty, the "Yu 
Family's Innate Skills" had been passed down to Yu Lianzhou. He was a smart man, and it is said that he 
had obtained the true inheritance of his family at the age of eighteen. 


Yu Lianzhou was then a friend of Song Yuanqiao, Zhang Songxi, Zhang Cuishan, Yin Liheng and Mo Gu 
Sheng and other martial arts practitioners, and had been practicing and studying with each other for 
quite some time. Later, when he learned that Zhang Sanfeng was an expert in the art of Wudang 
Mountain, so he and his brother Yu Daiyan, a total of seven people, climbed the mountain to search for 
him. After studying internal martial arts, he finally found the whereabouts of Zhenren Zhang in the 
Wudang Mountain caves. After that, the seven people visited him many times to receive teachings, and 
finally they were accepted by Master Zhang as his disciples. These "seven disciples" became the 
cornerstone of Wudang Sect's martial arts in the future. 


Yu Lian Zhou was the most gifted of them all and became the second generation master of the Wudang 
Sect after having received the true transmission of Zhang San Feng's "Tai Chi". Initially, the "Thirteen 
Positions of Tai Chi" created by Zhang Sanfeng were relatively simple and were practiced in a single 
position, but Yu Lian Zhou created more detailed moves based on the variations of the "Thirteen 
Positions", such as the "Single Whip", "Lazy Clothes Tie", "Swinging Lotus", "Planting Punch", "Cloud 
Hands", etc., a total of thirty-seven styles and forty-two moves, which were also linked up to form a 
series of continuous training exercises, and were thus known as the "Long Fist". Wudang's "Taijiquan" 


was only really completed at this point. 


At the same time, among the Seven Great Disciples, Zhang Cui Shan, Yin Li Heng and Mo Gu Sheng, who 
were skilled in sabers at a young age, applied the principles of Tai Chi to their weapons and developed 


the art of Tai Chi weaponry. 
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When the Wudang School was passed on to Gong Sun Qing, he greatly reformed it by removing all the 
health-improving techniques from Tai Chi Chuan, and streamlining the 37 Long Fist postures to 22 
postures, adding four new, more violent and pungent postures, for a total of 26 postures; and the 
various postures could be freely connected and transformed, so that they were not confined to the 
established formulas, and were even more varied in application to fighting, which was the second 
transformation after Yu Lin Zhou. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 94 Chapter 7: Secret Training 


Yao Lian Zhou awoke from his deep meditation and returned to the real world. 


Once he opened his eyes, he saw a blur in front of him. 


No, it wasn't just because he had closed his eyes for too long, it was due to his eyes being moist. 


He reached out to touch them and realized that he had two lines of tears running down his face. He 
couldn't remember why he was crying. It was clear that the spirit had entered a state of emptiness 
before. 


The entire Golden Palace was made of copper, and in the middle of winter it was not much warmer than 
outside. A small charcoal fire was built in the corner of the hall, and the sound of "peeling" was clearly 
audible. Except for the wind blowing in through the window panes, everything was so silent. 


Yao Lianzhou looked out the window at the falling snow. 


Nearly a year has passed since the Battle of Xi'an. Although he has made a five-year "no-fight 
agreement" with the major factions, Yao Lianzhou will not stop and wait for them. Since returning to 
Wudang Mountain, he has devoted himself to training again, hoping to integrate the experience gained 
in that battle with what he has learned throughout his life to create new martial arts skills. 


——tThere is no room for relaxation, this is the fate of being a king. 


But things didn't go well. Yao Lianzhou has realized in the past two or three years that he can no longer 
make continuous and rapid progress as before. 


This is actually a very natural thing, just like the exercise of strength, a person initially from can only lift 
100 pounds, practice to lift 200 pounds, is as long as the effort to achieve things quickly; to add from 
200 pounds to 250 pounds, began to become more difficult than before; and then to lift to 270 pounds, 
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280 pounds, 285 pounds ...... As you get closer and closer to your limit, in the end, even adding half a 
catty or a couple of taels becomes a very difficult task. 


Yao Linzhou has undoubtedly come to such a state. 


Although it was common sense, he could not accept it. He knew that his deceased master, Gong Sun 
Qing, could not accept it either - Yao Lian Zhou, as a person, had come to this position because he had 
broken common sense. 


So he came back to Tianzhu Peak to retreat alone. 


However, after twelve full days in the Golden Hall, he still got nothing. 


--Did...... | become weak? 


All the people in the world who practice their skills will always have moments when they doubt 
themselves. Yao Lianzhou is no exception. 


--Is it because ...... | opened my heart to her? 


He remembered the night before he went to the mountain retreat. Yin Xiaoyan was sleeping on his 
chest. 


"Are you happy? At that moment, Yao Lianzhou suddenly asked her this question. 


With his superhuman sense of touch, he could clearly feel her petite body stiffen briefly. Then she 
answered. 


"Uh-huh." 
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Yao Lianzhou was not sure what kind of answer this was. 


He did like Yin Xiaoyan. From the first day he saw her in the Ying Hua Pavilion, he had a crush on her: 
that body, which seemed too thin and weak, was loaded with a strong soul, like a flower surviving in the 
cold winter. In the subsequent battle, Yin Xiaoyan had not abandoned him despite the dangerous 
situation, which further proved that Yao Lianzhou's feeling for her was correct. He was deeply attracted 
to her. 


Yao Lianzhou would never let anyone hinder his pursuit of the pinnacle of martial arts. No matter how 
much you love a woman. 


But that day in the battle at "Yinghua Pavilion", Yao Lianzhou discovered that in order to protect Yin 
Xiaoyan, his poisoned body was able to show more tenacity than expected. 


——It turns out that fighting for another person can be like this. 


At that time, he had already decided that as long as he lived to go back, he would definitely take this girl 
with him. 


--She will make me stronger. 


Now Yao Lianzhou is beginning to doubt this statement. It wasn't because he was tired of her - Yao 
Lianzhou knew that very well, not to mention the fact that Yin Xiaoyan had become more and more 
beautiful over the past few months. He just realized that unknowingly his heart had changed because of 
her existence. The path of cultivation has not become easier, but he feels as if he is carrying an invisible 
burden as he walks. ...... 


Yao Lianzhou shook his head violently. He was surprised that he had been thinking about women during 
his retreat. 


This kind of self is very strange. 
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--Maybe what | need is to return to the old me. 


Yao Lianzhou grabbed the wild wolf fur next to him and put it on his body. He even forgot to extinguish 
the charcoal fire. He picked up the "single-backed sword", pushed open the bronze door of the "Golden 
Palace" and walked out. 


At the top of Tianzhu Peak, there is a cruel white snow. 


The winter wind blew the gray wolf fur on his body. He walked alone, with hurried steps, on the snowy 
road down the mountain, and his figure soon became smaller. 


He was going to meet someone. 


QOOOL 


Behind the iron bars in the cell, a figure was facing the wall, squatting in a dark corner, breathing quietly. 
This man's long, curly hair had not been combed for many years, like a lion's hair. The clothes on his 
body were still clean, and he didn't feel like a prisoner. 


"Senior Brother Shang." 


Yao Lianzhou had been standing in the corridor outside Iron Branch for a long time, but the prisoner 
inside showed no reaction to his arrival. He could only call. 


The prisoner slowly ruffled his hair, as if waking up from a daydream, raised his arms and stretched his 
back-suddenly his body turned like lightning, and his mouth vigorously spat out an object! 


--From extreme stillness to extreme movement, without warning. 


Yao Lianzhou turned his head slightly, and the object that had originally shot toward his left eye crossed 
his face and hit the stone wall behind him before falling down. 
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It was a piece of thin bone. 


If the person standing here was not an expert like Yao Lin Zhou, he would have been blinded by this 
sudden attack. 


A proud and loud voice rose from the cell, and there was even a smile in it. 


"This is the first time you've come to see me since I've been here. It's been seven years." 


The fact that he could tell how many years showed that his mind had not been affected by his long 
imprisonment, and that he was still very much awake. 


His bright eyes glowed in the darkness as he surveyed the white robe of the Head Sect on Yao Lianzhou, 
"Speaking of which, this is the first time I've seen you in this outfit. Haha, looking like a woman." 


Yao Lian Zhou's face did not move because of this ridicule. He just looked at this dangerous man in the 
cell. 


On the surface, he was as calm as a block of ice, but in fact, Yao Lian Zhou's blood was surging with 
excitement inside his heart. This was the feeling he wanted. 


--I'm not wrong. This guy, just one look at him is enough. 


"Senior Brother Shang" inside did not speak any more, but just looked at Yao Lianzhou intently. There 
are not many people in the world who can stare at the head of Wudang like this without any wavering in 
their hearts. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at him for a while, then turned and left along the corridor. 


1624 


"Twill kill you." 


These words came from behind Yao Lianzhou. "Senior Brother Shang" didn't show any excitement when 
he said it, he just seemed to confirm a fact again indifferently. 


"Then the Wudang Sect will belong to me again." 


OOOO 


Yao Lianzhou left the forbidden area behind "Yuzhen Palace" and returned to "Zhenxian Palace", where 
he summoned "Brown Snake" Fan Zong, who was responsible for the security of Wudang Mountain. 


"that person...... 


As soon as Yao Lianzhou said that, Fan Zong already knew who the leader was referring to. His fair face 
immediately tightened. 


"Someone has been in contact with him." 


"Did the leader see any signs?" Fan Zong felt that his palms were still sweating in the cold winter. If this 
is true, it is no small matter. 


"It's just intuition." Yao Lianzhou said, "You can conduct a secret investigation to see who is suspicious." 


Fan Zong nodded and accepted the order. 


OOOO 
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In the snowy and frosty mid-mountain forest, two dark-colored figures flew past, making a solid clanking 
sound. 


Hou Yingzhi puffed out white mist and lowered his head to gasp. His dark green clothes were steaming. 
The short left and long right wooden swords in his hands are shivering slightly. 


Not because of the cold. 


"Are you tired already?" 


Ye Chenyuan said coldly, a pair of eyes with spell tattoos looked at this young disciple whom he 
personally brought into the door without any emotion. 


"No." Hou Yingzhi raised his heroic eyebrows, bit his lower lip and shook his head. "I can still do it." 


" Okay." Ye Chenyuan said, reached into the lapel of his black robe and pulled out a book. 


It was the Qingcheng School's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Records". This was the 
transcript that he had copied by hand so as not to lose it. 


"Next Stance ...... "Ye Chenyuan read the fonts on it carefully. In fact, he had already memorized the 
sword manual, and he also knew that the smart Hou Yingzhi must have memorized it as well. But he saw 
that Hou Yingzhi was already very tired, so he read the content once again to avoid making mistakes: 
"The posture of the 'Claw Closing’, forty-eight combining with fifty-five, the footsteps are eighteen, and 
the left sword follows with two-nine, to cut off the wrist and elbow of the incoming sword, and then 
pincer it." 


Hou Yingzhi listened, closed his eyes and meditated, trying to remember the sword techniques he had 
learned on Mount Qingcheng. 


When Ye Chenyuan returned to Wudang Mountain half a year ago, he immediately summoned him in 
secret and showed him this "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual". 
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"You were once a disciple of Qingcheng, can you read it?" 


It took Hou Yingzhi two days to realize the meaning of these codes. 


In fact, it was very simple: for each set of characters, the first one was the code name of one of the 
Qingcheng School's swordsmanship techniques, arranged in the order of entry; the second one was 
naturally the number of styles in that set of swordsmanship. This is not a difficult code to decipher, as 
long as one is a disciple of the Qingcheng Sect, one will be able to figure it out if one tries. 


--But only the Qingcheng disciples can get their hands on it to make it useful. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" is hidden in all the sword styles of the Qingcheng 
Sect - Hou Yingzhi and Yan Heng learned this truth almost at the same time and through very different 
ways. 


At this point, Hou Yingzhi began to assemble the "Claws of Harmony": 


The movement of the right hand long sword is "forty-eight merging in fifty-five", that is, from the 
starting position of the eighteenth "Sinking Boat Position" of the fourth Qingcheng Sword Technique, " 
Subduing the Sword", he swings it to the right sword position of the fifth "Inner Twin Tease" of the fifth 
set of "Round Shuttle Twin Swords"; 


At the same time, "Step 18", the footwork should be matched with the 18th stance of the "Wind and 
Fire Sword", "Breaking Clouds"; 


Immediately following the left hand short sword "Followed by two nines" is the ninth stance of the 
second "Torrential whirpool sword""The ninth form, "Wave Rolling over the Lonely Rock" ...... 


Every move in the sword manual is reassembled and reproduced in this way, bit by bit. 


Ye Chenyuan watched as Hou Yingzhi swung his sword again and again, and could also see the intention 
and momentum of this "Combined Claws". His eyes flashed with excitement, and he also began to swing 
his long and short swords, following Hou Yingzhi's movements to find out the movements of this 
technique. 
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"Will ...... it be like this?" Ye Chenyuan said at this time. After all, he has profound swordsmanship skills 
and practical combat experience, so he naturally began to add his own thinking and the secrets of 
Wudang swordsmanship to interpret the connotation of this move. His wooden sword kept making 
repeated moves, gradually becoming faster and more natural each time. Hou Yingzhi heard the sound of 
the breaking wind, so he paused in his speculations, and instead focused on observing and imitating Ye 
Chenyuan's movements and force generation. 


Ye Chenyuan did not mind letting Hou Yingzhi absorb his own sword technique. The Wudang Sect's 
family tradition is so open: there is no such thing as an advanced secret technique that you are not 
allowed to learn, it only depends on whether you have the ability to learn it or not. 


It was Ye Chenyuan himself who violated this principle of the Wudang School. He did not report the 
discovery of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Record to Headmaster Yao, nor did he take it 
out to study and share it with his fellow disciples, but he secretly sought the help of Hou Yingzhi, a 
former Qingcheng disciple, to decipher the Record, and practiced it in secret in the mountain forest. 


Ye Chenyuan's longtime demon: since his first defeat seven years ago, there is not a single day that he 
does not want to defeat Yao Lianzhou. 


Ye Chenyuan is not after the position of Headmaster - he is not interested in power. He is completely 
loyal to the Wudang Sect, and he doesn't mind paying any price as long as Wudang can become 
invincible. 


However, it is still a pity that he is not the first person in an "invincible" group. 


Originally, he had given up challenging Yao Linzhou. But the discovery of this sword manual gave him 
renewed hope. 


--If, from it, | find an advantage to win ...... even if it's just a little bit ...... 


For the forty-six-year-old Ye Chenyuan, this is probably the last chance. 
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After half a year of secret practice, the two of them have already reproduced 50% of the Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique, but without the guidance of a real Qingcheng master, they 
cannot be sure how close each sword is to the original stance. After all, Hou Yingzhi was only a "trainee 
disciple" of the Qingcheng School, and had not learned all of the Qingcheng swordsmanship. Some of 
the stance codes contained three advanced sword techniques, "Swift Omen Sword", "Eight Sound 
Sword", and "Armor Wall Twin Swords", all of which Hou Yingzhi had never learned, so he had no way of 
deciphering them, and could only approximate them a little bit. 


After the two of them had almost completed the combination of "Claws Together", Ye Chenyuan called 
out: "Come on!" 


Hou Yingzhi acted as the one to initiate the attack first and stabbed Ye Chenyuan directly in front of the 
door. Ye Chenyuan kept this newly learned move in mind. The long wooden sword in his right hand held 
the future sword inward, and at the same time, the short sword in his left hand swiped upwards and cut 
at Hou Yingzhi's wrist. 


Hit by the blunt edge of the short wooden sword, Hou Yingzhi suffered pain in his forearm and the 
wooden sword fell from his hand. Ye Chenyuan took advantage of the situation and took a sudden step, 
using both swords to stab at the same time, stopping in front of Hou Yingzhi's eyebrows and chest. 


"This angle doesn't seem right..." Ye Chenyuan gestured with the dagger and tried various swing angles: 
"Come again!" 


Hou Yingzhi picked up the wooden sword and moved again. After a long period of time, the two 
exchanged roles, allowing Ye Chenyuan to observe the effect of this move from the opponent's 
perspective and gain a deeper understanding of its usage. 


At this time, Hou Ying Zhi was also watching Ye Chenyuan closely. Under Ye Chenyuan's repeated 
practice, his stance and posture began to change slightly. Hou Yingzhi knew that this was the result of Ye 
Chenyuan incorporating the Wudang School's martial arts habits and sword paths into his stances. After 
all, Ye Chenyuan has been practicing Wudang Sword Dao for nearly forty years, and many of his 
movement tendencies have become unchangeable instincts. 


For Hou Yingzhi, this is the greatest benefit of his secret sword practice with Ye Chenyuan. 
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Hou Yingzhi has worked very hard since joining the Wudang Sect a year ago, and he has more than six 
years of Qingcheng swordsmanship foundation, making his progress much faster than other newbies. 
But he doesn't see it that way. 


--l am not a newcomer. | am a swordsman who has practiced for six or seven years. If | want to compete, 
| have to compete with Wudang disciples with the same qualifications. 


Of course, there are many disciples of that generation who are better than him. A few outstanding ones 
have even begun training in Soldier's Crow Road. 


On the other hand, Hou Yingzhi's background in Qingcheng martial arts was not entirely favorable. 
Although it is said that the world's martial arts are all the same, the Qingcheng School and the Wudang 
School's sword paths and fighting methods are still very different, Hou Yingzhi has to suppress the 
Qingcheng sword habits to learn the Wudang School's sword moves, sometimes it is even more difficult 
than a blank sheet of paper as with beginners. 


Once, Master Chen Dai-xiu of Zhen Gui Dao saw him practicing and advised him with a heartfelt 
message, "Why don't you forget about Qingcheng Sword Technique and start learning Wudang Sword 
from the beginning with a blank heart? Brother Chen was able to see that Hou Yingzhi was still 
practicing the Qingcheng Sword. 


But Hou Yingzhi was not willing to give up what he had learned from the past. He is convinced that the 
Qingcheng Sword is his greatest capital: only by relying on this advantage can he hope to accelerate his 
progress in the Wudang Sect to surpass his peers and become one of the elites. 


He had not forgotten the shame that Yan Xiaoliu had become a "disciple of the Dao" before himself. At 
that time, he and Xiaoliu were still good friends, and he was only a little bit upset about it; but after 
joining Wudang, he felt more and more indignant every time he recalled this incident. 


--All because on that occasion, Yao Lianzhou only asked him about Yan Heng when he met him. 


Hou Yingzhi made a vow from that day: | will become a person that Head Yao can't ignore as soon as 
possible. 
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He tried hard to integrate the sword styles of Qingcheng and Wudang, believing that this was the key to 
breaking through to another level of martial arts, but was unsuccessful. 


Now practicing with Ye Chenyuan, Hou Yingzhi is able to observe closely how Ye Chenyuan has 
transformed Qingcheng's swordsmanship into his own, and this path is suddenly like a beacon of light, 
giving him invaluable enlightenment and guidance. During these six months, his heart was not on Male 
and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, instead, he was fully developing his own set of sword techniques 
that mixed the two schools. 


Ye Chenyuan seeks Hou Yingzhi's help in deciphering the sword manual in order to advance his martial 
arts skills to a higher level, but the result is that Hou Yingzhi has gained much more than Ye Chenyuan. 


After they exchanged positions several times and struck the sword more than 200 times, Hou Yingzhi 
finally got tired and could not even hold the sword firmly. Ye Chenyuan saw this and said, "This is the 
end for today." 


The two of them put down their wooden swords and sat down together on a rock to rest. From here, 
they could overlook the scenery of the Taoist palace below the mountain. They saw that most of 
Wudang Mountain was covered by white clouds, which was another kind of beauty. 


Ye Chenyuan brought a cloth bag with a few pieces of dried biscuits and a small bottle of wine. 


"Drink a few sips to warm up your body." Ye Chenyuan uncorked the bottle and handed it to Hou 
Yingzhi. In the past, the Qingcheng Sect had strict precepts against drinking, and it was only after Hou 
Yingzhi arrived at Wudang Mountain that he first tasted the Xiong Sheng Wine, which helps in practicing 
martial arts, and it took him a long time to learn how to drink it. 


The two sat in silence sharing the wine and dry food, just looking at the scenery below the mountain 
without saying a word. 


"It would be great if you were my son." 
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Ye Chenyuan suddenly said something like this. 


Hou Yingzhi's heart was shaking. He thought of his useless father. He thought of his good friend, Ye Tian 
Yang, whom he had not seen much. 


He didn't know how to respond. 


The two continued in silence. 


OOOO 


The next night, Yin Xiaoyan, holding a lantern in one hand and a paper umbrella in the other, stood at 
the bottom of a big tree by the mountain road and waited. 


She was so cold that her cheeks were red, and her lips were constantly misting. Yin Xiaoyan has lost the 
pitiful temperament she had when she was a maid in a brothel. After living in Wudang Mountain for 
more than half a year, her body is plumper than before, and her face has gained a healthy radiance. Her 
beauty was originally hidden by the hard life. But now it is in full bloom at this time, and if you walk on 
the street, you will definitely regard her as a rich lady from a wealthy family. 


Her white fox fur was a gift from Yao Lianzhou at the beginning of winter. Xiaoyan never thought that 
she would wear such expensive clothes one day. 


"It matches you very well." Yun Ma praised her when she put it on for the first time. Yun Ma is a peasant 
woman from a village at the foot of Wudang Mountain. Yao Lianzhou specially hired her to go to the 
mountains to take care of Xiaoyan's daily life. The two got along quickly, and Xiaoyan, who was born as a 
maid, never treated her as a servant. 


"Really?" Xiaoyan smiled at that time. She knew that honest Yun Ma didn't like to say flattery. 


Yin Xiaoyan couldn't think of any other reason why she could be unhappy. She had everything a girl from 
a humble background could imagine. Everyone in Wudang Mountain respects her. Her man is a real life 
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dragon among men, except for the days of practicing and dealing with the affairs of the sect, he cares 
for and cherishes her very much. 


In the past, her only wish was to be able to leave the "Ying Hua Pavilion" and live a more human life, 
never thinking that she would get so much. 


But now, Yin Xiaoyan still could not feel happy from the bottom of her heart. 


She knew Yao Lianzhou could feel it - otherwise he wouldn't have asked her like that that night. 


--are you happy? 


Yin Xiaoyan didn't dare to think about it. She was not qualified to ask for more. It was she who begged 
Yao Lianzhou to take her up the mountain that day. 


She waited by the side of the road for quite some time and was about to give up and go back when she 
saw a light appear in the darkness above the mountain road. She was trembling and smiling at the same 
time. 


After completing the day's lunch lesson, Hou Yingzhi hurriedly ate a meal and then went up to the mid- 
levels alone to practice the sword technique that he had recently learned, combining Wudang and 
Qingcheng, and he did not return until it was dark. 


--Wudang sect emphasizes on disciples’ self-endeavors, so the discipline within the sect is not strict, 
besides going to the martial arts field every day to take the morning and afternoon lessons, the rest of 
the time is free to practice, no matter if it is alone or looking for brothers to practice together, even if it 
is to practice until late at night or early in the morning no one will intervene. 


Hou Yingzhi held a lantern and put a blunt practice sword on his shoulder in the other hand. He quickly 
stepped down the stairs on the mountain road. The light reflected that his body was still emitting mist. 


He saw Yin Xiaoyan under the tree by the road and walked over. 
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"I've finally waited for you." Yin Xiaoyan said with a smile. 


Hou Yingzhi said nothing and led her to a stone tablet at the bottom of the tree with the four characters 
"The road is not far away" engraved on it. He took off his outer robe and covered the stone tablet, 
letting Yin Xiaoyan sit on it so that her clothes would not be stained. 


"Didn't the master go down the mountain?" 


"He came down yesterday and went back to the mountain top this morning." Yin Xiaoyan could not hide 
the loneliness on her face when she said. 


She placed the lantern on the ground, put away her umbrella, and took off a small cloth bag hanging 
from her waist. Inside was a piece of malt rock candy wrapped in paper that looked like yellow crystal. 


"| ate this today. It tasted very good, so | left a piece for you." 


Hou Yingzhi took it and put it in his mouth. The sweet taste immediately filled his tongue and teeth, 
which relieved him a little from the hard work after practicing hard. 


"Thank you." Hou Yingzhi replied with a smile as he held the candy in his mouth. 


The two of them just chatted under the tree. They often chatted like this on weekdays, with irrelevant 
topics. Sometimes Hou Yingzhi talked about interesting stories about his past in Qingcheng Mountain; 
sometimes Yin Xiaoyan recalled the ridiculous scenes she had seen in "Yinghua Pavilion". 


Hou Yingzhi's father, Hou Yutian, worked as a dart boy and knew how to look at the stars to identify 
directions. At this time, Hou Yingzhi followed his father's instructions and pointed out the location of the 
Big Dipper to Yin Xiaoyan. 


1634 


"It's so interesting." Yin Xiaoyan looked up at the stars on the winter night with eyes like a child's. Hou 
Yingzhi couldn't help but peek at her. 


Since Yin Xiaoyan is the woman in charge of the sect, although all the disciples in Wudang Mountain 
respect her very much, no one dares to approach her even slightly, or even talk to her more, making her 
feel like an outsider living in Wudang. Only Hou Yingzhi, who was about the same age as her and had 
just joined Wudang, did not shy away from talking to her, which made her life in Wudang much easier. 


It was then that Yin Xiaoyan realized that since she sold herself and left home at the age of twelve, she 
had not had a single friend in these years - neither Miss Shuqiao nor Yao Lianzhou could be counted as 
"friends". Now Hou Yingzhi is the first. 


——When she was in the brothel, she thought that "friends" would be a luxury for the rest of her life. 


When Hou Yingzhi first started talking to Yin Xiaoyan, it was purely on a whim - of course, he didn't deny 
that some of it was due to his displeasure with Yao Linzhou. 


But as he got to know her, Yin Xiaoyan reminded him more and more of someone. 


Song Li, whom he had left behind at Qingcheng Mountain. 


Their looks and temperaments are not that similar. After life's trials and tribulations, Xiaoyan's 
personality and speech are much more gentle than Song Li's; Song Li is more lively than Xiaoyan. But in 
Hou Yingzhi's eyes, the two of them are not the same as each other. 


But in Hou Yingzhi's eyes, the two have one thing in common: they both possess a beauty that makes 
people unable to help but pity them. And this kind of beauty, the more you know them, the more it will 
grab you... 


"It's very cold. Go back." Hou Yingzhi said, taking back the robe on the stone tablet, patting it twice and 
putting it back on his body. 
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"Thank you." Yin Xiaoyan smiled and lowered her long eyelashes: "| feel relaxed after chatting with you 
for a while." 


Hou Yingzhi knew the reason for her confusion. But when he thought about the distance between 
himself and that man, he stopped smiling and just waved his hand. 


"You go first. I'll go back after a while." 


Watching Yin Xiaoyan disappear into the night with the lantern, Hou Yingzhi sucked the candy that had 
become thinner and thinner, and held the hilt of the sword tighter with his palm. 


——I want to progress faster. Until no one can ignore my existence. 


After all, it was inappropriate to walk with the leader's woman at night. Hou Yingzhi waited for a long 
time, expecting that Yin Xiaoyan would soon return to "Yuzhen Palace", then he started to set foot on 
the mountain road to the dormitory next to the martial arts field. 


But halfway through, he felt something was different. 


Hou Yingzhi didn't see anything or hear anything. However, after long-term training with swordsmen like 
Ye Chenyuan, his instinct for danger has been sharpened. 


Not long after he stopped, Fan Zong appeared from behind. 


There was a little surprise on Fan Zong's expression: with his "brown snake" lightness and concealment 
skills, this kid was actually aware of it... 


"It's very late." Fan Zong said with a smile, but there was no smile in his eyes. 


Hou Yingzhi saluted Senior Brother Fan. He was not sure when or even which day he started being 
followed by Fan Zong. 
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When Hou Yingzhi looked at Fan Zong, his eyes did not flicker. He had no shame in his heart. There was 
nothing indecent between him and Yin Xiaoyan. Practicing sword with Ye Chenyuan is not a violation of 
any commandment. It was the order of the Vice Sect Master. As for hiding the fact that he had obtained 
the Qingcheng Sect's sword manual, that was Ye Chenyuan's responsibility and had nothing to do with 
him. 


"Yes. | just came back from practicing sword on the mountainside." Hou Yingzhi said. His body was 
radiating heat and the smell of sweat was already proof. 


"It's a good effort. | wasn't wrong about you at first." Fan Zong was still smiling. 


But suddenly he moved. 


With a swift maneuver, his right hand quickly drew the flying sword at his waist and used it as a dagger 
to hit Hou Yingzhi's chest! 


Hou Yingzhi, facing Fan Zong's amazing footwork speed, already had no time to draw his sword, and 
raised his blunt sword with its sheath, in time to block this stab. After the sword was up, his body was 
like flowing water, and he swept the end of the sheath towards Fan Zong's neck in a counterattack! 


Fan Zong returned the sword to block it, and at the same time he was able to dexterously turn the flying 
sword into a reverse grip, and his hand and the sword formed a hook shape to restrain the scabbard, 
preventing it from moving. 


Hou Yingzhi also reacted very well. As soon as he felt the scabbard being restrained, he immediately 
pulled the blunt sword out of the scabbard, walked diagonally, and thrust the sword sideways into Fan 
Zong's ribs. This was "Wudang Sword"! 


——But it is also mixed with Qingcheng School's "Wind and Fire Sword" method of generating energy. 


The thrust of the sword was so fierce that Fan Zong had to move sideways to dodge it, while at the same 
time his other left hand was raised towards Hou Yingzhi! 
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Hou Yingzhi's sword was already out, and he had no time to return the sword to block, so he could only 
raise his left arm to protect his chest. 


The flying object thrown by Fan Zong came quickly. Hou Yingzhi swung his left hand and hit it with the 
palm of his hand. The object bounced away and fell to the ground. 


Hou Yingzhi's lantern had long been thrown aside and was burning on the ground, reflecting that the 
"hidden weapon" was just a small branch. 


——lf it were a flying sword, Hou Yingzhi would still be injured if he dialed it with his bare hands. 


Hou Yingzhi once again surprised Fan Zong. The accuracy and speed of intercepting hidden weapons are 
few even on Wudang Mountain. 


"You've made a lot of progress." Fan Zong easily returned the flying sword to its scabbard, and at the 
same time threw Hou Yingzhi's scabbard back to him. 


Hou Yingzhi took it, returned the sword to its sheath, lowered his head and made a fist: "Thank you, 
senior brother, for your teaching." 


His face was livid at night. He could see that Fan Zong was not as simple as trying a friendly move. 


--what is going on? 


He stroked his swollen left palm, feeling suspicious. 


——ls it because Ye Chenyuan and | were training in secret? ... 


"Go back and rest quickly." Fan Zong said, "Don't be late for morning class tomorrow." 
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Hou Yingzhi saluted once more and then walked down the mountain road in the dark. 


Fan Zong's well-trained eyes could see at night, and he kept staring at Hou Yingzhi's back. 


——This is not ordinary progress... Something must have happened. Is it really related to "that person"? 


Fan Zong was determined to live up to his master's trust and find out the matter. 


He touched the handle of the flying sword and recalled the oath he made when he first entered the 
"Brown Snake", the top elite of the "First Snake Path". 


——Anyone who harms Wudang will be killed without mercy. 


This is the only creed of being an assassin of the Wudang School. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 95 Volume 9 Iron Blood Bout Postscript 


Many people know that | love martial arts. However, because of this, many of my friends have 
misunderstood the martial arts in "Poetry of Wudao Maniac", especially the "Lecture on the Great Dao 
Zhen Sword Hall" which describes the theories of martial arts and the history of martial arts schools, all 
of which are true. Please don't forget that this book is a novel, and although | spent a lot of time 
gathering real information to inspire the content of the book, | still added a lot of superhuman 
exaggeration and romantic imagery to the actual description - after all, the first thing you need to doin 
order to write a good story isn't to be informative, it's to be flavorful. 


For example, this volume's "history" of Zhang Sanfeng's creation of "Taijiquan", and of Yu Lianzhou, 
Zhang Cuishan and other Wudang founding disciples, is also a "fabrication with evidence". 


Most people know these names because of Jin Yong's book "Yi Tian Tu Long Ji", and | am no exception. 
The "Seven Heroes of Wudang" in Yitian is based on an article called "A Discussion on the Origin and 
Flow of Tai Chi Kungfu of the Song Family" written by Song Yuanqiao, which was copied or paraphrased 
from a number of tai chi books during the Republican era, including Xu Yusheng's "Illustrated 
Explanation of Tai Chi Boxing Positions", which was published in 1921 (a copy of the book is still 
available in the market today). In the first edition of Yitian, the name of the Yin Six Heroes was also Yin 
Liheng in the original text, and was later changed to Yin Li Ting in the revised edition. 


The article "Song" has been carefully researched by many people and is believed to be a forgery by later 
generations. Even if it is true, it is extremely absurd that Li Daozi, the founder of Tai Chi Gong recorded 
in it, could live from the Tang Dynasty to the Ming Dynasty. Although the article is fake, it does not mean 
that all the characters described in it are fake. For example, Zhang Songxi's name is mentioned in "Wang 
Zhengnan's Epitaph" and "Ningbo Prefecture Chronicles", but the records indicate that he was from the 
Jiajing period and was not a direct disciple of Zhang Sanfeng. Many historical documents on martial arts 
fall into the category of unofficial history. They are true and false, contradictory to each other, and have 
to be verified and unearthed by martial arts historians. As a writer of novels, | just pick them up and try 
to make them as detailed and interesting as possible. 


| write so much just to explain: My current version of the "history" of the Wudang Sect is not based on 
"Yitian Sword of the Dragon", but uses the same reference materials as "Yi". | hope you don't 
misunderstand that | am "messing with" classic works. ”. 


Of course, | still have to thank Jin Yong for his work. "Lean" is the first Jin Yong work | read, and it is also 
one of my favorites, without his inspiration, | absolutely could not write such a Wudang faction. 
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July is a month that makes my blood boil. It's because of the summer and the Hong Kong Book Fair, but 
it's definitely more than that. July is the time of year when we Hong Kong people re-examine our values 


and principles. 


When | write this martial arts novel, | dare not say that it has any educational significance. But by 
depicting these impetuous men, | hope to at least convey a sense of determination and vigor, so that 
people will not easily fall into cynicism, which | believe is something that this era is in dire need of. 


Qiao Jingfu 


July 2, 2011 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 96 


Volume 10 The Wolf Walking in Jingchu Introduction 


| have heard of the great courage of Fu Zi: 


"| will not shrink from the opposite direction, though | may be wide and broad; 


If | shrink from myself, | will go forward, even though there are tens of thousands of people. 


--Mengzi - Gongsun Chou (43 7##4). 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 98 Chapter 1: Ghost Saber Chen 


"Brother! Brother!" 


A short figure crawled in the dark and bloody "Great Joy Cave", calling softly. 


The voice was so tender that it sounded like a boy of a few years old, and it was filled with deep panic. 


The boy crawled on his hands and knees over the many corpses piled up in the cave and made his way 
to one of the caves. There was a large hole in the top of the wall, and the rare sunlight that fell on the 
boy rreflecting his peculiar congenital figure: the right shoulder joint had a large bulge, like a large hard 
tumor. 


Because of his unbalanced body, the boy stumbled and staggered as he walked, and had to use his 
hands to help him crawl on the ground. 


The boy continued to call out softly, "Brother ...... ", Although his heart was anxious, he did not dare to 
shout too loudly. 


--If those men with long swords and Taoist buns heard him, he would be dead. 


The boy bit his lower lip as he walked, his square face showing a determination that a four-year-old 
should not have. He has been enduring the pain: thanks to this body, he is like a frail old man. His knees 
are often pressed and painful, and he has to rely on his father to apply medicine to him regularly to calm 
him down; but in front of him is a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood. In the fierce battle, where to 
find the time to apply medicine? The boy could only endure it. 


"Ping, you must be patient." One day, when his father tattooed the triangle mark of the Object 
Migration Religion on the side of his neck, he said to him, "You are the chosen child of the gods. If you 
survive this pain, you will become a warrior feared by all in the mortal world." 


The boy remembered his father's words. The pain in his knees seemed to really ease. 
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Just then, he heard a very faint but familiar sound. 


A short cry. 


The boy rushed towards the source of the sound like a madman. There lay a dead Transmigrant. He 
leaned in and listened. 


The boy made sure he heard it right and lifted the body with both hands. 


The cultist wasn't huge, but he weighed at least a hundred pounds, and the boy's body was less than 
thirty percent the size of the corpse. His tiny eyes were wide open, his face was flushed red, and he 
squatted with his legs low, and he used the strength of his waist and legs as much as he could according 
to what his uncle in the sect had taught him in his daily life, and transmitted it to his chest, shoulders, 
arms, and wrists. 


Just as an insect can push a food item many times heavier than itself, the boy exhaled violently, and the 
dead body, which had been pierced through the chest by a long sword, was actually overturned by him. 


His brother was indeed crushed underneath the corpse. 


The heavy pressure suddenly disappeared, and the baby boy burst into tears. 


The baby was not suffocated by the corpse. It turned out that his right arm was placed across his eyes. 
Therefore, although he was pressed, there was still a little room for breathing in the mouth and nose. 


The baby boy's right arm was even longer than his left arm, with an extra joint in the middle, which was 
even more strange than his elder brother's. 


1644 


The boy was very tired, but he picked up his younger brother from the ground and put his face on his 
forehead. 


"Don't be afraid...it's okay...it's okay..." The boy was relieved for a moment, and immediately shed tears 
and shouted loudly: "Dad! Here! Here!" 


After a while, an ape-like figure ran towards him, stepping on the pool of blood on the ground, making 
wet and scary footsteps. 


The boy recognized his father immediately. In fact, it's hard not to recognize my father's appearance: 
except for his beard, hair, eyes, and mouth, all the skin is covered with rune tattoos, which are densely 
packed like a jet-black mask - the only difference is that this mask It can move and have expressions. 


The father arrived quickly, opened his arms, and held both his sons in his arms. 


The boy held his younger brother in his arms while feeling the warmth of his father's chest. That 
comforting feeling seemed to dispel the smell of blood around the cave. 


"That's great...that's great..." Only then did the father let go of his arm and reached out to check his 
little son's body, especially that weird long arm. He made sure that all his joints, skin and flesh were in 
good condition, and then he felt completely at ease. 


The boy looked at his father. The father always looked at the two brothers with this gentle and loving 
expression. But the boy also did not forget that his father always treated their mother and other wives 
and concubines with a cold and demonic face, as if he regarded them as lifeless tools that were only 
used for his pleasure. ...... 


The boy thought: How can such two extreme emotions exist in one heart at the same time? ...... 


"Ping'er, good job!" The father held his younger brother in one hand and held him with the other: "You 
know what? You two are all my hope! | will let you grow up no matter what - even if | have to pay for it 
with my life! You will one day create a great storm in the mortal world with your God-given bodies! You 
are the greatest deed | can offer to the gods of the True World!" 
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The boy did not understand his father's words. But his eyes widened in fear. 


For he caught a glimpse of light behind his father. 


A cold, narrow blade. 


The Wudang sword. 


Just as my father finished speaking, he felt a strong murderous aura behind him. But he had no fear, still 
holding his two sons, and slowly turned back. 


There stood a tall, thin figure with long hair, two swords in his hands, one back and forth, the blood- 
stained blade points pointed directly at his father, and the tip of the front sword was less than five 
inches away from his throat. 


The Wudang swordsman, Ye Chengxuan, his white face hidden under his messy hair showed no 
expression. His eyes were still sharp, but inside they flashed with the fear of a terrified beast. The tip of 
the sword could not help but tremble slightly. 


He was searching for a way out of the "Great Joy Cave", but he met these three fathers and sons among 
the corpses. The only thing stopping him from thrusting his swords were the young children. 


The father bent his knees and knelt down towards Ye Chengxuan. At the same time, he pulled his eldest 
son to him and held the baby in his arms forward. 


——As if to dedicate these two brothers to Wudang. 


"lam Xi Rile. |, along with my sons Xi Zhaoping and Xi Xiaoyan, are willing to surrender to the Wudang 
Sect and beg to be admitted to the sect! 
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As he said this, his tattooed face was as solid as iron, and he did not waver in fear. 


Ye Chengxuan stared at Xirile for a long time, then looked at the pair of boys with weird bodies, and 
finally slowly lowered his swords. 


"Get me out of here." 


OOOO 


After going to Wudang Mountain, Xi Ri Le continued to study for the Sect Master Gong Sun Qing the 
various kinds of strange medicines seized from the Object Migration Sect, and often tested the effects of 
the medicines himself. 


Three years later, after taking the pills by mistake, Xi Ri Le went mad and brutally killed more than ten 
male and female workers on Wudang Mountain, and then vomited blood and died of heart rupture. 


OOOO 


It’s a slightly chilly early spring in February. 


The streets in Jiangling County, Jingzhou Prefecture, are full of life. On a rare sunny day without rain, all 
kinds of vendors come out to set up stalls on the street. Tea shops and taverns are crowded with 
merchants traveling along the river in spring. They shout and urge the shops to bring food and wine, and 
then exchange various price information enthusiastically. 


Such a prosperous street naturally involves all kinds of shady activities: thieves fishing in troubled waters 
among the crowds; 


A scoundrel looking for excuses to extort money; 
local gangs who go around extorting merchants; 
The frivolous libertine who watches the hustle and bustle and amuses the decent women on the street; 


Scammers selling fake medicines and running gambling stalls... 
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The city streets are filled with a dangerous and exciting atmosphere. 


At this time there is a group of five men, walking in Jiangling County, the widest and busiest Dongtou 
City Street, interspersed between the Quarry Bay crowd. The left and right sides of the street are full of 
the city's famous hotels and inns. Seeing these well-dressed people, the waiters naturally waved to 
them vigorously, but none of them paid attention. 


The middle-aged man in the middle of the street was a good-looking man, tall as a bear, wearing a blue- 
dyed and cloud-embroidered robe of the finest quality and tailored to fit his body, topped with a silk- 
knitted hat, and wearing an emerald-green jade ring on the middle finger of his left hand, which was 
worth a great deal of money at a glance. This man is no other than Yan Qingtong, a disciple of the 
Thought Sect and the former owner of the Xi'an "Zhenxi Refugee Company". 


Followed by the four people around him, two are his former trusted dart masters; the other two are 
even more tough and robust men, are the guards sent to him by the Prince of Ning's House in Nanchang, 
both of them were thieves and killed without frowning. Each of the four men is carrying a cloth bag with 
a hidden weapon in his hand. 


Since the siege of Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an last year, Yan Qingtong's poisoning method was exposed in 
public, and his reputation was ruined. He was also more afraid of revenge from the Wudang Clan, so he 
gave up the "Zhenxi Escort Agency" family business and fled overnight - such a decisive, so it can be seen 
that Yan Qingtong this person, although the heart of the vile, but still has some courage to do things. 


He did not expect that the battle of Xi'an had been secretly monitored by a force outside the martial arts 
world, and that force was actually the Ning royal family in Jiangxi province! 


As soon as Yan Qingtong left Xi'an City at dusk that day, he was stopped by two men. He was so 
frightened that he thought Wudang disciples were coming. He was relieved when he heard that the two 
men claimed to be the envoys of Li Junyuan, the counselor of Prince Ning's Mansion. 


Upon hearing that Prince Ning's Mansion was interested in recruiting him, Yan Qingtong was so excited 
that he almost knelt down and kowtowed. He had just lost the escort business he had been running for 
many years, and his reputation in the martial arts world had been ruined. He was running away ina 
panic and had no idea where he was going. The dignified prince surnamed Zhu actually waved to him at 
this moment. This was simply unbelievable luck! 
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——| thought that today | have lost eight hundred lifetimes of bad luck... 


At that time, Yan Qingtong had a long journey from Guanzhong to Jiangxi, but it was also extremely 
thrilling. He was spotted by that stinky monk Yuan Xing from Shaolin Temple, and he was tracked all the 
way to Jiujiang City! Fortunately, he got rid of him in the end and arrived in Nanchang safely and 
smoothly, and met with Prince Ning under the recommendation of Li Junyuan. 


"Master Yan..." When Li Junyuan talked to Yan Qingtong, he still used his former title as the master of 
the escort agency, and his tone was very respectful: "Although your reputation is temporarily affected, 
you are well-informed in the martial arts, and you are from a famous family. From now on, when our 
palace has to deal with people in the martial arts world, the master will definitely be able to help." 


Yan Qingtong had already guessed 70% to 80%, but now after listening to Li Junyuan's words, it became 
clearer: Prince Ning recruited him to attract martial arts masters for his own use. 


——As for where it will be "used" in the future, there is no need to say it clearly... 


After Yan Qingtong settled in Nanchang, he immediately sent someone to deliver a letter back to Xi'an, 
contacted his old confidants in the escort agency, and escorted his family, wife and children to arrive. 
Now there are thirteen former bodyguard experts gathered around Yan Qingtong, who can be regarded 
as reorganizing their power. 


For several months after joining the palace, Yan Qingtong, with Nanchang Palace as the center, recruited 
experts from the martial arts and the underworld. Sometimes he even went to neighboring provinces to 
recruit talents, and devoted himself to enriching the strength of the guards of Prince Ning's palace. 
Although he was stigmatized due to the incident in Xi'an, he was born in the Xinyi sect, one of the "Nine 
Great Sects". He also started his career as a escort, had a wide network of contacts in the world, and 
also had strong communication skills. What's more important is that he is familiar with the mental 
habits of warriors - this is what laymen like Li Junyuan rely on most. 


Under Yan Qingtong's lobbying, more than a hundred warriors and gangsters have joined the palace. 
Although many others have not been recruited into the army, Yan Qingtong has also given them gifts to 
establish good relations. In the future, if there is an uprising in Prince Ning's palace and troops are sent 
out, most of them will come and join. Although these people are not the first-line masters in the martial 
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arts world, compared with the past when they only relied on recruiting bandits, the strength of the 
Nanchang guards has indeed improved a lot. 


——kKing Ning bribed a large number of Beijing officials, which made the recruitment of troops justified, 
but after all, he had to avoid attracting attention, and the permanent number of people could not be 
too large, so he thought of using warriors and bandits as the main force to implement a system of elite 
troops; Nowadays, the military affairs of the imperial court have been depleted, and the military directly 
under the jurisdiction of the garrison established in the past has been deserted for many years, leaving 
only empty status. The actual local defense mainly relies on the recruitment of militia, with little 
training, if this elite and warlike wolf and tiger troops quickly attack, it will be a devastation. 


Yan Qingtong's contribution was highly praised by the prince, but he never dared to relax and was still 
working hard to recruit strong people to show his worth to the prince. Not long after he joined the 
palace, a very powerful competitor suddenly appeared - Wu Jihong, the so-called "King of Dragon 
Surgery"! 


——This guy named Wu is also from the Wudang sect... Wudang, Wudang, did | owe you in my previous 
life? 


Wu Jihong's martial arts was so powerful that even Yan Qingtong was surprised. 


Every time he meets him in the royal residence, Yan Qingtong can't stop flattering and bowing to him; 
behind his back, he swears at him every day and thinks hard about what to do, so that he can attract 
more real masters for the king to avoid being snatched away by Wujihong and the female general under 
his command, Huo Yaohua. 


Yan Qingtong came to Jiangling on this day precisely because he heard that a mysterious master had 
recently appeared in the arena in Jingzhou, so he wanted to see with his own eyes how Jin Liang was 
doing and whether he was another target worthy of lobbying. 


Yan Qingtong has been in the Jianghu for a long time, and he knows that there are many ruthless 
characters like this who have made a name for themselves in the underworld. Many of them intimidate 
their opponents by exaggerating their achievements, such as how many officers and soldiers they have 
killed, which prison they escaped from, etc. ; There are also stories that have been passed down by word 
of mouth in the alleys, and they have been exaggerated into gods and demons. There are legends about 
traveling thousands of miles and being invulnerable to swords. As a result, the real person appears, and 
his abilities are not even tenth pary of what has been rumored. 
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However, Yan Qingtong only recruited four people for the palace last month, and their martial arts skills 
were very sparse (at least Yan Qingtong's poorly practiced "Xinyi Sanhe Dao" was enough to get rid of 
them), which made him even more eager to find decent strong fighters—— Even if there is only one... 


--Even if it's not as good as that crazy Dragon King guy, at least he can fight with the woman named Hua! 


Yan Qingtong and his team just arrived in Jingzhou, he asked his local friends to inquire - in the past, the 
dart car of "Zhenxi Refugee Company" often passed by here. When he asked, he learned that the rumor 
was that the master was invited by a certain gang to go to Jiangling to help, so Yan Qingtong also hurried 
to come. He then spent some more silver in the city to greet and inquire, more certain that the person 
really came. 


--The surnamed Chen, don’t let me down... 


At that moment, on Dongtou City Street, one of the parties started a riot. Yan Qingtong hurriedly led his 
men over to take a look. 


In the midst of the crowds, the shouts were so chaotic that at first it was impossible to hear them 
clearly, but later it became clear that people were scrambling to shout: 


It was only later that it became clear that people were scrambling to shout: "Here it comes! Ghost Saber 
Chen is here!" 


OOOO 


The restaurant "Yuedong Building" is located in Majing Lane, Dongtou City Street. The two-story 
building is already surrounded by crowds. 


They all want to argue: What kind of monster is this "Ghost Sword Chen" that suddenly appeared on 
Hubei Road recently? 
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Most of the onlookers were rogues from local gangs. In recent months, two corner bosses in Jiangling 
City: Mr. Ban and Zhao Heilian have had several fights over the benefit of unloading cargo. People are all 
concerned about who wins and who loses; now it is heard that Zhao Heilian actually spends a lot of 
money. Inviting the ghost sword Chen to assist the fist is a climax scene that must not be missed. This 
group of meddlesome people are like flies seeing blood. 


Ever since Huo Yaohua, the female drama robber "Wolf Girl" who roamed Jing and Hunan, disappeared 
a few years ago, such a high-profile figure has not appeared in the local world for a long time. Some 
people even came from neighboring counties and towns to watch, even if they only caught a glimpse of 
the ghost sword, it was not in vain. 


Yan Qingtong was squeezed into the crowd and couldn't move, and was very impatient. People around 
him were exchanging rumors about Ghost Sword Chen. 


"| heard that Mr. Chen is really good at swordsmanship. As soon as he drew the sword out of its sheath, 
there was a clang, and three heads flew up at the same time!" 


"Have you seen it with your own eyes?" Another gangster frowned and retorted: "It's different from 
what | heard." 


The person who spoke before was not convinced: "Please tell me and listen." 


"| heard that Ghost Sword Chen is indeed inseparable from his sword. However, he has won consecutive 
battles and defeated many masters, but he has never drawn the sword once. He uses boxing! His fists 
are like magic. Others see If you can’t see clearly, the opponent will fall!” 


"Bah, nonsense! How can someone who is called a 'ghost sword’ not draw his sword?" 


"That means his sword was refined with a lot of dead souls, so he didn't want to pull it out..." 


"| have also heard of this ...... "interjected a bystander. 
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The people so you a word | a word, said, about the ghost saber Chen's martial arts how, already 
appeared more than ten kinds of saying. 


Yan Qingtong had never heard of a person like "Ghost Sword Chen" in the past - perhaps it should be 
said that even if he had, he wouldn't remember it. There are so many people in the world with 
nicknames like "Ghost Sword", "Magic Spear", "Magic Fist", etc. It's not surprising that even ordinary 
people selling martial arts on the street like to boast like this; Chen has a common surname, and it's 
even more impossible for him to let him. Yan Qingtong thought of some famous figure or family in the 
local martial arts world. 


However, the Jingzhou area is an important area for rivers and waterways. The interests of shipping are 
intertwined, and there are many underworld gangs. The struggles are fierce. Yan Qingtong must be 
extremely cautious even when he was a escort in the past. This ghost sword Chen can make a name for 
himself here. Even if he is not a first-rate master, he at least has some excellent skills. 


At this time, the crowd suddenly parted in panic to make way for a passage. 


"Don't block the way!" A new group of people arrived, and a young man at the head shouted. Everyone 
in the city recognized him as Fourth Master Ban's subordinate. 


Thet saw the Fourth Master Ban, who was born as a dock coolie and is now a bully in Jiangling. His 
muscular body was dressed in noble clothes that did not match at all. He led all his subordinates and 
walked towards the gate of "Yuedong Building". 


The more senior street gangsters present were dumbfounded when they saw the people following 
Fourth Master Madara. 


"Then... aren't those the Hong brothers?" Yan Qingtong heard a gangster next to him whisper. 


"What? The Hong brothers from Peishi Village?" Another person called in surprise. 


Behind Banshiye were two average-looking men, thick as two round stone balls, both wearing short 
shirts in February weather, with the lapels open to reveal scarred chests. The twin brothers Hong Xi and 
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Hong Le, who were born in Peishi Village on the outskirts of the city, were born with extraordinary 
strength and were already feared little bullies in the village. Later, they both joined the Huya Mountain 
Monkey Fist Sect and learned hard skills. , became a well-known local thug, often collecting money to 
help local tyrants. Their four big fists, which were as big as rocks, had broken the noses of countless 
people. 


When everyone looked at the faces following the Hong brothers, they were even more frightened and 
speechless: 


A thin, monkey-like middle-aged man, with an iron chain hanging around his neck and two short iron 
rods hanging from both ends of the chain on his chest, was none other than Tie Sweeper Li, a famous 
underworld thug in the streets of Chengnan City, Jiangling County; 


The other's clothes were as dirty as a beggar's, and his torn trousers exposed two dark hairy legs from 
below his knees. Everyone recognized him as Su Bajiao, who specialized in begging for passage money at 
temple fairs; 


The strong man with a leather belt around his waist with a wrist-solving saber and a bone-breaking 
butcher's knife is the Guan Tu Zi who trades in Dongtou City, and only came to the county two years 
ago, and everyone rumors that he carried three lives in other counties and towns. 


Finally, there is Taoist Feng, who is wearing a robe embroidered with Bagua patterns and carrying a long 
sword on his back. He is also a person who only eats on the roads in Jingzhou Prefecture this year. He 
was once a lone robber in the green forest. Some people say that he can do sorcery, and some even say 
that he has learned the famous Huashan Sect Divine Sword... 


These six people, together with the Hong brothers, are the most famous martial arts masters in the city 
and even nearby places. Everyone regards them as evil stars. Now, in order to deal with Ghost Sword 
Chen, Fourth Master Ban has not hesitated to recruit them all in one go. coming! 


"Incredible..." The onlookers were amazed. But the expressions of the six evil stars didn't care, as if they 
just came to "Yuedong Building" to drink. 


The dozen or so subordinates of Fourth Master Ban led the way, allowing Fourth Master and the six of 
them to enter the gate smoothly. There were already Fourth Master Ban and Zhao Heilian's men waiting 
in the "Yuedong Building". After Fourth Master and others entered, they turned away other people who 
wanted to watch the fun. 
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"Look..." Yan Qingtong heard a person next to him pointing to the door and saying, "Zhao Heilian's men 
turned pale when they saw these men coming... Hehe, | think this time Zhao Heilian only hired one 
Ghost Swordsman Chen, who is too It’s too big..." 


Yan Qingtong also paid attention to the six masters passing by in front of him just now, and he was 
already thinking in his mind: If Guidao Chen is just a guy who lives up to his reputation, | will recruit 
these few instead, and it will be considered a worthwhile trip... 


He winked at his bodyguard, who understood, took out his money bag, squeezed to the door of the 
restaurant, talked to one of the gatekeepers, and stuffed a silver coin into his palm. 


The gatekeeper put the money into his clothes and looked at Yan Qingtong, who was dressed in fine 
clothes. The originally vicious face immediately softened into a smile. 


"This Master Yan is a distinguished guest from afar. He wants to come and bear witness. Please invite 
him to come upstairs!" 


It is said that money can help the gods. Yan Qingtong and other five people entered smoothly, and the 
two bodyguards paid for the people guarding the door. 


Yan Qingtong entered the hall downstairs and saw that it was crowded with Ban and Zhao's men. He has 
been in the world for a long time and has seen many such scenes. He knows that the gangs must have 
already paid the Yamen for such a group fight and negotiation. | am afraid that not even a single officer 
can be seen in the streets around here. The most pitiful person is naturally the boss of "Yuedong 
Building" - but in the face of these bullies and powerful men, what room for rejection is there? 


Yan Qingtong went up to the next floor and saw a formation already set up in the hall on the second 
floor. 


The newly arrived Fourth Master Ban and six strong men occupied the two large dining tables by the 
window on the east side. Those six people were not easy to mess with. When they were together, they 
exuded a suffocating aura. 
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The Hong brothers, Iron Sweeper Li and Su Bajiao all looked impatient, and just wanted to finish the 
fight quickly, collect the remainder of their reward, and leave. Guan Tuzi had a gloomy look on his face, 
keeping his palms from the handle of the knife at his waist, He had a good business shop in this market 
and was not short of money. He came to fight because he had itchy hands and wanted to kill someone. 
As for Feng Daoren, he sat a little away from the five people and looked at them from left to right, his 
face a little unhappy. , seemed dissatisfied that Fourth Master Madara had found so many people at the 
same time. 


Although the faces of the six people seemed relaxed, they were all secretly looking at the guy sitting in 
the west corner opposite. 


That side naturally belongs to Zhao Heimian's camp. Zhao Heimian, who had a large fetal mole on his 
left cheek, was filled with hatred and a little timid when he saw that Fourth Master Ban had invited a 
large number of evil stars. 


"Brother Wei, is there... a problem with this?" Zhao Hei asked a boy at the same table quietly in a hoarse 
voice. 


The young man's name was Wei Xianggui. He seemed to be in his mid-twenties or sixties. He had a 
handsome face and a thin body. He didn't look like he could fight at all. But at the moment, he was calm 
and relaxed, drinking wine with a wine bottle. 


"Boss Zhao..." Wei Xianggui took a sip and said with a smile, "As long as you see my brother fighting with 
your own eyes, you will never ask this question." 


There are several tables of guests beside the hall who do not belong to any party. Some of them can be 
seen from their clothes as wealthy businessmen and famous figures in the city. They seem to be 
witnesses of this battle. Yan Qingtong and his men mingled among them, and then took a closer look at 
the person he came to Jiangling to meet this time. 


The man sitting between Zhao Heimian and Wei Xianggui was wearing a broad green cloak that had 
been washed white. The hood of the cloak was still covered, hiding most of his face. He was not tall, but 
his shoulders and back looked very strong. There was a long cloth bag hanging diagonally on his back. It 
looked like it was indeed a big sword. 
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——This is Ghost Sword Chen? 


Yan Qingtong kept looking at him for a moment. Ghost Sword Chen just sat quietly, facing the six 
opponents who had just appeared, without any reaction. 


——ls it confidence? Or are you too scared to move? 


Now that the two sides have gathered together, Zhao Heimian clears his throat, stands up and speaks to 
Fourth Master Ban: 


"Ban, regarding the dock business, we agreed to settle it here today!" 


Fourth Master Ban also stood up and smiled confidently at Zhao Hei. He was about to speak when he 
was interrupted by a voice. 


A big yawn. 


From the mouth beneath the hood of the cloak. 


"I'm here to fight, not to listen to nonsense. | don't care what your agreement is." 


The blue-white figure suddenly jumped up, without any preparatory movements, and jumped from the 
sitting position to the dining table in front of him. His feet landed in the center of the table, kicking the 
dishes and basins flying. 


Behind him, Wei Xianggui held the flask and cup in his hands, leaned back to avoid the splashing soup, 
and kept laughing. 


The people in the audience were surprised and looked up at Ghost Saber Chen standing on the table. 
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Generally, Jianghu gangs use this method to resolve disputes because the death and injury costs of 
group fighting are too high, or because they do not want to dissatisfy the government. Therefore, there 
must be a set of rules to witness the signing of the contract in advance, and it can also be used by either 
party before the fight begins. Seeing the opportunity, he surrendered; but Ghost Sword Chen didn't take 
this Jianghu convention into consideration at all, and his words were not as magnanimous as a Jianghu 
person should be, and instead acted like an aggressive naughty boy. 


The six masters on Master Ban's side were all angered by Ghost Sword Chen's move and stared fiercely 
at the figure in green. 


Ghost Sword Chen slowly pulled down his hood, revealing long, untied hair and a young and wild face. 


Sharp and provocative eyes looked down at the six people. 


"Is that all? Let's go together." 


Another surprising statement. 


However, the most surprised person in the crowd at this moment turned out to be Yan Qingtong. He 
was sweating all over his body and his mouth was wide enough to stuff his fist. 


Because this was not the first time he had seen this "Ghost Sword Chen". 


The last time was less than a year ago. 


Xi'an "Yinghua Pavilion". 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan’s last night in Wudang Mountain was two months ago. 


1658 


In the cold dark night, with a pair of eyes as bright as those of an animal, and bursts of mist coming out 
from between his lips and teeth, he ran through the trees where it was difficult to see anything, and 
climbed to a rocky slope at the southern foot of Wudang Mountain. 


He carries his favorite long sword with a rattan handle on his back, and his long right arm is tied around 
his abdomen with a sleeve and a black cloth belt as usual. In this dark and rugged hillside forest, he did 
not use his left hand to help him crawl, relying entirely on his healthy legs to balance and move forward. 


Wearing a black Soldier's Crow Road uniform, he seemed to be blending into the darkness, except for 
his left hand, which was holding a snow-white object, slightly reflecting the moonlight coming from the 
branches and leaves. 


Xi Xiaoyan held his left hand in front of his chest, holding the thing cautiously, without any hesitation in 
his steps. He stepped on the rocks layer by layer, and the loud footsteps woke up the sleeping birds in 
the forest. . His leaping figure is full of strong kinetic energy, but only the left hand holding the thing is 
light and soft, removing all the bumps and bumps in the steps, as if this arm is separated from the body. 


He walked through the trees, jumped with his legs, and his strong body rose with scattered branches 
and leaves, and landed on the rock on the top of the slope. 


In front of him there was only a clear starry sky. 


Xi Xiaoyan panted quietly against the cold winter night wind. The fine raindrops fell on his energetic face 
and turned into steam in an instant. 


After a while, he lowered his head and looked at what he was holding in his left palm. 


Under the brilliance of the stars and moon, it can be seen that he is holding a piece of tofu in his palm, 
which is shaking due to the wind. After this long journey, the tofu did not break or fall apart. 


Xi Xiaoyan grinned, stuffed the tofu into his mouth, and ate it all in one bite. 
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"It's done..." 


This training method of climbing a mountain with tofu in hand was not taught by Wu Cheng's senior, but 
he came up with it himself to test his ability to keep his left shoulder, arm, wrist and fingers loose and 
soft during the most intense and strenuous activities. 


Since his return to Wudang Mountain, Xi Xiaoyan had been following Shang Silang and several of his 
Zhengui Dao masters, who knew Taijiquan, to learn the art of transforming the energy into softness and 
flexibility, in order to compensate for the fact that his right hand's "yangji saber" was biased toward one 
extreme. 


Of course, he wanted to defeat Jing Li one day. 


Xi Xiaoyan wiped the bean dregs on his hands with his clothes, stood upright on the rock, facing the 
bright moon and starlight, and practiced the "Tai Chi" technique of transforming energy again. Driven by 
the waist and hips, the palms of the hands drew invisible arcs in the dark night, then turned into spirals, 
and turned into winding threads... 


The joy of mastering the exercises filled his heart. 


A violent image suddenly flashed into my mind. 


Blades of light. Blood red. 


Xi Xiaoyan's left palm changed from soft to strong, and in an instant he punched the rock under his feet, 
making a deep sound in the dark night. 


--wrong! not like this! | don’t practice martial arts just for my own happiness! 


But for the sake of struggle. 
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Xi Xiaoyan felt as if his body was burning with fire. The face of my deceased brother came to mind, and 
the words he often repeated to his father. 


"We want to become warriors that the world dare not look at directly." My brother said, "This is the 
destiny given to us by God." 


But before my brother could fulfill his destiny, his life was cut off by someone. 


That man. That annoying smiley face. 


Every time Xi Xiaoyan thought of him, he gritted his teeth. 


——And then there is the figure in red next to the man... 


Xi Xiaoyan wished so much that these two people were right in front of him at this moment. But it can't 
be done. In front of many people in Xi'an, Master Yao personally made a five-year no-fight agreement; 
after returning to Wudang Mountain, he once again issued an order that during this period, the disciples 
were not allowed to go down the mountain to fight. 


Xi Xiaoyan gripped the lapel of his coat tightly with his left hand. This is the uniform of Soldier's Crow 
Road, which was hand-sewn for him by his senior brother, Chen Daixiu. Now that he couldn't go down to 
the mountains to fight, what was the point of wearing this black suit? He knew that many of his fellow 
disciples in Soldier's Crow Road felt as depressed as he did. It's just that no one does it more intensely 
than him. 


--| obviously should not nestle in this mountain ...... 


He knew he had achieved something with his hard work: when practicing Push Hands and Wrestling 
with Shang Si Lang, he was able to fight for many rounds with only one hand; if he used the stiffness of 
his right fist as well, Shang Si Lang would not have been able to hold his own. 
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Once, deputy master Xinghao personally came to the martial arts field to watch them practice. Shi 
Xinghao looked at Xi Xiaoyan for a while, and then said slowly: 


"Perhaps ina few years, the position will change..." 


Shi Xinghao's cracked mouth made the words a little unclear. But everyone in the Wudang Clan heard 
clearly and looked at Xi Xiaoyan one by one. 


Shi Xinghao admitted: Xi Xiaoyan has the potential to challenge the position of deputy leader! 


Xi Xiaoyan was naturally excited to receive such affirmation from the deputy head of the division, but at 
the same time it also made him more anxious to fight Jing Li again. 


——lam sure of this! 


Compared with the battle of revenge, the challenge to the position of deputy leader was of no 
importance to him. 


At this moment, Xixiaoyan looked down at the dark hillside below. A voice in my heart kept urging: 


——Go down the mountain! 


He thought of the precepts of the Wudang Sect. On the road of seeking the truth, no matter who 
hinders you, you must overcome him. 


Even if it's the Master, or the Wudang School itself. 


--There's nothing worth staying for. 
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The rain stopped. The clouds dispersed. The moon is brighter. 


When Xi Xiaoyan figured it out, his heart suddenly became clear. Just like the night sky in front of him. 


There is no need to go back and get anything - besides carrying this knife on your back, is there anything 
else you must take with you? 


He even gave up the idea of going to his brother's grave to say goodbye before leaving. 


——He will understand. 


Xi Xiaoyan laughed loudly and jumped into the forest below. 


He knew that several roads around the foot of Wudang Mountain were guarded by Fan Zong and other 
"Shou Snake Road" sect members. Then | will go down through the most difficult mountains and fields! 
If | still run into them, it depends on whether they can stop me... 


It was with such pure thoughts and desires that Xi Xiaoyan embarked on the road to escape from 
Wudang Mountain. 


——As a result, Xi Xiaoyan went down the mountain safely that night without being discovered. He 
didn't know that it was because Fan Zong was following Hou Yingzhi on the same night, so he did not 
inspect the foot of the mountain where Xixiaoyan passed. 


OOOO 


Three days after leaving Wudang Mountain, Xi Xiaoyan realized one thing: it is not enough to carry only 
a saber when venturing into the world. 


In order to avoid being tracked by his fellow Wudang disciples - although he was not sure if they cared 
so much - he avoided towns dozens of miles around Wudang Mountain and kept walking on wild roads. 
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Living in the open air, Xi Xiaoyan didn't care at first. 


— —You don’t even have a steamed bun with you, so what? The worst case scenario is to hunt wild 
beasts in the woods and eat them! 


Then he realized how naive he was. Just because you know how to hit people, doesn't mean you know 
how to hunt. Xi Xiaoyan grew up in Wudang Mountain. Apart from practicing martial arts hard, he has 
never learned any work and has no knowledge of hunting skills. He mainly trains fierce and hard skills, 
and he has no fellow disciples of the "Shou Snake Way". The effort of lightening one's body is as silent as 
a step, but the aura is exposed. Walking in the woods, it has scared away the birds and beasts from a 
distance, let alone walking within the distance of a knife, even throwing a stone can't do it. 


In those days, he relied on randomly picking wild fruits to satisfy his hunger, which made his stomach 
sore. Only then did he understand: How happy it was to have a meal in Wudang Mountain. 


After walking for three days, Xi Xiaoyan finally walked out of the woods and onto the road. He happened 
to meet a group of merchants traveling with handcarts and mules. Seeing such a big man with a long 
knife on his back and covered in mud jumping out, the merchants thought they were encountering a 
strong man from Jianjing, so they all raised their knives and sticks to prepare for confrontation. 


The situation now is exactly the opposite of what it was in the forest: Xi Xiaoyan wanted to "hunt" these 
dozen merchants, which was really no different from killing a bunch of ants. 


——But the martial arts of Wudang Clan is not used in this way. 


——That is used to deal with strong people, or at least people who claim to be strong. 


Seeing the knives and clubs of these businessmen shaking in panic, Xi Xiaoyan did something he never 
thought he would do. 


He extended his palm to the crowd. 
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"Can you give me some food and water? I'm hungry." 


The merchants all breathed a sigh of relief and lowered their swords and sticks. 


——They don’t know how small a thread their lives just hung on. That "silk thread" is also Xi Xiaoyan's 
bottom line as a Wudang warrior. 


Before leaving, one of the old businessmen, whose hair was half gray, couldn't help but walk towards Xi 
Xiaoyan who was devouring his food and patted him on the shoulder. 


"Young man, sell this knife and go home and plow the fields honestly." 


OOOO 


In the eastern part of the city, Xi Xiaoyan's Soldier's Crow Road uniform was covered in dirt and the 
color of the uniform was no longer visible, and he looked like a beggar and a vagabond when he mixed 
with the crowd in the city. 


To avoid attracting attention, he tore a piece of his robe and wrapped it around the hilt of the knife 
exposed behind his back. 


Xi Xiaoyan had no idea where Jing Li, Hu Linglan and the others had gone. He just thought that the last 
time they broke up was in Guanzhong in the west, so they would probably go to the east or south now. 


The last time he went to Xi'an was his first time traveling far away, and he was guided by his senior 
brother along the way. The world was so vast that he had no idea, and now he had no idea how to find 
Jing Li. The walk these past few days has been so difficult, and he doesn't know how to go on. 
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Without a penny in his pocket, and having been hungry for a long time in Gucheng, Xi Xiaoyan began to 
have various thoughts in his mind. He wandered in front of stalls selling snacks and fruits several times, 
constantly convincing himself: 


—— It’s not a shame to go get something you want to eat when you see it! 


He quietly extended his palm to a pear. 


However, at this moment, there was a commotion in the crowd on the street, and many men rushed in 
the same direction. Xi Xiaoyan looked over with confusion and forgot about stealing the pears for a 
moment. 


Someone ran over from behind and was about to bump into Xi Xiaoyan's back. Xi Xiaoyan's keen sense 
was not weakened by hunger. He turned around and grabbed the man's clothes with a stroke of his left 
arm. 


He saw in his hand a guy about the same age as him, with a thin build and a pale face. He was not 
shocked by being suddenly caught, but looked very anxious. 


"Let me go! I'm going to make money!" The young man tried hard to break free from Xi Xiaoyan's hand, 
but it was as if he was locked in an iron shackle, unable to move even an inch. 


"What happened?" Xi Xiaoyan looked at the direction in which people were running. That group of 
people, like this young man, were a bunch of rogues who were incompetent in culture and martial arts 
but restless. 


"Go fight!" the young man shouted. 


Upon hearing the two magical words "fight", Xi Xiaoyan felt as if a basin of warm water had been poured 
down on his head, and he immediately felt relieved and forgot the pain of hunger. His fingers relaxed 
unconsciously, and the young man broke free and continued walking forward. 
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Xi Xiaoyan quickly followed the young man forward. 


Everyone gathered in front of a rice shop. A middle-aged man stood tall on a bench, surrounded by 
several people. He looked around like a vegetable buyer in the market. 


"Thirty!" The man raised three fingers and said, "Master Zhang wants to invite ten this time!" 


Xi Xiaoyan stood in the crowd and looked up at the man in confusion. The white-faced young man from 
before happened to be standing next to him. Looking at Xi Xiaoyan's appearance, he knew that he was 
new to Gucheng, so he explained: "It's Mr. Zhang from the "Lu Tong Hao" in the city. He wants to fight 
with other gangs. Hire someone to support the scene. This Uncle Ji specializes in acting as an 
intermediary." 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at the young man's figure. The young man knew what he was thinking. He waved his 
hand and said, "In this kind of situation, you just keep people away, and most of the time you don't need 
to actually do anything. If a fight really starts, just hide behind. There is no easier money to make than 
this." 


The middle-aged man, Uncle Ji, had already selected several men, and the others raised their hands and 
shouted, hoping to attract his attention. 


Uncle Ji caught a glimpse of Xi Xiaoyan in the crowd. Although Xi Xiaoyan was not tall, he had a 
temperament that was completely different from the many scoundrels present, which caught Uncle Ji's 
eyes. 


"You!" Uncle Ji shouted, pointing at Xi Xiaoyan: "Is that a knife behind your back?" 


Xi Xiaoyan nodded. 


Uncle Ji waved his hand, signaling that he had been chosen, and called him to enter the Rice Horn. 
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"Together! Together!" But at this moment, the white-faced young man grabbed Xi Xiaoyan's sleeve, 
waved violently to Uncle Ji, who was responsible for recruiting the thugs, and secretly gave Xi Xiaoyan a 
pleading look. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at him and couldn't bear his request, so he nodded towards Uncle Ji again. 


Uncle Ji saw that Xi Xiaoyan's appearance would definitely satisfy Mr. Zhang, and he wanted to recruit 
him, but he had no choice but to say, "Okay! Come in together!" 


The white-faced young man happily pushed Xi Xiaoyan forward. 


Xi Xiaoyan never liked being touched like this; this thin young man was also very different from his 
classmates in Wudang Mountain. But perhaps because he was too lonely these days, Xi Xiaoyan had no 
resistance to the young man, so he urged himself forward, pushing through the crowd and walking into 
Mipu. 


"My name is Wei Xianggui, good luck and wealth." The young man asked Xi Xiaoyan with a smile: "What 
about you?" 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't want to tell his real name to a new acquaintance, so he thought about it and blurted 
out: 


"My surname is Chen." 


OOOO 


Just as the streets of Jiangling City were abuzz with the news of the arrival of "Ghost Sword Chen", not 
many people noticed that a woman was walking through the streets alone, holding a horse. 


Huo Yaohua covered her graceful figure with a thick cloak, and her hair and lower face were also 
covered with a large towel, revealing only a pair of long beautiful eyes. The rough, dusty robes and the 
hand-held horse carrying the luggage made people think he was a merchant from the west. 
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——Beside the saddle, there is a long brocade box that seems to contain some kind of goods. Of course, 
it contains the big saw knife that she loves to use. 


Huo Yaohua followed the crowd and also walked in the direction of "Yuedong Tower", but her steps 
were not slow or fast, and her expression was not as anxious as other people who were vying to see 
"Ghost Sword Chen". 


"What kind of guy is he?..." Huo Yaohua couldn't help but ask in her mind as she walked. 


This time she followed Yan Qingtong all the way from Nanchang back to her hometown in Hubei. 
Naturally, she was ordered by Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic. 


"Go and see for me what that person named Yan is doing." Wu Jihong suddenly said to Huo Yaohua that 
day. 


"That guy?..."" Huo Yaohua raised her eyebrows in confusion. Although Yan Qingtong was highly 
regarded by Li Junyuan, the counselor of Prince Ning's palace, in terms of martial arts and intelligence, 
he could not threaten King Bolong Shu. Why would King Shu take him to heart? 


"Although this kind of villain has little success, his ability to show off his cleverness and disrupt things 
cannot be underestimated. If we want to work with him in the future, it will be beneficial to get to know 
him better. Jingzhou is your hometown, so it is up to you to go have a look." 


Huo Yao's flower face has a hard color. As a thief, she had made many enemies in Jingzhou, including 
the black and white gangs. She did not want to revisit them rashly unless necessary. 


The King of Arts looked at her expression and said, "Besides, you don't have anything to do here, right?" 


His words were profound. After hearing this, Huo Yaohua gradually understood what he meant: King 
Shu specifically wanted her to go to Jingzhou, not only to test her loyalty, but also to strengthen her 
spirit. 
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To King Bolong, Huo Yaohua was just a vicious dog bred to bite people. Of course, her canine teeth could 
not be dulled. Ever since she took shelter under the wings of Prince Ning's Mansion, Huo Yaohua had 
been worried about gains and losses in the past few months. She had lost the vigor of the "flag 
protector" under the King of Magic in the past, and she would definitely not escape the eyes of Wu 
Jihong. 


No matter how thoughtful Wu Jihong was, he would never have thought that Huo Yaohua's lack of 
energy was because she missed Jing Li. He also said that she was too comfortable in the palace, so her 
fighting spirit had slackened. 


Huo Yaohua heard King Shu's intention and had no choice but to follow Yan Qingtong alone. 


After returning to her old place in Jingzhou, Huo Yaohua's mood indeed improved. She recalled the days 
when she was roaming the rivers and lakes for bandits, how carefree and free she was. 


——Maybe, | can leave right now... 


During the journey, Huo Yaohua had the idea of escape more than once. 


——tThen, go find him... 


But every time she only smiled bitterly at herself and shook her head. She doesn't have the courage. 
Huo Yaohua knew deeply how much King Bo Longshu hated traitors. Especially after Mei Xinshu, Erhan 
and Han Sidao all died, if she also defected, it is not difficult to imagine how King Bolongshu would hunt 
her like crazy, even if he had to give up everything in the palace, he would not hesitate to do so. 


--And to escape the bite of the former Wudang "Brown Snake" assassin was something few people in 
the world could be sure of. 


Walking alone in the sky and the earth, Huo Yaohua still felt the invisible chain. 
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But Huo Yaohua has at least done one thing: she has given up her dependence on "Zhao Ling Dan" and 
other substance-transmitting drugs in the past few months. Now that she was outside, she didn't have 
to pretend to take medicine to deceive the king of tricks like she often had to do in the palace, and she 
felt even more relaxed. 


Following Yan Qingtong into Jiangling County today, Huo Yaohua was particularly vigilant. In the past, 
she had committed many mysterious crimes in the Jingzhou Mansion. She had killed countless police 
officers and thieves, including her toes. There was a huge pile of documents on sea arrests in the 
government office. In the Jingzhou area, her master Chu Langdao The base of the sect. After she killed 
her master and fled, she also killed several of her fellow sect members who were chasing her. This blood 
feud will never be forgotten easily... 


Thinking of this, Huo Yaohua pulled her headscarf lower again. She was not afraid of fighting her 
enemies, but that was not the purpose of her trip. 


She held the horse and continued to follow the crowd along the street. Yan Qingtong also went there. 
Although he had disappeared into the crowd, Huo Yaohua was not worried about losing him: when she 
saw such a battle on the street, she knew that the person Yan Qingtong was looking for had already 
arrived. 


Huo Yaohua was also very curious about this matter. She was born in Jingzhou's martial arts world, and 
she knew very well that there were very few famous sects here, and there were only a few true masters 
in the underworld - otherwise she, a woman, would not be able to stand out among them. What kind of 
guy is Yan Qingtong looking for? 


——Don’t be another bastard stinky man whose name is bigger than his reality... 


Huo Yaohua walked outside "Yuedong Building" and saw crowds of people surrounding several floors of 
the tall building. 


At the most crowded moment, Huo Yaohua sensitively realized something was wrong. 


Someone is watching her. 
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The cherry lips under the cloth smiled disdainfully. 


——Have you finally found it? ... 


At this moment, there was a loud bang above. The crowd below united and let out a roaring 
exclamation. 


An east-facing window on the second floor of "Yuedong Building" was smashed, and a black shadow 
violently fell down. 


OOOO 


No one could see how Guan Tuzi crashed through the window of "Yuedong Building" and fell out. 


Everything is like magic. 


When "Ghost Sword Chen" - that is, Xi Xiaoyan - jumped down from the table and jumped into the 
empty space between the two enemies, Guan Tuzi, who was sitting closest, had already secretly pulled 
out the A pair of butcher knives on the belt around his waist stalked him silently, intending to attack his 
opponent before he could stand firm. 


When Guan Tuzi attacked, his face, which was already deeply contoured, looked even more terrifying 
and sinister. He attacked first, not because he was the bravest of the six good men, but simply because 
he longed for blood on the knife. 


——The rumors in the alley are correct. Guan Tuzi is indeed carrying human lives, but the number is far 
more than people know. In the two years since he moved to Jiangling alone, there have been five 
unsolved murders in the city, which were actually committed by him. Among the dead were women and 
children. He is a bloodthirsty murderer. 


At that moment, Guan Tuzi was already in front of Xi Xiaoyan. The bone chopping knife in his right hand 
swung down from above, and the sharp knife in his left palm stabbed Xi Xiaoyan's abdomen fiercely at 
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the same time. Although Guan Tuzi has only practiced some rudimentary martial arts, he has been 
butchering for a living since he was young. He works with a knife every day. The strength and 
coordination he has developed are not inferior to those of martial arts swordsmen. 


At the moment when no one could see clearly, the bone chopping knife had already passed by Xi 
Xiaoyan's side. At the same time, the wrist-breaking knife below penetrated deeply into Guan Tuzi's own 
belly - he was still holding the knife in his left hand. The handle is like stabbing oneself suddenly! 


Xi Xiaoyan's torso moved again, and Guan Tuzi flew backwards, crashing through the window pane 
behind him and falling straight into the middle of the street! 


There were exclamations from the crowd outside. 


Next came the Hong brothers and Su Bajiao. Hong Xi and Hong Le had already overturned the table 
when Guan Tuzi launched his attack, trying to grab a ready advantage: If Guan Tuzi succeeded, they 
would punch "Ghost Sword Chen" a few more times to gain more. Merit and reputation; if Guan Tuzi 
misses, "Ghost Sword Chen" will definitely be distracted. They attack with four punches on the left and 
right, and the opponent will definitely be unable to parry! 


These twin brothers have been working together for a long time, so they naturally have the same mind. 
However, the beggar-like Su Bajiao also had the same thoughts as them, and also wanted to attack, and 
he happened to attack between the two brothers! 


However, none of the three people expected that Guan Tuzi would be defeated in half a breath! 


——How sacred is this "Ghost Sword Chen"? ... 


Now that they have jumped into the fighting circle, they have no choice - underworld thugs like them all 
rely on their reputation to survive. The three of them could only bite the bullet and attack "Ghost Sword 
Chen" with all their strength! 


The Hong brothers and Su Bajiao, who originally despised each other's efforts to get in the way, now 
cooperated with all their heart: Hong Xi swung a whip fist at Xi Xiaoyan's ear from the left; Hong Le 
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twisted around with his right and used A horizontal punch hooked his ribs; Su Ba in the middle kicked up 
his furry right leg, and struck Xi Xiaoyan's chin with the sole of his foot wearing a torn hemp shoe! 


——Su Baben is a disciple of the Hunan Beggar Clan. He has learned a lot of martial arts from the gang 
elders, and is especially good at leg kicks. This "Flying Sand Kick" kicked forward by leaping forward is 
full of fire. He was expelled from the beggar gang because of his lust, so he had to go north to Jingzhou, 
where he relied on intimidation and hard work to extort money and materials from others. 


The three people's offensive coordination was very good. Two punches and one kick sealed the front 
and sides of Xi Xiaoyan's body, leaving him with no other way but to retreat. This is exactly what the 
three of them planned: at least defeat "Ghost Sword Chen" for a while, and then see his path clearly! 


--But in the eyes of Xi Xiaoyan, the Wudang "Soldier's Crow Road" elite, these three combined attacks, 
the gap is as big as a ditch. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not retreat but advanced, and stepped diagonally to grab Hong Le's left outer door on the 
right. He tightened his belly and turned sideways, and the hook from the middle could only pass by his 
waist and abdomen; He circled down and slapped the outside of the elbow of Hong Le's horizontal 
punch. The heel of his palm took advantage of the movement of his waist and hips to push forward! 


——Xi Xiaoyan had previously used "Tai Chi" to transform his strength, and combined with the joint 
twisting and grappling skills, he stabbed Guan Tuzi fiercely and used the force of the knife to thrust it 
back into his belly. He then took advantage of the situation and used the "Shoulder Lean" move to hit 
him with strength. Fei; once this soft fist, which he had practiced hard recently, was used, Xi Xiaoyan still 
had not finished using it, so he started to use it again. 


Hong Le's horizontal fist was empty, but before he stopped, he felt a strong force coming from his elbow 
to push the boat along with the current, sending his fist forcefully to the side. Hong Le felt as if his whole 
body was in a strong whirlpool! 


He couldn't control it, so he was spun around by his fists. He lost his balance, and his body fell sideways, 
right into Su Ba's flying kick! 


Su Ba'an was about to cross his legs and kick high. Unexpectedly, Hong Le suddenly lost control and 


rushed towards him. The horizontal fist, which was mixed with the power of Hong Le's fist and Xi 
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Xiaoyan's palm, hit Su Ba's vital part in the crotch, Su Bajiao let out a scream. At the same time, Hong 
Le's body fell into his arms again, and the two of them tangled together! 


Hong Xi's whip fist came from the other side, but Xi Xiaoyan was no longer where he was. The one in 
that position was Hong Le, who was falling. Hong Xi's punch was not strong enough and hit his brother 
hard on the back of the head. Hong Le was holding Su Bajia in his arms. He hadn't yet fallen to the 
ground, but he had already turned his eyes and passed out! 


Before Hong Xi could retract his fist, he felt his chest and clothes tighten again, and he was violently 
grabbed by five fingers. Immediately afterwards, his left leg was swept away by the enemy with his foot 
bent inward. His body was like a doll, unable to resist. Throw it out! 


Hong Xi felt like the world was spinning. Before he could see where his opponent was, he felt a sharp 
and burning pain in his head, and he lost consciousness like his brother! 


It turned out that it was Li, the fifth man, the iron sweeper. He wanted to take advantage of the melee 
to attack "Ghost Sword Chen" from behind. He didn't care about accidentally injuring his own side, so he 
swung his iron rod and attacked with his little sweeper. Xi Xiaoyan was alert with his beast-like senses. 
He grabbed Hong Xishi, tripped him, and threw him in the direction of the iron attack. He used Hong Xi's 
head to block the fierce blow, and Hong Xi's head suddenly exploded with blood! 


Iron Sweeper Li failed to succeed in one blow, so he reorganized the blood-stained little sweeper and 
danced in a chain pattern in front of him. The sound of breaking wind produced by the high-speed swing 
was very astonishing. 


He was very confident in the Qimen weapon that he was famous for. Once the iron rod flower was 
unfolded, it was like a hurtful iron wall in front of him. Even if he could not defeat the enemy, he would 
be in an invincible position first. 


Xi Xiaoyan put down the absent-minded Hong Xi and stood in front of the iron sweeper Li with his left 
palm hanging down. His nose was only an inch away from where the iron sweeper bar passed. The 
strong wind generated by his swing blew the hair on his forehead. So close to this weapon, which was 
powerful enough to crack open monuments and rocks, Xi Xiaoyan remained unmoved. 
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Everyone around saw three evil spirits lying on the ground in a chain, and they were so shocked that 
they even stopped breathing. At this time, they knew that the rumors outside were true: this "Ghost 
Sword Chen" never drew his sword against the enemy, and only relied on boxing skills - and only with 
one hand! 


The skinny monkey-like iron sweeper Li is really dexterous. He moves his hands alternately and plays the 
little sweeper to perfection, without leaking any water. 


Li Zheng, the iron sweeper, paid full attention to the movements of "Ghost Sword Chen" and was about 
to use the sweeper to press the opponent step by step. However, he suddenly felt a shock to his face, 
and his nose seemed to explode in an instant! 


People around him couldn't see clearly what was going on. They could only see "Ghost Sword Chen" still 
standing there with his left hand hanging down. His figure had only moved a little bit, but lron Sweeper 
Li's nose had been broken and spurted blood! 


Xi Xiaoyan's move was completely devoid of any tricks. It only relied on superhuman speed and eyesight. 
He did not need to turn his waist to sit on the horse, but only relied on his shoulders, arms and wrists to 
throw a short punch, which hit the small sweep accurately. In the gap between Zi's swing, he retracted 
his fist very quickly, like taking a chestnut from the fire without hurting a single hair! 


——This kind of "innate power" of extraordinary speed is matched with the hands and eyes. Ordinary 
martial artists such as Tiesaozi Li and the Hong brothers cannot practice it in a lifetime, nor can they 
imagine it. 


—-—God is so unfair. But it is also a fact that no one can change. 


The iron sweeper Li was stunned by the blow. He could no longer control the small sweeper swinging at 
high speed and hit him on his shoulder. His bones immediately cracked and he fell to the ground 
screaming in pain. 


These few moves were so quick that even the cups and bowls that had been knocked to the ground 
after the two sides overturned the table had not stopped yet. Four people fell on the floor of the dining 
room on the second floor, and a big hole was opened in one of the windows. 
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The people watching in the hall felt as if they were seeing hallucinations in broad daylight. 


At this time, a person knelt down on his knees. It was Taoist Feng who was wearing a gorgeous Taoist 
robe. He had already taken his long sword off his back, but instead of drawing it, he held it in his hands 
and offered it to "Ghost Saber Chen". His Taoist robe was soaked with cold sweat, and his usually 
arrogant expression had disappeared. He lowered his head and did not dare to look at "Ghost Sword 
Chen". 


——Feng Daoren’s master was indeed a disciple of the Huashan Sword Sect. Decades ago, he went 
down the mountain to seek refuge because he could no longer endure the hard training. He changed his 
name and made a living by practicing some superficial Taoism in the market; 


Taoist Feng became his disciple when he was fifteen years old. He originally wanted to learn how to 
exorcise ghosts for a living, but unexpectedly he had some talent for swordsmanship. He had been 
traveling around the world for many years with a set of half-Huashan swordsmanship, but he had never 
tasted it before. What a loss, he also made a name for himself. 


——But he knew that he had met the real Buddha this time. That little piece of Huashan Sword is not 
worth as much as a hair on this man's head. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at the four people lying on the ground, and then at Daoren Feng. His face showed no 
interest, and he waved casually. 


Taoist Feng felt as if he was walking through the gates of hell. He hurriedly put his sword on the ground 
respectfully, kowtowed loudly, and ran towards the stairs in panic with a bruise on his forehead. 


As he walked up the stairs, he still couldn't help but think: How could such a person come to sucha 
place? ... 


——This is obviously not Xi Xiaoyan’s world. 


OOOO 
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Feng Daoren is not the first person to run away from "Yuedong Building”. 


In the back street of "Yuedong Building", Yan Qingtong and two bodyguards ran away like they were 
desperate, and the other two bodyguards followed quickly. 


Just before Xi Xiaoyan and Guan Tuzi fought, Yan Qingtong had taken advantage of everyone's attention 
and slipped away quietly with his men. Although he left "Yuedong Building" at this moment, he still 
didn't slow down for another two blocks. He dared to stop, panting and leaning on the corner, peeking 
to see if anyone was chasing him, his eyes filled with fear. 


The stone tiles on the wall were soaked with the cold sweat on his back. The heart in his chest was 
beating uncontrollably, as if it was about to explode at any moment. 


The two accompanying escorts had also met Xi Xiaoyan, a master of the Wudang Sect, in Xi'an. Their 
faces were as white as paper like Yan Qingtong's at this moment, and they looked as if they were lost. 


In that Xi'an battle, Yan Qingtong was the mastermind behind poisoning Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou. 
This was revealed on the spot. If Xi Xiaoyan saw him, he would not be spared - Yan Qingtong still 
remembers Xi Xiaoyan as a monster, and how his iron fists and saber had shaken all the major sects. 


The palace guards who followed Yan Qingtong and two other thieves were confused about the actions 
of Yan Qingtong and the others. Just when he was about to ask questions, Yan Qingtong suddenly used 
his strength on his back and jumped up from the wall. His strong body rushed towards the two of them, 
using his left and right hands at the same time. The "Eagle Catching" technique of the Xinyi Sect caught 
the two of them by the throat. After all, he was an "internal disciple" of the Xinyi Sect Headquarters, and 
the swiftness of his attack was beyond what these ordinary bandits could resist. The two of them had 
their throats pinched, causing unbearable pain. 


"Don't say it." Yan Qingtong had a gloomy look on his face and warned them word by word in a deep 
voice: 


"Everything you saw today, you are not allowed to say a word to anyone when you return to Nanchang! 


Do you understand? Our trip today was in vain and we will not see this 'Ghost Sword Chen 
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Da Dao Zhen Sword Hall Lecture - 32 


There is a distinction between "hard" and "soft" moves in martial arts. Generally speaking, those who 
actively suppress the opponent with strength and speed are called "hard", and those who use skills to 
relieve the force and then control the opponent are called "soft". However, if you study more deeply, 
you will understand that the two are not actually an objective and strict distinction. There is no 
"absolutely hard" or "absolutely soft" martial arts in the world, but some sects or technical styles are 
more biased towards one of them. Just as yin and yang in Tai Chi are one, hardness and softness are also 
relative concepts. 


All activities of the human body rely on muscle contraction to generate force. For contraction to be 
efficient, the muscles must first relax. In particular, the "fajin" (i.e. explosive power) of martial arts 
moves requires the maximum force to be produced in a very short period of time, and the muscles must 
first be unusually relaxed to achieve this - in other words, the power and speed of force are actually 
Produced by softness. For example, Shaolin boxing skills are famous for their strength in opening and 
closing, but the introductory exercises are the "Yi Jin Jing", which exercises the softness of the body's 
muscles and bones, for this reason. 


In the same way, softness cannot be separated from hardness. With the most ingenious technique of 
transforming strength and discharging moves, when an opportunity for attack is created, if there is no 
explosion that turns softness into strength, it will be like entering a treasure mountain and returning 
empty-handed, or even being taken advantage of by the opponent because of the missed opportunity. It 
can be seen from this that the offensive and defensive moves in martial arts are neither purely strong 
nor purely soft. 


Because the soft method often pays attention to more subtle movements and sensing skills, many 
people mistakenly believe that it is more "advanced" than the rigid method; 


Fierce moves are more likely to be associated with "crudeness" or "brute force", and many people can't 
help but depreciate them and even think that softness will always win over toughness. In fact, this is a 
big fallacy. The use of rigid methods also has its own skills. For example, some boxing methods are good 
at hitting hard and advancing. In fact, they pay attention to the posture of the body frame and directly 
breaking the posture at the best angle, which also requires the use of the brain. 


Softness can overcome hardness, and hardness can also overcome softness. It depends on the 
correspondence between the two sides during the competition. 


Therefore, there is an ideal state in martial arts called "hard and soft". This does not mean that every 
move is half hard and half soft, but it means that a martial artist can be "hard or soft" at any time, and 
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can change freely in response to the enemy's movement and situation. This state is like water. 
Sometimes it turns into violent waves that can capsize boats and crack rocks. Sometimes it is like 
running water seeping into the ground and entering the infinite. This is the ultimate. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 99 Chapter 2: Wolf Man and Wolf Woman 


A porcelain bottle broke on the ground, scattering a strong aroma of wine in the side room. 


"Bring me another bottle—no! Two bottles!" 


Wei Xianggui yelled outside the room in a slurred voice. 


He was holding a prostitute on each side, his body was swaying, his white face was already red from 
drinking. He was playing with a prostitute just now, and when he couldn't hold it steady he broke the 
wine bottle without even frowning. 


——Two months ago, Wei Xianggui could not smell such wine, let alone drink it. 


The large dining table in front of him was filled with dishes, fruits and several fine wines, enough to feed 
a dozen people at the table. The host, Zhao Heimian, paid for the food, drinks and women as a thank 
you for today's victory at "Yuedong Tower". Wei Xianggui knew very well that this victory allowed Zhao 
Heilian to seize huge benefits from the North Pier of Jiangling City. This kind of hospitality was only a 
drop in the bucket in comparison, so he was naturally not polite. 


The prostitute next to him fed him another drink. He licked his lips, looked across the dining table, 
frowned and shouted, "Who in the world would go to a brothel just to eat?" 


"I'm hungry. Have you forgotten? The day we met, we went to fight together because we were hungry." 


Xi Xiaoyan sat opposite Wei Xianggui, holding chopsticks in his left hand and picking up a piece of fish 
and putting it into his mouth. He was still wearing the same coarse cloth cloak that had been washed 
white. He didn't have the aura of going to a place like this to drink and have fun, and compared to Wei 
Xianggui's brocade-embroidered cotton robes, he was so far away that people at first glance thought 
that he was Wei Xianggui's servant. 
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——But the clothes Wei Xianggui wears, the money he spends, the food and wine he eats and drinks, 
the women he plays with... are all bought from Xi Xiaoyan's fist. 


Xi Xiaoyan still wrapped his right arm around his body and only used one left hand to eat. In the past, he 
was used to this in his daily life in Wudang Mountain: unlike his brother Xi Zhaoping, Xi Xiaoyan had 
been concerned about his unusual body since he was a child, and would rather hide his weird arm so 
that no one would notice it. Only during martial arts training and competitions would he forget about 
his shame and use his right hand to his heart's content. 


"I've never seen such an idiot." Wei Xianggui pinched the waist of the prostitute on the left, making her 
struggle and laugh. "If you don't drink this wine, it's for nothing." 


"You mind me." Xi Xiaoyan spat out the fish bones in his mouth: "| don't like drinking." 


Wei Xianggui looked carefully at Xi Xiaoyan's face, which seemed to be full of worries, which made him a 
little worried. Since they became partners in Gucheng, the places they visited along the way became 
more and more prosperous. The red envelopes they received every time they fought for others became 
heavier and heavier, and the word "Ghost Sword Chen" became more and more popular in Jingzhou 
Mansion. Loud. Wei Xianggui couldn't figure out how he could have such good luck. It was as if he 
suddenly got into a carriage running up the mountain so fast that he couldn't stop it. Naturally, he didn't 
want this fate to end suddenly. 


"Xiao Chen..." Wei Xianggui's face became serious: "Are you feeling uncomfortable? You might as well 
say that we are brothers." 


When Wei Xianggui asked, he actually felt a little guilty. He was thinking: Does Xiao Chen already know 
that | always pocket 70% to 80% of the money in the red envelope? ... 


When Xi Xiaoyan heard Wei Xianggui's casual words of "brother," his heart warmed and he remembered 
his deceased brother. 


He put down his chopsticks and looked at Wei Xianggui. Xi Xiaoyan grew up in Wudang Mountain since 
he was a child. This is the first time he has made friends with such a businessman. A man with a mouth 
like Wei Xianggui would probably not be able to survive even half an hour if he were placed in Wudang. 


Logically, Xi Xiaoyan would only have contempt for him; but these days, Xi Xiaoyan and he have become 
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unexpectedly close to each other. It was even easy for her to tell him her true feelings - although Xi 
Xiaoyan had not yet told him her true name and origin. 


——Perhaps it is precisely because Wei Xianggui is so different from the Wudang sect that it can make Xi 
Xiaoyan feel relieved. 


"Do you remember why | agreed to follow you to fight for others in the first place?" Xi Xiaoyan asked, "I 
mean, besides eating." 


"Of course | remember! You said you ran out alone to find someone." Wei Xianggui chewed the candy 

cake fed to him by the prostitute and said, "Although you don't know where they are, you believe that 

as long as you go to the bigger towns, you can find them." The louder the name, the easier it is to meet 
them." 


Xi Xiaoyan nodded. He knew nothing about the world outside Wudang, and this was the only way he 
could think of to find Jing Li and Hu Linglan. 


"That's right... In the past two months, | haven't been able to find anyone, but | seem to have gradually 
come to like this job... | mean, like today, beating those people." 


When Xi Xiaoyan said this, his eyes became brighter and his mouth smiled slightly. 


Hearing "Ghost Sword Chen" say so excitedly that he "likes to hit people", the two prostitutes felt chills 
in their hearts and their smiles were a little stiff. Wei Xianggui was a little stunned after hearing this. 


"You should know that | used to practice martial arts, right?" Xi Xiaoyan asked Wei Xianggui again. 


"Although you haven't said it, | can probably guess it." Wei Xianggui said, "That's strange. Isn't fighting a 


common occurrence for you?" 
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"| thought so at first. Ever since | could walk, | have been fighting with my fellow disciples there every 
day. Fighting with fists, feet and swords was as common to me as eating and drinking. But later | 
discovered that in Fighting inside is different from fighting outside." 


"How do you say that?" Wei Xianggui raised his eyebrows curiously. 


"About a year ago, my classmates and | went out for the first time and had a good fight with a foreign 
enemy." Xi Xiaoyan looked at the night outside the window of the wing: "How should | put it...it's like a 
pot of fire is burning in your heart. The fire never went out even after returning home. 


"| have never been able to figure out what happened. It was not until these two months of fighting that | 
finally understood: No matter how fiercely | fought with my classmates in the past, it was just for 
exercise, and | didn't really want to fight hard. | have no idea of killing my opponent, and | am not 
prepared to die if | lose. Although the guys | have beaten these days are a bunch of inferior trash 
compared to my former classmates, | feel different when fighting. " 


He looked at his fists and continued to smile and said, "I even feel that after fighting these trash for a 
while, | seem to have become stronger than before." 


Xi Xiaoyan now understood that he left Wudang at all costs not only to find Jing Li and Hu Linglan, but 
also for a deeper desire in his heart: to taste the different world under Wudang Mountain again. 


He knew that Jing Li could defeat him because he had set foot on this road earlier than him - the road 
where wild beasts forage for food in the wilderness to survive. 


Xi Xiaoyan is determined to cross the mountain of Jing Li and move forward indomitably. 


Unconsciously, he clenched his fists loudly. The prostitute was even more frightened after hearing this. 


Wei Xianggui laughed when he saw Xi Xiaoyan's enthusiastic expression. 
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——This guy turns out to be a madman. | don't have to worry about money anymore, because he 
doesn't care at all! 


Wei Xianggui slammed the table, stood up and had a drink. 


"Then | have to work hard and find more powerful opponents for you to help sharpen your 'Ghost 


Sword 


Compared with when he first met Xi Xiaoyan, Wei Xianggui's belly was slightly fatter, and his face was a 
bit flabby due to indulgence in drinking and drinking. His two big bags under the eyes showed deep 
shadows under the light. He didn't look like he was two years younger than Xi Xiaoyan. 


But at this moment, his eyes lit up again when he looked at Xi Xiaoyan. 


"| will keep fighting with you until one day, everyone will recognize that you are invincible in the world!" 


Hearing Wei Xianggui's words "Invincible", Xi Xiaoyan was stunned. He suddenly missed Wudang 
Mountain. 


——But | will never go back. 


Xi Xiaoyan stretched out his palm and shook Wei Xianggui's hand. 


Looking at Xi Xiaoyan's appearance, Wei Xianggui grinned brightly with his teeth wide open. 


——When you are invincible in the world, my pocket will be filled with money from all over the world! 


"But before you become invincible, you have to rest!" Wei Xianggui's smile suddenly turned cunning, 
and he suddenly pushed the prostitute on the right towards Xi Xiaoyan! 
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Xi Xiaoyan naturally made a circle with his left hand, caught the young prostitute's fall, and hugged her 
waist. 


This girl is in her late teens and pretty, and her whole body exudes an aura that makes men's hearts 
flutter. After all, Xi Xiaoyan was full of energy. He suddenly hugged this soft and plump body, and his 
heart couldn't help but tremble. 


——Especially when a woman is so readily available, it is even harder for a man to resist. 


Although the prostitute was a little afraid of Xi Xiaoyan, she had been living in the world for a while, and 
when she was held by Xi Xiaoyan, she naturally showed a long-practiced smile to welcome guests. 


When Xi Xiaoyan saw her expression less than a foot away, his heart suddenly became cold. He gently 
pushed the prostitute away from his arms with his left palm. 


He hates prostitutes. But the reason is not moral, or they dislike them for being unclean. 


Although Xi Xiaoyan grew up in Wudang Mountain, which is like a wolf pen, he often missed his mother, 
whom he had never met, as a child. This was just natural. 


He was not very sensible when his father Xirele died. He only later heard intermittently from his brother 
and a few surviving believers about how his father forced his wives and concubines to take strong drugs 
and prompted them to give birth to monsters. 


Xi Xiaoyan's biological mother died a few days after giving birth to him because her body was drained of 
energy by drugs. 


Xi Xiaoyan naturally resents his father who has no memory; but he also hates his mother. 


——Can’t you resist him? Why would you give in to such a man so easily and even give him your own 
life? 


1686 


The prostitute's smile just touched the disgust deep in his heart. 


——This is why Xi Xiaoyan was attracted to a strong woman like Hu Linglan with just one glance. 


Xi Xiaoyan picked up the long knife with a rattan handle placed beside the dining table and hung it on his 
back. He smiled at Wei Xianggui and said, "You're right. | want to rest and go back to the inn first. You 
can have fun." 


Wei Xianggui shrugged. Such a weirdo had never been seen before, and there was nothing he could do 
about it. 


——It doesn't matter...he will definitely change gradually. To this day, | have yet to meet a man who 
cannot be changed by women, money and wine! 


Xi Xiaoyan pulled up his cloak and hood and walked towards the door. 


Wei Xianggui called after him: "Don't forget, there will be another fight in Shatou City in four days! | 
have already negotiated with the contact person today. | will go there tomorrow to take care of things. 
You have to rest first and come back the next day. ! I’ve already hired the car, so just keep your spirits 
up!” 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't look back, just waved his hand to indicate that he heard, then opened the door and 
went out. 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan left the alley where the brothel was and walked into the center of the wide night street. 
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It was getting late at night, and most of the shops on the street were closed, with only a few taverns still 
lighting up their lanterns. Although the sky was clear and clear that night, it was already February 17th, 
and the weak moon cast a faint light on the city, which was not very bright. 


Xi Xiaoyan wrapped himself in a cloak and walked towards the north of the street against the cold wind. 


After walking only a few steps, he noticed a figure approaching from the front of the silent street, and 
the slow sound of horse hooves could be heard. 


He was a tall, gaunt traveler, with his head and face wrapped in a cloth, holding a long box-like thing in 
his right hand, and leading a horse in his left hand, walking towards Xi Xiaoyan. 


Although it was dark night, Xi Xiaoyan could tell from the figure that she was a woman, and her gait was 
quite moving. 


——ls it a wandering warbler? Or a prostitute on her way home? Why are you holding a horse? ... 


Xi Xiaoyan was less than twenty steps away from the woman, and was wondering where she was 
coming from. When he looked carefully, he discovered that she was not the only one approaching. 


Behind the woman and in the alleys to the left and right, there were people following her, and there 
were quite a few of them. 


——ls he a thief? Want to rob her at night? 


After this period of experience, Xi Xiaoyan knew that the larger and more prosperous the town, the 
more such robbery and theft activities. He had seen it twice with his own eyes. 


Looking at the figure of the woman getting closer and closer, anger arose in Xi Xiaoyan's heart. This 
group of guys hiding in the dark streets reminded him of his father: he also preyed on weak women. 
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He never thought about "acting chivalrously and doing justice". All he knows is that when he sees 
someone he hates, he wants to beat him up! 


Finally he walked a few steps in front of the woman. Xi Xiaoyan looked through the hood and stared at 
the pair of beautiful eyes exposed between the other person's face scarf. 


--What a nice view. 


"You are being followed." Xi Xiaoyan kept his walking posture unchanged and lowered his voice to warn 
the woman: "Don't be afraid. But don't walk around. Just walk up behind me like this. Let me deal with 
it." 


Those charming eyes lit up and looked surprised. She still walked calmly, holding the big brocade box in 
her hand, holding the horse's rein, and walking forward as usual. 


There was a smile underneath the face scarf. 


Huo Yaohua never thought that Xi Xiaoyan would speak to her like this. 


Ever since she saw that scene on Dongtou City Street in the afternoon, Huo Yaohua no longer paid 
attention to the whereabouts of Yan Qingtong, but became interested in this "Ghost Sword Chen", so 
she followed him to Liuxiang, Huajie. Xi Xiaoyan entered the brothel, and it was inconvenient for her to 
approach, so she had to wander on the street. 


Huo Yaohua followed him out of curiosity and wanted to know who "Ghost Sword Chen" was. Why did 
Yan Qingtong escape from "Yuedong Building" as if he had seen a ghost? 


Meanwhile, Huo Yao Hua realizes that she has been targeted by her old enemies, so she has been 
walking around the crowded streets in the neighborhood - she knows that there must be officials among 
the other party's men, and in order not to affect the innocents, they won't try to catch her in the busy 
city. 
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Now that the night is getting deeper and the streets are getting quieter and quieter, she knows that she 
can't delay it for long, and is preparing to solve the problem on the street - at this moment, as long as 
she strengthens her arms and fingers, the brocade box with the big saw knife hidden in her arms will 
broken. 


Then at this moment, she saw "Ghost Sword Chen" coming out. 


—-—lIt’s just right, let’s borrow them to try and see how much this person weighs! 


Huo Yaohua walked towards Xi Xiaoyan, ready to talk to him. It doesn't matter what she says, the 
important thing is to make the dogs following behind think that he is her companion in Jiangling City. 
"Ghost Sword Chen" will definitely be involved in the battle, and she can take a good look at what he 
has. How capable, killing two birds with one stone. 


But she didn't expect that Xi Xiaoyan spoke to her first and wanted to protect her after hearing his tone. 


As the two passed each other, Huo Yaohua took advantage of the moonlight and saw Xi Xiaoyan's face 
under the cloak. 


Xi Xiaoyan was already preparing for battle, his thick eyebrows frowning together, and his eyes radiating 
a fierce light like a violent beast. 


He crossed Huo Yaohua. She couldn't help but look back at the figure. 


Xi Xiaoyan was actually a little shorter than Huo Yaohua, but his generous back seemed to be able to 
carry both of her. Every step he took felt as heavy as crushing something. 


This kind of heroic aura that naturally exuded without pretense was very much like another man she 
had seen. 


Because of this miraculous similarity, Huo Yaohua gave up the idea of showing her sword and stopped 
motionless behind him. 
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"You bastards, come out!" Xi Xiaoyan shouted in the middle of the street. 


The group of people who were following her had long wanted to take action against Huo Yaohua. Seeing 
that she had an extra companion, they had no hesitation at all. They all ran out of the darkness of the 
streets and alleys - they were afraid that Huo Yaohua had other companions or subordinates to catch 
her. Come on, why not take advantage of the overwhelming numerical advantage now and fight quickly! 


Nearly ten or twenty people suddenly appeared on the street, all of them standing upright and tough, 
each carrying different weapons in their hands, as well as long forks and lashings used to catch theft. 


——Although, they actually had no intention of keeping Huo Yaohua alive. 


Huo Yaohua saw three of the figures that were particularly familiar, and recognized them all at a glance 
as former friends of the Chu Lang Sword Sect. The leader is about forty years old, with slightly gray hair 
on both sides of his hair. He is holding a heavy double-pointed machete with an iron ring in his hand. He 
is Fan Yu, the owner of the Chulang sect's Hupankou branch, "Xiang Lei Dao". He is a brother-in-law with 
Huo Yaohua's master and former master Su Qishan, and he is one of the top masters in the sword sect. 
The two juniors of the Chu Lang Sword Sect beside him were disciples from the local Jiangling. After 
completing their skills, they each served as the chief guardians of the wealthy households in the city, 
and their abilities were also outstanding among their fellow sects. 


Fan Yu happened to have something to do in Jiangling County in the past few days. It was he who 
recognized Huo Yaohua, the traitor who killed Senior Brother Su. After missing for several years, he 
appeared in broad daylight on the streets of Dongtou City, so he immediately notified the city. The 
fellow disciples here gathered people. 


At this moment, among the eighteen heroes who want to surround and kill Huo Yaohua, five of them 
are martial arts people in Jiangling County. Three of them come to help because of their friendship with 
the Chulang Sword Sect, and the other two are fighting for Huo Yaohua. They took action because of the 
reward of 500 taels of silver; the others were experts in the local government's arrests, including the 
famous Jingzhou Prefecture arrester Li Shenglong. Li Shenglong once captured and killed Huo Yaohua's 
three horse thieves, but he was never able to catch the leader of the thieves, which has been a regret 
for several years. 
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——| finally caught you tonight. 


Li Shenglong had long drawn out his broad-bladed waist knife, and wore a large, thick, round shield on 
his left hand. It was his unique skill of "horse-killing sword" that had shocked the underworld for many 
years. Four of his subordinates died at the hands of Huo Yaohua's gang of thieves, and his hatred for the 
female demon star was no less than that of Fan Yu. 


After the eighteen people emerged from the dark night, three more police officers rushed to join them 
carrying large lanterns. They were responsible for lighting up the surrounding streets to prevent thieves 
from escaping in the darkness. 


In order to follow Huo Yaohua, all the officials present were not wearing uniforms. Therefore, Xi Xiaoyan 
did not see their identities and only thought that they were all thieves and strongmen. 


Fan Yu and Li Shenglong had long wanted to cut Huo Yaohua into pieces with a thousand knives, and 
now it was clear that they were about to start a fight. They didn't say anything more, straightened up 
their swords, and ran straight towards Huo and Xi! 


They did not expect Huo Yaohua to surrender. 


The cold dark street was instantly filled with a surge of murderous intent. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not look back at Huo Yaohua, but secretly untied the cloth wrapping his right arm under 
the cloak. 


——He could see that these enemies at this moment were different from the guys he fought at the 
restaurant during the day. It can't be solved by just relying on one-handed boxing. 


"Girl, | look a little weird, don't be scared." 


1692 


Xi Xiaoyan stretched out his right arm from under his cloak and reached behind his back. He pulled off 
the cloth bag wrapping the handle of the knife and held the long handle wrapped with vines with his five 
fingers. 


Huo Yaohua looked at Xi Xiaoyan from behind and reached out to hold the handle. For a moment, she 
felt that his posture was a bit strange, but she couldn't tell what was wrong. 


Xi Xiaoyan drew out the long blade that reflected the light of the lantern. 


——This is the first time he has drawn a sword since Wudang Mountain in private. 


When Xi Xiaoyan completely unsheathed his long sword and placed it sideways by his side, Huo Yaohua 
finally saw clearly what was strange about him. 


Fan Yu and other men in front also saw at the same time: 


——How can anyone in the world have such long arms? 


This unusual body had the effect of intimidating the enemy even before he made a move. Although the 
ten or so policemen present were already handpicked by the government and had rich experience in 
killing thieves, and a few of them were from famous martial arts sects, they could not help slowing 
down a little when they saw this strange figure in front of them. 


Among the arresters, only Li Shenglong was still rushing to the front holding a shield. He has been in the 
public domain for more than 20 years, and he has seen all kinds of weird tricks used by bandits, 
including those who pretend to be gods and ghosts, taking advantage of the superstitious mentality of 
the public to evade capture. He was convinced that the person in front of him suddenly stretched out 
this strange hand, which was just a cover-up. 


——A guy who can play this kind of thing is unlikely to be that strong in martial arts! See if | don’t kill 
you! 


1693 


As for Fan Yu, two juniors of the Chu Lang Sword Sect, and five martial arts assistants, only Huo Yaohua 
was in their eyes. They followed Li Shenglong in a hurry, preparing to cross over as soon as he entangled 
the weirdo. All eight of them together Go ahead and swear to chop off that witch’s head! 


Staring at the oncoming nine people, Xi Xiaoyan raised the long knife as if on his shoulder. His posture 
was unremarkable, just like a woodcutter trying to chop down a tree. 


A strange smile appeared on his lips. 


——Master, now | understand how you felt when you went to Guanzhong alone that day. So happy. 


Behind him, Huo Yaohua felt an overflowing Qi radiating from Xi Xiaoyan's shoulders and back, making 
people feel that his whole body seemed to have suddenly become taller. 


Originally, she was also secretly on guard just in case. The five fingers of her right hand were already 
pressed on the brocade box, ready to penetrate the box at any time and hold the handle of the knife 
inside. 


But now she knew it wasn't necessary. 


Li Shenglong raised his shield to protect the upper and middle sections. The sword behind his shield was 
secretly preparing to strike at the enemy's knees and legs. Li Snenglong was born in Yuezhou Ditangmen, 
and his signature skill of "horse-killing sword" is the longest attack in the low lane. Leg-cutting moves 
with a low angle are inherently difficult to guard against. In addition, the sword is covered by a shield 
when it is released, which delays the opponent's ability to see the sword's power, increasing the chance 
of hitting the target. The biggest weakness of attacking from the bottom is that the vital points of the 
head and neck above oneself are greatly exposed. However, with the big and thick shield as a shield, 
there is no such worry. 


——Famous catcher Li Shenglong often uses the leg-cutting knife move. Another special reason is that 
this move is less fatal, but one blow is enough to destroy the opponent's ability to resist and escape, and 
can easily capture the thief alive. 
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When Fan Yu saw Li Shenglong's steady and flawless stance, he sped up and rushed to his right, using Li 
Shenglong's vine shield to open a path so that he could reach Huo Yaohua. 


Suddenly Fan Yu seemed to see lightning. Thunder was also heard. 


——But unlike God’s thunder, the sound and light of this thunder and lightning are actually 
synchronized. 


In the dark street, Fan Yu couldn't see clearly what happened. He only knew that with a loud bang, 
something came from his left side. Fan Yu didn't even have time to dodge, not to mention using his 
double-edged knives to fight! 


Under the heavy impact, Fan Yu felt his left shoulder bone burst with pain, but the impact of the object 
did not stop, and continued to press against him, causing him to fall sideways! 


Fan Yu fell to the ground in embarrassment and rolled around before he could kneel down. He did not 
forget to wrap the knife around his forehead in case an enemy took the opportunity to attack, and then 
he calmed down to see what was coming from the impact: 


It was Li Shenglong. The shield in his hand was deeply marked by a knife mark! 


When Li Shenglong fell, his head and face hit Fan Yu's shoulder. After he landed on the ground, his head 
was shattered and his eyes couldn't even tell the direction. After all, this big head catcher had rich 
experience. Knowing that he was in a life-and-death crisis, he naturally raised his life-saving shield again 
to protect his head and face. 


Another flash of lightning and thunder. This time the light flashed in the opposite direction. 


The rattan card was hit ten feet away by a strong force. Li Shenglong's left arm could not withstand the 
impact, and his elbow joint was dislocated on the spot! 
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Although Li Shenglong's arm was injured, he still had his right waist sword, but his enemy's fierce and 
unparalleled sword move was really too shocking, and the tough rattan card, which should be 
invulnerable to swords and spears and able to withstand everything, was so unbearable that he was 
suddenly in a state of confusion and stayed at the scene. 


"Captain Li!" Fan Yu shouted urgently behind him. He was about to raise his knife to save him, but from 
behind he saw the cap on Li Shenglong's head explode, shooting out a bunch of blood! 


After Li Shenglong fell down, Xi Xiaoyan's figure suddenly appeared in front of Fan Yu. The strange arm 
held the blood-stained sword diagonally, with a very calm posture, as if no move had been made. 


——It can be seen that the fierce slash just now was as light as a piece of cake to him. 


Fan Yu couldn't believe that the situation tonight had turned out this way. The reputation of the Chulang 
Sword Sect has been greatly damaged since Huo Yaohua, the traitorous disciple who killed his master, 
has been intensified in training in the past few years in order to avenge this great revenge and cleanse 
the sect's reputation. Now the enemy is close at hand, but he encountered such a terrifying wall. 


——This kind of master will never appear out of thin air! What is his background? How did the witch get 
to know him? ... 


"What...your Excellency..." Fan Yu stretched out his palm to signal Xi Xiaoyan to pause, wanting to know 
the details of the other party first. 


But as soon as Xi Xiaoyan killed someone, his blood boiled all over his body. He took a big step forward 
and crossed Li Shenglong's body. 


Unexpectedly, Fan Yu ignored the other party and took a step back, wielding the hoop machete, and 
formed a line with the two juniors on his left and right to welcome Xi Xiaoyan's arrival. The other five 
martial arts comrades were shocked on the spot and stayed far behind, daring not to step forward. 


No matter how many people there are, in Xi Xiaoyan's eyes, they are all the same. 
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He suddenly accelerated his pace, raised his saber with his right hand, and with the momentum of 
stepping and turning his waist, the "Yangji Saber" once again slashed horizontally! 


Xi Xiaoyan's move combined with the long-armed "Anode Knife" is terrifying in two ways: 


First, the arm has one more joint than normal, and the strength is multiplied by another layer, producing 
unusual and domineering power; 


The second is the weird attack distance. Generally, experienced warriors will measure the opponent's 
height and standing position when judging the distance between ourselves and the enemy. However, 
Xixi Xiaoyan is not tall, and his right arm is very long, so it is very easy for his opponent to have a wrong 
impression of the distance and misjudge. 


At this moment, the swordsman of the Chu Lang Sect standing on the far left was precisely because Xi 
Xiaoyan was still far away when he launched his attack, so he thought he could dodge by stepping back 
and leaning back, but unexpectedly, the "Yangji Sword" whipped up a strong wind and slashed at him. 
The first two inches of the tip of the knife cut into his chest, and a bloody gash was cut horizontally! 


"The blade was so powerful that it was not blocked by the body of the swordsman, and the blade 
continued to slash towards Fan Yu who was standing in the middle! 


Fan Yu wielded the double-tip machete vertically, pressed his left hand on the guard of the blade to 
apply more force, lowered his legs into a horse stance, and resisted the remaining power of this "Anode 
Knife"! 


Under the fierce blow, the iron ring on Fan Yu's machete made a sharp tremolo. 


The "Anode Knife" was so strong that it pressed the back of the machete between Fan Yu's shoulder, 
neck and collarbone. Fan Yu only felt pain in his heart, but he did use his body to block the attack! 


Taking advantage of Fan Yu's rare opportunity, the other uninjured Chu Lang sent a swordsman standing 
on the right and rushed towards Xi Xiaoyan decisively! 


——tThe opponent's long-range sword move is too powerful. Only by attacking at close range can we 
have any hope of victory! 
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The swordsman put the single sword in his arms, pressed the back of the sword tightly with his left 
hand, pointed the tip of the sword between Xi Xiaoyan's chest and abdomen, and rushed in with his 
whole body to dig the knife in! 


But when he rushed closer, his eyes met Xi Xiaoyan's. 


In an instant, he saw: Xi Xiaoyan's eyes changed from as fierce as fire to as calm as still water. 


Then he felt that the blade that was thrust out by his hand was only halfway out when he was pulled by 
a force and suddenly lost control and tilted to the ground. 


The knife hand was led by this strike and could not stop his steps, and his body still rushed towards Xi 
Xiaoyan. 


After Xi Xiaoyan used his left hand "Tai Chi" to soften the palm and used strength to bring the knife 
away, he turned his waist back and forth again, exhaled sharply and exerted his strength, then leaned 
forward and pushed his elbow close to his body, crashing into the chest of the swordsman! 


This elbow combined with the momentum of the knife hand running forward, Shen Xiong was like an 
iron cone. The knife hand's sternum and several ribs were broken in one go, and the whole person 
threw up blood and flew backwards! 


Fan Yu, whose collarbone was pressed by the two knives, wanted to take the opportunity to get away, 
but found that the opponent's long knife still did not relax its strength - while Xi Xiaoyan's left arm was 
using "Tai Chi" to absorb the energy, his right arm remained With the power of fierce suppression, this 
left and right multi-purpose, which is a step further than his brother's "Liangyi Tribulation Fist"! 


Fan Yu's feet were nailed to the spot, and when he had nowhere to escape, Xi Xiaoyan came again. 


Xi Xiaoyan's left hand twirled in front of his chest as if holding a ball, and the arm that was originally 
bent into an elbow shot instantly stretched and bounced out, and his fist and arm surged towards Fan 
Yu's door like a wave! 
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——This soft fist with powerful "Beng Pai" is similar to his brother's "Whip Fist". The difference is that 
"Whip Fist" is swung horizontally from the side, while "Beng Pai" is coming from the center ina straight 
line. . 


With the blow of "Beng Chui", Fan Yu's nose was broken, and blood came out of his ears and eye 
sockets. Because his head was violently thrown back, he was immediately unconscious, and his whole 
body collapsed under the Xixiaoyan knife! 


The swordsman of the Chu Lang faction who was first hit with a horizontal slash in the chest fell to the 
ground just now. The knife was as deep as the bone, and he kept screaming and rolling with his heart 
filled with blood. 


The remaining dozen or so people were frightened into a daze by this tumultuous fight. One of the 
warriors who wanted to take the reward even dropped his halberd and fell to the ground. 


Huo Yaohua, who was standing behind Xi Xiaoyan, was equally surprised. 


She was not the same Huo Yaohua as she was three or four years ago. Having absorbed the Wudang 
techniques taught by the King of the Dragon Warriors, her saber skills were no longer the same, and she 
was confident enough to take on Fan Yu and the others on her own. 


But she wasn't sure she could do it like Xi Xiaoyan, who defeated three swordsmen of the Chulang sect 
in a row - including Fan Yu, who was recognized as a gatekeeper within the sect. 


—— Originally | just wanted to see how much he weighed... Unexpectedly... 


Huo Yaohua was not even sure: Who would win in a duel between Bolongshu King Wu Ji Hong and this 
person? 


At this time, a guard raised the trembling lantern and saw Xi Xiaoyan's clothes and appearance clearly, 
and his eyes widened in panic. Just because this officer had also been to Dongtou City Street in the 
afternoon. 
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"Ghost... ghost... ghost..." He kept repeating one word in fear, unable to complete the entire sentence. 


In this dark street filled with the smell of blood, everyone suddenly felt horrified when they heard this 
word. 


| don't know who was the first to scream "Wow", and more than a dozen people immediately ran away, 
even the dead and injured on the ground were abandoned. 


The lantern left by the officer burned on the ground, making Xi Xiaoyan's blood-stained face look even 
wilder. 


He dragged the long knife and looked back at Huo Yaohua. 


Huo Yaohua still held the horse and stood there, staring at Xi Xiaoyan with her bright eyes, whose 
murderous aura had not disappeared, her eyes were very excited. 


It was still cold in the middle of the night in early spring, but Huo Yaohua felt a burning sensation inside 
her body. Her arms unconsciously hugged the brocade box containing the sword tighter. 


Her heart seemed to be on fire by Xi Xiaoyan's knife. In the darkness, his vigorous spirit was as bright as 
the sun. 


——Also strong, the gloomy temperament of King Bolong Shu is as different as heaven and earth from Xi 
Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan saw her look and mistakenly thought that she was frightened by the fierce bloody battle just 
now. His face immediately softened, and he immediately took off the scabbard from behind and put 
away the long knife. 
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"It's okay." Xi Xiaoyan said as he carried the knife. He spoke softly because he still thought Huo Yaohua 
was an ordinary prostitute. 


——Xi Xiaoyan has not been deeply involved in the world, but his martial arts is extremely high. 
Therefore, he has no idea that warriors like Fan Yu and Li Shenglong are no longer ordinary people in the 
world, and he has no idea that if they are really thieves, they can be tempted to attack. Huo Yaohua is 
definitely not simple. 


Huo Yaohua had a strong impulse and wanted to bring out the big saw blade immediately and compete 
with the man in front of her. 


"Are you still scared?" Xi Xiaoyan asked again with concern. "Those guys probably don't dare to come 
back...but I'd better give you a ride. Where are you going?" 


After hearing these words, Huo Yaohua's palm, which was about to take out the knife, immediately 
dropped. She slowly pulled out a silk scarf from her waist and handed it to Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't know why, but when he saw the woman still staring at his face, he reached out and 
touched it, only to realize that her cheeks were covered with splashes of blood. 


"No need." Xi Xiaoyan reached out and wiped away the blood stains with his coarse cloth sleeve. 
Looking at those beautiful eyes, he felt a little uncomfortable. He pulled up the hood of the cloak again 
and said softly: "Let's go." 


Huo Yaohua thought for a while and then pulled the horse along the street. After the battle, Xi Xiaoyan 
felt ashamed of his right arm again, immediately put it under his cloak, and then followed her. 


The swordsman from the Chu Lang Sect at the back was still moaning in pain in a pool of blood, but as 
the two walked away, the sound gradually became quieter, and the only sound left on the quiet street 
was the sound of pacing horses' hooves. 


Huo Yaohua peeked at Xi Xiaoyan beside her. Although Xi Xiaoyan covered her face with a cloak, the way 
she walked with her chest held out was as if she was walking in the hall of her own home. Her 
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temperament once again reminded her of the Jing crack that she had been worrying about day and 
night. 


Although he was only a short-term substitute, Xi Xiaoyan was by his side and still made Huo Yao's heart 
flutter. 


She thought back: How many years has it been since she walked side by side with a man like this? ... 


Such a simple thing is actually an unattainable luxury for today's devil Huo Yaohua. 


——What’s the point of all my years of struggle and fighting in the end? ... 


At the same time, Huo Yaohua's tall figure and the delicate fragrance of her female body carried by the 
wind also reminded Xi Xiaoyan of Hu Linglan. 


He violated the command of the master and ran away privately, and went through many trials. He only 
wanted to meet Hu Linglan again, but he never thought about: What should he do after seeing her? 


——Since she is following Jing Li, | am probably an enemy in her eyes, right? | did almost behead her to 
death that time... | was definitely going to kill Jing Li. What will she think of me next? ... 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't know what to do. Even if Hu Linglan was right in front of him, he didn't know it. 


But he still simply wanted to see her. 


In this dark night, both of them were thinking about the other person because of the other's existence, 
and a similar sadness arose in their hearts. 


Because of this sadness, they suddenly no longer wanted to walk side by side with each other. 
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Just then a light appeared in front. It was an inn that still had vacancies, with lanterns hanging outside 
the door. 


Huo Yaohua said nothing and pointed to the inn. 


"Are you going to live here?" Xi Xiaoyan breathed a sigh of relief: "Then | will send you here." 


After he said that, he turned around and left. 


Huo Yaohua didn't really stay in this inn. She just wanted to find an excuse to break up with him. Since 
there was nowhere else to go, she led the horse towards the inn. 


Halfway through, she couldn't help but look back at this "Ghost Sword Chen". 


Xi Xiaoyan's lone wolf-like back was about to blend into the dark night. 


Huo Yaohua knew that she had been very similar to him in the past. 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan could not have imagined that that night would be the last time he spoke to Wei Xianggui. 


Three days later, he arrived in Shatou City by carriage. The Baili Gang who met Feng did not take him to 
the place where the fight would be negotiated, but took him to Yizhuang where the corpse was 
morgueed. 


There, Xi Xiaoyan saw a body covered in blood. The facial bones were beaten and deformed. 


"It was...'Xiliao' did it..." they told Xi Xiaoyan in horror. 
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The so-called "Xiliao" is the name given to the area in the southern part of Jingzhou Prefecture for the 
gangster forces that flowed from the west. They come from the west of Yuezhou and even Shizhouwei. 
They are attracted by the wealth here. They are scattered in many counties and form gangs. There is no 
strict organization. However, because they are outsiders, they act fiercely and brutally, and they are not 
preachy at all. rules. Among them are many barbarians from Shizhou with strong natures, and the local 
gangs are also afraid of them. 


The Xiliao people in Shatou City established their own Hutan Gang in the town. Although there were 
only a few dozen members, they were aggressive and not afraid of death, and other gangs also avoided 
it. The Shatou Baili Gang hired "Ghost Sword Chen" this time not to do with the Hutan Gang, but to 
settle disputes between the other two gangs. Unfortunately, after Wei Xianggui arrived and negotiated 
the remuneration, he was suddenly happy again. While having fun at a brothel in town, they met a 
leader of the Hutan Gang. The two had a quarrel over a young prostitute. The Hutan Gang members 
surrounded and beat Wei Xianggui without saying a word or asking who he was, killing him on the spot. 
Beat him to death and throw them into the pile of rotten vegetables in the nearby market... 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Wei Xianggui's body quietly and remained motionless. None of the Baili Gang 
members around him dared to leave or speak. 


He kept staring at Wei Xianggui's miserable face after being beaten. 


This is his first friend in his life. 


Until it was dark, he suddenly squatted down, picked up the steamed buns for the memorial ceremony, 
gnawed three of them in one breath, and drank all the sacrificial wine. 


"Take me there." Xi Xiaoyan said calmly, while taking off the long knife on his back. 


Under the candlelight, the Baili Gang members saw that the back of "Ghost Sword Chen" seemed to be 
exuding a layer of mist-like aura. 


Yizhuang, which was already gloomy, felt even more chilly. 
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"|,..we..." the Baili Gang said timidly: "I didn't even bring any weapons...let us first..." 


"No need." Xi Xiaoyan's voice was equally cold and inhuman: "You can just lead the way. | will go in 
alone." 


OOOO 


The Hutan Gang's home base is in Wendeli, west of Shatou City. It was originally a dilapidated and 
vacant old granary. After they migrated here, they occupied it as a settlement and gave it a prestigious 
name, "Xi Yi Tang". 


The Baili Gang took Xi Xiaoyan to the outside of Wendeli, but they saw the dark night above reflecting 
the dancing red light, and they could tell at a glance that there were fierce flames burning in the alley. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't wait for anyone to show him the way. He pulled out the long knife from its sheath with 
his long right hand and ran into the alley with heavy and fierce steps. The tip of the knife scraped the 
wall and drew sparks. 


His eyes and face were full of hatred that was about to explode. 


But all he found was the "Xiyi Hall" that had been burned to the point that the roof was about to 
collapse, and a few corpses strewn about in the streets in front of the hall. 


These corpses all had brutal and shocking knife wounds. 


A figure stood outside the fire scene, looking up at the fiercely dancing flames, with an expression like a 
child admiring the festival fireworks. 


On this man's shoulder rested a large knife with a broad blade, one section of the blade had serrations, 
and a large lock of human hair hung from the end of the handle, dyed dark red with blood. 
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The blade of the broadsword was covered with blood. 


When Xi Xiaoyan saw the graceful figure in front of the fire, he was stunned for a moment, and the 
murderous intention that had been filled with him disappeared without a trace. 


The woman turned her face to Xi Xiaoyan and looked at him with charming eyes. 


--Of course, he still remembers these eyes. 


This time, Huo Yaohua no longer wears a mask, showing him her snow-white and gorgeous face. 


"This is to repay you for the favor you did last time. She smiled and said softly. 


At this moment, Xi Xiaoyan forgot why he came here, and just looked at Huo Yao Hua's beautiful gesture 
of holding the saber. It was because she was too similar to the woman he had been searching for. 


Huo Yaohua looked at Xi Xiaoyan for a while by the light of the fire and made a big decision in her heart. 
She smiled sweetly. 


"We have both killed for each other, our destinies are linked." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 100 Chapter 3: Bee Sting 


The Six Thieves Who Broke the Door 


On a tattered piece of paper that looked like a temple charm, these four large, scrawled characters were 
written horizontally. Immediately below are four lines of small print: 


"The evil sect pretends to be a famous family 


Relying on murder and plunder, robbing the people to enrich themselves 


A swarm of snakes and rats, committing adultery and immorality 


The evil deeds are so sinister that they deserve to be punished ten times." 


This kind of denunciation of the "six thieves who broke into the house" was plastered on the walls of the 
surrounding houses and shops on Lihua Lane in the south of Linjiang City. Most of them were soaked by 
the drizzle and mist in March, and some of them fell off and drifted with the breeze. Shaking lightly, 
some scattered in the puddle and merged into a ball. 


It was clearly broad daylight in the afternoon, but the streets of Lihua Lane were deserted. Not only 
were all the vendors selling along the street gone, but even the shops on both sides of the street were 
closed. In the middle of the street, there was only a stray dog walking by chewing on rotten bones, and 
there was not even a trace of a human being. 


This quiet scene, coupled with the densely packed paper covering the walls and floor, makes the entire 
street look like a gloomy forest at first glance. 


The only open door in the street was the "Windward Inn" at the west end. No one was seen in front of 
the open door, and the hall inside was also empty. 
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——Although "Yingfeng Inn" is called a hotel, no one is actually staying there. Everyone in Linjiang City 
knows where this place is: due to poor business a few years ago, the inn demolished many guest rooms 
on the second floor and converted them into restaurants. However, people from all over the city 
gathered in the hotel and gradually opened gambling games privately in the hotel. , as a result, the shop 
owner only relied on a small commission to make a living. The shop was occupied by the underworld 
and became a den of thieves. There was no one to take care of it, and it was dirty and dirty. Even 
outside, you could smell a damp smell. Due to the musty smell, good people in the city dare not 
approach it. 


The day and place where the challenge to the "Six Thieves" was written below the denunciation was 
exactly this inn. 


The spring rain continued to fall, and there was a large misty white mist in the street, and everything 
around was shrouded in a layer of light moisture. Everything seemed to slow down and stop. 


At this time, a person appeared, holding a paper umbrella with an elegant plum blossom painting in his 
left hand, and holding a white horse that was still breathing in his right hand, standing in front of the 
street entrance. 


This man was dressed in white, with a small figure, and his face was covered by a paper umbrella. There 
was a long object hanging from his waist, which was carefully wrapped in an oilcloth cover to prevent it 
from getting wet. 


The man wrapped his horse's rein around the wooden fence at the street entrance, stepped into this 
strange street with his leather-booted feet. 


Almost at the same time, the sound of footsteps moving in puddles could be heard from deep in the 
narrow alleys on both sides of the street. 


The man ignored him and walked into the middle of the street. He didn't stop until he was in front of the 
"Wind Wind Inn". Then he took out a towel, carefully wiped the water stains on his clothes and hands, 
and then gently untied the oilcloth cover around his waist. . 


An elegant sword hilt was exposed under the cloth cover. The copper hilt and the sword's guard were 


cast into the shape of a cirrus cloud, and the handle was intertwined with purple cloth strips. 
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This person lifted the paper umbrella slightly, revealing a heroic and charming face, with a snow-white 
scarf covering her bun. It was Tong Jing. 


Her smart eyes seemed to be filled with fire. 


At the same time, twenty or thirty people appeared in the alleys on both sides of the street and on the 
rooftops and walls. In the drizzle, they each carried swords, guns, swords and sticks, and various 
weapons, vaguely surrounding Tong Jing in the center. 


This group of people have different clothes and weapons, and it can be seen at a glance that they belong 
to several sects. They are all local martial arts people. They have long heard that a group of powerful 
people calling themselves the "Six Swordsmen" have been causing trouble in northern Jiangxi in recent 
months. Now, for the first time, they see with their own eyes that one of the six female swordsmen is 
actually just a 28-year-old. The young and delicate girl, after being surprised and silent for a while, 
couldn't help but laugh. 


Tong Jing ignored their sneers and still stared at the "Fengfeng Inn" in front of her. She took out a folded 
piece of paper from her belt and shook it out. It was exactly the same denunciation of the "Six Thieves" 
posted all over the streets. . 


Three people appeared from the "Windward Inn" at this time. Two of them walked out of the door side 
by side, and the other jumped out of the second-floor window and squatted on the eaves. 


Tong Jing raised the sign of condemnation towards the person in front of the door. 


"This thing." She asked bitterly, "Did you write it?" 


Tong Jing's still childish red face, coupled with such a vicious expression, made many warriors on the 
street burst into laughter. 


But the three people who came out of the inn didn't smile. They saw the girl was the only one coming, 
and they all looked disappointed. 
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Among the two people standing in front of the inn door, the one on the left is a very tall and strong 
man. He looks about forty years old, with shining eyes and a bun that is mostly bald. He raised his cloak, 
revealing a very precious engraved wild goose feather sword on his waist. Looking at the color of the 
leather scabbard, you could tell that this sword had been passed down for many years. 


He is holding the handle in his left hand, standing majestic, and has the bearing of a master. This person 
is Ruan Shaoxiong, the head of the Ruan Wuyji Sect, the largest martial arts school in Linjiang City. 


The ancestors of the Ruan family formed their own line of art after the Wuji Sect. They have been 
established in Linjiang for four generations and have a great reputation. Counting the many experts 
surrounding the street at this moment, thirteen of them were disciples of the Wuji Sect brought by Ruan 
Shaoxiong, accounting for nearly half. 


Ruan Shaoxiong heard that these "Six Swordsmen" were different from ordinary bandits. In the past few 
months, they had seized official silver in the north of Jiangxi Province. He beat the official Baojia head- 
on and fled. This time Ruan Shaoxiong was invited by Master Lu, the prefect of Linjiang, to exterminate 
the six thieves, so he directly used denunciations to provoke the other party to come out for a decisive 
battle. Unexpectedly, only such a little girl came. As the host among the heroes, Ruan Shaoxiong should 
have been the first to speak. Facing Tong Jing, he didn't know what to say, so he frowned and remained 
silent. 


"| asked someone to write this, so what?" A high-pitched voice came from above, it was another person 
squatting on the eaves. 


This person's body is long and thin, stored bearded face with deep contours, right wrist wearing a black 
iron claw, two feet long sharp hard claws from the back of the palm out, the squatting posture is like a 
perched in the tree on the big bird. 


His name is Shen Feng, a native of Pingjiang, Hunan. Since he became a professional at the local 
Juqinmen six years ago, he has been traveling and practicing with his two junior brothers. At this time, 
the three of them happened to be visiting the Ruan family in Linjiang. When they heard that Ruan 
Shaoxiong was coming to suppress the bandits, they agreed to help. 
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After hearing what Shen Feng said, Tong Jing stared at him angrily and was about to reply, but Shen 
Feng immediately sneered: "Since you are a thief, you have already known that you will tarnish your 
ancestors and parents, do you still blame others for writing about your scandalous behavior?" 


Another person also followed Shen Feng and said: "Young girl is so young. Since she is a swordsman, she 
should follow the right path." 


The speaker is the third person standing next to Ruan Shaoxiong. He is carrying a long-tasseled ancient 
sword across his back. He is not particularly tall, but his shoulders are very broad, his waist is slender 
and his legs are long. His body is shaped like a triangle, and he displays an aura as strong and agile as a 
leopard. 


He is about 27 or 28 years old, with strong facial features, but there is a careless look between his 
eyebrows, and the corners of his mouth are slightly pursed, looking both relaxed and bored, making it 
difficult to tell whether he is here to join in the fun or not. Even though he is assisting in punching, he 
still has great confidence in his own martial arts skills. 


This man was younger than Ruan Shaoxiong and Shen Feng, but when he spoke, the two people looked 
at him, obviously they valued him very much. 


His name is Pang Tianshun. Among the powerful people present, he is the only one who came alone. 
However, he has the richest background: he was born in the famous Xianglong Sword Sect in three 
provinces, and he is an outstanding disciple among the younger generation of the Xiangtan General Hall. 


The Xianglong Sword Sect originated in Hunan and has spread widely over the past hundred years. It has 
branches from Huguang to Jiangxi and even Guangxi. Its power is only slightly inferior to the "three 
sects" of Bagua, Xinyi, and secret sects among the "Nine sects". 


——Although the "nine major sects" are respected in today's martial arts world, of course they are not 
the only sects with outstanding strength. Famous sects such as the Xianglong Sect, Wuji Sect, and Giant 
Bird Sect are always looking for opportunities to increase their reputation, hoping to one day join the 
ranks of the "Nine Major Sects" or even replace them. It was for this reason that Ruan Shaoxiong and 
others came to help the government deal with the "six thieves". 
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The other dozen or so people in the group came from several smaller martial arts sects in northern 
Jiangxi. They just learned that big shots from the three sects were working together, so they 
enthusiastically came to join in the hope of gaining glory and building relationships. 


Shen Feng and Pang Tianshun just made sarcastic remarks, which made Tong Jing's face even redder. 
But she had no intention of defending—the "Six Swordsmen" were traveling around the world and 
offending local officials. They expected to be framed as bandits, but they didn't care at all. 


What really made Tong Jing angry was the sentence in the complaint. 


"This sentence is 'rape...'" Tong Jing was embarrassed to say the whole sentence: "What did you write 
randomly?" 


This denunciation was actually written by a staff member of Linjiang Magistrate Lord Lu Bingji. Shen 
Feng just said this just to tease Tong Jing. The heroes mobilized in large numbers, but the other side only 
had a girl to fight. Shen Feng was very angry and couldn't help but ridiculed again: "A few men and 
women mixed together to become thieves are definitely not a good thing. This is "adultery and 
immorality", eight Nine is inseparable from ten.” 


Tong Jing bit her lower lip, her fiery eyes suddenly froze. 


At this moment, Pang Tianshun felt the change in Tong Jing's aura and raised his lazy eyebrows. 


Tong Jing's paper umbrella didn't move at all, but the left hand holding the umbrella suddenly left the 
handle, reached toward her lower back, and then fell forward like a lightning bolt! 


Before Shen Feng could see what was going on, he felt an object shoot out from under the girl's paper 
umbrella, flying toward him at high speed. He instinctively stretched his arms upwards, and touched his 
face with his iron claws, making a sound of metal clashing! 


The flying object was hit and refracted to the side. It was inserted into the window pane behind Shen 
Feng. It was a very light and thin flying sword and dagger! 
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At this time, Tong Jing's left hand had caught the paper umbrella that had just floated in the air, and her 
whole body seemed to have not moved. 


Everyone on the street was shocked by Tong Jing's quiet Kongtong sect's "flying technique"! 


--What a weird move! 


After the battle at Qinglian Temple last year, Tong Jing felt that she only wielded a single sword and was 
often unable to adapt to the battle situation. Especially in group battles, she had to fight with a small 
number and was even more constrained without long soldiers or long-range weapons, so she asked Lian 
Feihong learned the art of flying blades. 


Although Tong Jing's flying sword is not perfect, and its strength and speed are not fast enough, she is 
better because she has studied the false attack method of "half hand and one mind" and knows how to 
control the foreboding movements of her body. Therefore, when she suddenly takes action, her body 
shape Almost motionless, the flying sword was about to hit Shen Feng's face, and then he reacted, 
almost killing him, which shocked the expert of the giant bird sect into a cold sweat! 


The person with the most experience on the field was Ruan Shaoxiong, who was also the first to react. 
He quickly reached out and put the Yan Fei Dao on his waist! 


--This kid is not simple! First captured and then say! 


Ruan Shaoxiong's waist flashed with silver light. He no longer cared about his identity and took the lead 
in taking action! 


——Huangzhou Wuji Sect is famous for its fierce swordsmanship and boxing skills. When Ruan 
Shaoxiong, Taizu Ruan Ji traveled far away to study with his master for thirteen years, he got permission 
from his master to return to his hometown Linjiang to open a branch. Naturally, he had learned the true 
inheritance. Ruan Shaoxiong's sword-drawing technique of "picking flowers and throwing them into the 
water" is exactly the Wuji sword technique that has been passed down from his Ruan family for more 
than 60 years. 
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But he saw a flower in front of him. 


The paper umbrella with the plum blossom pattern on it lowered down before Ruan Shaoxiong 
completely pulled out the knife, spinning towards him! 


Ruan Shaoxiong suddenly lost sight of his opponent. 


The proud quick-draw technique was unexpectedly blocked by this little girl. Ruan Shaoxiong had a 
murderous intention in his heart. He no longer cared about whether he was left alive, exhaled and 
shouted loudly, the Yanling knife was neatly unsheathed, and he slashed towards the paper umbrella 
with all his strength! 


——Whether it is an umbrella or a person, | will cut them all in half! 


At the same time, Ruan Shaoxiong heard a strange sound coming from behind the umbrella. 


"receive--" 


Pang Tianshun, who was standing on the right, yelled half a word, and at the same time, faster than 
Ruan Shaoxiong could draw a sword, he reached out his left hand and grabbed the cloak behind the 
back of Master Ruan, and pulled him back violently! 


Ruan Shaoxiong's horizontal slash was choked halfway by this pull, and the knife only stopped halfway 
out—— 


Something shot out from behind the paper umbrella, came out through the umbrella, and pierced Ruan 
Shaoxiong's right forearm holding the knife with incomparable accuracy! 


Ruan Shaoxiong was in pain, he held his breath and forcefully took back the knife, and fell backwards 
following Pang Tianshun's pull! 
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The sharp needle-like thing with bloody flowers was pulled out of Ruan Shaoxiong's arm, and then 
shrank back and disappeared behind the paper umbrella. 


Pang Tianshun turned his left hand into a claw and held Ruan Shaoxiong's body steady. Ruan Shaoxiong 
lowered his head and looked at his wrists in panic. His sleeves were soaked with blood. 


At this time, the paper umbrella moved away, and Tong Jing behind the umbrella was seen holding a 
purple-handled sword in her right hand. The shape of the blade was very special, and the front section 
of the sword tip was as narrow as a needle. It was the "Swift Bee Sword" gifted by Han Shizi in Luling. 


Tong Jing flicked her wrist, and the thin front tip of the "Swift Bee Sword" emitted a high-frequency 
vibration. It trembled and swung away the blood stains on the tip of the blade. It was the strange sound 
made behind the umbrella just now. 


Many disciples of Ruan's Wuji Sect on both sides of the street were angry and extremely shocked when 
they saw that their master was stabbed by the little girl in one move. 


Just now, Tong Jing could tell the direction of Ruan Shaoxiong's technique without relying on her eyes, 
just by the position of the knife hanging on Ruan Shaoxiong's waist and the sound of the sword being 
drawn out. She used the paper umbrella to cover up and used Qingcheng Sword moves to coordinate 
with the "Wudang Shaped Sword". "Chasing the shape and cutting the pulse", the tip of the sword 
volleyed towards Ruan Shaoxiong's wrist. If Pang Tianshun hadn't noticed in time and stopped Ruan 
Shaoxiong's sword move, Ruan Shaoxiong would have sent his wrist to the point of the sword, and the 
sword would have been lost at any time! 


Ruan Shaoxiong secretly moved his arms slightly and felt that the muscles and bones of his wrist were 
not injured and he could still hold the knife to exert force. However, the muscles of his forearm were 
stabbed several times and the blood flow continued. At this moment, he knew that it was only because 
Pang Tianshun changed the direction and strength of his sword attack that the injury was so minor. 


Even so, Tong Jing, a young swordsman, could kill the head of Ruan's Wuji Sect with one move. If word 
spread outside, one sword strike would be enough to shock the martial arts world! 


The drizzle hit Tong Jing's face and body, releasing a burst of mist. Her blood was boiling, and she was 


excited to be in the fight. 
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The crowd on the street was also puzzled. 


-——So evil... Even a little girl is like this. Who is this "Six Swordsman"? ... 


Some people are starting to think about quitting. 


"Capture this little witch!" Shen Feng shouted from above, opening his arms and flying down towards 
Tong Jing! 


Shen Feng said "adultery" to the left and "witch" to the right. Tong Jing hated this person the most. She 
activated the "Swift Bee Sword" and used the swallowing power of the Qingcheng School's "Longwo 
Sword Technique", and the sword blade flickered. He collected it and immediately shot out again with a 


trembling sound, meeting Shen Feng in mid-air! 


Hunan's Giant Bird Gate is a unique style that combines the famous local Eagle Claw Gate Kung Fu with 
the Crane Fist from the south. Among them, the Eagle Claw lineage is best at leaping and jumping. Shen 
Feng's aerial attack has long been expected to be met by Tong Jing's fencing. , hiding his strength when 
he jumped down, he twisted his waist and turned sideways in mid-air, and smashed Tong Jing's sword 
blade from the side with the two iron claws in his right hand! 


——He spotted the thin front end of the opponent's "Swift Bee Sword" and hit it hard with his thick 
black iron claws, which would definitely break it! 


But Tong Jing's "Long Vortex Sword" power suddenly disappeared without a trace. 


It turned out that Tong Jing just flicked the sharp blade in place, and the sword move was not actually 
issued. After delaying for half a beat, she suddenly stepped forward and lowered herself, and the "Swift 
Bee Sword" slashed Shen Feng's calf that was still floating in the air! 


——This method of bullying the enemy with false power is none other than the "half hand and one 
mind" that Mr. Feihong painstakingly taught her! 
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Shen Feng didn't expect that Tong Jing's sword skills would have such subtle changes. It was too late to 
regret being too aggressive. He could only try to shrink his legs in the air, hoping to reduce the depth of 
the sword injury. 


In an instant, Tong Jing felt a strong wind blowing behind her. She hurriedly used the paper umbrella on 
her left hand to pull back, but the sharp sword in front of her did not stop! 


——tThe Kongtong School's "Fifteenth Hand Sword Practice" that Tong Jing learned is only a single sword 
technique, but it already contains the secret secret of the sword finger of the left hand, that is, the left 
and right soldiers of the Kongtong School are single-minded and not to interfere with each other. 


An object quickly wrapped itself around the paper umbrella and pulled it tightly! 


Although Tong Jing was able to attack with her left and right hands separately, she was not physically 
strong enough after all. The umbrella in her left hand was pulled hard by the force, which affected the 
movement of the sword in her right hand. The sharp sword was slightly deflected and only lightly cut 
Shen Feng's trouser tube! 


Shen Feng was still in shock, but still contracted with all his strength and rolled to the side to dodge. No 
longer caring about the ugliness, he rolled on the ground on his shoulders. 


Tong Jing's left hand could not resist the pulling force, so she had to let go of the umbrella handle, and 
the paper umbrella was rolled up by the foreign object and flew away. It turned out that it was Shen 
Feng's junior brother, and he saved the senior brother with an iron claw zipline. 


At this time, the heroes on both sides of the street also raised their swords and guns and attacked. 
Especially the disciples of Ruan Shaoxiong. Seeing their master stabbed by a little girl, it was really a 
shame and humiliation. They all turned red and rushed over first! 


Tong Jing, who had experienced the fierce battle in Luling, was calm and composed. She knew that the 
key to being besieged was to move and change positions as much as possible. She moved her "Swift Bee 
Sword" with her body shape and footwork, and rushed towards the two Ruan Family Wuji disciples first. 
Another "Half Bee Sword" With one hand and one heart, he pretended to strike left and right. One 


1717 


person was caught off guard and was cut in the thigh by the "Poze" of the Qingcheng faction's "Wind 
and Fire Sword" and fell down! 


The other person realized that Tong Jing's attack on him was a feint and was about to attack, but the 
petite white figure had already swam away like a fish. 


The resounding sword tip pierced Tong Jing's waist with great force. Another member of the Ruan family 
was hit on the shoulder and fell to the ground with his single sword. 


Tong Jing's body and sword were united, and her sword was extremely agile as she maneuvered 
between the enemies, her sword skills much improved from when she was at the Qinglian Temple. 
Having gained the valuable experience of that life-and-death struggle, and after half a year of dedicated 
training, Tong Jing's swordsmanship had already taken shape, gradually revealing a martial arts talent 
that even Lian Feihong was attracted to. 


——Even the secretly learned "Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse", she has begun to be able to do 
it easily, but she is not very confident in the precise timing, and often unconsciously reserves three 
points when using the sword. The power of the volley is still far from that of the authentic "Wudang 
Sword". 


The people present were all warriors. They were not like gangsters or soldiers who were accustomed to 
siege. They just rushed up and fought each other. Some people from small sects were just here to join in 
the fun, and they had no intention of fighting with this powerful little demon girl. They just pretended to 
be behind. He shook his weapon and refused to step forward. As a result, more than 20 people 
surrounded a girl in a loose formation. Tong Jing relied on her petite and dexterous body to move out of 
the enemy formation with her sword, and no one could detect her movements. 


Another man screamed and dropped his spear, holding his bloody left palm and flying back in confusion. 
The others were even more panicked. As soon as they heard the sound of the "Swift Bee Sword" coming 
even slightly closer, they were frightened into stopping and using their swords to parry. No one dared to 
get within seven feet of Tong Jing. 


Tong Jing combines the sword skills of the three major sects with her own style, and her moves are 
exquisite and unpredictable. The thin sword tip is like an extremely accurate bee sting, which suddenly 
disappears and appears, shocking all the big men. 


1718 


Tong Jing sheathed her sword and took a breath, and the sound of the blade suddenly stopped. She held 
the "Swift Bee Sword" diagonally, which was as sharp as a sharp needle but made many men fearful. She 
exuded an intimidating heroic spirit. Many warriors did not dare to look directly at her at this time, 
forgetting that today they were helping the government to "suppress thieves." 


At this moment, Tong Jing felt a group of breath approaching from her left side, and saw that it was 
Shen Feng whose clothes were all soaked. He was good at the footwork of the Eagle Claw Technique. He 
ran on the waterlogged ground and made only a faint sound. He had already approached Tong Jing's 
side, and his iron claws went straight to her head and neck! 


——However, Tong Jing has even faced off against the former Wudang "Brown Snake" Bolong Shu King. 
How could she not notice such light skills? 


Shen Feng just realized that this little demon girl's false attack tricks were very powerful, so he quickly 
took the initiative this time. His Giant Bird Martial Arts includes a brisk and flexible eagle claw stride at 
the bottom, and a strong and heavy crane fist in his attack. This move is struck with iron claws and 
chopping palms, tearing apart the moist and heavy air! 


However, this person is really far from the opponent Tong Jing practiced day and night. 


"You don't need to parry your sword." Mr. Feihong often said to her. "Use your best strengths." 


After these days of training, Tong Jing clearly understands where her strongest point is currently: 
dexterous body control and accurate timing. 


She calmly watched Shen Feng's claw sweeping, and waited for the other party's move to reach the limit 
that could not be withdrawn, before she lowered her head and shortened her body to dodge, and then 
sent out her sword in a smooth manner, and the trembling "Swift Bee Sword" was transformed into a 
white rainbow, and went straight for Shen Feng's exposed armpit! 


Tong Jing naturally struck out the sword without thinking, and the force penetrated the tip of the sword. 
This blade, carefully tempered by Han Shizi, is about to penetrate Shen Feng's chest and lungs—— 
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Another sword was cut from the side, blocking Tong Jing's thrust. When it hit the vibrating "Swift Bee 
Sword", it made a sharp sound, and the two swords bounced away! 


Shen Feng thought he had been hit by a sword in the chest and fell down. The next moment he knew he 
was Safe. 


Tong Jing sheathed her sword and saw that Pang Tianshun was blocking him again. 


Tong Jing felt a little unhappy after having her sword moves seen through by this Xianglong sect 
swordsman twice, but she also felt a faint sense of pleasure that she had "finally met a decent 
opponent." 


Pang Tianshun rescued Shen Feng, but did not use his sword to pursue him. He only put the long- 
tasseled ancient sword behind his arm and looked at Tong Jing relaxedly without putting on a show. He 
didn't join the battle group before because he didn't want to rely on more troops to besiege him. Now 
he asked Tong Jing to sheath his sword and calm down to show that he wanted to challenge her ina 
one-on-one battle. 


"You all step aside first." Pang Tianshun said without looking away from Tong Jing. 


Behind him, Ruan Shaoxiong was pressing his right arm to stop the bleeding. He was unhappy at being 
commanded by this junior, but he and his disciple were both defeated and injured in this battle. If he 
tried to be strong, it would only look worse, so he could only sigh and nod, signaling his disciple to back 
off. 


Shen Feng was unscathed on the surface, but he knew that he suffered a worse defeat than Ruan 
Shaoxiong - Ruan Shaoxiong only lost his right hand at most, while he was almost killed with a sword. He 
and his two junior brothers stood aside with pale faces. 


Pang Tianshun just watched from the sidelines. Although the swordsmanship of the girl in front of him 
was not perfect, the subtle details revealed very amazing talents. He couldn't help but ask: "Which 
school did the girl learn from?" 
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In Tong Jing's eyes, this man with a lazy expression was considered the most polite one among the 
enemy. She thought for a moment and then smiled and replied: "Sichuan, Qingcheng Sword Sect." 


Everyone has long heard that someone in the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" claims to be a disciple 
of the Qingcheng Sect. Everyone knew that the Qingcheng Sect had been destroyed by the Wudang Sect 
at the end of the previous year, so they believed that these people were just pretending to use the 
Qingcheng name to increase their power. 


But after this confrontation, everyone's ideas were somewhat shaken. 


Pang Tianshun only raised his eyebrows after hearing this. He was neither surprised nor laughed. He 
turned the long sword back to the front and tilted it to the ground, and said calmly: "Then Pang has 
learned the lesson." 


Pang Tianshun's slanting long sword has a very quaint appearance, with patterns etched on the base of 
the blade, which is very rare. 


Tong Jing faced Pang Tianshun, her eyes no longer filled with anger, she nodded slightly, raised her 
sword and got into a stance. 


In order to denounce the complaint, she said "adultery and immorality", and in a rage, she traveled 
through the night and rushed to Laijiang to attend the meeting. She was originally going to teach these 
people a lesson, but for some reason, she was the only one who hated Pang Tianshun. Not going down. 
Tong Jing's horizons have broadened a lot over the years. As soon as Pang Tianshun rescued Ruan 
Shaoxiong, she had already recognized that this swordsman was definitely not at the same level as Ruan 
and Shen. At this moment, Tong Jing finally faced him, her face was not only not nervous, but also 
showed excitement. 


The strong desire to compete with strong opponents is a necessary condition for becoming a master, 
and Pang Tianshun also understands this truth. When he noticed the subtle change in Tong Jing's 
expression, he couldn't help but smile. 


--have a future. 
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In an instant, the cynical expression on Pang Tianshun's face disappeared, and his eyes were extremely 
focused. 


He exhaled deeply from his mouth and nose, and the shuriken suddenly came to life! 


It is said that the swordsmanship of Xianglong School has a very ancient origin. In the Song Dynasty, it 
was actually in the same lineage as the Taoist martial arts of Huashan Mountain in Xiyue. Later, it was 
spread to the south and merged with the martial arts of Xiangdi. The techniques are greatly different, 
but the Huashan " The key to wielding a sword with energy. 


Pang Tianshun lowered his body and raised his sword. The blade carried a momentum and moved 
forward to attack Tong Jing's middle door! 


Tong Jing intuitively felt that this powerful sword move could not be touched head-on with her own 
skills. She stepped sideways to avoid its sharpness and pointed the "Swift Bee Sword" at Pang Tianshun's 
outstretched elbow! 


Pang Tianshun had long seen that this "pulse cutting" was Tong Jing's signature skill, but he did not 
dodge or dodge. The long sword still went straight forward and struck Tong Jing's left shoulder. The 
stabbing sword suddenly accelerated again! 


——tThe secret of using the long breath to strengthen the sword twice in the middle is the unique skill of 
the Xianglong Sword Sect! 


Tong Jing's "Pulse Cutting" was disrupted by the sudden change in sword speed. She instantly judged 
that the opponent's sword would arrive faster than her own volley, and immediately turned back to 
resist with her sword decisively! 


Seeing Tong Jing's judgment and response, Pang Tianshun raised the corner of his mouth. 
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When the two swords collided, Pang Tianshun's Xianglong Sword immediately showed its strength and 
strength. Although the light "Swift Bee Sword" could deflect the stabbing sword in time, it was even 
more powerful! 


Such a hard block is Tong Jing's nightmare. When the middle door is wide open, her petite body loses 
momentum due to the force. She took several steps back, just to regain her posture. 


But Pang Tianshun never let go of this opportunity. He rushed towards Tong Jing with his long sword, 
and the tip of the sword was pointed at her face from a distance of more than three feet. Faced with 
this threat, Tong Jing had no choice but to continue to take advantage of the situation and retreat. 


The most important thing in Xianglong School's martial arts is long-lasting power. Pang Tianshun kept 
moving forward and continued to force Tong Jing, but the blade of the sword was still hidden. He just 
pointed at her at the most dangerous distance, leaving Tong Jing with no chance to fight back. 


Tong Jing seemed to be pushed by Pang Tianshun's invisible sword force. She didn't dare to stop even 
half a step and could only continue to retreat. If any one of the heroes blocked her from behind at this 
time, she would be in danger. 


——Damn it...this is not the way... 


Tong Jing bit her lower lip and became anxious. If the opponent doesn't move, her "Chasing Shape and 
Cutting Pulse" will not be used; even after retreating, she can't get any space, and she can't use "half 
hand and one mind" to lure the enemy into a false attack. Pang Tianshun took advantage of half a step 
and blocked both of her sword skills. 


At the same time, Pang Tianshun was smiling in his heart and said to Tong Jing: Do you see your 
weaknesses clearly now? 


——He deliberately used this tactic to suppress Tong Jing, just to make her realize that his sword was 
too narrow. Once the proud moves are seen through, there will be no more fun. 
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Although Tong Jing understood in her heart, her stubborn temperament that refused to admit defeat 
also broke out at this time. 


Tong Jing suddenly stepped back with her left foot to stop. The force of the counter-pushing force from 
her foot was transmitted up to her waist, and then to her shoulders. She drove the sword in her right 
hand to thrust forward fiercely. It was none other than the Qingcheng sect's entrance sword move. 
"Stars chasing the moon"! 


——Abandon all the skills you are good at and fight your opponents with the Qingcheng authentic fast 
sword! 


Pang Tianshun's face didn't move at all. The long sword that had been kept silent was vigorously 
beating, and the sword body collapsed to the right like a wave! 


The tip of the "Swift Bee Sword" was like an arrow and shot towards Pang Tianshun's right eye, but 
when the distance was less than half a foot, Pang Tianshun's long sword came crashing down! 


Tong Jing's "Star Chasing the Moon" was a bit hasty to begin with, and her hand strength was not strong 
enough to withstand the blow from the side. The purple sword hilt was instantly released from her 
hand, and the "Swift Bee Sword" flew into the water and landed on the ground! 


All the blood drained from Tong Jing's face. 


Pang Tianshun did not take advantage of the situation to kill him, he just sheathed his sword and took 
two steps back, standing upright, looking down coldly at Tong Jing, whose hands were empty. 


"Qingcheng School swordsmanship? Nothing more than that." 


Pang Tianshun's words were originally intended to dampen Tong Jing's energy and make her accept 
defeat, but instead they were like a needle piercing her heart. 


"You...you..." Tong Jing's face turned red again. 
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"Did you say something wrong?" Shen Feng, who was standing beside him, had always looked defeated. 
At this time, Pang Tianshun saved the situation for himself, so he couldn't help but want to save some 
face: "The Qingcheng Sword Sect, wasn't it destroyed by others? ?” 


Tong Jing had no sword in her hand, and she was originally looking very depressed, but as soon as she 
heard these words, a breath surged from her heart. 


"The Qingcheng Sect will definitely be revived one day." 


"Based on you?" Shen Fengluo sneered. 


But Tong Jing remained unmoved. She looked at Pang Tianshun and others with bright eyes and said 
seriously: 


"You can make fun of me all you want. But don't make fun of his ambition. He will definitely be able to 
do it." 


Her eyes shone with confidence. 


Pang Tianshun looked at Tong Jing's expression and was stunned for a moment, thinking in his heart: 
What kind of person is "him" in her mouth? 


"somebody is coming!" 


One of the Ruan disciples who was standing closest to the street entrance suddenly shouted. 


They had all focused on Tong Jing just now, and they didn't realize that the sound of horse hooves was 
approaching rapidly from the other side of the street. 
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A horse stepped through the puddles on the street, splashing violently, and ran wildly into the street, 
which showed the rider's fierce skills. 


The person on the saddle was wearing a raincoat with a bamboo hat on his head and carrying a long 
package. At this time, his feet were free of the stirrups, but he was still riding very steadily. 


At the moment when the horse ran into the middle of the street, the knight supported the horse's neck 
with his hands, and his whole body left the saddle from the left side. He dismounted quickly along with 
the running momentum, and once his legs touched the ground, he used his strength to run forward for 
six seconds. , seven steps, as fast as lightning, he entered the circle surrounded by heroes, standing 
firmly behind Tong Jing, the movement of jumping and then stopping at high speed was as smooth as a 
boat on the water. 


Without its rider, the horse still rushed forward to the right side of the street for a while before slowing 
to a stop. Several surrounding warriors were almost knocked down and they all hurriedly jumped to 
dodge. 


Tong Jing looked at the knight and showed an unusually bright smile. 


——tThe smile you only have when facing your companions. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 101 Chapter 4: Fighting Xianglong 


"| told you not to come, why don't you obey?" 


The knight in coir raincoat arrived at a gallop. Although he was still now, his body still exuded a lively 
aura. He stood in front of Tong Jing alone, facing the enemies in front of him like a forest of swords, and 
said while taking off his bamboo hat. 


When Tong Jing heard this, her joyful face suddenly cooled down, and she replied slightly: "Is this the 
only thing you will say when you arrive?" 


The bamboo hat and coir raincoat fell to the ground, revealing a young face, blue clothes, and a 
headscarf embroidered with flying bird patterns. It was Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng looked at the "Swift Bee Sword" that fell to the side, pursed his lips and frowned, shaking his 
head: "Look, you're at a disadvantage." 


As he spoke, he reached back and pulled off the cloth bag on his back, revealing the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords". 


Ruan Shaoxiong, Shen Feng and others couldn't help but feel stunned when they saw the protruding 
"dragon spine" hilt on his shoulder. The Qingcheng Sect is far away in Sichuan, and many warriors here 
have never really seen Qingcheng's swordsmanship and swords. But the unusual shape of the "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" has already made them suspicious. 


——ls it true that there is a Qingcheng swordsman in "The Six Thieves"? ... 


Yan Heng looked directly at the martial arts masters in front of him. The young man was no longer shy 
as before, and his expression was neither humble nor arrogant. He just nodded slightly to Pang 
Tianshun, Ruan Shaoxiong and Shen Feng. There are still a few faint scars on his face from last year's 
battle in Luling, adding to the man's vicissitudes and experience, making him look much more mature 
than before. Standing casually with his sword at his back, he already had the appearance of a stagnant 
mountain. 
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When Pang Tianshun saw Yan Heng's appearance, he showed a rare serious expression. 


"Qingcheng?" He asked in a calm tone. 


Yan Heng nodded: "My surname is Yan." 


——lIs this young boy the "him" she calls him? ... 


Pang Tianshun had a smile in his eyes. 


Ruan Shaoxiong, who was nearby, was still covering his bleeding arm. The "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Door" was so powerful for just one Tong Jing. Now that another person came, Ruan Shaoxiong was 
afraid that he would suffer a big loss. He was thinking hard about how to save his face and escape, but 
suddenly he heard a gust of wind—— 


Without any warning, Pang Tianshun breathed out his sword again, and the ancient sword with long 
spikes quickly reached Yan Heng, and the speed was actually faster than before! 


——Pang Tianshun, who seemed to be the most disciplined among the group, actually took the lead in 
attacking. No one expected it! 


However, the long sword had only reached halfway when Yan Heng's left hand was already drawn back 
to his waist and then swung out, with a touch of brilliance in his palm! 


He struck back horizontally with his backhand, and with a sharp cry, he violently blocked Pang 
Tianshun's long sword! 


Yan Heng was seen holding a broad-edged dagger with a tiger's head in his left hand, which was the 
Qingcheng sword "Hu Pi". 
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— —Yan Hengfu entered the enemy formation and was on alert at all times. In the more than two years 
since he left Qingcheng Mountain, from the Chengdu Horse Pai Gang to the Qinglian Temple in Luling, 
he has experienced many battles between good and evil. He has already understood the truth that "the 
world is the path of Shura". Being careless can lead to regret at any time! 


Pang Tianshun's sword was blocked, and he felt the power of Yan Heng's dagger in his left hand, which 
was no less powerful than his Xianglong sect's energy. 


——But this guy looks ten years younger than me! 


Pang Tianshun did not retract his long sword. Instead, he stepped forward and brought the blade 
horizontally. He used successive attacks and cooperated with the long aura of the Xianglong Sect to 
suppress Yan Heng with all his strength, just like when he suppressed Tong Jing just now! 


Yan Heng turned his five fingers and turned the "Tiger Pi" into an upright grip. He took half a step back, 
calmly waved the dagger, and parried the Xianglong Sword. 


Pang Tianshun let out a long breath, and the long sword changed twice in succession, stabbing and 
slashing, but Yan Heng just moved the sword in front of him with his left hand to parry, and accurately 
received all Pang Tianshun's attacks. 


During the exchange of these four moves, Pang Tianshun noticed that Yan Heng's gaze was different. He 
was not looking at the long sword he was attacking, but at a certain point on his body. The direction he 
looked at several times in a row was also different. It was not until the fourth sword strike that Pang 
Tianshun finally understood what Yan Heng was looking at: 


It was the empty position exposed by Pang Tianshun's body posture after his long sword was lifted by 
"Hu Pi". If Yan Heng also had a sword in his right hand, it would be a sure-kill position at his fingertips, 
but Yan Heng would use his sight instead. 


——He is telling me with his eyes: He has broken all my sword moves! 
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As soon as Pang Tianshun figured it out, he immediately withdrew his sword and retreated, looking at 
Yan Heng intently. 


The others only saw Pang Tianshun attack with four moves, and Yan Heng could only parry, thinking that 
Pang Tianshun had the upper hand. They were confused by his move, and they were unable to 
understand the facts just now. 


Yan Heng did not attack back, he just stood there and looked at Pang Tianshun with a serious 
expression, without any sign of disdain. 


——Although Pang Tianshun suddenly used his sword to force him to fight, after a few strikes, Yan Heng 
felt that there was no murderous intent in Pang Tianshun's attack, so he did not feel strong hostility 
towards this man. 


Pang Tianshun raised his sword from a distance at this time, pointing the tip of the blade at the "dragon 
spine" hilt on Yan Heng's shoulder. 


Although he knew that his swordsmanship had been seen through, he still refused to give in. 


——At least, please unsheath the other sword. 


Yan Heng knew Pang Tianshun's intention, nodded slightly, stretched his right hand behind his shoulder, 
and slowly pulled out the "Dragon Thorn" long blade. A golden brilliance suddenly lit up in the gloomy 
street. 


Yan Heng held two extraordinary swords in his hands, but he did not assume a strict stance. The short 
sword on his left side was gently tucked away at his waist, while his right arm drooped naturally. The tip 
of the long sword pointed far away at the opponent's lower body, and the door above was wide open. 


However, there was no arrogance in his young and bright eyes, he just looked at Pang Tianshun calmly. 
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Pang Tianshun is an outstanding contemporary disciple of the Xianglong Sword Sect's Xiangtan Main 
Hall, and his martial arts knowledge is not low. Yan Heng's posture seems casual, but Pang Tianshun can 
see that his posture is unusually relaxed, and his hands are The sword suddenly looks as light as a blade. 
This is the result of the extreme coordination of the muscles and muscles of the whole body. It has 
reached the point where "man and sword are one body". 


Even Yan Heng's eyes were equally relaxed. Although he was paying full attention to Pang Tianshun, he 
did not focus on any part of Pang Tianshun and would never reveal his intentions. This was exactly the 
"heart is like a floating boat" technique taught to him by Jing Li, and he finally understood it two years 
later. 


Pang Tianshun became an elite with a prestigious family before he was thirty, and he has always been 
quite proud of this. Now he was excited and couldn't help but ask: 


——What kind of experience has he gone through to achieve such a level of cultivation at such a young 
age? 


Pang Tianshun's face unknowingly returned to his usual indifferent expression. 


——This is his true fighting expression. Even victory, defeat, life and death are forgotten. 


He had secretly breathed in and out of breath several times, and now he took a deep breath, but 
suddenly he held his breath, straightened his body, and thrust the sword in his right hand violently 
towards Yan Hengkong's empty road! 


Yan Heng was unmoved. 


Pang Tianshun was confused. 


——Did he see through my behind-the-scenes clothes? ... 
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But there was no room to stop. No matter whether your opponent has seen through it or not, you can 
only trust the power of your own stunts. 


Only in this way can it be called a "unique skill". 


Halfway through the stabbing with the long sword, Pang Tianshun exhaled the breath in his chest, and 
his shoulders and arms instantly accelerated and strengthened. At the same time, he released his five 
fingers, the hilt of the sword came out of his hand, and the long blade flew forward along with the 
stabbing force! 


This is the Xianglong Sword Sect's brilliant move "Dazzling Lightning in the Clouds". Its method is actually 


80% the same as the Kongtong Sect's "Flying Technique". Using the momentum of the move, the 
weapon is released from the hand, and the attack distance suddenly increases, making the enemy judge 


Wrong, too late to defend! 


The tip of the sword suddenly became faster and shot in front of Yan Heng, and the light reflected in his 
eyes—— 


The flying sword of "Dazzling Lightning in the Cloud" had only shot a few inches, but Pang Tianshun 
tightened the five fingers of his right hand again, grabbing the long sword spike at the end of the handle; 
he twisted the palm of his wrist with a clever force, holding the sword spike and sheathing the long 
sword. Swallowing it back, his fingers immediately grasped the hilt of the sword again! 


Pang Tianshun exhaled for the second time - it turned out that when he fired the flying sword just now, 
he still reserved 50% of the breath in his chest, and now he let out the remaining breath without any 
reservation. 


Pang Tianshun's wrist and arm flipped, the force moved with the air, twisting his wrist in a smooth step, 
and the originally straight stabbing sword stance changed into a vertical upward teasing sword, with the 
blade pushing Yan Heng's chin and throat straight up! 


--The so-called "Dazzling Lightning in the Clouds", the Flying Sword is in fact a virtual move, utilizing the 
control of the spike of the longsword to create a high-speed glinting of the blade in front of the eyes of 
the enemy; when the opponent is cowed by the illusion and reacts incorrectly, the ensuing change of 


stance is the killing blow! 
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Pang Tianshun has only used this skill three times since he learned it a year and a half ago, and has never 
failed. This is because there are very few people who can remain unwavering under the imminent threat 
of flying swords such as "Dazzling Lightning in the Cloud". 


Unless you have an iron-blooded will honed from the battlefield of life and death. 


This was the first time Pang Tianshun met such a person. 


The sword blade rose sharply from below and was about to hit Yan Heng's throat when the "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" suddenly activated without moving a step. 


The long and short swords were shaped like scissors, overlapping and swung diagonally to the left. As 
the three swords clashed, Pang Tianshun felt a heavy and fierce force coming from the opponent's 
swords, and his Xianglong sword was suddenly struck. His moves were all scattered, he bounced two 
feet away with tremors, and he almost lost his hand and lost his sword! 


— —Yan Heng's style of drum sword is derived from the "rising sun style" of the Qingcheng sect's "Fujian 
Sword". It regards the defensive sword moves as attacks and uses two swords to execute them. This was 
a move he had learned on his own, but it coincided with the move "Outer Moon String" in the "Double 
Swords of Armor and Wall" technique of the Qingcheng sect's "Dao Chuan Disciple" who had never 
learned it before. 


Pang Tianshun's special skill was broken, the weapon bounced to the side, and his whole body opened 
into a defenseless posture. 


Yan Heng's swords were still held in front of him after they were powerful, and he was sitting on a horse 
with the blades raised. He looked like a fierce tiger emerging from the forest, and his whole body 
exuded an aura that took everyone's breath away. 


As long as Yan Heng's two swords were to strike again, Pang Tianshun would surely be splattered in 
blood. This was a fact that everyone could see. 
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Pang Tianshun closed his eyes. However, in the darkness, he could not feel any movement of the force. 


When he opened his eyes again, he saw that Yan Heng had withdrawn his "Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword" stance and took three steps back. The previous compelling aura disappeared without a 
trace. 


"Process." Yan Heng said softly and inserted the "Tiger Thorn" back into the scabbard hanging on his 
waist. There was no trace of pride after victory on his face. 


On the other hand, Tong Jing stood behind him, her face filled with joy and excitement. It's just that she 
just had a disagreement with Yan Heng, so she kept biting her lower lip, trying not to laugh out loud. Her 
bright eyes glanced proudly at Pang Tianshun, Shen Feng and others, telling them with her eyes: "I just 
said, don't look down on him!" 


The heroes witnessed this battle. Although not everyone could clearly see how the winner between Yan 
and Pang was determined, they all saw the result of Pang Tianshun letting go and waiting for death. 
Their faces were ashen. 


——Really Qingcheng Sword? ! 


Ruan Shaoxiong and Shen Feng thought that their strength was not even as good as Pang Tianshun's 
Xianglong Sword, let alone the pair of "male and female dragon and tiger swords". Ruan Shaoxiong 
brought many disciples with him, and he was extremely worried about their safety at this moment, and 
his face was the second priority. 


Pang Tianshun suffered the biggest setback since his debut, but he was the only one who looked calm 
and slowly put the sword back into the sheath behind his back. 


He stared at the twenty-year-old swordsman, recalling his failure just now. In terms of strength, speed 
and sword skills, Yan Heng is not actually much better than Pang Tianshun; what really surpasses Pang 
Tianshun is the calmness and momentum that should never belong to this age, and he defeated Xiang 
Long head-on without any tricks. Swordsmanship. 
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Only when one comes from a well-known family can one have such royal and authentic demeanor. Pang 
Tianshun had no doubts about Yan Heng's parentage. 


Pang Tianshun walked aside, picked up the "Swift Bee Sword" that fell to the ground, wiped the muddy 
water off the sword with his own robe, and then handed it to Tong Jing with both hands. 


"Miss, |am sorry for my offense just now." Pang Tianshun spoke sincerely. 


Tong Jing and Yan Heng looked at each other. Yan Heng nodded slightly. Although Tong Jing had been 
defeated by Pang Tianshun, she felt that this man was not annoying, so she stepped forward to take the 
sword. 


--Although Yan Heng had already put the Dragon Spike behind his arm, he was still on guard, in case 
Pang Tianshun used it as a lure to sneak attack Tong Jing, he would immediately use his sword to 
intercept him. He is no longer the same young man who first came down to Mount Qingcheng in the 
past. 


Tong Jing took the Swift Bee Sword and returned it to the sheath next to her waist. 


While the heroes were at a loss as to how to get out of this predicament, Yan Heng first saluted the 
people in the four directions. 


"Today's battle is really in vain." He said slowly: "Senior brothers, you were all instigated and deceived 
by traitors. Fortunately, no one was seriously injured, so it ended amicably. How about it?" 


When Ruan Shaoxiong and others heard Yan Heng's words, they were immediately relieved and 
breathed a big sigh of relief. 


Yan Heng sighed inwardly when he saw everyone's expressions. He originally planned to say this as soon 
as he arrived, but when he arrived, he saw Ruan Shaoxiong and several others already injured, and Tong 
Jing was defeated again. The other party would never hear what he said about "ending amicably" at that 
time. 
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After experiencing what happened in Xi'an and following Wang Shouren in Luling to persuade Meng 
Qihe and a group of bandits, Yan Heng understood the truth in the world: in order for people to hear 
you speak, you must first be seen. Strength. 


Among the group of tycoons, only the stubborn Shen Feng was still dissatisfied: "What do you mean 
when you say we were deceived? Please make it clear first." 


However, his tone was much more restrained than before. 


"Idiot, don't you get it?" Tong Jing flattened her mouth, "The governor of Linjiang, Lu Bingji, is a corrupt 
official! He doesn't even know that, and he's fighting with others? And he even writes those things to 
smear others!" 


Shen Feng looked at Ruan Shaoxiong and saw that Ruan Guanzhu's forehead was covered with sweat. 
He stammered: "That... Mr. Lu... | dare not say that he is as honest as water, but... the girl said..." 


Nowadays, the government is weak and corrupt officials are everywhere in the world. It is very rare to 
find a good official who is truly honest and self-responsible. Especially for local officials, the so-called sky 
is high and the emperor is far away. Not to mention deliberate dereliction of duty and abuse of power. 
Even if they impose daily bad rules and strict regulations, they can accumulate a hundred and eighty 
thousand taels of silver at any time within a few years of taking office. The people are not surprised that 
there is such a person. The "Qing" official felt extremely lucky. 


Lu Bingji, the prefect of Linjiang, was such an official. He had not gained any bad reputation during the 
four years he had been in office. He was smooth in dealing with affairs and treated well-known local 
warriors like Ruan Shaoxiong with great courtesy. Therefore, Ruan Shaoxiong accepted Magistrate Lu's 
request for help and arrested the "six thieves" who robbed official silver. He did not understand why 
Tong Jing called Lu Bingji a corrupt official. 


Yan Heng stretched out his hand to stop the angry Tong Jing, and then asked everyone: "Have you ever 
heard of something called ‘imitation immortal powder'?" 


As soon as Yan Heng said these three words, the Ruanmen disciples on the street immediately let out a 
soft "Yeah", which revealed incomparable hatred. 
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The locals all knew that last year, in the towns around the northern part of Jiangxi Province, there 
appeared a kind of harmful poison called "Imitation of Immortal Powder", which circulated especially 
among the young people, and once consumed, it would deplete the mind and soul, and the addiction 
would be hard to be stopped, and quite a number of people had lost their families and even their lives in 
order to buy the medicine. However, about half a year ago, the drug suddenly disappeared. 


"My six companions and | once fought against the villain who refined the 'Imitation Immortal Powder'." 
Yan Heng said: "Later, | asked friends in the officialdom to investigate and found out that many officials 
were buying and selling this poison, and Lu Bingji was among them. So we paid him a visit." 


"A visit?" Shen Feng was puzzled. 


"It's nothing." Tong Jing sneered: "I just stole his black gauze official hat at night and left a note under 
his pillow, asking him to take out all the money he earned from buying and selling ‘Imitation Immortal 
Powder' , compensate the family members who were harmed by this poison, and also fine him fifty 
thousand taels, and ask him to use it to donate rice and medicine." 


Stealing the black gauze naturally means that if you don't obey, the person with the black gauze on top 
will be taken away next time. 


All the heroes were shocked when they heard this. In general, people in the martial arts world seldom 
get involved in government affairs except to help local public security; especially those from well-known 
and upright families usually have good relations with the officials and do not interfere with each other. 
The "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is so hostile to the government, and the opponent is also a high- 
ranking magistrate. It is really rare to hear of it. 


But when Ruan Shaoxiong thought about it, since these six people called themselves "Breakers", they 
had no ties to the sect and acted without any worries. It was not surprising that they committed such 
violent acts. 


"Imitation Immortal Powder’ has harmed countless people, so we are being very lenient in punishing Lu 
Bingji like this." Yan Heng explained: "It's just because we found out that the reason why this corrupt 
official participated in such a heartless act was directed by a larger force behind it. They may have been 
forced to do so, but they didn't expect that this man named Lu actually encouraged all the fellow martial 
artists to challenge us, so he must have another plan." 
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Ruan Shaoxiong's face turned paler the more he listened, and he asked urgently: "Young Master Yan, 


what does Magistrate Lu... want to do?... 


"What he hopes most is to use your hands to get rid of our Six Swordsmen." Yan Heng said: "Even if the 
outcome is not as good as he expected, this battle can contain us and give him the opportunity to do 
other things. We still don’t know what it is.” 


Although Yan Heng didn't say it clearly, he and Tong Jing were the only ones who came to "break the 
door with six swords" at this time, and the others must have gone to deal with Lu Bingji. 


Ruan Shaoxiong felt extremely ashamed. Although there is no basis for what Yan Heng said, since he 
used the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" to defeat the heroes, there was really no need to 
make up a bunch of lies to deceive their defeated generals. It seemed that what he said was not far from 
the truth. This time, all the elite disciples of Ruan's Wuji Sect were gone, and he also called many martial 
arts comrades to help him. It turned out that he was taken advantage of by a traitor. This shame was 
worse than being defeated by a teenage girl. 


After knowing the truth, Shen Feng was ashamed and angry. He shouted loudly and swung his hand 
towards the street wall. The black iron claws pulled out the denunciation attached to it along with a 
large piece of plaster, and shattered it into pieces in the rain. 


"This nonsense... was actually written by the subordinate named Hu." Shen Feng lowered his head and 
said to Tong Jing: "Shen made a joke just now, girl, please forgive me. Shen promises that before dawn 
tomorrow, no matter what In and outside the city, all these things will be torn apart, not a single piece 
of them will be left.” 


Tong Jing originally hated this expert from the Giant Bird Sect, but now that he was apologizing so 
sincerely, she felt a little embarrassed, so she just nodded wordlessly. 


Yan Heng looked at Pang Tianshun again. 


"You are a swordsman of the Xianglong Sect, aren't you?" Yan Heng said. In order to draw the "Six 
Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" into a decisive battle, Ruan Shaoxiong and others, in addition to 
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posting the denunciation issued by the government, also sent disciples to spread the provocation orally 
for the past seven or eight days. Naturally, they also revealed the names of the participating sects to 
build momentum. "I don't think you came here because of the deception of Magistrate Lu?" 


Pang Tianshun showed his unruly expression again, scratched his cheek slightly embarrassed, and then 
nodded. 


"| didn't really believe what the government said..." 


"Since Brother Pang has been suspicious for a long time, why didn't you tell him earlier?" Shen Feng 
asked with a complaining tone. 


Pang Tianshun smiled bitterly: "| was the last one to come. At that time, you gathered in Ruan Mansion, 


already gearing up and fighting high. How could you listen to what | said alone?... 


Shen Feng and Ruan Shaoxiong looked at each other and sighed helplessly. 


Pang Tianshun continued: "| came here simply because | heard that there is a famous master in the 'Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate’. | want to come and see if it is true..." He said with a kind of eagerness in 
his eyes: "...Finally... Well, of course we can still have a fight..." 


Seeing Pang Tianshun's familiar enthusiastic expression, Yan Heng and Tong Jing couldn't help but smile. 


"| didn't expect that there were so many things involved behind this matter... Pang was so quick that he 
almost helped the traitor by mistake. Fortunately, this Young Master Yan..." Pang Tianshun said this, 
thinking about what he had just fallen into. If he was defeated, he had no intention of talking anymore, 
but in his heart he was very grateful to Yan Heng for showing mercy. 


Yan Heng did not want to make Pang Tianshun and the group of heroes any more embarrassed, so he 
put the "Dragon Thorn" into its sheath and said with a fist, "We still have to rush to find our 
companions. I'll say goodbye to you all." 
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"Young Master Yan..." Ruan Shaoxiong called hurriedly, but lowered his voice: "What happened here 
today..." 


Yan Heng understood what he wanted to say as soon as he heard it. He glanced at Ruan Shaoxiong's 
injured arm, which seemed to be fine. Then he looked at Pang Tianshun and said, "We are just passing 
by Linjiang today to say hello to our fellow martial arts colleagues. We have no intention of competing 
for victory." 


Ruan Shaoxiong was so grateful that he almost wanted to bow down and bowed his head. 


Pang Tianshun was even more heartbroken when he saw that Yan Heng was young and possessed such 
sword skills, yet he was not at all arrogant in his treatment of others. 


——This boy will definitely become a famous figure in the martial arts world in the future. It is not in 
vain that |, Pang Tianshun, can compete with him today. 


The Ruan family's disciples respectfully led the horses of Yan Heng and Tong Jing over, and then took the 
flying sword inserted on the second floor and returned it to Tong Jing. 


"By the way, there is one more thing..." Yan Heng took down a heavy long cloth bag from the saddle: 
"We got this by killing the villains last year. | heard from the famous sword sharpening master Han Shizi 
that it originally belonged to the Xianglong sect. This time | learned that a senior brother from the 
Xianglong Sword Sect was coming, so | wanted to return it." He handed the cloth bag to Pang Tianshun 
with both hands. 


Pang Tianshun took it and opened it, and saw that it was a pair of ancient long swords, which seemed to 
have experienced many hardships. They are exactly the two swords worn by Erhan, the confidant of King 
Shu, who were left behind after being killed by Yuan Xing. 


"I'm sorry, my companion slightly damaged these swords when fighting that evil man." Yan Heng added. 


As soon as Pang Tianshun saw the two swords, his face, which had never cared about anything, was as 
solemn as iron, with tears in his eyes. He immediately held the sword high and knelt down. 
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Yan Heng was surprised and quickly helped him up. 


"This...this..." Pang Tianshun was so excited that he could hardly speak: "...this is my uncle Rong's 
sword..." 


Rong Liangqi, Pang Tianshun's uncle at the Xiangtan Main Hall, was a famous knight in Jingdi. However, 
he mysteriously disappeared with his two disciples three years ago. The Xianglong Sword Sect's 
whereabouts have never been found, and they have long been suspected. Something unexpected 
happened. 


It turned out that Rong Liang had the misfortune to encounter King Wave Longshu's group on their way 
south on the bank of Pingjiang River. Although they fought hard, they were still defeated. King Bolong 
even indulged in humiliating him, first cutting off one of his legs, and then sent Orhan to use him to try 
out the newly learned "Tai Chi Double Swords". Rong Liang's martial arts skills were not inferior to 
Erhan's, but his thigh was bleeding profusely and he could not move. Although he resisted for a long 
time, he was still unable to see due to excessive blood loss. Erhan beheaded him on the spot and took 
him away. These ancient swords are for my own use. 


A special feature of the Xianglong Sect is that the founder of the sect, the Tan family, was both skilled in 
swordsmanship and famous swordsmiths. However, they later specialized in swordsmanship. The skill of 
swordsmithing was lost after a few generations, but many precious swords were still left for future 
generations. , this pair of swords is also the second one. 


The sect's treasure was lost and recovered, and he also learned that the enemy who killed his uncle had 
been executed. Pang Tianshun was extremely excited at this moment, holding his sword and saluting 
Yan Heng and Tong Jing. 


"Six Swords that Break the Door', Pang is convinced both inside and outside." 


Yan Heng looked at Pang Tianshun, thinking of his sect's deep hatred, and fully understood Pang 
Tianshun's mood at the moment. 
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But he was not used to being praised by Pang Tianshun, Ruan Shaoxiong and others anymore. He just 
smiled slightly, put on his raincoat and mounted his horse with Tong Jing. Under the watch of many 
warriors, he walked out of the street in the spring rain. 


Tong Jing kept seeing that all the heroes looked at Yan Heng leaving with respect, which made her smile. 


Yan Heng turned around for a moment, wanting to see if the other party was still chasing after him, but 
he saw Tong Jing's smile under the bamboo hat and asked her, "Why are you smiling?" 


Tong Jing just looked at Yan Heng and did not answer him. 


OOOO 


Qian Qing's feeling at this moment was like having a ridiculous nightmare in broad daylight. 


He closed his eyes tightly, so hard that the skin on the bridge of his nose wrinkled, and then opened 
them again, hoping that what he just saw was an illusion. 


He was disappointed. 


On the field in front of me, there were people lying everywhere. 


Among them were the four guards that Qian Qing had brought with him all year round, all of whom 
were selected from among a hundred elite members of the Jinyi Guards. In addition, there were more 
than a dozen official servants sent by Linjiang Magistrate Lu Bingji, who were also selected tough men. 


Some of those who fell to the ground had broken weapons, and many more had broken bones. Two of 
the Jinyi guards had fierce-shaped flying knives stuck on their shoulders and legs, and the cloth on the 
handles was as red as the blood spilled from the knife edges. Painful moans and screams echoed 
throughout the place. 
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Qian Qing's fat body was soaked both inside and outside of his clothes - outside because of the 
continuous spring rain, inside because of cold sweat. He held the sedan that was tilted to the ground 
with one hand and stood on the road dumbfounded, unable to believe that such a thing would happen. 


He is the adopted son of Qian Ning, the current commander of the Imperial Guards in the capital and 
the emperor's most favored minister. He also holds the title of Deputy Qianhu of the Imperial Guard. On 
weekdays, no matter whether he is in the government or in the public sector, as long as he shows his 
waist badge, all the officials and people will be frightened. He said he was blocking him, but he didn't 
even dare to look at him for a while. Everyone knows that as long as they displease the Qian family and 
his son, they will be thrown into prison at any time and will never be reincarnated. 


[Note (1): The "Edict" in the Ming Dynasty was a prison specially set up by Jinyiwei. It had the power of 
imprisonment, torture and execution on its own, and was not subject to interference by judicial organs 
such as the Ministry of Punishment. The lynching methods were extremely cruel and vicious, and 
officials and people all over the world were shocked when they heard his name. . J] 


But just in this small place in Jiangxi, there are people who don't believe it. 


Qian Qing still had one guard standing, and it was his brave general Cen Kunbao. Cen Kunbao raised a 
pair of swords with blades as narrow and long as animal teeth, and held them in front of Qian Qing. His 
long face was usually murderous, but now it was as green as a ghost. 


Among Qian Qing's personal guards, only Cen Kunbao was not appointed by his adoptive father Qian 
Ning, but was promoted to the Jinyi Guard by Qian Qing himself. Cen Kunbao is a native of Jinzhou, 
Hebei Province. He has been studying at the famous secret sect branch in the northern province since 
he was a child, and has developed excellent martial arts. Later, because of drunkenness and murder, he 
fled to the wells of the capital city and was discovered by Qian Qing and taken as his close man. . Qian 
Qing once sent Cen Kunbao to assassinate a Beijing official who slandered his adoptive father. As a 
result, Cen Kunbao killed all five of the official's wife and children in one go that night. Qian Qing 
admired this very much, and even regarded Cen Kunbao as "the knife in his arms". 


Cen Kunbao pointed the tip of his knife towards the front of the road, where the thief was standing. 


The man standing in front of him had white hair and a white beard, holding a bamboo hat in his right 
hand, and holding a four-foot-long staff in his left hand wearing an iron-armored palm. There is a sword 
and a sword on the left and right sides of the waist, which are still unsheathed. 
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"Huh...it's a bit tiring. After all, | am old..." The old man lowered his head and looked at the dozen 
people on the ground. Each of them was at least twenty years younger than him. He frowned and 
sighed, but his straight posture exuded a very powerful aura, and there was no trace of his old age at all. 


Qian Qing hid behind Cen Kunbao, cursing the old man for not dying early, but he did not dare to look 
directly into those old but shining eyes. 


What makes Qian Qing even more frightened is that there is another thief who has not yet taken action. 
He looked at a rock on the roadside further away. Sitting on the rock was a young man with a long stick 
wrapped with iron on both ends. He has short hair that looks like a mess of grass, and a mustache that is 
equally thick below. His whole head is as hairy as a wild beast. If you look closely at his robes, shoes and 
socks, you can see that he is a monk. 


Qian Qing suddenly remembered that he had heard that name from time to time since he came to 
Jiangxi. 


The two strangers in front of me, an old man and a young man, were exactly like the thieves described 
by Lu Bingji. Guaranteed replacement if fake. 


When Qian Qing heard local officials talking about the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" earlier, he still 
sneered. He even thought that this was just an excuse for the officials to delay turning over the profits of 
"Imitation Immortal Powder" to his adoptive father. 


—What kind of "swordsman" can come out of a place like this? They're just a few thieves with some 
martial arts skills... 


On the roadside, there were still more than 20 officials of Linjiang Prefecture and four footmen who 
were responsible for carrying sedan chairs and burdens. They were scared and wanted to run for their 
lives, but they dared not move because of the wild monk who was eyeing them from the side. 
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The officials thought that since Magistrate Lu had used Ruan Shaoxiong and a group of warriors to lure 
away the "Six Swordsmen", the secret escort of Mr. Qian out of the province would be smooth and 
trouble-free. Unexpectedly, the thieves still blocked the way and attacked, and they couldn't help but 
feel bad luck. 


Lian Feihong still used the four-foot whip pole as a crutch, carefully looking up and down at Cen 
Kunbao's horse stance, and at the appearance of the two swords in his hands. 


"Are you... a disciple of the secret sect?" 


Cen Kunbao was shocked when he heard this. It is indeed not easy for the old man to see his inheritance 
from this point of view. 


—It makes no sense... If he is really a senior of the sect, he cannot be such a bandit... 


"So what?" Cen Kunbao said at the same time as he changed his swords into a cross stance in order to 
avoid being seen through by the opponent. 


Lian Feihong's face, which had always been relaxed, suddenly turned serious, which made Cen Kunbao 
feel strange. 


—Does he have any scruples about my martial arts? ... 


Cen Kunbao noticed Lian Feihong's change and thought that if the old man really became nervous, he 
would have hope of winning... 


Just when he was full of fighting spirit and thinking about how to take action, the figure of Lian Feihong 
in front of him suddenly became blurry! 


Although Cen Kunbao did not join the Cangzhou Secret Sect's main hall, he practiced martial arts from a 
famous sect after all. He reacted immediately when his opponent made a move, using his feet to spread 
out the famous "Yanqing Maze Step" of the sect, and slid across the muddy ground silently and swiftly. , 
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the two swords formed two characters, and released a "Mingtang Kuai Dao" and "Green Python Turn", 
both slashing the enemy's shadow diagonally! 


However, Cen Kunbao's sword was only a third of the way out when something started to hit his arms 
from the bottom up. It was the "Mountain Whip" of the Kongtong Sect's "Eight Great Skills"! 


Before Cen Kunbao could react, the whip pole made of solid wood had already hit him hard on his right 
elbow. The force of this blow plus the force of Cen Kunbao's own sword were all concentrated on that 
elbow joint. In an instant, There was a sound of cracking bones, which made Cen Kunbao feel pain in his 
heart and spleen. The right sword fell out of his hand, and the momentum of the left sword disappeared 
without a trace! 


Lian Feihong immediately let go of the whip, lowered his head and rushed into Cen Kunbao's right waist, 
slamming his left iron fist into his ribs. The sound was weird and scary! 


Cen Kunbao fell down like a deflated skin bag, his eyes turned white. 


Lian Feihong still didn't let him go. His old face was as fierce as an evil god. He kicked Cen Kunbao, who 
was about to fall to the ground, and stepped on the side of his right knee joint. The tendon inside 
suddenly ruptured. Cen Kunbao was wearing a proud secret. The sect’s light and agile kung fu will be 
abolished from now on! 


Lian Feihong's move shocked everyone onlookers. Previously, Lian Feihong brought down the dozen or 
so people with ease and ease. He dealt a single blow to each of them and stopped killing them after 
defeating them. However, he didn't expect that he would be so cruel to Cen Kunbao. 


Lian Feihong picked up the whip stick and stepped away, looking coldly at Cen Kunbao, who was 
convulsing in extreme pain on the ground. 


"It's rare that as a descendant of a famous sect, he actually acts as an aid to a tiger. This martial arts is all 
in vain. | will take it back on behalf of your sect." 
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A gust of spring breeze blew in the forest beside the road, making Lian Feihong's white beard fly. 
However, the posture of the proud warrior remained motionless in the wind, exuding an awe-inspiring 
righteousness. 


Qian Qing looked at his aura and finally understood why the "Six Swordsmen" came to rob Dao without 
changing their disguises, and they didn't even bother to cover up their faces with a scarf. 


——Because they never considered themselves thieves. 


At this time, Yuan Xing stood up from the rock with a six-pointed eyebrow-level stick and walked to the 
footmen. Everyone was frightened by the powerful wild monk and immediately retreated far away, 
leaving the two large loads of treasure on the ground. 


In order to gain Qian Ning's protection, the prefect of Linjiang, Lu Bingji, handed over half of the 
proceeds from selling "imitation immortal powder" in the prefecture to him. The amount exceeded 
300,000 taels of silver. Of course, it was difficult to transport the silver to the capital, so he exchanged it 
for something more valuable. The gold and jewelry were divided into two loads, and it was not easy for 
the bearers to lift them. 


Yuan Xing squatted down, pinched the wax seal of the litter box with his fingers, opened the lid, and saw 
a hill-like pile of brilliantly colored jewels and jade before his eyes. 


Qian Qing looked at the opened treasure box and felt anxious, but he hesitated to speak. 


"Little fat guy." Lian Feihong said with a smile: "You are reluctant to let go, aren't you?" He put on the 
bamboo hat as he spoke, and slowly pulled out the "Fen Lion Sword" from his waist with his free right 
hand, pointing sharply at Qian Qing. . 


There were beads of sweat on Qian Qing's head, and he didn't even dare to breathe too hard. 


Yuan Xing's thick hand inserted into the pile of treasures, grabbed a string of pearls and held it tightly in 
his hand, looking down at it silently. Everyone was shocked to see that the monk was so greedy for 
money. 
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Yuan Xing stretched out his fist towards the group of people and asked one of the footmen, "What is 
this?" 


The string of pearls is white and lustrous, and each one is as big as a finger. They are very precious. How 
many times have you seen this pearl before? The officer behind him was afraid that something might 
happen, so he hurriedly reminded him in a low voice, and he timidly replied: "...it's a pearl." 


"No." Yuan Xing opened his palm and looked at each bead: "What | saw was the flesh and blood of the 
people." 


Qian Qing felt deeply inappropriate when he heard this. 


——tThese people...are really not in it for money! 


He saw Lian Feihong in front of him, and he didn't know when he was approaching. The tip of the long 
sword was half a foot in front of him. 


Looking under the bamboo hat again, Lian Feihong's face no longer smiled, but returned to the cold and 
terrifying expression when he faced Cen Kunbao just now. 


"Wait...wait a minute!" Qian Qing's fat body was shaking violently under his robe: "Do you know who | 
am? Do you know who my adoptive father is? There is no one in the world——" 


"Shut up." Lian Feihong interrupted him coldly. "Don't say anything. Just think. Think of everyone you've 
ever hurt in your life." 


"My father has money——" 


This time, Lian Feihong no longer used words to break him. 
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This time, he used his sword. 


——Lian Feihong didn’t think much when he thrust out the sword. He didn't know that this sword would 
be the prelude to a huge storm. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 102 Chapter 5: Love and Fighting 


The flowers were in full bloom, and it seemed as if even the sky was dyed crimson. 


Under the dense cloud-like flower trees, a red petal fell silently and slowly. 


Suddenly, a strong wind came. 


As the petals flew wildly, it was split into two, and the fracture was as smooth as a water line. 


Just because it was not a spring breeze. It's the sword wind. 


The huge frost edge, which is as long as a person, has a thick spine and a sharp blade, is as bright as the 
moon. It passes between the two halves of the petals, and flows down smoothly like flowing water, until 
it is almost touching the ground. 


The light of the blade swirled over the soil full of green grass and life. A fallen flower on the ground that 
was still bright was suddenly lifted up into the air as if by a wave. 


The trajectory of the blade instantly changed and turned into an upward slash. The core of the fallen 
flower bursts from the center, and the petals fly sadly in all directions. 


This sword force is both fierce and gentle, like the wind passing through the forest. 


Shimazu Hu Linglan's cherry lips slowly exhaled the remnants of her breath, then inhaled deeply through 
her nose, and the Nodachi swords rolled back in like an ebbing tide. 


The center of gravity of her legs returned to balance, and she assumed a restrained and quiet posture. 
She held the handle of the long knife firmly in front of the Dantian under her abdomen with both palms. 
The tip of the knife was still pointed between the eyes of the imaginary enemy. A small gap that can be 
exploited is the essence of Japanese martial arts, "Zanshin"(. 
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[Note (1): For details about "Canxin", please refer to "Lecture Notes of Dao Zhen Jian Tang Chapter 
33". (P.162) J 


Hu Linglan took in and out of breath three more times, and after a long time she put away her stance 
and let the Nodachi hang diagonally by her side. The beautiful face full of energy was raised up, looking 
at the vast sea of flowers above her head, and she felt an overflowing pleasure in her heart. 


—When you exert your body and mind to the fullest, and your movements and movements approach 
perfection, you will naturally feel in harmony with the rhythm of heaven and earth. The joyful feeling is 
indescribable. 


"Your swordsmanship has improved to another level." 


The one who said this in Japanese was Jing Li. He sat cross-legged on the root of the tree, holding the big 
oar in one hand and showing Hu Linglan an appreciative smile. 


Hu Linglan laughed with joy, picked up the long sheath on the ground, and withdrew her Nodachi. 


After last year's decisive battle with Huo Yaohua, Hu Linglan was surprised that there was such a female 
swordsman in the world who could compete with her. During these days, she practiced hard to improve 
her Yinliu swordsmanship. 


In the past, in order to prove that she was not inferior to the male members of the Shimadzu family, she 
had always pursued strength and bravery in martial arts, and her swordsmanship tended to be bold and 
direct, but her airs were often exposed; 


Over the past six months, she has received guidance on practicing Feihong, Jing Li and Yuanxing, 
supplemented by the breathing and breathing Qigong method of Chinese martial arts. She has learned 
the key to restraining her own momentum and storing it up when necessary. Her sword moves gradually 
became more and more delicately controlled, and less labor-intensive. Using the heavy Nodachi felt like 
writing with a pen. 
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—Women's martial arts training should be based on delicate and soft changes and static braking. Hu 
Linglan has been doing the opposite since she was a child. She has found a new path and has achieved 
success by following the tough and fierce path of men. Now she seeks the power of softness and 
tranquility. 


Because it is in harmony with her body and mind, she can get twice the result with half the effort, and 
her sword skills have improved greatly in just a few months. 


Although Hu Linglan has been practicing swordsmanship under this tree for a long time, she still feels 
that her breath is full and smooth, and her endurance has obviously improved a lot. She took out a cloth 
towel from her belt and wiped the sweat on her face, looking very satisfied. 


"| really can't beat you now..." 


Jing Li said, using the oar to push himself up and stand up from the root of the tree. 


His left elbow and right knee were still tied with cloth straps, and his steps were a bit hindered when he 
stood up. 


Hu Linglan heard these words, the original happy expression disappeared, frowned at Jing Li. 


"YOU ...... will surely be fine." Hu Linglan comforted him. 


Jing Li pursed his mouth, which was surrounded by a thick mustache, and smiled bitterly without saying 
a word. The scar on his face that was scratched diagonally during the decisive battle with Mei Xinshu has 
faded today. 


But the deeper pain still lingers. 


After a long period of treatment, the joints of Jing's left hand and right leg that were injured when he 
fell from the Qingyuan Mountain Cliff still could not recover. It seemed that the tendons inside were 
injured, and they were so painful that they became weak as long as he exerted his strength. Jing Li 
ignored it and endured the pain to practice his daily martial arts, but the result was that the pain in his 
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right knee worsened. In the cold winter, he even had to use crutches to move around, so he could only 
reduce his training and take a good rest. 


Jing Li stretched out under the big tree and replied with his usual smile: "You have been practicing for so 
long, are you hungry? Let's go back to eat." After that, he walked out of the woods with the paddle. 


Hu Linglan didn't know what to say, so she looked at his back worriedly for a while, then reluctantly 
picked up the nodachi and followed him. 


Jing Li stretched out his hand to break off a flower branch and gestured gently in the air. It was the Yinliu 
sword technique that he and Hu Linglan had both practiced. He was thinking about how to guide Hu 
Linglan to improve her skills. 


"You have almost mastered the integration of Qi and energy... Next, you should practice more nimble 
footwork and coordination." He patted his right leg with a tree branch: "Mr. Feihong will teach you 
this..." 


When he said this, he stopped, plucked off the most blooming red flower on the branch, threw the 
branch away, stepped forward and gently inserted the flower on Hu Linglan's temple. 


"This color suits you best. Same with the clothes." 


Jing Li said with a smile, took Hu Linglan's hand and continued walking. 


Hu Linglan silently accepted the flowers and listened silently to his words without answering. 


She couldn't deny that she felt a little happy in her heart. Ever since he couldn't practice martial arts 
these days, Jing Lihad been so gentle to her. 


—Maybe it’s because his heart finally calmed down? 
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But Hu Linglan gradually realized that it was not just that. Although Jing Li still always smiled as before; 
although he still looked relaxed when he mentioned his injuries... she felt that he had indeed changed. 


At the moment, she could feel it from the palms that hold each other tightly. 


Looking at Jing Li's smiling face, Hu Linglan didn't want to recognize it, but she couldn't erase the feeling: 


He has become weak. 


—The more domineering people usually are, when they fall into a quagmire that they cannot get out of, 
they are often weaker than ordinary people. 


Hu Linglan knows this truth very well - her brother Matagoro committed suicide because of this. 


She held his hand tighter, as if she was afraid that he would slip away. 


The two walked out of the woods for a while and arrived at a quiet small village. 


Before they entered the village, several children ran out from the village entrance and surrounded them. 
The two smiled and stroked the child's hair, and entered the village as the children pulled and pushed 
them. 


One of the stronger boys grabbed Jing Li's oar with one hand and carried it up. 


This naughty nine-year-old boy is called Guixi. He has long been used to helping his family in the fields. 
However, this heavy and long oar is not made of ordinary wood. Guixi holds it in both hands and 
staggers around, which is quite difficult. . 


"It's useless!" Aying, a girl next to her who was about the same age but a head taller than Guixi, 
shouted, picked up the other end of the oar and put it on her shoulder. 
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Guixi was so angry that he grabbed Aying's hair from behind and was about to hit her, but Hu Linglan 
pulled her away in time. 


"Men, don't hit girls." Hu Linglan warned him with a frown. 


Guixi wiped his nose and retorted angrily: "But | see that the old man and the monk often fight with 


you. 


Hu Linglan was speechless. Jing Li and all the children also burst into laughter. 


"Sister Lan is different." Jing Li grinned and said, stroking the scar under his right eye that was cut by Hu 
Linglan, "Because she is a tigress." 


Hu Linglan didn't understand the meaning of "tigress" in Chinese, but when she heard the children 
laughing again, she guessed that it would not be a good thing, and gave Jing Li a stern look. 


They walked to a big house next to the village ancestral hall, where a dining table had been set up in the 
open space in front of the door. It was filled with common coarse vegetables in the countryside and a 
big nest of brown rice. Several peasant women were taking care of things and quickly asked Jing Li and 
Hu Linglan to sit down. 


Among these ordinary rough dishes, there was a steamed chicken in particular, which was made for Jing 
Li. While he was recovering from his injuries, the villagers prepared meat for him every day. 


"I'm hungry!" Jing Li shouted while stroking his belly, then picked up the bowl and chopsticks to eat. The 
food was very fresh, and Jing Li ate it with gusto, finishing half the bowl of rice in just a few bites. 


Hu Linglan took off the Nodachi and put it beside the table. Just as she was picking up the chopsticks to 
eat, Guixi touched the handle of the knife. Hu Linglan waved her chopsticks as if to knock them down, 
which scared Guixi and retracted her little hand. She quickly took back the knife and put it on her lap. At 
the same time, she shook her head sternly at Guixi, signaling that the weapon should not be played 
with. 
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Jing Li looked at it and laughed again. The other two smaller children crawled up to him, one was pulling 
his braided hair, and the other kept touching the red flower tattoo on his shoulder, but Jing Chui ignored 
them as they were still eating, and said to Hu Linglan while chewing : "You are good at disciplining 
children." 


Hu Linglan's cheeks turned red after hearing this. She thought about the meaning of Jing Li's words. 


She also remembered Jing Li's words, "Now | really can't beat you ...... ; 


Of course Hu Linglan clearly remembered what she had said to him when she was in Hanyang: 


——I came to Middle-earth to defeat you completely! On that day, when you cry and admit defeat in 
front of me, | will marry you... 


Thinking of these former heroic words, Hu Linglan felt her heart heat up. 


She had always thought that it would be a long time before she would truly be with Jing Li; but now it no 
longer seemed that far away. 


—-—lf he really can't get better... 


Hu Linglan knew very well that Jing Li's life was a path of continuous upward climb, the strong desire has 
been supporting him, over and over the difficulties of life and death, climbed through the continuous 
thorns to live; but when the body ruptured to the point that it could not be repaired, and that the 
difficulties were already beyond his ability to overcome, this upward life path would be cut off, and the 
dream would end here. 


——Maybe at this time, | can finally become the most important thing in his life... 
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Hu Linglan lowered her head and ate quietly, not looking at Jing Li, but her mind was extremely 
confused. 


Jing Li didn't seem to notice anything wrong with her at all, and ate all the food in the bowl. A child 
scrambled to grab the empty bowl in his hand to add food to him. When the peasant woman next to her 
saw how delicious Jing Li was eating, she smiled and showed her chipped teeth. Her expression was like 
seeing her own child eating. 


The "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" has been living in Lintan Village, east of Xinyu County, for more 
than half a month. 


Since they left Luling, they used the information obtained from Wang Shouren's disciples' investigations 
to deal with corrupt officials and local tyrants who were involved in the trading of the poison "Fake 
Immortal Powder". They plundered their money one by one and gave it to those whose families were 
ruined because of "Fake Imitation Powder". The families of the poor have also given away to the poor 
everywhere, which has turned the world upside down in the northern part of Jiangxi Province. 


"We are not robbing the rich to give to the poor." Lian Feihong often said with a smile to the corrupt 
officials and wealthy people who were "victimized": "This money is not yours in the first place, and there 
is no such thing as 'rob'." 


More than a dozen local counties have issued arrest warrants to arrest the six of them. Of course, 
without the official Baojia, he would really be stupid enough to execute these arrests, but under the 
publicity and exaggeration of the government, the notoriety of the "Six Swordsmen" drama still spread 
like wildfire. 


When they first settled in Linyi Village, the villagers were really frightened, but they soon discovered 
that these strange men and women, old and young, not only did not take a single mustard in the village, 
but also took out silver taels to support the village. The six people soon got With the trust of the 
villagers, they take care of their daily needs and help them hide their whereabouts when necessary. 


The children in the village are particularly fond of Jing Li, an older brother with weird clothes and tattoos 
all over his body, and they always get tired of him. 


Hu Linglan felt a warm feeling in her heart when she saw Jing Li being hugged by the children. 
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——It will be useless for me to discipline my children in the future. They will all be spoiled by you... 


Although the atmosphere was joyful at the moment, Hu Linglan knew that parting was imminent. After 
all, the "Six Swordsmen" are wanted criminals by the local government. They have long decided not to 
stay in one place for too long, so as not to harm the villagers who protect them. 


"Brother Braid, you've gained weight!" The child on the left suddenly scratched Jing Li's abdomen and 
said loudly. 


Although Jing Li has been exercising tirelessly in the past few months without touching the injury, he has 
never been able to do full-body movements, especially running, jumping and moving continuously, and 
yet he still maintained the amount of food he used to eat, so his waist and abdomen had inevitably 
gained a little bit of extra weight. 


Jing Li was so tickled by the scratches that he almost spewed out the rice in his mouth. He reached out 
and lifted the boy onto the table like a chicken. Then he pinched his soft cheeks and said with a smile: 
"You're the one who's fat!" 


Although Jing Li didn't seem to care, Hu Linglan noticed that his expression instantly stiffened when he 
heard those words. 


--He still cares ...... 


Since Jing Li was eleven years old, he had never taken a step backwards in his life. This is the first time. 


The more Jing Li pretended to be relaxed and tried to hide it, the more worried Hu Linglan became 
about him. At this time, she couldn't help but say what she had been thinking about for a long time. 


"Strength is not only about martial arts in the world." Hu Linglan was too nervous to look at him when 
he said it. She lowered her head and looked at the rice in the bowl: "There is more than one way to 
become stronger. You have other talents. | could see that you had the ability to lead the army last time 
at the Green Plains Mountain. My father saw it the same way. Our Satsuma Kingdom has 3,000 warriors, 
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if you are willing to go back with me. ...... don't misunderstand, | am not trying to persuade you, | just 


want to tell you that you still have other choices in the future ...... : 


Jing Li listened silently without saying a word. 


Hu Linglan did not get a response from Jing Li, so she raised her head to look at him, but she suddenly 
realized that Jing Li was glaring at her angrily. 


This was unprecedented. Hu Linglan had almost never seen Jing Li so angry - not even when she had 
slashed him under the eye and almost destroyed one of his eyes. 


Even the children around her felt the change in their braided brother, and all of them suddenly quieted 
down. 


Jing Li did not say a word, he put down the half bowl of rice, picked up the oar that was left on the table, 
and got up to leave. 


Hu Linglan, who was left behind, was holding the chopsticks and bowls with a trembling hand. 


There were few things in the world that made her afraid. But now she was afraid that the happiness she 
had built up with Jing Li in these short days would be shattered beyond repair in this instant. 


OOOO 


It was almost dusk when Lian Feihong and Yuan Xing drove the mule cart back to the village. 


The teenagers and children in the village all came out and followed the car into the village. They did not 
stop until they reached a cowshed in the center of the village. 
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Lian Feihong laughed and distributed the cakes he bought to his children. Yuan Xing picked up a paper 
package from the car and handed it to a peasant woman beside the car. During this trip, Yuan Xing 
stopped by the city to find several medicinal materials to prepare a new healing ointment for Jing Li. 


Yuan Xing carefully instructed the peasant woman on how to brew the medicine, and then went to find 
Jing Li. Lian Feihong held up a large bag of bean paste pies and chased after the children. The mule cart 
still carried two large loads of treasure, enough to buy ten Lindan Villages, but they casually parked 
outside the cowshed and ignored them. 


Yuan Xing searched around the village, but he heard a strange noise on the bank of a small river in the 
west. 


Yuan Xing ooked over and saw that Jing Li was holding an old single knife against the ground and stood 
up slowly with one left leg. There were a few bruised blood marks on his right cheek, and his clothes 
were covered in mud. 


After Jing Li stood up, he took up his stance again: his right arm holding the knife was relaxed and 
hanging down, his back was arched like a cat and leopard, and his left leg was deeply charged and ready 
to go - it was the man he had met with Mei in the wilds of Luling. The preparatory form of the sacrificial 
sword move that Xinshu and others learned during the decisive battle. 


Jing Li named this saber "Wave Cutting Iron Stance" because it was based on the image of waves rolling 
in; it was also because the saber emphasized thoughtlessness and abandonment of the body, with one 
strike and no two strikes, just like a brilliant wave, which rises and disappears instantly, with no concern 
for the next instant of life and death. 


Jing Li set up his stance against a huge old tree by the river, and with a slight adjustment of breath 
between his chest and abdomen, his body suddenly leapt out, and he and his saber rotated violently, 
slamming into the trunk of the tree, which was even thicker than two of him! 


At the last moment, Jing Li whirled past the big tree and had already released his single sword. The 
biggest difficulty with "Water Cutting Iron Power" was that he was too exhausted after using the sword, 
especially since he only had one leg and was unable to balance on the ground. His whole body fell hard 
into the shallow river beach, with water splashing everywhere. 
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Jing Li lay in the river, looking up to the sky and laughing for a long time. After a long time, he got up 
wet, with a few more wounds on his face. At this time, Yuan Xing was already standing in front of him. 


"Didn't I tell you not to practice this for the time being?" Yuan Xing frowned and looked down at Jing Li. 


Jing Li ignored him and walked to the old tree. He saw that his saber had already cut deep into the tree 
trunk, and almost the entire blade had gone into it. However, it is really not easy to control the angle of 
the "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power", and the blade is only slightly skewed. After this worn-out single 
sword brought from Luling was cut into the trees, it was shaken by the extremely fierce force. The blade 
bends sideways - this is why Jing Li doesn't use the precious sword to practice. 


"Isn't it very powerful?" Jing Li said with a smile, reaching out to draw the knife, but he could only use 
one leg to exert force, and the knife cut very deep, so he couldn't pull it out. The knife was useless 
anyway, so he simply left it in the tree. 


Although this "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power" stunt is extremely powerful, it is a dead blow after all, 
and there is no response. It is impossible for Jingli to rely only on this move in actual combat; not to 
mention the problem that he is prone to self-injury every time he practices. . 


"Sit down." Yuan Xing pressed Jing Li's shoulder. 


"Let me show you." 


Jing Li sat on the root of the tree, while Yuan Xing brought a stone and sat in front of him. He placed Jing 
Li's right leg on his thigh, rolled up his pants, and checked whether the knee joint had become swollen 
again. 


Yuan Xing wiped Jing's leg dry with his sleeve, then took out the Shaolin Temple wound medicine from 
his pocket and applied it to the affected areas on both sides of Jing's knee. 


Although the medical skills of bruises and bruises that Yuan Xing learned in the Shaolin Temple were 
only superficial, their efficacy was far better than that of ordinary doctors among the people. 
Unfortunately, it was still unable to cure the tendon injuries of the cracked hands and legs. 
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"| just came back from looking for new medicine." Yuan Xing said while massaging the cracked wound, 
"I'll give it a try tomorrow when | get it." 


Jing Li didn't respond, just looked at the setting sun on the other side of the river. 


"Do you know what is the most abominable thing?" he asked suddenly. 


Yuan Xing didn't understand what he was referring to and could only shake his head. 


"The most disgusting thing is: | have clearly understood such a powerful sword move, but yet..." Jing Li 
was still looking at the golden setting sun, unable to say any more. 


Yuan Xing understood very well what Jing Li wanted to say: he had risked his life to obtain the "Wave 
Cutting Iron Strength", and had found a way to further improve his martial arts - that is, as Lian Fei Hong 
said, to integrate the many martial arts he had learned in his whole life into a single one - but his body 
was not up to it. However, the body is not up to the task. It's like a door that you've been knocking on 
for a long time finally opens, but your legs can't get through. For a martial artist seeking to achieve the 
highest level of skill, this is even more frustrating than never seeing hope. 


During this trip to intercept Qian Qing, Lian Feihong and Yuan Xing also asked Jing Li to go with them. 
They were afraid that if he stayed in the countryside to recuperate for a long time, his mood would only 
become more and more depressed, so it was better to go out for a walk to relax, but Jing Li was still 
worried. He refused without interest. 


——He was originally the strongest general in "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate", but now he has 
become the one who can't be beaten. This gap makes him not want to watch his companions fight. 


Yuan Xing had always been poor at words, and now she didn't know what to say to cheer him up, so she 
just massaged him silently. 


Shaolin disciples are known as eight hundred, and there are many monks in the temple. Naturally, 
injuries often occur while practicing their skills. Yuan Xing had seen a lot of serious joint injuries like 
cracks in the Shaolin Temple. As a result, several seniors had to give up martial arts and focus on reading 
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scriptures and practicing meditation. When Yuan Xing thought about this, he couldn't even say any 
comforting words such as "You will get better." 


The two men sat facing each other in silence. 


Yuan Xing then went to treat Jing Li's left elbow. Jing Li looked at the beautiful sunset that had become 
more slanting in the distance. In addition, after practicing the trick twice just now, the suffocation in his 
chest was relieved a lot, his mood calmed down, and his smile finally returned to its natural state. 


i Bees was really useless just now ...... " Jing Li sighed, scratched his hair and said, "| actually lost my 
temper to Alan." 


Yuan Xing raised his eyebrows. Jing Li can also lose his temper, he has never thought about it, and he is 
very curious about the reason. 


Jing Li repeated Hu Linglan's words and then said, "| know that she is just trying to help me out, she is 
doing it for my own good. But | am really annoyed with her. She should know very well that | won't 
change my ambition even if | die." 


He looked at the river reflecting the golden light, and there was a warmth in his eyes that was hard to 
see. 


"She is Shimazu Hu Linglan, the unrivaled saber master. She should also be the woman who knows me 
best in the world." 


Yuan Xing scratched his straw-like hair and shrugged his thick shoulders, "I'm a monk, why are you 
telling me this?" 


Jing Li snorted with laughter. Yuan Xing stifled his laughter and re-bandaged his elbow for him. 


"Thank you." Jing Li stood up and pinched his still wet shirt, "Thank you for listening to all this 
nonsense." 
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As he was walking back towards the village, Yuan Xing called out to him from behind as he was packing 
up his medicine. 


"Hey." Yuan Xing was still picking up things with his head down, "It's no use talking to me about what 
you just said. Talk to her." 


Jing Li didn't look back at him, he just raised his hand, and continued to walk towards the village with his 
footsteps slightly turned. 


OOOO 


In the abandoned and dilapidated mountain temple, strange "squeaking" sounds came from the dark 
corners from time to time. The firelight illuminated the chipped clay statue on the altar. It didn't look 
like a god who could comfort people at all. Instead, it was as gloomy as a ghost crawling out of hell. 


Every time a strange sound came, Tong Jing's body would tremble uncontrollably, and she would sit as 
close to the center of the temple as possible to light the fire. Though she knew it was the wood of the 
temple that had absorbed the spring rains. Although she knew that it was the natural sound of the 
temple's dilapidated wood absorbing the spring rains and wet fog, she still couldn't suppress her fear. 


Yan Heng was at the other end, picking up the waste wood on the ground to build a stand to dry the 
straw raincoat on. 


After leaving Linjiang City, the two rode back to Linyan Village. On the way, Tong Jing rode faster and 
faster, taking up a lot of distance, so Yan Heng couldn't even call out to her, and as a result, they missed 
their lodging, and were lucky to find this dilapidated temple to settle in. 


Tong Jing was so excited because she had just had a good fight and was anxious to go back to tell her 
companions about the result of the battle; now that she was in this gloomy temple, her previous 
excitement had disappeared. 
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Yan Heng unfolded the cloak he brought and spread it on the ground for Tong Jing to sleep. He found a 
dry place, swept away a little dust, wood and stones on the ground, and sat down leaning on a pillar. 


For a while, the temple became quiet, except for the occasional neighing of the horse tied under the 
eaves of the door, and the sound of peeling wood from the fire. Then there was the strange sound of 
the beams again. 


"This ruined temple is so bad. Will it collapse if we sleep until midnight?" Tong Jing looked around, but 
her heart still couldn't be settled. 


Just as he was talking, a mouse crawled out from among the piles of broken tables and chairs, making 
Tong Jing scream "Wow" in fright. The scream echoed in the temple, which chilled her even more. 


"You're still worried about having your ears bitten off by mice while you're sleeping." Yan Heng said with 
a smile, "By the way, didn't you say there is dry food? It's best for us to eat it all before the insects and 
mice steal it. " 


Tong Jing opened the bag angrily and took out the paper bag containing dry biscuits, but another small 
cloth bag fell out. 


Tong Jing hurriedly picked it up and opened the cloth bag to see if the things inside were damaged. She 
picked up a bamboo stick with a bunch of green things on it. 


"Oops!" Tong Jing shouted again and wiped the thing with her hand. 


"What is it?" Yan Heng asked as he took the paper package of dry biscuits. 


"Nothing..." Tong Jing said, still carefully wiping off the thin green layer on the thing. Yan Heng took a 
closer look and saw that it was the Mulan dough doll he bought for her in Hanyang City last year. 
Because it had been left for too long and the spring rainy weather, it was already covered with green 
mold. 
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"Fool! You still keep this thing now?" Yan Heng laughed, but felt warm in her heart. She remembered 
her bright smile when she took over the doll on the bustling street at that time. 


"No wonder..." Tong Jing lowered her eyebrows and said while cleaning the doll: "In the past two days, | 
have noticed a smell on my clothes...it turns out it's because | put it together..." 


The dough has gone bad, how can it be cleaned back to its original state? Yan Heng looked at the 
disappointed Tong Jing and said, "Throw it away. I'll give you another one that won't go bad next time." 


"| want a girl." Tong Jing beamed, "And one who holds a sword, too." 


"| know." 


Tong Jing was only satisfied at this time, so she threw the Mulan doll into the fire and burned it. She 
sniffed her hands again, smelling a putrid smell. She quickly wetted her handkerchief with a bamboo 
tube filled with water, wiped her hands clean, and then separated the biscuits from Yan Heng to eat. 


"Do you remember..." Tong Jing said while chewing: "We were in Minjiang at that time, and we ate river 
fresh food every day. It was so delicious." 


"You're still saying? It takes half a day to arrange meals every day. It's so annoying." Yan Heng couldn't 
help laughing when he recalled it. 


"How can there be an idiot like you? Your tongue is made of wood, and it will be the same no matter 
what you eat." 


Yan Heng remembered that Song Li often called him a "sword idiot" in Qingcheng Mountain. It had been 
a long time since anyone had called him that, which gave him a sense of intimacy. 


In this way, they talked about the memories of traveling together in the past two years. Their cheerful 
laughter overshadowed the strange "squeaking" sound of the temple, making Tong Jing gradually forget 
her previous fear. 
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While Tong Jing was drinking water, she suddenly remembered: After knowing Yan Heng for so long, this 
was the first time that they were traveling alone and staying together in the same room in this ruined 
temple. The firelight concealed the shyness on her face. At the same time, there was an overflowing joy 
deep in her heart. 


"Today...thank you for coming to me." Tong Jing put away her smile and said seriously: "Otherwise...| 
don't know what will happen." 


——She actually wanted to say in her heart: "Otherwise, | wouldn't be as happy as | am now." Of course, 
she couldn't say this out loud. 


Tong Jing looked at the fire and continued: "You were in that street today. You were very different from 
the first time | met you..." 


Yan Heng smiled and nodded, but did not answer her. He just picked up the "Dragon Thorn" beside him 
and pulled it out of its sheath. He wiped the blade with a cloth to prevent moisture from accumulating 
and causing it to rust. 


"| have something... | want to ask you..." Yan Heng was wiping his sword while looking at the fire, his 
eyes bright and transparent. 


When Tong Jing heard what he said, she immediately became nervous. 


——What will he ask me? ...could it be that... 


Tong Jing pursed her lips tightly and waited without saying a word. 


"What do you think ...... of me?" Yan Heng asked slowly. 


"What ...... about you? ...... " Tong Jing's voice became thinner. 
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"| mean,......". Yan Heng's gaze on the fire tightened, "I'm pretty good today, aren't |?" 


Tong Jing realized that he didn't mean what she thought, and looked up at Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng showed an expression he had never seen before. There was a hint of enthusiasm in his eyes, 
and he smiled slightly with his lips raised toward the firelight. The light and shadow fell on his proud 
face, and Tong Jing felt a little scary for some reason. 


——This expression is like a hungry wolf in the wilderness. 


"What do you think of Pang Tianshun of the Xianglong Sword Sect? Can he be compared to the Wudang 
Soldier's Crow Road?" 


Yan Heng put down the towel as he spoke. The golden blade light reflected from the "Dragon Thorn" 
reflected his face more clearly. Tong Jing saw it, and the madness in his eyes was not just aggressive and 
proud. 


There is also hatred in it. 


"| can't wait more and more." Yan Heng's voice and expression when he spoke were as if he was in 
another world that only belongs to him: "I want to fight them as soon as possible. | want to make the 
guys from the Wudang Sect swallow their words, 'After today, there will be no more Qingcheng Sect in 
the world!" 


Tong Jing was slightly disappointed, and felt that Yan Heng was a bit unfamiliar at this moment; but at 
the same time, she felt relieved that she could watch Yan Heng come to this day with her own eyes. 


--Prove that | wasn't wrong about him. 


"It's okay." Tong Jing said in a voice that was softer than usual, "You can do it." 
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OOOO 


The next morning when the boy woke up quietly, he saw the morning light shining through the holes in 
the tiled roof of the ruined temple, falling on the extinguished but still lukewarm woodpile. The 
remaining smoke and dust lingered in the sunlight. 


She wiped her eyes and looked at the place where Yan Heng rested last night, only to find that he was 
long gone, and the luggage and raincoat he brought were also missing. Tong Jing was so nervous that 
she jumped up and ran out of the temple gate. 


She saw Yan Heng in high spirits outside the temple gate, organizing the clothes tied to his horse, and 
laughed when she saw him. 


Tong Jing said angrily, "Don't do that again, you don't see anyone when you wake up. ...... " She realized 
that this sentence was very misleading, and her face suddenly blushed with shyness. 


Yan Heng saw that her eyes were sleepy and her bun was messed up, but her expression at this 
moment, illuminated by the morning light, had a kind of beauty without any pretense. He just looked at 
Tong Jing and remained silent for a moment. 


Tong Jing noticed that Yan Heng was a little weird, and looked at him for a while. Then she remembered 
that she still looked like she had just gotten up, and hurriedly said "Ah", pressing her hair into a bun, and 
ran back to the temple. 


After Tong Jing washed up for a while, the two tied the remaining clothes behind the saddle, put on 
their swords, and then got on the horse and left. 


Today the rain has stopped, the sky is clear and blue, and both of them are in a cheerful mood, riding on 
the country road. 
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Tong Jing looked at Yan Heng, who was walking beside her, and then looked at the countryside scenery 
in the distance. Running in this vast and vast world, she felt as if she and Yan Heng were the only two 
people left in the world, and they had an indescribable feeling of intimacy with each other. 


After walking for a while, they saw fields and knew that there was a village nearby. The two dismounted 
and walked holding the reins to prevent the horses' hooves from damaging the farmland. They walked 
through for a while and found the main road at the entrance of the village. There happened to be a 
small village shop on the roadside that greeted travelers and sold hot glutinous rice cakes. They were 
hungry from riding on empty stomachs, so they went in to eat breakfast and buy a few more pieces to 
take with them on their way. 


After eating, it is not good to be bumpy, the two of them just rode their horses and paced around after 
getting back on the road, looking at the farmers in the fields beside the road, they just felt soothed 
physically and mentally, forgetting that they had gone through a fierce fight yesterday. 


Yan Heng raised his head and chest in the saddle, feeling heroic in his heart. Without thinking much, he 
imitated Mr. Feihong and sang: 


"The bright red flowers look like my sister's makeup 


My heart is like the sun in the sky..." 


This Guanxi ballad, Yan Heng sang with his clear voice, completely lost the vicissitudes of the traveler 
like Lian Feihong, but exuded a vibrant youthful atmosphere, full of beautiful longing for the future. 


When Tong Jing heard Yan Heng suddenly singing, she couldn't help laughing at first, but as she listened, 
she gradually became intoxicated by the lyrics. 


After strolling for a while, they spurred the horses to gallop. They only let the horses rest and drink 
water in front of a stream. The soil on the road had been dried by the sun and had dried up from 
yesterday's rain. The horses were walking faster. Before noon, they had already returned to the 
countryside outside Lintai Village. There were familiar roads in front of them, so they asked the horses 
to slow down. 
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The two riders happened to pass through the crimson flower forest where Hu Linglan practiced her 
sword yesterday. Tong Jing looked up at the red flowers blooming all over the sky, and her smile was as 
bright as a flower. She said to Yan Heng beside her: 


"| will always remember this day." 


Yan Heng couldn't help but nodded. Unconsciously he moved his horse closer to her. He wanted to 
reach out and hold her, but in the end he didn't have the courage. 


Just as the two were about to leave the woods, they saw a horse appearing in front of them. The horse 
didn't move very fast, and it seemed that the rider was just as reluctant to leave the woods as they 
were. The spring breeze blew the rider's cloud-like bun, and the long thing with a diagonal strap on the 
back swayed with the footsteps. Yan Heng and Tong Jing could tell at a glance that it was Hu Linglan. 


After the two sides got close to each other and dismounted, they could see clearly that Hu Linglan was 
wearing a cloak, a long bow on her back, a wild sword stuck beside the saddle, and a luggage behind the 
saddle. She looked like she was traveling far away. Tong Jing looked at her with doubtful eyes. 


Hu Linglan said before she asked, "That's right. I'm leaving." 


"Sister Lan, where are you going? Why?" Tong Jing was so anxious that her eyes were red. 


Hu Linglan looked up at the red flowers. 


"I'm going to find a way to heal him." 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing knew that the "him" she was referring to was of course Jing Li. 


"| said some things to him yesterday that | shouldn't have said." Hu Linglan continued quietly: "| actually 
advised him to change and pursue other dreams. It's ridiculous." 
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| should be the one who understands him best. Anyone in the world can say that, except me. " 


——What Jing Li said to Yuan Xing, she didn’t have a chance to tell Hu Linglan yet; however, she figured 
it out on her own, and it was exactly the same as what Jing Li thought. 


"So | decided: | want to keep his dream alive. Use all my power." 


Hu Linglan's eyes became firm and resolute when she spoke. Although she was sad because of the 
separation, she was able to devote herself wholeheartedly to the man she loved, and she felt strong 
happiness at the same time. 


——This time, it was different from when she came to Middle-earth from Satsuma. There are no more 
conflicts or doubts in my mind. 


"Brother Jing...does he know you are leaving?" Yan Heng asked. 


Hu Linglan shook her head: "I don't want him to stop me. Don't tell him when you go back. Wait until I'm 
gone." 


"Sister Lan..." Tong Jing stepped forward and held her hand: "If you leave, | will be lonely..." 


Hu Linglan glanced at Yan Heng and smiled slightly: "No. You won't." 


"If you find a way to cure Brother Jing, how will you find us when you come back?" Tong Jing asked 
again. 


"| have already made an agreement with Mr. Feihong: every time you leave a place, tell the people there 
where you are going. | will come back to this village first and follow the stops one by one to find you." 


Hu Linglan said, stroking Tong Jing's hair and wiping away the tears on her face: "Fool... | will be back 
soon." 
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She let go of Tong Jing, got on her mount, waved her hand and rode forward. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing looked at the back of Hu Linglan and her horse under the red flower tree. They 
remembered that they had been companions with her for so long without knowing it, and they felt even 
more reluctant to part with her. 


Especially Tong Jing. She thought about what Sister Lan had just said and looked at her getting smaller 
and smaller. 


Because if you love someone, you have to break up with him. Tong Jing never thought it would be like 
this. 


Everything worth doing in the world is difficult. 


Be it love or fight. 
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Da Dao Zhen Jiantang Sword Hall Lecture - 33 


The word "Zanshin" comes from Japanese martial arts, and it can be said to be a type of mental method. 
Its meaning is that after completing the attack, the body, movement and spirit must still remain intact 
and full, so that you can make changes to the battle at any time. This is a common mistake made by 
warriors with insufficient training, such as being too aggressive when attacking or coveting the extended 
distance of the weapon, exposing themselves to unfavorable/unbalanced postures; or being instantly 
relaxed, overly excited or fearful after a successful move, and being Opponents who have not yet been 
defeated or other enemies in group battles can take advantage of this. 


In fact, similar spiritual training exists in various martial arts at home and abroad, but Japanese martial 
arts pay special attention to "Zanshin", largely because of its close relationship with the military. The 
ancient Japanese samurai were the ruling military class for a long time, and their martial arts were 
created mainly for use on large-scale battlefields. The chaotic group battles in Toyama Sword Forest are 
different from individual duels. It is often necessary to maintain all-round vigilance in order to survive 
and win, which further highlights the importance of "Zanshin". 


Until modern times, ancient Japanese martial arts evolved into sports-oriented martial arts education 
and competition, and still maintained the emphasis on "Zanshin". For example, in kendo and karate 
competitions, even if a player succeeds in hitting the opponent, if he is not in good physical condition or 
does not maintain sufficient energy when completing the attack, the attack will be invalid. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 103 Chapter 6: The Imperial Martial 
Order 


Three days later, Qian Ning, who was in the capital, received successive letters from Qianli Fei Ge and 
learned of the death of his adopted son. 


He was so angry that he tore his clothes on the spot. 


Qian Ning has a total of seventeen adopted sons, but Qian Qing is the most special because Qian Qing is 
really related to him by blood, as he is the nephew of another roommate of the Li family in Yunnan. 


Qian Ning's surname was not Qian, but Li. He was from Zhen'‘an, Yunnan Province. Because he was poor 
since he was a child, he was sold to the local eunuch Qian Neng as a domestic slave. He was favored by 
Qian's father-in-law and adopted him as his adopted son. His surname and first name are both It was 
given by Eunuch Qian; later Qian Neng was rewarded by the court, and Qian Ning was also lucky enough 
to be favored. He was good at martial arts, so he was given the post of Imperial Guard, and was able to 
go to the capital to serve the emperor. He was supported by the eunuch Liu Jin, and he embarked ona 
career of rapid prosperity. road. 


After Qian Ning became successful, in order to quickly expand his power, he adopted many adopted 
sons and assigned them to the ranks of the imperial guards. A few years ago, he returned home in full 
glory and adopted Li Qing (that is, Qian Qing) as his nephew, so that he could have a trusted tribesman 
around him to handle affairs. 


After the bad news, Qian Ning received letters one after another, all of which were reports from 
subordinates: 


Without waiting for Master Qian's order, they quickly mobilized their subordinates stationed in Linjiang 
Mansion, near the incident site, to conduct a rigorous search for the demon bandit known as the "Six 
Swordsmen", but found nothing. 


While walking in the corridor of the mansion, Qian Ning read the letters that came one after another. 
The more he read, the angrier he became, and he tore his torn robe into pieces. 
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"They're all just a bunch of freeloaders!" He threw down the piece of cloth in his hand and stamped his 
feet bitterly: "You can't find these few warriors? How dare you claim to be the eyes and ears of the 
world?" 


Qian Ning was so furious, not because he particularly cherished this fat nephew of Qian Qing's, but 
because Qian Qing's behavior on the outside already represented the exercise of Qian Ning's own 
authority, and it was an absolutely unacceptable humiliation for Qian Ning that anyone in the world 
would dare to touch him. 


——Not to mention a group of murderous martial artists! 


Qian Ning practiced martial arts when he was young and was quite talented. He was especially good at 
marksmanship and could shoot bows on both sides. This was also a major reason why he was favored by 
Emperor Zhengde. 


The young Qian Ning originally had a great future in martial arts, but due to his poor family and selling 
himself, he ended up embarking on a completely different path. Clever words and seduction became his 
sword. In order to climb up the ladder, he became the favorite of Eunuch Qian, and finally climbed to 
the position of the head of the Royal Guards. Many of the imperial guards who were much stronger than 
him were all trampled under his feet. 


Because of this past, Qian Ning felt particularly resentful towards warriors like the Wu-Dang Clan who 
were not restricted by authoritarian money and ignored his status: this group of people reminded him of 
the dreams he once had but lost. 


--Now there are a few more of them against me! 


At the same time, Qian Ning was of course also sad that the large sum of money he sent Qian Qing to 
collect had all been robbed. Qian Ning first learned about the existence of "imitation immortality 
powder" of unknown origin in Jiangxi because of an accidental report from his subordinates, and that 
several local corrupt officials were covering up the business. Normally, if such a thing was detected, 
Qian Ning would naturally arrest people, ransack their homes, and torture them severely to recover the 
stolen goods so as to line his own pockets; however, this time he saw that this "Imitation of Immortal 
Essence" business had a great prospect, so he sent his subordinates to spread the word that he would 
rely on the power of the dynasty to harbor the local officials to run this business, and even pull down a 
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few bigger officials, such as Lu Bingji, while Qian Ning himself would sit on the ground and share the fat, 
taking up half of the profits. 


Qian Ning's wishful thinking was to try out the "imitation immortal powder" business in the north of 
Jiangxi Province first. If it went well, he would directly obtain the pharmaceutical prescription and then 
go to various provinces and places to make bowls according to the instructions. At that time, as much 
money as possible could be squeezed out of the world, all the false accusations and bribery activities 
that had been done in the past were trivial in comparison. 


Unexpectedly, after only half a year of selling, the supply of "Fake Immortal Powder" suddenly stopped 
and disappeared. Qian Ning's dream of getting rich suddenly came to nothing; now even the last 
commission has been lost, and Qian Ning has worked in vain. 


——This "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is so targeted at officials who sell "Imitation Immortal 
Powder". Maybe the previous discontinuation of "Imitation Immortal Powder" was also caused by this 
group of self-proclaimed knights... 


Thinking of this, Qian Ning hated him even more. While putting on the new clothes handed over by his 
servant, he was still mumbling curses. 


"Why is Mr. Qian so angry?" A voice came from across the corridor. 


Qian Ning took a look and saw that it was Li Junyuan, a close confidant of Prince Ning of Nanchang, 
walking in under the leadership of several servants of the Qian Mansion. 


In order to plan for a great cause, King Ning often bribed high-ranking officials of the court with large 
sums of money (Qian Ning was of course one of them), so he frequently sent Li Junyuan to the capital to 
inquire about the current situation of the emperor and the court. 


In order to avoid being too public about his connection with King Ning Zhu Chenhao, Qian Ning ordered 
the people in the mansion that when King Ning's envoys came to visit, they did not need to wait outside 
the door to wait for the announcement, but brought them into the mansion first. Unexpectedly, his roar 
just now was heard by Li Junyuan. After all, this "imitation fairy powder" business was too shady, and 
Qian Ning didn't want too many people to know that he was behind the scenes. But he also thought that 


since Li Junyuan was from Jiangxi, he might as well check with him. 
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Li Junyuan was still dressed as elegantly as usual, not at all like a person running around in the 
government and court. He was gently shaking a white jade paper fan in his hand, looking very relaxed. 


Qian Ningping withdrew his servants and asked Li Junyuan to go with him in the garden of the mansion. 
When he walked to a fish pond, he asked: "Mr. Li, in the south, have you ever heard of a group of 
warriors called the Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate?" 


Li Junyuan was shocked when he heard those four words, but he still smiled calmly on the surface. 


But Qian Ning had already noticed that when he asked just now, Li Junyuan's hand shaking the fan shook 
slightly. Qian Ning met countless people in the palace and court, and the Jinyi Guards in charge of the 
prison often tortured and tortured people. He was good at distinguishing the authenticity of words and 
expressions. Li Junyuan's surprise could not escape his sharp and small eyes. 


——Prince Ning’s Mansion must have some trouble with the “Six Swords of Breaking the Door”! 


"| have indeed heard of this name." Li Junyuan pretended to be indifferent and said: "They are a few 
warriors from other places. They have very strong martial arts. They cause trouble everywhere in our 
province and make the place very uneasy. How did Mr. Qian know about it?" " 


Qian Ning immediately said how his adopted son Qian Qing met these people and was killed when he 
was traveling in Jiangxi. He naturally ignored the matter of "Fake Immortal Powder". 


Hearing that Qian Ning's men could not find out the whereabouts of the "Six Swordsmen", Li Junyuan 
couldn't help but smile bitterly: "This unexpected incident has happened to the young master, and | ask 
Sir Qian to express my condolences. But don't blame your men too much." 


"What do you mean by this?" Qian Ning raised his sparse eyebrows. 


"The martial arts of the 'Breaking Six Swords' are extraordinary. Even if the court's best-selected military 
attachés confront the enemy with several times the number of men and horses, they will still be 
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defeated. They know that they cannot move such a figure, so how dare they seriously investigate his 
whereabouts? " 


After hearing Li Junyuan's words, Qian Ning recalled the previous incident in which Du Yanfeng, a master 
of Jinyiwei, was defeated by a Wudang boxer in a competition in front of the Leopard Room, and 
couldn't help but nodded in agreement. 


Qian Ning also remembered that King Ning had previously used the power of his Jin Yiwei to investigate 
and follow the actions of martial arts people. Qian Ning's men even received Li Junyuan in Xi'an and 
observed a martial arts battle. It seemed that King Ning was very interested in these warriors. If you 
want to take them for your own use, you must have some knowledge on how to deal with them, so you 
ask Li Junyuan for advice. 


Li Junyuan thought for a while and replied to Qian Ning: "To deal with martial arts people, the best way 
is to find their kind." 


Qian Ning couldn't help but nod after hearing this. Rather than spending so much energy and losing your 
own troops, it would be more cost-effective to teach warriors to kill themselves. 


"But...| have seen these people. They cannot be bought with money, nor can official power drive them 
to do things..." 


"Last year, Mr. Meng arranged for Li to go to Xi'an and see clearly what these warriors want most." Li 
Junyuan said proudly: "The martial arts sects fight for victory only for one breath. This breath ", to put it 
bluntly, it means fame. The Wudang Sect wants the world to bow their heads and admit that their 
martial arts are "invincible". Aren't these four words "name"? Each sect stubbornly resists Wudang 
because they don't want to lose the sect's signature, as well as its reputation. The reputation that has 
been established for decades or hundreds of years is also a "name"! 


"It makes sense." When Qian Ning said, his wrinkled face finally relaxed. 


——In Qian Ning’s world, the most important thing is to know what others want and what they are 
afraid of losing. As long as you understand these desires and fears, there is no one in the world who 
cannot control them. Even the emperor. 
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"What would | do if Mr. Li were me?" Qian Ning asked again. 


Li Junyuan's eyes showed his cunning: "What is more honorable in the world than to be rewarded by the 
current emperor?" 


In fact, Qian Ning had already thought of this method, and he looked at each other and smiled at Li 
Junyuan. Qian Ning's smile was not as pure as Li Junyuan's, and then asked: "Mr. Li helps me so much, 
what benefits will Ning Prince's Palace get?" 


"It's nothing." Although Li Junyuan knew that Qian Ning might have seen through him, he still 
deliberately appeared not to care: "It's just that there are less six lingering flies in Jiangxi. The prince will 
be happier." 


OOOO 


Qian Ning bid farewell to Li Junyuan and went back to the study to think about it. He then ordered his 
subordinates to draft a copy and hurried to Xiyuan Leopard Room in the afternoon. 


Qian Ning is the "emperor's concubine" who has been given the surname of the country, so he can go 
directly to the leopard room to find the emperor without any hindrance. 


He led several imperial guards to the large school field in the Leopard Room. He saw sand and dust 
rolling in the field, men and horses carrying silver-white swords and guns running back and forth, and 
there was a din of shouts and killings, just like a real battlefield. 


Qian Ning knew without looking that it was the emperor's boy who was commanding the "Chinese 
Army" drill in the forbidden area. The so-called "Chinese Army" were not actually real military attachés 
and generals, but the emperor personally selected a large number of strong and muscular eunuchs in 
the palace. , formed by those who are good at riding, shooting, swords and guns. 


When Qian Ning looked over, he felt even more resentful. He saw Jiang Bin, his rival for favor, riding side 


by side with the emperor heroically, directing many eunuchs to change their formations in front of the 
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school grounds. Both of them were wearing battle armor, and they were as close as comrades on the 
battlefield. Qian Ning didn't like it at all. 


The Zhengde Emperor, Zhu Houzhao, had been good at martial arts since he was a child. Ever since he 
accepted Jiang Bin's powerful military general as his personal entourage, he had become even more 
aggressive. He practiced in the leopard room almost every few days, or watched Jiang Bin's martial arts 
that he brought into the capital of the border army drills. 


At this time, Jiang Bin also saw Qian Ning coming from a distance. His face with the eye-catching scar 
suddenly grinned and stared at Qian Ning proudly. In the beginning, Jiang Bin was favored by Qian Ning, 
who could be said to be his great benefactor. Today, he came from behind. The time for the emperor to 
summon Qian Ning as his companion has become less and less. Every time he sees this beast-like 
military man, he Qian Ning wished he could kill him with one arrow. 


Qian Ning turned away from Jiang Bin, but saw that in the palace beside the school grounds, in addition 
to a group of actors, monks and eunuchs watching the emperor's performance, there was another 
person sitting alone. 


| saw a petite girl sitting there quietly. Even though it was spring, she was still wearing fur. Her young 
and beautiful face looked a little sickly, but it did not reduce her attractiveness at all. On the contrary, it 
made men want to protect her. impulse. His big, bright eyes seemed to have seen many things in the 
world, but his age seemed to be only twenty-eight years old. This incongruity added to the temptation. 


This girl is Song Li. 


Seeing this woman made Qian Ning even more angry. This beauty surnamed Song was presented to the 
emperor by Jiang Bin last year, and now she has become the most favored concubine and the most 
often accompanied by the emperor. In order to please the emperor, Qian Ning had presented many 
beauties over the years, but none of them had ever been as favored as Song Li. This naturally raised 
Jiang Bin's status in the emperor's heart. Qian Ning could only curse in his heart: This boy is so lucky! 


Qian Ning asked Wang Fang, his subordinate: "| ordered you to investigate the details of this Song 
beauty. Did you find out anything?" 
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"Sir, let's soend money to trick someone from the Jiang Mansion and find out where Song Meiren was 
bought from. Then we will investigate step by step. Recently we learned that she was abducted by 
thieves in central Sichuan. Song Meiren said Sichuan. The tone is consistent with this." Wang Fang 
swallowed her Adam's apple nervously and said, "| have sent people to the local area to investigate 
more carefully. | believe we will learn more soon." 


Qian Ning nodded, keeping his eyes on Song Li. 


Finally, when the eunuchs' army had finished their maneuvers, they divided into two columns to guard 
the left and right, opening up a wide path in the middle for the Emperor and Governor Jiang to ride 
through. 


Emperor Zhengde excitedly rode his horse to the gate of the palace, jumped off his horse, took off his 
helmet with swan plume, revealing his sweaty messy hair, his face was full of energy, just like a child 
who didn't know when to stop. 


He quickly walked into the palace while wiping his sweat with the silk towel handed to him by the 
eunuch. 


Song Li held a glass of wine in both hands and walked towards the emperor to offer it. The emperor 
happily took it and drank it all in one gulp. The wine spilled from his mouth and splashed onto his bright 
yellow armor. He wiped his lips, threw away the wine glass, and put his arm around Song Li's slim waist. 


"Did you see it just now? My soldiers are becoming more and more proficient in this "Flowing Water 
Formation"! It's very powerful, isn't it?" 


Song Li took one look at the sword and gun in the hand of the "Chinese Army" eunuch soldier and 
immediately looked away. 


"I'm a little scared." 


"What are you afraid of?" Zhu Houzhao's favorite thing is Song Li's pitiful appearance at this moment: 
"With me leading this unparalleled personal army to protect you, no one in the world can hurt you!" 
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—-—lf a dignified emperor wants to protect his beloved concubine, of course he doesn’t need a chariot 
to fight in person. He just says this to appear more heroic. 


Song Li blinked her long eyelashes with her bright eyes, looked at the emperor and nodded. 


"Your Majesty, please speak frankly." Jiang Bin came holding the helmet he took off at this time: "This 
‘Chinese Army' is far from ‘unparalleled in the world’. If the Emperor could see with his own eyes how 
bravely the border troops slaughtered the Tatars, Zibing, of course | understand." 


"That's a good idea..." Zhu Houzhao said with a smile. 


Jiang Bin recently came up with a plan: to induce the emperor to visit the Xuan Mansion outside the 
Pass, so that he could be isolated from Qian Ning and other ministers, so that he could monopolize the 
emperor's favor. 


As soon as Qian Ning heard this, he knew what Jiang Bin was planning, and she glared at him bitterly. 


"Godson, are you here?" The emperor said to Qian Ning at this time. While calling for more wine, he sat 
on the chair and let Song Li sit on his lap. In this leopard room, no matter how absurd his daily life was, 
he had no one to control him, so he never returned to the formal palace to live for many years. 


Qian Ning stepped forward, thinking about how to attract his attention with words and make him forget 
about the military affairs. 


"Your Majesty, do you still remember the warriors who performed in front of you last time?" 


"Of course | do!" Emperor Zhengde's eyes lit up when he heard that: "It was the Wudang School, wasn't 
it? --What's wrong with you, beauty?" 
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When the emperor mentioned Wudang, Song Li's heart was so excited that she almost fell off the 
emperor's lap, but fortunately he was able to hold her steady in time. 


Qian Ning couldn't help but be surprised when he saw Song Li being so glum. 


Jiang Bin snorted coldly from the side: "Those guys are very skilled in martial arts, but they don't know 
much about the world. They are like monkeys in the mountains. They have nothing to talk about." He 
immediately said this for fear that the emperor's heart would be attracted by something else. 


Unexpectedly, Qian Ning had already taken into account Jiang Bin's words and quickly followed suit: 
"What Governor Jiang said is true. Therefore, | think it is necessary to control these martial arts sects 
and let them know clearly: if not for His Majesty's tolerance, there will be no place for them in the 
world. Their boxing courage is truly a gift from the Emperor, and they should be honored by it." 


"Yes." One person responded to Qian Ning, and it turned out to be Song Li. The emperor and the two 
ministers were both surprised. Jiang Bin couldn't help but frown and gave Song Li a rollicking look: Why 
are you talking nonsense to Ying Qianning, a bastard? Qian Ning was thinking: Does the beauty of Song 
Dynasty have any trouble with people in the martial arts world? ... 


Song Li ignored Jiang Bin. Although she received the favor today because of Jiang Bin, in the final 
analysis, Jiang Bin was just the person who paid for her. In her mind, there was no difference between 
the bandits and human traffickers who abducted her. They also sold her for profit; now she has With 
status in the eyes of the emperor, there is no need to obey Jiang Bin. 


Zhu Houzhao was leading the drill and was excited, and his chest was full of heroism. Now he heard Qian 
Ning's suggestion that the martial arts masters should be subdued, and he was immediately interested. 


"What does the Secretary think should be done?" 


"| propose to select dozens of the most prestigious martial arts sects in the world, and send eunuchs 
from each to declare the decree, and designate them as the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection" 
approved by the emperor, and create iron plates to bestow upon them to preserve for generations to 
come. With this honor, these martial artists will definitely be grateful for the Emperor's grace and will 
be driven by the Emperor from now on." Qian Ning said the plan he had already prepared in one breath. 
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"This is easy to do..." The emperor scratched his chin and said, "When the time comes, you can also call 
them to come to the capital in turn to perform martial arts for me to watch. It's so fun! Since even my 
beloved concubine agrees, let's do it!" 


Qian Ning quickly added: "These warriors are wild and untamed. If they only accept the order and are 
granted the title, it will be difficult to prove their loyalty. | have an idea: | heard that there are bandits 
with very high martial arts skills in the rivers and lakes, who call themselves the "Six Swordsmen of 
Breaking the Door". There are many people in Jiangxi and other places doing evil, and the government 
can't arrest them. Why don't we order all the sects to attack these monsters at the same time as the 
decree is issued, not only to show their loyalty, but also to let them eliminate the bad apples on their 
own, what do you think?" 


As Qian Ning spoke, he handed over a list to the emperor, which contained the surnames and identities 
of some of the characters in the "Six Swordsmen", which were all information collected by his Jin Yiwei: 


Jing from Fujian, unknown sect 


Sichuan Yan Mou calls himself the successor of Qingcheng Sword Sect 


Lian from Gansu Province is suspected to be the former leader of the Kongtong Sect. He is old. 


A Japanese woman whose name and origin are unknown 


A woman, whose name and origin are unknown. 


A monk, unknown Buddhist name, suspected to be a Shaolin traitor 


The emperor briefly looked at the list and asked Song Li, "What do you think, my beloved concubine?" 
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If Song Li took a look at this piece of paper at this moment and saw the names "Sichuan Yan" and 
"Qingcheng Sword Sect", he would be even more shocked than when he heard about the Wudang Sect 
just now. 


But she had no interest in watching, and just said coldly: "These guys who rely on their martial arts to 
commit evil and murder are the most hateful. Your Majesty, please kill them all." 


The emperor handed the list back to Qian Ning: "Just do what you said." 


Jiang Bin couldn't see why Qian Ning did this, and thought he was just trying to come up with some new 
gadgets to seduce the emperor. Seeing that the emperor was in high spirits at this time, he couldn't help 
but say nothing, so he didn't say anything. 


Qian Ning smiled and put away the list and left, feeling extremely satisfied. 


—— Look. No matter how well you practice martial arts, it's not worth a few words from me. What a 
bunch of fools. 


OOOO 


Li Junyuan learned the next day that the emperor, at Qian Ning's request, was about to issue a "war 
order" to all martial arts sects in the world. 


Li Junyuan was naturally proud that this strategy was implemented, but now he is thinking about it 
carefully. At first, he came up with a plan to help Qian Ning, but he just wanted to get rid of the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door" - since receiving the letter from the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" last 
year, Li Junyuan had been feeling like a light on his back for a while, had trouble sleeping and eating, and 
was worried about what night Jing Li came to take his head. Now that the enemies of the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door" were about to spread all over the world, they would have no time to disturb Prince 
Ning's Mansion, which made him breath a sigh of relief. 


But now an "imperial military order" will definitely turn the martial arts world upside down. Li Junyuan 
began to think about how to follow this trend and obtain the greatest benefits for Prince Ning's palace. 
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It would be even better if we could use this to recruit more real martial arts masters and strengthen the 
palace's military strength. 


-——To be awarded the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection" in the world... Naturally, all the sects 
that have been deployed in Xi'an have a share, including... the Wudang Clan! 


Li Junyuan knew that Wudang had previously sent people to perform tricks in front of the emperor, and 
Zhu Houzhao was very fond of him. Wudang must be indispensable for this award. 


But he also remembered that during the battle outside "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an, he heard Wudang 
disciples reciting their three major precepts with majestic voices. Li Junyuan has been smart since he 
was a child and has a good memory. He still remembers the third commandment like this: 


"Without seeing the temptation of fame, status and wealth, without hearing the pressure of authority 
and affection, without any ties, | seek my own way in heaven and earth!" 


Li Junyuan thought: The Wudang sect might still accept the false reward of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts 
Collection", but if the court ordered them to do things, with the temperament of the proud Wudang 
masters...especially the leader... 


——The Wudang Clan and the imperial court may clash at any time! 


When he mentioned the Wudang Clan, Li Junyuan naturally thought of the weirdo Wu Jihong who 
joined Prince Ning's Mansion. This man's martial arts skills were as terrifying as his appearance. Li 
Junyuan had already seen him demonstrate in the palace. At that time, King Ning even sighed and said: 
If the palace had a few more powerful generals like this, who could compare one to a thousand, what 
would be impossible? 


Wu Jihong once outlined to Li Junyuan the reason why he ran away from the Wudang Sect, saying that 
there was internal strife in Wudang at that time, and that the senior brother he was loyal to was still 
imprisoned in the mountain, and he was an unparalleled genius... 


——lf only a few Wudang masters could be brought into the palace... even just a few... 
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Li Junyuan feels that this matter is worth pursuing. He immediately ordered his subordinates to bring 
the treasures used by the capital to bribe officials, and allocate part of the amount allocated to 


Zhongshu Province to give to Qian Ning. 


What he wants to exchange is Qian Ning's Jinyi Weibu's insider on Wudang Mountain. 


Li Junyuan firmly believes that this transaction will definitely bring a hundredfold return in the future. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 104 Chapter 7: Integrity 


Qi County, Taiyuan Province, Shanxi Province. 


It was already the end of April, and the winds from the southeastern mountains blew into the county, 
dispersing the clouds and fog in a single breath, leaving a clear blue sky. 


There is a majestic big house in the west of the city, shaped like an ancient palace. Although it is quite 
old, it does not have the slightest trace of decline, and the lack of pretentious architecture gives people 
a very stable feeling. 


The plaque on the top of the main entrance of this house reads "Yishe". On the left and right of the door 
are a pair of stone-carved flying tigers. You can tell at a glance that this is a martial arts family. 


This is the main hall of Shanxi Xinyimen, which is famous all over the world and is one of the "nine major 
sects" in the world today. Xinyimen boxing, swords and spears are admired by people as a famous and 
authentic sect. It has been passed down for seven generations since the establishment of the Qixian 
County Dao. 


Disciples from these branches from other provinces have been coming to the main hall for further study 
all year round, and there are people coming in and out of the "Yi Sect" gate every day. Some just come 
for a "pilgrimage" to soak up the strong and authentic atmosphere of the main hall. There are also 
people who risk their lives to become the "disciples" of the main hall directly passed down by the 
master. However, the examination of the "Yi She" is very strict, and less than eighty of them have been 
admitted to the door wall at the present time. 


When you enter the front door of the Yi She, you can see that the wide front yard has been paved with 
flat sandy ground, making it a vast martial arts training ground. This martial arts training ground only 
teaches the basics of Xingyimen Kung Fu, and the real secrets are of course taught inside the hall, where 
outsiders cannot see them. 


At this time of the day, when the weather was so favorable, the martial arts practice ground would have 
been filled with nearly a hundred members of the Sect practicing standing piles together, making for a 
great scene. Today, however, the disciples did not practice, but lined up on both sides of the martial arts 
training ground, all kneeling on the ground, facing the passage in the middle. 
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Among the many kneeling disciples was Dai Kui, one of the most senior "inner disciples" and the current 
assistant teacher of the headquarter. With his square face covered with beard, he hung his head 
towards the ground, but his eyes were secretly glancing towards the door of the hall behind the martial 
arts center. 


His master, the current head of Xingyi, "Jinzhong Divine Fist", Yim Shibang, was also kneeling 
respectfully like many of his disciples. 


Dai Kui felt very unwilling when he saw his master's appearance at this moment. 


Yan Shibang, tall and thin in appearance, has been a famous figure in Shanxi for thirty years. Qixian 
County is an important post road, with a lot of business and travel, and there are many thieves. When 
Yan Shibang was young, he helped the government to suppress thieves. He and four of his colleagues 
killed more than a hundred bandits and became famous in one battle. Now Yan Shibang has become a 
master of martial arts. Many of his disciples serve as local bodyguards and guardians, becoming a force 
of law and order. The local government has to rely on him when necessary. Therefore, they respect him 
very much, not to mention the county magistrate, even if he meets the Taiyuan magistrate. You can also 
avoid kneeling. 


But at this moment, he had to bow his head. 


Kneeling next to Dai Kui is his senior brother Li Wenyu, who was the brother of Li Wenqiong who died in 
Xi'an. Li Wenyu lowered his head in respect, but his face towards Shadi was quite excited. 


"With this honor, we can get rid of last year's bad luck." Li Wenyu whispered to Dai Kui. 


Last year in Xi'an in the battle of the heroes, Xingyi Sect lost troops and generals, not to mention that 
Yan Qingtong, the doorkeeper, was exposed by the public as a despicable poisoner, which made Xingyi 
Sect lose a lot of face. For a period of time, they did not dare to be active in the martial arts world 
anymore; coupled with the threat of the Wudang Clan, still like a sharp sword hanging over its head, the 
morale in "Yi Society" has always been low. 


After hearing what Li Wenyu said, Dai Kui felt very disapproving, but did not say anything. 
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Because the person they were waiting for finally came in. 


Eunuch Feng Zheng held a brocade-covered wooden box high, which contained an imperial iron plaque 
engraved with the four characters "loyalty and bravery". He walked through the gate and walked 
through the martial arts training ground under the protection of several guards. 


Yan Shibang and many of his Xinyi disciples lowered their heads. 


It is unprecedented in history that a martial arts sect among the common people has received such a 
conferment from the royal family. This honor may have never been dreamed of by the founders of the 
Xinyi Sect. 


——But the Xinyi sect also knows that they are not the only sect that has received this "war order" 
recently. Cangzhou Secret Sect, Huizhou Bagua Sect and even many sects with lesser reputations have 
all received awards one by one. 


Feng Zheng walked all the way to the door of the hall. Yan Shibang did not dare to raise his face even a 
little bit in front of this eunuch. 


"The Yan family of the Xinyi Sect in Qi County, Taiyuan Prefecture, Shanxi Province, accept the reward!" 
Feng Zheng announced loudly. 


Yan Shibang got up and took the wooden plate with both hands. He still didn't dare to raise his head. He 
faced Feng Zheng and took a few steps back. After entering the hall, he turned around and respectfully 
took the iron plate into the hall and placed it safely. In front of the statue of Lord Guan. 


After finally completing the ceremony, everyone stood up. Yan Shibang welcomed Eunuch Feng and all 
the guards into the hall to drink tea, and also called Dai Kui, Li Wenyu and other senior disciples as well 
as his junior brother Mo Xixian into the hall to accompany him. 
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After a round of conversation, Yan Shibang asked his disciples to bring a small cloth bag and gave it to 
Feng Zheng personally, "It is a great honor for you to come all the way here to announce the decree. 
This is a small token of our appreciation. In addition, he also ordered the guards. 


Feng Zheng took the cloth bag containing the silver, weighed it, and put it away with a satisfied smile. 
Dai Kui couldn't hide his disgust when he saw it: This eunuch had already collected money once when he 
came to read out the imperial edict yesterday. He deliberately took another day to award the iron plate, 
obviously just to get more money. 


After sending Feng Zheng and the guards away, Yan Shibang said: "No more training today." He ordered 
his disciples to send away the disciples. He, Mo Xixian, Li Wenyu and Dai Kui were the only ones left in 
the hall. 


The two elders had been sitting and drinking tea without talking, while Dai Kui and Li Wenyu stood 
beside the master. Yan Shibang silently looked at the iron plate of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts", his 
face not as proud as it should be. 


"Kui'er." He suddenly said, "| know you are very unhappy about this matter." 


Dai Kui is a straight man. If he doesn't answer now, he is acquiescing. 


"This is an imperial edict, can you resist it?" Master Uncle Mo Xixian looked at Dai Kui dissatisfied: "This 
is an honor that will be passed down to future generations, so what's wrong with it?" 


"We practice martial arts with our own blood and sweat." Dai Kui replied: "The Xinyi Sect became 
famous all over the world because of this strength and because our ancestors risked their lives to fight 
back. It doesn't matter what the emperor thinks of us or what title he gives us." 


"Dai Kui, ever since you went out for a walk, you've been talking more and more crazily. You've learned 
some unorthodox martial arts, and you're going to teach your elders a lesson when you come back?" 
Mo Xixian said angrily. After Dai Kui said goodbye to Jing Li and returned to "Yishe", he often mixed the 
martial arts he learned during his travels for more than half a year, such as Hu Linglan's two-handed 
Japanese sword technique, Lian Feihong's Kuaishou, and Jing Li's weapons and kicks. Utilization and 
other techniques are integrated into his own mind gate martial arts and taught to his juniors in the gym. 


Master Yan Shibang didn't say anything about this, but Uncle Mo was very dissatisfied, thinking that Dai 
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Kui's actions disrupted the tradition of Xinyi Sect and disrespected the authentic Xinyi martial arts. In 
addition to him, several more conservative senior brothers such as Li Wenyu also made some remarks. 


"The Wudang Clan is about to come and tear down the Xinyi Sect's sign. How can they have time to care 
about orthodoxy and unorthodoxy?" Dai Kui retorted. 


"Junior brother..." Li Wenyu advised from the side: "Now that we have the favor of the imperial court 
and have been given this iron plate, no matter how arrogant the Wudang sect is, they won't dare to 
mess around, right? Doesn't this just solve the problem? And we don't need to shed half a drop of 
blood." Here he remembered his younger brother who was killed by Yao Lianzhou, and couldn't help but 
feel sad. 


Dai Kui snorted coldly: "If someone comes to challenge us, instead of relying on our own martial arts to 
resist, should we rely on the authority of the court to protect us? Then let's stop practicing martial arts 
and just become officials." 


Dai Kui looked at his master. Yan Shibang's thin face, with extremely high cheekbones on both sides, was 
usually very majestic, but at the moment it was as if the edges had been rubbed off. 


"Kui'er, | understand what you are thinking. But in order to preserve our inheritance, this is a last 
resort." 


Dai Kui was speechless. Although he hated the scene just now, it passed after all. A reward for the Sect 
of the Heart's Desire wasn't a bad thing, so he didn't argue anymore. 


However, Dai Kui saw that his master's face was wrinkled and seemed to be troubled by another matter, 
so he left him to talk in the library. He has been following Yan Shibang for nearly twenty years, and his 
master's emotions cannot escape his eyes. 


"Master, is there anything else?... 


Yan Shibang sighed and took out a piece of paper from his pocket. 
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"The 'Writing Order' also comes with an edict, asking us... no, asking the various sealed sects to attack 


these 'Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate’. 


Dai Kuiyuan was in Shanxi and had long since separated from Jing Li and the others. He had never heard 
of the name "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" which was only given in Jiangxi. As soon as he looked at 
the list, he immediately broke into a cold sweat. 


"This is not...Brother Jing and the others...how could they..." Dai Kui said in shock: "Master, you must 
not! | have been friends with them for a long time, and the crimes written here are all false!" 


"Junior brother..." Li Wenyu frowned and said, "You can't do it because of friendship..." 


"In Xi'an, it was because of friends like Jing Lei and others who fought against the Wudang sect that the 
reputations of our sects were restored! They were comrades who fought against the Wudang sect 
together! Could it be that in order to gain the protection of the imperial court, we should in turn pursue 
them? Them?" Dai Kui said excitedly, clenching his fists tightly. 


Li Wenyu and Mo Xixian couldn't help but feel a little ashamed after hearing what he said. Mo Xixian 
had learned yesterday about the plan to attack the "Six Swordsmen" and argued: "This... is not our fault. 


Who told them to offend the imperial court?... 


"Kui'er, don't worry..." Yan Shibang said, "I have already decided that | will only make a fuss about this 
crusade and just send a few disciples out for a trip. If the court finds out, they will blame me before 
making any further plans." 


Dai Kui immediately breathed a sigh of relief after hearing this. 


"But..." Yan Shibang said at this time: "Not every sect that receives the 'imperial military order’ will do 
this. There is no guarantee that no one will compete for this credit and hope to receive a greater reward 
from the court." 
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Dai Kui thought about the fact that there were at least dozens of sects that received this "Imperial 
Martial Order", with tens of thousands of martial artists spreading all over the provinces - that is to say, 
Jing Li and the six of them would encounter enemies wherever they went! 


--Not to mention the Wudang Sect! They are already enemies with Jing, and will probably break the five- 
year "no-war pact". ...... 


Dai Kui knelt down in front of Yan Shibang. 


"lam an unworthy disciple. Master wants to send someone out this time, please let me go." 


Dai Kui's eyes flashed with anxiety as he spoke. 


--- They must be informed of this crisis as soon as possible. 


Yan Shibang's palm pressed on Dai Kui's shoulder. 


Master and disciple shared the same sentiment. 


OOOO 


The large square where disciples gather in front of the "Yuzhen Palace" in Wudang Mountain is five 
times as wide as the martial arts training ground at the "Yishe" of the Xinyi Sect, and its momentum is 
completely different. 


At noon when the sun was shining brightly, the eunuch Cheng Yang stood in the middle of the bluestone 
floor of the square, holding the wooden box containing the imperial iron plate. His patience had reached 
its limit. 
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Although the little eunuch beside him had already held an umbrella for him, Cheng Yang was still 
sweating profusely because he had stood for too long and the box in his hand was too heavy. The few 
guards surrounding him were covered in armor, not to mention sweating under their sunhats. 


But those who should have come out to receive the reward long ago are still stuck in the majestic "True 
Immortal Palace" in front of them. 


--What the hell? 


Cheng Yang was cursing in his heart. For a dignified eunuch who had a sacred mandate to promulgate 
orders, to be treated so rudely was something he could never have imagined in his wildest dreams. 


Cheng Yang got this job after spending a lot of money to buy it from Lord Qian Ning. Whenever a eunuch 
is ordered by the emperor to go out on business, it is a good thing. Wherever he goes along the way, the 
local officials do not dare to be slow. In addition to good wine and good food, they are also given gifts. 
After arriving at the destination, the person who received the order, whether he was an official or a 
citizen, would routinely bribe and reward the eunuch who announced the order. Otherwise, he would 
return to Beijing and say a few bad words, and the head of the person who received the order would be 
in danger at any time. 


When Cheng Yang learned that he was going to the Wudang sect in today's martial arts world, he had 
already been looking forward to it. When he arrived at Wudang Mountain and saw the luxurious palace, 
he thought even more: This red envelope must not be too small! 


However, Cheng Yang didn't dare to say anything, and still stood there patiently. 


Just because there were dozens of Wudang disciples wearing dark black or dark green uniforms standing 
on both sides of the square, many of them carrying swords and weapons, and pairs of eyes were staring 
at him. 


The posture was like a pack of wild wolves. 
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--How is this going? Why didn't any of them kneel? Do they know who | am? Do you know what | came 
with? 


——Just like a group of barbarians in the mountains who have not been transformed into kings... 


Cheng Yang has been in the palace for more than 20 years, what kind of princes and generals haven't he 
met? He could tell at a glance who he couldn't afford to offend. But this group of men in clothes in front 
of him gave him the same dangerous intuition, so he waited patiently and quietly. 


Finally, the door of the "True Immortal Palace" opened, and a figure appeared, stepping down the stone 
steps of the Chongtai. 


Cheng Yang breathed a sigh of relief, and when he looked carefully, he saw that it was the Wudang 
disciple with curly hair like a lion and a plump body who was responsible for the communication just 
now. 


Gui Danlei, who was wearing the dark green military uniform of "Zhengui Dao", walked towards Cheng 
Yang step by step, with a heavy expression on his face, and the lines of mantra tattoos on his face were 
wrinkled and distorted. 


When Gui Dan Lei arrived in front of Cheng Yang, he just said coldly, "Please go back." 


Cheng Yang thought he heard wrong, staring wide-eyed: "You ...... say it again. ...... 


Gui Dan Lei once again said: " Master Yao is grateful for the emperor's grace, but we can not take this 
position in the Wudang sect. Please take it back." 


"YOu yOu YOU...... " Cheng Yang's lips are trembling: "You are not unable to understand, this is the decree 
of the current emperor, right?" 
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"The vice master of our school, Shi Xinghao, went to the capital last year to meet the Emperor and 
explained the position of our Wudang school, which does not seek worldly fame. He believes the 
Emperor will understand." 


Cheng Yang was suddenly unable to think. This was beyond his common sense. He stumbled backward 
while muttering, "Crazy ...... crazy ...... "Then he stumbled and the wooden box in his hand broke, and 
the iron plate inside, "Loyalty and Bravery of the Wudang Sect," fell out, clanging loudly on the stone 
floor. The sound echoed in the quiet plaza of the Palace of Encountering Truth. 


OOOO 


Underneath the huge statue of the "True Immortal Hall", the top three people of the Wudang Sect were 
sitting cross-legged in a wooden dojo with a piece of paper in the middle. 


Yao Lianzhou's face was still serene as if he was sitting in meditation on weekdays, and he looked down 
at the names on the list of the "Six Swords of the Rogue Bandits". 


He suddenly recalled the enemies that had impressed him so much: Jing Li, the Wudang hunter who was 
as obsessed with pursuing the strongest as he was; Tong Jing, the young girl who had seen him use the 
Wudang Shape Sword once and had learned the "Chasing Shape and Intercepting Vein"; and Yan Heng, 
the young swordsman of the Qingcheng Sect, who had failed to strike at him at the critical moment in 
the room of the "Surplus Flower Pavilion” ... ... 


--You have really gone so far ...... that you have even offended the court. | was not wrong that day. 


When Yao Lianzhou thought about this group of enemies, he couldn t help but smile with the corners of 
his mouth. 


Ye Chenyuan on the other side was also looking at the list. Among them, the words "Qingcheng Sword 
Sect" caught his attention the most. That day he wiped out the Qingcheng Sect and found out that a 
young "Taoist disciple" was rescued by a "Wudang Hunter". He thought that after this catastrophe, this 
kid would just bury his sword and live in seclusion. Later, he heard from Master Yao that he was still 
determined to take revenge on Wudang. Ye Chenyuan didn't have much impression of Yan Heng, but he 
kept thinking about this person in his heart. 
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——Does He Zisheng still have an outstanding disciple? ...,Boy, hurry up and become stronger. You are 
welcome to come to me at any time. 


Shi Xinghao put his fists in his sleeves and said nothing with his face covered, but he was obviously 
thinking about the court affairs. 


After Head Yao was besieged in Xi'an last year, Shi Xinghao had already analyzed that the Wudang Sect 
must be under the surveillance of Jin Yiwei, and powerful people must be behind the events in Xi'an. 
Now that the emperor has begun to issue "military orders" to control the martial arts, he is not 
surprised. 


"Uncle Master,'" When there were only two or three of them in private, Yao Lianzhou would still call Shi 
and Ye by their previous generations. Especially when asking their opinions: "Am | wrong to make this 


decision?" 


"Anyone outside of Wudang would think it was a big mistake." Shih Xing-hao said, "Being granted a title 
by the emperor is not a big deal. Last time, he also gave us permission to take over the Yuzhen Palace. 
We were also rewarded with money and silk, but having another empty title is nothing." 


He pointed to the list in front of him and continued to speak in that strange voice: "However, the head 
has offended the current emperor because of this mortal enemy. Outsiders will definitely laugh at you 
as a fool." 


"Is the leader unwilling to break the five-year agreement made in front of the world's martial arts 
community?" 


Ye Chenyuan asked. 


"This is somewhat true." Yao Lianzhou admitted: "But if | think it is necessary, | will break the agreement 
at any time and send the entire Soldier's Crow Road to hunt them down and kill them, without raising 
an eyebrow." 
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He looked at them and added, "The important thing is that it must be my own will. No one else in the 
world can direct the use of the Wudang School's force. Otherwise we would be nothing more than dogs 
kept by others." 


"Not to be tempted, not to be coerced, seek your own way between the heaven and earth." Ye 
Chenyuan could not help but recite the precepts of Wudang. 


Yao Lian Zhou looked at Shi Xing Hao: "Isn't this the very reason why Senior Uncle was against Senior 
Shang taking over as the Sect Master?" 


Shi Xinghao thought of that person and didn't want to mention it any more. He just looked at Yao 
Lianzhou with a deep look in his face, and then nodded heavily. 


Ye Chenyuan added: "Actually, the leader can still agree to the imperial court. The matter of capturing 
and killing the 'six swords that broke the door' can be done just for a show." 


Yao Lianzhou replied solemnly: "Even if we didn't even raise a finger in the end, we were surrendered 
the moment we agreed. Master once taught me during his lifetime: Never lie to anyone at any time. 
When you lie to a person, you lose to him because you can't be your true self in front of him. This is 
definitely not the style of the Wudang School." 


Ye Chenyuan smiled with satisfaction. This answer was already expected. He himself had not forgotten 
Gongsun Qing's teaching. 


Yao Lianzhou supported the ground with the palms of his hands, and his body rose up as if it were as 
light as a paper tie, and with a single bend of his legs he stood up in an instant in front of the Xuanwu 
statue. 


"The reason you opposed Master Shang that day was that you thought he would lead the Wudang Sect 
down the path of pursuing worldly desires and power, and destroy us." 


Yao Lianzhou looked up at the gilt face of Master Sanfeng on the statue. 
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"But it's funny: the person who leads Wudang to destruction today may be me." 


OOOO 


Seven days after the Wudang sect declined the emperor's grant of a title, as usual, disabled disciples 
responsible for chores delivered meals to the forbidden cave area of Fenghuang Mountain behind the 
"Yuzhen Palace". 


The person in charge today is Jiang Ning'er, who is lame in one eye and has a disabled hand. This is a job 
he often does - but this "frequent" only lasts three or four days a month. This was Master Xinghao's 
arrangement to prevent individual disciples from coming into contact with the prisoner too frequently. 


Jiang Ning'er carried the box into the cave and opened it in front of the iron bar of the cell. There was 
quite a lot of food inside, including a chicken leg. Jiang Ning'er took it out one by one. 


Jiang Ning'er knew that every time he entered or left the cave, he might be secretly monitored by Fan 
Zong and other "Shou Snake Way" disciples at any time. So he never said a word to "Senior Brother 
Shang" who was imprisoned inside. After putting down all the things, he didn't even say "take it easy", 
packed up yesterday's finished food and left. 


"Senior Brother Shang" sat facing the wall behind the iron branch. It wasn't until Jiang Ning'er had left 
for a long time that he put away his technique, crawled forward on his hands and feet like an animal, 
grabbed the food with his hands and stuffed it into his mouth. 


While eating that chicken leg, "Senior Brother Shang" suddenly stopped. 


He once practiced "Tai Chi" diligently, and his whole body's sense of touch was extremely sensitive. Even 
the mouth and tongue are no exception. 


He noticed that the bone of the chicken leg was looser than usual, leaving the flesh of the leg. It seemed 
as if someone had carefully removed the bone and then inserted it back in its place. 
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He paused for a moment, then gobbled it up until it was all gone. 


He held the bone in his hand and slowly ran his fingers over it in the dark corner of the cell. 


Sure enough, he found it. There are artificial carving marks on the bones. 


He concentrated again and touched it carefully, trying to identify what kind of mark it was. 


It was a word. He repeatedly pressed his finger on it, and the character gradually emerged in his mind. 


It was the word " AK". 


Underneath the cloud-like hair of "Master Shang", a maniacal smile appeared. 


The laughter echoed in the cave like the sound of wild animals crying. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 105 Volume 10: Wolf's Journey to Jingchu 
Postscript 


Coming to this part of "The Poetry of Martial Arts Madness", | finally have a work with double volumes. 


Saying this seems to be a bit of a fuss, not what a writer who has published books for more than ten 
years should say, and it is not something worth getting excited about in the world of popular novels. 


But | still have to say, this double figure makes me a little proud. There are many novels that have been 
written to this length but are still not disliked by readers, but after all, they are not "too many". 


Looking back, my initial proposal to publish this work to the publisher in Hong Kong was extremely brief, 
and | did not tell them in detail how many copies they would publish. | seemed to have told them, "I can 
use three or four volumes if necessary." It’s over.” Sorry, | lied to you. From the beginning, | decided that 
this would be a very long novel - martial arts novels must be like this to be enjoyable. As for whether it 
will be fully released or whether it will be cut in half, it is completely out of my consideration. 


Fortunately, you guys were duped. 


In other words, thank you for your unfounded trust in me. 


It is not easy for a book to be published and circulated. There are people who stupidly immerse 
themselves in writing books; there are bosses who stupidly take risks to publish books for others; there 
are editors, illustrators, and designers who stupidly work hard to meet the publication date; and of 
course, there are also stupid people who spend money to buy books. Readers. 


These types of idiots are all worthy of respect. 


| still remember that in the postscript of Volume 6 of "Martial Arts Madness" | mentioned that | was 
filming the documentary "Legend of Kung Fu". At that time, | wrote that it was "probably the only and 
last chance" to participate in such a martial arts shooting. Unexpectedly, more than a year later (that is, 
while writing this book), | was invited by the Television Department of Radio Television Hong Kong to 
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host an episode of "The Legend of Kung Fu II". Under their arrangement, | was able to learn another 
martial arts sect that | had never been exposed to. ——Bajiquan. 


| was lucky enough to take this job, not because | like TV (of course | do), but because anything about 
martial arts, whether writing articles or doing programs, is a very enjoyable thing for me. 


| mainly shot that part in Hong Kong and Taipei, and | received enthusiastic guidance from many 
Bajiquan masters and coaches in both places. | am really grateful. | would especially like to express my 
gratitude to Teacher Ye Qili of the "Bajiquan Association of the Republic of China". He taught me the 
inner secrets of the great spear without any hesitation, and allowed me to see how profound the actual 
combat of ancient Chinese weapons is. It is really impossible to really learn anything in a short period of 
time, but | believe that the valuable knowledge absorbed from it will have the opportunity to be 
presented in novels in the future, so that more people can appreciate the beauty and wisdom of martial 
arts. 


Martial arts is such a strange thing. Its essence is obviously born from fierce struggle, but in the end it 
can naturally produce mutual respect between people. | think it's probably because there is a kind of 
"sincerity" in martial arts. 


Qiao Jingfu 


January 7, 2012 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 106 


Volume 11 Swordsman's War Introduction 


The extreme of yin and the battle of yang is said to be a dragon's battle. Fighting will hurt both sides. Yin 
Dao extreme, extreme poverty, poverty is injured, will be restored to the strong, because everything is 
seen, so it is said in the wild. Then the soft and brittle ones will wither and die, while the strong ones will 
grow from within. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 108 Chapter 1 - Allies 


On this day, many strange people suddenly entered Yuanzhou City. 


They all arrived in groups of twos and threes and entered the city one after another. Some were leading 
horses with muddy hooves; some were sweating on foot; and some had just disembarked at the pier on 
the north bank of Yuanzhou. 


In the prosperous Yuanzhou, no one should pay special attention to these people, but there are two 
things about them that are really similar. 


One: These weirdos all carry cloth-wrapped objects of various shapes, most of which are suspiciously 
long. Some people were even carrying long poles that were taller than themselves. Although the pole 
heads were wrapped in cloth, anyone could tell what they were. 


The second is their unanimous expression. 


Like a hunter entering the mountains, a pair of eyes revealed a faint murderous aura. 


Yuanzhou Fucheng is located on the main road leading to Xiangtan in the west of Jiangxi Province. 
Business travelers have always been frequent, and the soldiers responsible for guarding the city gate are 
also particularly discerning. 


——tThere is something strange...could it be a bandit who came in to do big business...? 


These suspicious characters entered through the east, south, and north city gates respectively, mixed in 
with other ordinary people and traders going in and out, and soon disappeared deep into the city 
streets. The guard had no choice but to immediately send someone to the prefect's Yamen to report the 
incident. 


After many weirdos entered the city, they all walked towards the south of the city. 
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To the south of the city is the most prosperous market in Yuanzhou City, among which Ruyunli is the 
most famous. It houses many large inns, teahouses and restaurants, and is a place where business 
travelers gather and rest. 


In the midsummer of July, the sun rises early and the market in the south of the city is very lively. But 
the citizens crowded in the street felt something was wrong: there seemed to be many "shadows" 
suddenly appearing on the street. 


Only silhouettes were seen, crossing the gaps in the crowd in the crowded streets, advancing at an 
unusual speed. It was those weirdos with cloth-wrapped weapons who unscrupulously launched superb 
and quick light kung fu footwork in the city streets, dodging the crowd at the smallest angle, like fish 
swimming in the river avoiding the rocks, even the corners of their clothes were Not even sticky at all. 
Passers-by often think they are about to collide head-on with them. Some are so scared that they are 
stunned, some can’t help but exclaim, and some even lose their balance and fall to the ground. Guests 
on the second floor of the street teahouse looked down and saw the street scene, which was a 
wonderful sight. 


The closer they got to their destination, the more weirdos gathered. Finally, they all arrived in Ruyunli, 
and there were as many as seventy people standing among the alleys and streets. 


When they are brought together, their unique temperament cannot be hidden. More than 70 people 
looked at each other for a few times, their eyes naturally showing boldness and toughness, like a sharp 
army. There are only a few women among them, but the aura they exude is not inferior to that of the 
big men around them. Everyone is wearing light clothes, with sleeves and leggings, and their steps and 
stance are as light as a cat. 


The entire bustling city suddenly fell silent because of them. 


At this time, Baojia from the Yamen was supposed to be patrolling Ruyunli Market, but when he saw 
these seventy people, Baojia not only lacked the courage to step forward and inquire, but even quietly 
retreated and left. 


——Because they clearly feel that this world is beyond their control. 
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OOOO 


Almost at the same time, the inspection team under the prefect of Yuanzhou received an urgent report 
from the city gate guards. They were about to summon soldiers to investigate, but a man came to the 
Yamen. 


This man was dressed similarly to the seventy or so people, with a long cloth bag hanging around his 
waist. He boldly went straight to the Yamen and handed over a special letter in paper. 


The inspector opened the post and looked at it, almost not so scared that his heart jumped out of his 
mouth: he had seen this thing before, it is the imperial driving permit authorized by the emperor's 
personal decree, with the seal of the Secretarial Supervisory Bureau and the gallon signature of the 
Criminal Investigation Bureau! 


"This gentleman ...... 


The inspector's legs went weak and he almost knelt down: "Where is it..." Holding this driving post is 
equivalent to arresting the emperor on behalf of the emperor. The inseparable person in front of him is 
the powerful Jin Yiwei. 


"No." Unexpectedly, the man raised his palm and said, "We are not officials." 


The inspector was stunned. He looked at the driving post carefully and saw that the writing was indeed 
different from usual. The four words "Zhongyong Wuji" written in it are particularly conspicuous... 


OOOO 


In Ruyunli, the more than seventy people walked into restaurants and restaurants on the street without 
saying a word. 


There is a two-story building at the east end of the street, which is the largest and most famous 
restaurant in Yuanzhou City, "Yinhua Pavilion". 
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Dai Kui, the handsome and formidable Xinyi disciple, was standing in front of the second floor window of 
"Yinhua Pavilion" watching everything happening below, his thick eyebrows furrowed. 


Seeing that the group of people had begun to come in, Dai Kui immediately left the window and sat back 
at the dinner table, pretending to be a normal guest. He lowered his head and listened to the many 
footsteps coming up the stairs, feeling even more confident. 


Secret Sect! 


Twenty or thirty secret sect disciples came upstairs one after another. The guests who were supposed to 
be dining upstairs were frightened by the fight and ran away after paying their bills. The only ones who 
stayed were Dai Kui and another table. Sitting at that table were several local figures, all of whom were 
bold enough to watch the excitement. 


The secret sect disciples occupied all the vacant dining tables, each took off the cloth bags with weapons 
hidden in them, and placed them on the table or beside the wall. The waiters in the two stores were 
busy taking turns delivering tea and fruit products, and they didn't dare to take a breath. 


The upper and lower floors of "Yinhua Pavilion" were filled with people from the secret sect. They also 
occupied two teahouses next to them, so that they could fully accommodate more than seventy people. 
Everyone started eating and drinking without saying a word, and the atmosphere in the restaurant was 
very strange. 


But even if they didn't say anything, Dai Kui knew very well who the secret sect was looking for when 
they came south. 


After receiving the iron plate of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts" awarded by the imperial court, and 
learning that the emperor's "Yuwu Order" named him to exterminate the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking 
the Gate", Dai Kui hurriedly left the Xinyimen General Hall "Yishe" in Qixian County, Shanxi Province. 
"Come here all the way, looking for Jing Li and others, hoping to warn you as early as possible: you have 
become the prey of all the warriors in the world!" 
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However, Dai Kui searched hard in Jiangxi and still found no trace of the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate". Instead, he saw many warriors from small sects walking around for this time. He even heard the 
news of the "Yu Wu Ling" and became more and more excited. Spread wider and wider. 


Witnessing this scene in Yuanzhou City today, Dai Kui thought to himself: The situation is far worse than 
imagined! 


——tThe secret sect has traveled thousands of miles to dispatch many disciples and disciples here. It 
seems that they have made great determination to capture the "Six Swords of Breaking the Sect" and 
seize this great achievement! 


Thinking of this, Dai Kui gritted his teeth in anger: 


——ls the imperial court’s reward really so important...? 


As soon as the disciples of the secret sect came to "Yinhua Pavilion", they had already secretly paid 
attention to this tough guy and the bag hiding the Xinyi Sect sword beside his table. At this moment, Dai 
Kui was very excited and his face was tense, which aroused the attention of those closest to him. The 
people at the table were paying attention and kept looking at him. 


Dai Kui lowered his head and sipped his tea, his expression returned to calm, and he tried not to meet 
their eyes. He never forgot his master Yan Shibang’s instructions before leaving: 


"Kui'er... don't make grudges with your martial arts colleagues when you're out there, especially those 


from the 'Nine Major Sects’. 


Dai Kui understood very well that as a master of a discipline, his master had many concerns. There are 
many Xinyi Sect disciples from all over the country making a living in the political and public arenas. The 
reputation and grievances of our sect in the martial arts world will affect their future and livelihood at 
any time. 
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This taught Dai Kui to recall the Wudang Clan. During the battle in Xi'an, he had heard Wudang disciples 
recite the precepts of not being tied down by fame, wealth, power and status, and seeking their own 
way. Dai Kui had to admire such a terrifying and powerful enemy. 


——They have done things that we cannot. There is a reason why they have become so powerful... 


"Are you... a senior fellow from the Xinyi Sect?" At this time, someone called out to Dai Kui. 


When Dai Kui heard this speech with the accent of Shanxi province, he immediately looked up and 
looked over. He saw a man in his forties standing up at one of the tables among the Secret Sect 
disciples, arching his hand toward him inquiringly. 


In terms of the number of disciples and the wide spread area, the Secret Sect is not only the first of the 
"Nine Sects", but also probably the number one in the world. Starting from its origin in Hebei, there are 
many branches of the Secret Sect in Shanxi and Henan. , and there is also a lineage with a smaller 
number of people flowing into Shandong. The speaker is none other than Zeng Qingfeng, a disciple of 
the Xinzhou Secret Sect Branch in northern Shanxi. Although Xinzhou and Qixian are in the north and 
south of Shanxi, Zeng Qingfeng is older and has been walking around in the martial arts for many years 
and knows many Shanxi Xinyi Sect members. , so we can guess Dai Kui's origin from his clothes, body 
posture, movements, and the length of his weapons. 


Dai Kui could no longer hide, so he had to puff up his chest, stand up and offer his hands to all three 
parties: 


"Yes. Dai Kui in Xiaqi County." 


Many secret sect disciples couldn't help but be moved when they heard Dai Kui's name. They all know 
that this "disciple" of the Xinyi Sect's main hall "Yishe" is the proud disciple of "Jinzhong Divine Fist" Yan 
Shibang. Especially more than a year ago, he fought against the monster-like genius Yao Lianzhou in 
Xi'an. Being able to come back alive is already an amazing achievement. 


——But Dai Kui would rather not have such a "record". 
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The disciples of the secret sect immediately vacated their seats to greet Dai Kui, and called the waiter to 
bring him some drinks. Everyone exchanged names and greeted each other. Dai Kui knew at this time 
that the seventy-seven people who came to Yuanzhou City today belonged to the secret sect branch 
branches in Shanxi and Henan, and had gathered under the orders of the Cangzhou main branch. 


The secret sect is different from the general martial arts sects that have branches and branches. The 
branches in various places still maintain a close affiliation with the Cangzhou main hall "Yu Qitang" and 
can be mobilized at any time if there are important matters. The secret sect members' martial arts 
cultivations are quite uneven, but they can still occupy a seat in the "Nine Sects", which is partly due to 
this organization and momentum. 


"Senior Brother Dai came to Jiangxi to chase those guys, right?" Zeng Qingfeng asked with a smile while 
Dai Kui added wine. 


On the other side, a disciple from the Henan Secret Sect interjected: "Senior Brother Dai, have you seen 
the 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' when you were in Xi'an? How are their martial arts?" 


"Is Master Kongtong Lian really one of them? And Shaolin monks, is it true or false...?" 


Dai Kui listened and recalled that day at the "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an, it was all thanks to Jing Li and 
the others to stand up to the Wudang masters; now the warriors from the Secret Sect and other sects 
are actually chasing them! Dai Kui felt an unquenchable anger rising in his chest, and without saying a 
word, he drained the glass of wine. Everyone saw him like this. He just said that this man was not good 
at sociability, so he stopped asking further questions. 


Because of these questions, fellow secret sect members gradually became familiar with each other and 
started talking. Some even opened the cloth bag without any scruples, drew out their swords, and 
carefully cleaned and oiled them. 


Dai Kui watched them carefully. Like most of the Secret Sect members he had met during the siege of 
Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an years ago, they were only subordinates, not first-rate masters of the sect; but the 
expressions on their faces were very different from their counterparts at that time, and there was even 
an extraordinarily strong aura, as if they were confident in capturing and killing the "Six Swords of 
Broken Door," and did not have the slightest doubt or fear. 
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--ls it because there are enough people? 


While everyone at the table had already had several drinks, Dai Kui pretended to be casual and asked 
Zeng Qingfeng: "How many people are there in your sect coming south to Jiangxi this time?" 


Zeng Qingfeng raised three fingers. 


"This time, even my colleagues from the Cangzhou Main Hall have come out in full force. They will 
gather together in the next two days." He added. 


—-—Three hundred people! 


Dai Kui's eyebrows couldn't help but raise. 


"That's not the most important thing..." Zeng Qingfeng said again, looking at each other with his fellow 
students, and then smiling mysteriously. 


Dai Kui looked at their expressions, thought about it for a while, and suddenly understood that they had 
such momentum not because there were three hundred people. 


But because of one person. 


",,.Master Lei is here in person?" 


Zeng Qingfeng nodded proudly. 


Dai Kui's heart suddenly felt as heavy as steel. His fists clenched under the table unconsciously. 


The leader of Cangzhou Secret Sect, "Yunyin Shenxing" Lei Jiudi. 
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Dai Kui was about to inquire more when a cry came from the street outside: "Brother, the fight has 
begun! Go and see-" 


Everyone looked puzzled when they heard this. Many secret sect disciples immediately stared at Dai Kui, 
thinking that the "big brother" called by the outsider must be him. 


Dai Kui came south alone, and he didn't know how to defend himself. However, the local people at the 
table who had been sitting at the "Yinhua Pavilion" stood up in embarrassment and raised their fists in 
all directions. 


One of the leaders said: "My surname is Zhang. | and these brothers are from the tea gang in this city. 
The one outside is my disciple. | offend all martial arts heroes. Please forgive me." 


The Yuanzhou area is rich in camellia oleifera trees, which are planted everywhere, and the Tea Gang is 
the business gang that controls the tea oil trade in Yuanzhou City. These gang members sat in the 
building and refused to leave. They originally wanted to gather information and join in the fun. 
Unexpectedly, the world-famous master of the secret sect came. They were so frightened that they sat 
huddled in front of the table and did not dare to move even a little bit, and even less to take the 
initiative to greet the high climbers of the courage, and now had to get up to speak. 


The boy from the tea gang downstairs rushed over to report the news to his elder brother. He didn't 
notice that Ruyunli was surrounded by a large group of warriors. He realized something was wrong mid- 
sentence and was so frightened that he stayed where he was. 


The disciples of the secret sect looked at the tea gang men who were running rampant in Yuanzhou City 
with eyes as contemptuous as looking at ants. 


One by one, they picked up the weapons at hand. The leader of the tea gang named Zhang was so 
frightened that he was shaken. 


"What happened in the city? Go and take a look." Zeng Qingfeng said in a commanding tone. 
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The men from the Tea Gang hurriedly ran downstairs, followed by the secret sect disciples. Dai Kui knew 
that there must be something strange, so he also picked up the cloth bag with the long knife and went 
downstairs with Zeng Qingfeng to have a look. 


When they arrived at Ruyunli Street, they saw the man surnamed Zhang already grabbing the disciple's 
lapel and questioning him anxiously. After that, he let go of the disciple, walked over and said to 
everyone in the secret sect: "The people in our gang have found out that there are martial arts heroes 
from several sects in the city who are about to take action. It seems that they have discovered the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door" One of them..." 


"Lead the way!" Zeng Qingfeng pushed the man named Zhang hard and his expression became fierce. 


——The "Six Swords that Break the Door" are the prey of my secret sect. How can we allow these local 
small sects to steal the credit? 


Other secret sect disciples also came out of the teahouse. After learning that one of the "Six 
Swordsmen" might be in Yuanzhou City, their previously suppressed murderous intent suddenly came to 
light, and the thoughts emanating from more than seventy people suddenly filled the streets of Ruyunli. 
Several tea gang men couldn't help but shiver at noon in July. 


"At...over the ventilation shaft..." the tea gang disciple said timidly. The tea gang members did not dare 
to neglect, so they pulled the boy and ran towards the air intake shaft. 


A large group of secret sect disciples had unwrapped their weapons. Some people were carrying long 
spears with red tassels, and the silver-white spears flashed in the bright sunshine. 


This atmosphere is simply like a war. 


Dai Kui's Xinyi Sect martial arts mainly focuses on steady steps, and he is not the best at light kung fu. If 
the secret sect disciples present were all out, he might not be able to keep up. Fortunately, at this time, 
they had to follow the tea gang and could not use any techniques. At full speed, Dai Kui secretly stepped 
up his efforts and walked to the front of the team. 
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——lf one of Brother Jing and Junior Brother Yan is really alone, | will be the first to see it and can help 
take care of it in an emergency! 


Dai Kui was about to ask more about the tea gang leading the way, but Zeng Qingfeng beside him asked 
first. 


"You said that was the 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door’. What kind of person is it?" 


"|,..all...heard...hoo...hoo..." The tea gang boy was panting as he ran, and answered very hard: "It's 
a...woman...coming on horseback...a beauty in red clothes. ..." 


When Dai Kui heard this, his thick eyebrows twitched. 


——ls this Shimazu girl? 


The description of the tea gang boy matched Hu Linglan's, which made Dai Kui even more anxious. 


While running, Dai Kui couldn't help but recall that he had just mentioned in "Yinhua Pavilion" that the 
head of the secret sect was here in person. 


Lei Jiudi. Dai Kui had not heard much about this name. The most impressive time was when his master 
Yan Shibang talked about this character. 


Yan Shibang's comments only include two sentences: 


"Lei Jiudi is completely different from other secret sects." 


In terms of the level of proficiency in martial arts, the Secret Sect has always been ranked last among 
the "Nine Sects". Yan Shibang's words immediately attracted Dai Kui's attention and he looked at his 
master's face. 
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At that moment, Dai Kui saw the strange color in his master's eyes. 


It is a slightly exposed fear. There are very few people in the world who can make Yan Shibang, the 
"Jinzhong Divine Fist", look like this. 


"Besides, he's a lunatic." 


This is Yan Shibang's second comment on Lei Jiudi. 


| heard that Lei Jiudi has been away from Cangzhou in recent years and is living in seclusion in Qianxiu, 
Shandong. However, he has not stepped down from the position of leader, leaving the secret sect 
without a leader. This explains why the only secret sect warriors who went to Xi'an last year were Han 
Tianbao, Dong Sanqiao and less than twenty people. 


But this time when the leader came out, he actually mobilized three hundred disciples to pursue only six 
people. 


——I| don’t know whether Lei Jiudi is crazy or not; but there is one word that can definitely describe it: 
ruthless! 


Thinking of this, Dai Kui, who was running on the street, couldn't help but become more nervous. 


He secretly reached out to his waist with his left hand and untied the long cloth bag, revealing the 
handle of the knife wrapped with khaki cloth strips. 


OOOO 


The thirty or so warriors who were ambushing outside the inn room did not even dare to let out a 
breath of air, and the strong bodies of each of them were quietly sweating. 
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This is the "Xifeng Inn" on Suifengjing Street in the west of Yuanzhou City. The name was changed to be 
grand, but it is actually a small inn with only six rooms. At this moment, the courtyard and patio outside 
"Room C" were all surrounded by warriors who came to ambush. 


They were very cautious, keeping the knives and guns in their hands covered with cloth to prevent the 
metal from reflecting sunlight and alerting the people in the room. There were three warriors squatting 
under the window of the room. They put their palms into the cloth bags and secretly held darts, short 
feather swords and locust stones. Someone quietly pulled up two trip wires on both sides of the door. 
with sharp thorns. 


There were more than thirty people surrounded, and most of them were local Kung Fu disciples of the 
Lu family in western Ganxi. The Di Kung Sect is of the same lineage as the Di Tang Sect, which is widely 
spread all over the world. The Lu family has received the true inheritance and is quite famous in the 
martial arts gym in Yuanzhou Prefecture. It has also made good friends with the heroes in the area and 
has been relying on their informants. , paying attention to the appearance of people suspected of "Six 
Swordsmen", so they took the lead in obtaining information and came to the "Xifeng Inn" to ambush; 
the other eleven people, including the three hidden weapon masters lurking at the bottom of the 
window, were from the northern foot of the nearby Wugong Mountain. Canglin sect warriors have been 
traveling around Jiangxi cities recently, looking for news about the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate", 
and today they were invited by the Lu family's martial arts sect to help. 


Ever since the imperial court issued the "Martial Arts Order" and awarded various sects with the "Loyal 
and Brave Martial Arts" iron plate, the world's martial arts world has been abuzz with excitement in the 
past few months. Many small sects that are famous in the local area but have not been granted the title 
are unwilling to accept it. At the same time, they are afraid that after the major sects receive recognition 
and protection from the court, the wild and aggressive Wudang sect will point the finger at them again. 


At this moment, rumors spread in the martial arts world: If any sect can kill one of the "Six Swordsmen" 
designated to be exterminated by the "Yu Wu Ling", they will also be able to obtain the "Loyal and Brave 
Martial Arts" iron plate! 


This statement spread widely and quickly, and even became more and more exaggerated. Some people 
said that the iron plate of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts" was an ironclad ticket to avoid death. Except 
for the crime of treason, all crimes could be forgiven. So not only martial arts sects from all over the 
world, but also the gangs of the Jianghu underworld also joined the hunt for the "Six Swordsmen", 
thinking that even if they were unable to kill them personally, if they could help, they might be able to 
share in the rewards from the court. 
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As soon as the Lu family's underground martial arts sect got the news, they sent people over and bribed 
the clerk at "Xifeng Inn" to make sure that the target person was still in the room. At this moment, the 
siege network has been completed. The leader in charge, Lu Tingliang, is holding a heavy single sword 
and standing ten feet away from the door. He slightly raises the sword and nods to the three people 
under the window. 


The three Canglin sect masters understood this and stood up at the same time. The hidden weapons 
that had been held between their fingers for a long time were released and shot through the paper 
window! 


——tThe founder of the Canglin School of Martial Arts was originally three hunters who became sworn 
brothers. Later, they traveled together to learn martial arts from all over the world. They then combined 
the martial arts acquired with the original hunting techniques to create the Canglin School of Martial 
Arts. Therefore, they are particularly good at it. They fired hidden weapons and also retained the skills 
of hunting traps - they also brought the trip wires and caltrops outside the door. There is no need to 
worry about using such hunting skills on wild beasts, but in a martial arts world that respects head-on 
confrontation, it would inevitably be looked down upon. 


They could only hear the sound of objects being shattered by the flying locust stones in Room C, but it 
was unknown whether they had hit the prey or not. 


"Witch, be punished!" Lu Tingliang shouted outside the door at the same time! 


——He didn’t expect this round of hidden weapons to kill the enemy, it was just to drive the opponent 
out of the room! 


Sure enough, the next moment the wooden door of the room burst open from the inside, and a figure 
wearing bright red clothes appeared! 


The Earth Kung disciples who were waiting on both sides of the corridor in front of the door were all 
wearing thick gloves. At this time, they violently pulled up the trip wire from both ends and placed it at 
calf level to welcome the figure rushing out of the door! 


——lf you look closely, you can see that the two trip ropes are covered with many sharp particles; it 


turns out that the entire rope has been specially processed and is covered with fine tiles, which will cut 
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into the flesh of the enemy once it is entangled with the legs and feet. , making it harder for the other 
party to get away! 


The lower body of the red figure between them was indeed about to be tripped, but at the moment 
before the contact, the legs and feet were lifted up a few inches from the ground, and the soles of a pair 
of thin sheepskin fast boots only brushed against the trip wire! 


The red shadow was still in the air, and suddenly shot out a silver light! 


Lu Tingliang, who was facing the door of the room, saw light and shadow flying towards him at high 
speed. He immediately used the falling technique that Earth Kung Sect is best at, and his whole body 
suddenly flipped over on his back! 


However, this hidden weapon came suddenly, and the shooter took advantage of the momentum of 
leaping forward to attack. Lu Tingliang was unable to dodge, and the left side of his face exploded with 
blood, and one of his ears was separated! 


The red shadow landed on the ground with all its strength, then took advantage of the momentum to 
rush forward. Suddenly it let out a sweet cry, and its posture and movements suddenly stopped. 


Only then did the warriors surrounding her see clearly: she was a young woman, wearing a cloth dyed 
bright red, with strange patterns embroidered on the hem; a simple long sword hung on her tight waist. 
, and a row of three flying knives - another with an empty leather sheath for the flying knives, and a long 
rolled up rope in her left hand; the lower half of her face was covered with a light blue gauze, only the 
water was exposed His big and moving eyes were frowning at the moment, with anger and pain flashing 
in his eyes. He was so angry that the string of copper ornaments hanging from his left ear could not help 
but tremble. 


It turned out that although he avoided the trip wire, he still stepped on the caltrops scattered in front of 
him when he landed on the ground. One of the spikes pierced the sole of his left boot. The Qinggong 
movement suddenly stopped under the severe pain. 


"Despicable!" the woman screamed from under the veil. With a flick of her right hand, the long sword at 
her waist had been pulled out of the sheepskin scabbard. The sword's blade flew forward and flashed in 


front of her, left and right! 
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The Earth Kung disciples who wanted to attack her while she was injured were frightened by the series 
of fast swords and immediately stepped back. However, they realized that each sword was a feint and 
not a real attack! 


The woman's quick sword-drawing techniques and feints were none other than the authentic "Flower 
Technique" of the Kongtong Sect in Pingliang, Gansu Province! 


And she is the former Kongdong Sect Master Lian Feihong's personal disciple, Xing Ying. The "Flower 
Sword" was not meant to hurt the enemy, but only to force them back and create an opportunity to get 
out of the encirclement net. As the Digong Clan retreats, Ying is afraid to run, not only because she can't 
see where the thistles are, but also because she's afraid that running will aggravate her foot injuries - 
she's outnumbered and outmatched, so moving her feet is crucial. 


Xing Ying saw that the front was not surrounded, and swung out the rope with her left hand! 


The front end of the rope was connected to a small three-point iron hook, shaped like an anchor, and it 
shot out of Xing Ying's hand. This is originally the "Heart-Destroying Flying Lao" move in Kongtong's 
"Eight Great Skills", which makes up for the weakness of women's arm strength. 


The iron hook passed over the crowds on both sides, flew straight to "Room E" opposite the patio, 
penetrated the paper window, and hooked on the wood of the window frame! 


Xing Ying took a deep breath, freed up the fingers of her right hand holding the sword, and held the 
rope between the hilt of the sword. Then she exhaled and pulled hard with both arms, while focusing all 
her lower body strength on her uninjured right leg. He jumped up, and his body turned into a fast red 
shadow again, suddenly flying through the air! 


The Canglin faction's hidden weapon masters threw darts and rocks at the flying red shadow, but Xing 
Ying's move was too sudden and too fast, and the hidden weapons passed behind her one after 
another! 


Xing Ying crossed the enemy net, flew over and broke the window pane, and escaped into the deserted 
"Room E"! 
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The warriors did not expect that the opponent would have such a strange move, and now they took 
advantage of the terrain of the inn to avoid being surrounded. The members of the Lu family's 
underground martial arts disciples were afraid that she would escape from the window on the other 
side of the room to the backyard, so they hurriedly chased her! 


Another ray of silver light suddenly shot out from "Room E" - the Kongtong sect's "Soul-Sending Flying 
Knife"! 


A disciple of the Kongdong Sect has a saber in his heart and chest. He collapsed. 


The other Earth Kung Fu disciples were frightened by the powerful flying knife. They jumped forward 
and fell down. They rolled to the ground and hid behind the earthen wall under the window of "Room 
E", not daring to rush in immediately. 


Behind him, Lu Tingliang, who had been hit by a "soul-sending flying knife", looked back at the wooden 
pillar behind him, where the fierce-looking flying knife was stuck, with half of his ear still nailed to it. Lu 
Tingliang gritted his teeth angrily and turned around to stare at the hole-in-the-wall window of Room E. 
The left half of his face was covered in blood, and he looked like a demon. 


——This baby’s foot has been injured, we are only one step away! 


Lu Tingliang thought that as long as he could kill the person in the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", he 
would be conferred the title of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts" by the court. The Lu family's earth-moving 
goalkeeper would become famous all over the world. What does this little ear mean? 


He reached out to take the shield from the disciple next to him, and while running forward shouted: 
"Shoot again!" 


The eleven Canglin sect masters who came to help with the fists had the same mind as Lu Tingliang and 
were determined to seize this great skill. They stepped forward from the left and right and threw all the 
hidden weapons they took out from their bags towards the window! 
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With the cover of this rain of hidden weapons, Lu Tingliang didn't have to worry about the opponent's 
flying knives. He raised the shield and single sword and ran forward with all his strength. When he 
reached the window, he jumped up and stepped on the back of an Earth Kung disciple under the 
window. He jumped up again, shrank his body in mid-air and hid behind the shield, like a cannonball 
shooting into the room! 


——Lu Tingliang is the leader of a sect after all, and the martial arts and body skills passed down by this 
family are by no means ordinary! 


Xing Ying, who had escaped into the room, was taking advantage of her breath to endure the severe 
pain and pulled out the iron caltrops nailed to the sole of her foot. However, she saw various hidden 
weapons flying out of the window like locusts. She managed to escape one by one - She dodged, but 
heard the sound of fierce running footsteps. She raised her sword and looked up, only to see that her 
eyes went dark, and a black shadow volleyed in front of the window! 


She was ready to attack Lu Tingliang with her sword, when suddenly the paper windows on the other 
side of the room, facing the courtyard outside, crashed inward, and another figure with a frosty saber 
flew into the room, with an even more violent and stronger force than Lu Tingliang! 


Xing Ying bit her lips tightly under the veil. 


Kongtong disciples, no matter what adversity they encounter, will never accept their fate. 


OOOO 


Dai Kui and the secret sect disciples followed the tea gang disciples and arrived at the street near the air 
suction well. They already saw a crowd gathering in front of them. They immediately ran past the tea 
gang. 


| saw about ten or twenty people outside one house, all of them warriors and local people who had 
heard about the excitement and came to see the excitement. There was a horizontal plaque reading 
"Xifeng Inn" hanging on the door of that house. Dai Kui only heard shouts of surprise from the 
onlookers. 


1823 


——tThe fight has begun! 


In an instant, Dai Kui recalled in his mind the days when he traveled and practiced martial arts with Jing 
Hui and the other five people last year: Yan Heng changed the dressing on his injured arm on the road; 
he fought swordsmanship with Jing Hui in the woods under the sunset; he felt hungry every time he 
went to a restaurant to eat. Waiting with a full stomach for Tong Jing’s fussy order; the strong drink we 
drank when we parted in Hanyang City... 


Dai Kui strode forward and pulled out the long knife from his waist. 


--| do not care. Even if | have to fight against hundreds of people today, | don’t care. 


Zeng Qingfeng and other secret sect disciples nearby saw Dai Kui suddenly draw his sword and looked at 
him sideways. 


Dai Kui rushed into the crowd outside the inn before they could figure out what was going on. 


The momentum of the "inner disciples" of the Xinyi Sect in Qixian County is no joke. Gathering at the 
"West Wind Inn", those in front of the door could feel the pressure from a distance and left a passage in 
panic. 


Dai Kui was about to enter the gate when he saw a figure from the corner of his eye who was faster than 
him and nimbly climbed up the southern outer wall of the inn. 


Dai Kui took a look and saw that standing on the wall was a slender man with a sword on his back. His 
face looked like he was under thirty. The long sword spike on the hilt of the sword behind his back was 
still shaking. 


The man with the sword also bowed his head, looked at Dai Kui, and then jumped into the backyard of 
the inn. 
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Dai Kui had no time to care whether the other party was friend or foe. He picked up the three-foot-nine- 
inch waist knife and stepped into the main entrance of the inn. 


There was no one in the front yard or the main entrance, but the sounds of fighting could be heard from 
deeper, and Dai Kui walked straight through without hesitation. 


"Who is it?" Suddenly there was a shout. It turned out that two Lu family disciples were guarding the 
side door in the corridor leading to the room. They were shocked to see such a big man with a beard 
appearing with a long sword in hand, they panickedly pointed their sabers at him and shouted. 


"Don't block the road!" 


Dai Kui held the handle of the long knife in his arms and hugged it. He sat down with his waist and 
stepped into the famous chicken walk of Xinyi Men. Without stopping, he gave a cold warning from 
between his teeth. 


The other Earth Kung disciple who didn't say anything was already very nervous. Without saying a word, 
he raised his sword and slashed at Dai Kui who was approaching! 


Dai Kui exhaled and encouraged himself, stepped forward and executed a "Three-Hand-in-One Knife" 
horizontal slash. The long knife hung diagonally to the upper left, and hit the side of the opponent's 
single sword fiercely! 


Dai Kui combined all the strength of his body with this sword and fired it with concentration. As soon as 
the single sword of the Earth Kung Sect disciple encountered it, it flew out of his hand and was like an 
arrow stuck in the beam of the inn hall! 


——In this year, Dai Kui combined his martial arts skills with the Japanese Yinliu secrets learned from 
Jing Li and Hu Linglan, as well as the Kongtong sect method taught to him by Mr. Feihong, and then 
returned to the Qixian main hall. After studying hard with a group of fellow disciples, the power and 
application timing of this "Three-Hand-In-One Knife" have improved greatly compared to what they 
were in Xi'an! 
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Before the Earth Kung Sect disciple who lost the knife knew what happened, Dai Kui had already put the 
knife away in his arms again, and took another step towards him, using his body strength to push the 
handle of the knife out and hit his chest. The Earth Kung Sect disciple said "Wow" He coughed up blood 
and collided with his classmates behind him! 


Dai Kui walked past the two of them and walked out of the door. From the corridor, he saw more than 
thirty warriors gathered in the courtyard. He also saw that in addition to trip wires, iron caltrops and 
fallen hidden weapons, there were also several lines of blood on the ground, and he felt even more 
anxious. 


He glanced over and saw no sign of Hu Linglan, but he noticed that everyone was facing a room with a 
broken window on the opposite side. Apparently their hunting target was inside. 


— —At this moment, Lu Tingliang, the leader of the Lu family's earth martial arts sect, just jumped into 
the room. Everyone was engrossed in watching the results, but for a moment they didn't notice Dai Kui 
breaking in. 


Dai Kui was thinking about how to rush to Room E, when he saw a figure falling out of the open window, 
and everyone screamed in surprise! 


It was Lu Tingliang who fell out of the window. He had lost his sword in his right hand and was holding 

his left shoulder, which was bleeding profusely. There was a crack on the edge of the shield on his left 

hand - the enemy actually overwhelmed the shield with one blow, and then stabbed his shoulder joint, 
which shows the long-term penetration of his power! 


Several Earth Kung Sect disciples helped the leader up. Everyone looked at the door in shock and 
confusion, but there was no sound inside. 


"Ah——" At this time, a master of hidden weapons from the Canglin sect whispered, reaching out and 
pointing to his head. Everyone looked up and were shocked. 


Dai Kui saw that on the roof tiles of the "Xifeng Inn", there were twenty or thirty figures squatting or 
standing silently, like a flock of big birds gathered together, and they were all members of the Secret 
Sect. Dai Kui knew that dozens of other people must have surrounded the outside of the inn. 
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Zeng Qingfeng, standing on the edge of the patio, looked down coldly. 


"Please come out. We can't leave." Although his words were polite, his tone was more like an order. 


"| told you not to leave." At this time, a man's voice came from the room, but it was not a reply to Zeng 
Qingfeng. 


The room opens from within. 


The weapons in the hands of the secret sect disciples on the roof were shining in the sun. 


Dai Kui has made plans to fight. The palm holding the handle of the knife felt hot and sweaty. 


The first person to walk out of the room was the tall man who appeared on the wall earlier. The long 
spiked sword had been returned to the sheath behind his back. This man had a handsome face, but with 
a cynical expression. When he stepped out of the courtyard lined with swords and guns, he looked as if 
nothing had happened. 


Everyone in the secret sect is very discerning. They had seen this man climbing the outer wall of the inn 
before, showing extraordinary skill. 


——| heard that there is a young swordsman from the Qingcheng sect in the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate"...could it be him? 


At this time, another person in the room also came out. The disciples of the secret sect saw a female 
warrior, wearing a veil and a red dress with a strange pattern, which was indeed suspicious. Many secret 
sect masters are already holding flying nails secretly behind their backs, ready to launch downwards at 
any time. 
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Dai Kui secretly breathed a sigh of relief because he saw that the woman under siege was not Hu Linglan 
or Tong Jing. He looked at her carefully and felt that she looked familiar, as if he had seen her before. | 
saw her walking out of the room on crutches with her left foot, obviously injured. Dai Kui couldn't help 
but think of the famous prostitute Shu Qiao who was implicated in the Battle of Xi'an. 


——By the way...it's her! 


When he thought of Xi'an, Dai Kui immediately remembered that the female warrior in front of him was 
the female disciple of Mr. Feihong he had seen at that time! 


Dai Kui was about to speak, but the man with the sword on his back spoke first. 


"lam Pang Tianshun of the Xianglong Sword Sect." He punched in all directions, then tugged on the 
sleeve of Xing Ying beside him: "| came here from Xiangtan to find this disobedient junior sister!" 


"Xianglong Sword Sect...?" Zeng Qingfeng's eyes tightened, still doubtful. 


Dai Kui was an upright person, and for a moment he didn't understand clearly: How could this female 
disciple of the Kongtong Sect be from the Xianglong Sword Sect? He looked at Pang Tianshun, and saw 
Pang Tianshun looking at him with a strange look. When Dai Kui saw him, he thought: Mr. Feihong was 
also one of the "Six Swordsmen". If the Secret Sect disciples knew that he was a disciple of Kongtong, 
they might not let him go so easily! Why am | so stupid? 


"Junior Sister Lin, she lost a competition with me in the gym a month ago. She ran away from home in 
anger, causing me to come all the way to pick her up, and also causing many people here to work for 
me! Junior Sister, why don't you apologize to everyone?" 


Pang Tianshun tugged at Xing Ying's sleeve again, smiling playfully as he spoke. Xing Ying rolled her eyes 
at him. She was stubborn by nature, so she barely nodded to the warriors in the inn. 


But thanks to Pang Tianshun's unserious appearance, the atmosphere of the scene relaxed. Many secret 
sect disciples saw that he was so relaxed and felt that the two of them did not look like the "six 
swordsmen who broke the door". 
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Zeng Qingfeng still didn't resolve his doubts and pointed at Xing Ying: "That face..." 


Xing Ying pulled off the veil, revealing a very pretty face, but there was a conspicuous scar on the right 
side of the chin near the jaw, which was regrettable. 


Zeng Qingfeng immediately lowered his head when he saw it: "I've offended the girl." 


Xing Ying didn't respond and coldly hung the small hairpins at the corners of her face veil back on her 
hair. Dai Kui returned the sword into its sheath while looking at Pang Tianshun. Although the Xianglong 
Sword Sect is far away in the south of the Yangtze River, it has a good reputation. Dai Kui has also heard 
about it, but he doesn't understand what relationship they have with the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate", so they act so righteously. 


"Then... why is Senior Brother Dai so eager to rush in?" Dai Kui, who was deep in thought, suddenly 
heard these words and raised his head, realizing that Zeng Qingfeng and many secret sect disciples who 
asked questions had turned their attention to him. Dai Kui was not a talkative person, so he didn't know 
how to make excuses. 


"Senior Brother Dai, thank you for your troubles." Pang Tianshun jumped in and interrupted: "He and | 
only met once in a tavern in the east of the city yesterday, but he is so concerned about the safety of 
our fellow juniors. | saw my little brother outside the inn just now. , Senior Brother Dai knew that there 
must be a misunderstanding here, and mistook me, Junior Sister Lin, for one of the demons from the 
"Six Swords of Breaking the Door", and in desperation, he broke in and stopped me without any 
explanation." 


In fact, Pang Tianshun didn't know Dai Kui's name or the details of the sect at all. He just heard Zeng 
Qingfeng call his surname and followed the nonsense. If he was questioned carefully, it would definitely 
be exposed; he was not sure whether Dai Kui was really the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" "As a 
friend, if Dai Kui's position is not what he thinks and he immediately declares that he doesn't know each 
other, it will be very bad. 


However, Pang Tianshun was very confident. Just by looking at Dai Kui outside the inn door. 
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——tThe fire in the eyes cannot deceive anyone. 


"Senior Brother Pang..." Dai Kui cleared his throat. He was not used to lying and kept thinking about how 
to say: "Great. Fortunately... Junior Sister Ling... Ling's injury is not serious. But this foot injury cannot be 
treated well. Big or small..." 


He had an idea and found a paper bag from the baggage he carried with him. He stepped forward and 
handed it to Xing Ying: "... Junior sister Lin, this is an emergency medicine made by my mind gate. It can 
prevent and treat wounds from becoming septic and poisonous. You can wait for me." Find a place to 
clean and apply it." 


Dai Kui used the excuse of delivering medicine, but actually he wanted to reveal the name of his sect so 
that Pang Tianshun and Xing Ying would know, so as not to reveal their flaws. 


Everyone in the Lu family's Digong Sect and Canglin Sect around the Tianjing Courtyard were shocked 
when they suddenly heard that this big man was actually a descendant of the Xinyi Sect, one of the 
world-famous "Nine Sects". They then looked up at the warriors entrenched on the roof, guessing that 
their weight must be about the same. 


They didn't dare to make a sound, but quietly lifted Lu Tingliang up, and carried the Digong Sect member 
who had been killed by Ying's "Soul Delivering Saber", and withdrew from the inn with a defeated look 
on their faces, praying that Dai Kui and the others wouldn't try to settle the score with them. 


——At this moment, they realized that they were far from qualified to defeat the "Six Swordsmen of 
Breaking the Gate". 


Dai Kui looked at the body that was carried away and sighed in his heart: 


——tThe imperial court threw out an iron sign and turned the martial arts world upside down... Where 
has the dignity of our martial arts been lost? 
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Xing Ying stared angrily at the retreating earth martial arts disciples with a pair of bright eyes. She was 
ambushed and plotted, and her anger naturally remained. But at this time Pang Tianshun shook his head 
at her, indicating not to pursue it. 


Xing Ying looked around at the two men who came to help her. She remembered that she had met Dai 
Kui once in Xi'an, but she didn't know Pang Tianshun. She looked at the secret sect disciples standing on 
the roof and realized that it was best not to say anything at the moment, so she silently accepted Dai 
Kui's paper packet. 


Zeng Qingfeng was still staring at the three of them. The identities of the man and woman who walked 
out of the room were still suspicious: but Dai Kui's Xinyi Sect's unique posture, movements and weapons 
could not be faked - Zeng Qingfeng had several friends in the Xinyi Sect branch in Shanxi, so he knew this 
very well. 


Finally he waved. The secret sect disciples around him turned around one by one and jumped back to 
the ground outside the inn. 


"Brother Dai, you two... | have to meet up with my fellow disciples, so we'll say goodbye." Zeng Qingfeng 
clasped his fists before leaving: "'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' is alive for one day, and we will 
probably meet again. When we arrive, we will probably meet again." Brother Shi Dai, please don’t get 
ahead of our secret sect.” 


He smiled slightly and left with his fellow disciples. The disciples of the secret sect suddenly disappeared 
with silent footsteps, and the originally tense "West Wind Inn" suddenly became peaceful. 


The three of them waited for a while in the courtyard to make sure that the other party had left, and 
then their hearts that were secretly on guard relaxed. 


"Come on, stop the bleeding first..." Xing Ying said to Pang Tianshun at this time, her tone full of guilt, 
and she hurriedly opened the paper package Dai Kui gave her. 


Only then did Dai Kui discover: Pang Tianshun's left hand was tucked away at his side, and the cloth tied 
around the wrist was oozing with blood. 
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It turned out that when he broke in through the window just now and helped Xing Ying fight off Lu 
Tingliang, Xing Ying mistakenly regarded him as an enemy and fired a sword at him. Pang Tianshun hit Lu 
Tingliang and at the same time, he could only use the palm of his left hand to force Xing Ying. The edge 
of the sword was cut off, and the edge of the palm was cut by the sword tip. For fear of being suspected 
by the disciples of the secret sect, Pang Tianshun had been hiding the sword wound as if nothing had 
happened. 


"Ah, no..." Dai Kui stretched out his hand and called. 


When Ying opened the two-layered paper bag, it turned out that inside was only half a piece of leftover 
dried cake, there was no ointment. 


Pang Tianshun and Xing Ying were stunned. Dai Kui scratched his hair in embarrassment. 


The three of them looked at each other and couldn't help but laugh together. 


OOOO 


After the three of them bandaged their wounds, they each returned to the inn where they had stayed to 
retrieve their horses, and met to wait at the west gate of Yuanzhou City. 


"After inquiries from friends of the Wuji Sect in Linjiang City, we learned that Yan Shaoxia and his friends 
should have gone west." Pang Tianshun explained to Dai Kui and Xing Ying how he and the Ruan Wuyi 
Sect were attacked by Yan Heng in Linjiang. Then he told them the information he knew: "| searched all 
the way to Yuanzhou for this reason, but still couldn't find it. Maybe they have crossed the province to 
Hunan. How about you two go with Pang? ? Pang is a local after all, so it’s more convenient to contact 
colleagues for help if necessary.” 


Dai Kui and Xing Ying were clueless, but they both agreed. 


When the three of them came out of the west city gate, they mounted their horses and walked along 
the road. Pang Tianshun and Dai Kui saw that Xing Ying's horse was very strong and strong, and she was 
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riding with ease. She was not affected by her foot injury at all. She was worthy of being a heroine of the 
Guanxi Kongtong Sect. 


Two months ago, the Kongdong Sect received an order from the Emperor, and when Ying learned that 
her master, Lian Feihong, had become a preordained criminal under the imperial order, she left 
Pingliang immediately and traveled day and night to Jiangxi to look for him. 


Dai Kui couldn't help but admire him and looked at this heroic female warrior. But Xing Ying looked at 
the road ahead and said through gritted teeth: "Humph, that stinky old man, Master, just to take ina 
little baby, he left me and my brothers and left. That's what I'm here for this time." You want to see how 
talented this kid is? What kind of profound martial arts has he learned from me? I’m just not 


|” 


convinced 


Although Xing Ying said this, her eyes were exposed through the veil, and she could not hide her 
concern. 


Pang Tianshun had seen Tong Jing's talent, but it was not easy to tease Xing Ying's emotions at this time, 
so he just smiled. 


The three of them talked on the horse, and Pang Tianshun mentioned again how Yan Heng impressed 
him and the heroes that day. Dai Kui's blood boiled as he listened. 


——It seems that Junior Brother Yan’s sword skills have improved by leaps and bounds this year! 


Only then did Xing Ying and Dai Kui understand: It turned out that the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" 
was for chivalry and righteousness, and offended the traitorous officials of the court, so they had the 
"Yuwu Order" to pursue them. 


"That bastard dog emperor!" Xing Ying waved her horsewhip in the air and cursed angrily: "There are 
also these sects, big and small, have they forgotten? If not the master and the others attacked the 
enemy Wudang sect in Xi'an that day, how are they doing today? All the dogs ate their hearts and 
livers!” 
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"Speaking of the Wudang Sect, | have heard something else ...... , Pang Tianshun said. 


"What is it?" Dai Kui was always extremely nervous about the Wudang Clan's movements and asked 
hurriedly. 


"All the major martial arts sects in the world have received the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts" grant from 
the imperial court. Among them, except for the Shaolin Temple, which sent an elder Zen master to 
Beijing to say goodbye on the grounds that the Zen temple is a foreign land, only one sect dared to 
categorically refuse." Pang Tianshunton After a pause, he said, "It's Wudang." 


Dai Kui and Xing Ying were stunned after hearing this. Especially Dai Kui, who once fought with the 
Wudang Clan. 


Although they are mortal enemies, Dai Kui has to have deep respect for the Wudang Clan. 


——Yao Lianzhou... is an extraordinary man. 


"This time ...... seems to be even more dangerous than the fight against the Wudang Sect." Xing Ying 
said worriedly, "| don't even know how many enemies there are." 


Pang Tianshun thought, but a secret sect dispatched three hundred people, and every place was in 
danger... His usually relaxed face couldn't help but put away. 


"There is a guy in 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door’. | remember he often likes to say something..." Dai 
Kui grinned at this moment and said, "'A true companion doesn't need too much." 


The three of them looked at each other with smiles in their eyes. 


"Such a fool..." Pang Tianshun replied with his usual expression: "| really want to get to know him 
quickly." 
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Xing Yingjiao gave a scolding sound, whipped her horse to get up, and ran out on the road at the head of 
the horse. Pang Tianshun and Dai Kui immediately followed on horseback. 


Twelve horse hooves tramped extremely loudly on the suburban road in the afternoon. 
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Lecture on the Sword Hall of the Great Dao Jin - 34 


There is a difference between "sects" and "schools" in the martial arts world. Generally speaking, "pai" 
organizations are more rigorous and close-knit. Members of the entire sect are concentrated in one 
place for training and living. Their inheritance and behavior are very unified. A typical example is the "Six 
Mountains" in the "Nine Martial Arts", including the Wudang Clan. , Huashan School, Qingcheng School, 
etc. are all like this. 


On the other hand, the "door" is more broad and loose. It is usually the result of the natural spread and 
diffusion of a martial art over several generations. It gradually forms branches in different places, each 
evolves and acts independently. Because they come from the same origin, they retain the name of the 
sect. Different branches in different places are all members of the same sect with equal status and have 
no affiliation. Due to the personal strengths or realizations of different masters, some sects may mix 
other martial arts, and the martial arts they inherit may also have stylistic differences, or even derive 
another sect (such as the Ditang Sect and the Digong Sect). 


In addition, because the spread is wider and the number of disciples in the sect is complex, it has more 
worldly involvement than the "sect". 


However, the "three sects" among the "nine major sects": Xinyi Sect, Bagua Sect and Secret Sect are 
exceptions. Although they are not as strict as the "Six Mountains", they can still maintain a relatively 
unified organization, mainly because of their The birthplace still retains the position of the main 
headquarters and the head, serving as the core of unity. This centripetal force is an important factor for 
the "three sects" to be among the "nine major sects". 


Among the "three sects", the secret sect has the most rigorous organization. It is said that the secret 
sect originated from the heroes of Liangshan, so it passed down the legacy of commanding military 
discipline in Liangshan Shuibo (the main headquarters of the secret sect in Cangzhou, "Yu Qilin", 
commemorates the legendary founder of Chuangquan "Jade Qilin" Lu Junyi ). 


Although the martial arts of the secret sect spread widely across four provinces, there is a stipulation 
within the sect: when the leader of any branch branch in each place takes office, he must pay homage to 
the ancestral hall of the Cangzhou main branch at least once, and then be awarded the "Seal" by the 
head. This ceremony is maintained Each branch has a direct subordinate relationship with the head of 
the main hall. From then on, when the head gives orders on important matters, all subordinates in all 
areas must obey orders. 
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The original intention of the ancestors of the Secret Sect when they established these rules was to 
ensure that the inheritance of the Secret Sect's martial arts remained authentic and pure and would not 
deteriorate and be lost. Unexpectedly, it evolved into an organization that was close to a society. Some 
martial arts people ridiculed the secret sect for acting more like a martial arts gang than a martial arts 
sect, and even jokingly called it the "secret sect gang" behind its back. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 109 Chapter 2 The Wild Temple 


It was a dark and dense forest that even the wind could not blow in. The ground was covered with 
waist-high weeds, and the surrounding trees were covered with dense vines. The fierce sunlight outside 
could only penetrate like thin lines. There was not a trace of swaying in the branches and leaves, and 
everything above and below was a deep, unmoving deep green. 


The forest may be really too hot and stuffy, and even the birds can't chirp. It's eerily quiet. If you prick 
up your ears and pay attention, you may even hear the crawling sounds of insects and ants. 


No one has passed through this wild forest for an unknown period of time. 


However, there are people. 


A figure sat cross-legged among the weeds, mostly covered by tall grass. Only the outline of a strong 
figure could be seen faintly. The filthy cloak wrapped around him blended in with the color of the 
surrounding woods. If it weren't for the leisurely ups and downs of the body's breathing, it would easily 
be mistaken for a peaceful rock. 


The martial arts monk Yuan Xing. He was sitting on his knees with his eyes closed. Although his hair was 
wet with sweat, his face was peaceful, as if he was in meditation. 


He seemed to have become one with the forest. 


Gradually, strange footsteps came from the distance to the east and south of the forest. They were light 
and tight, not like human beings. 


These many footsteps are approaching the place of circularity at the same time. 


Yuan Xing still has her eyes closed. Only his right palm moved slightly, stroking the six-pointed eyebrow 


stick lying across his leg. 
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Under the yellowish sunlight, it can be seen that his face is actually thinner than before, and he looks 
even more sleepy. His eyes and belly are black and bruised, which is very different from his usual 
energetic appearance. 


The sound of running footsteps came closer, followed by several barks. 


The powerful figures of the hunting dogs suddenly appeared from the forest. 


Frantic barking echoed through the forest. 


Seven hounds spread their hooves and claws, spread their saliva-stained teeth, and ran like arrows from 
both sides, rushing towards the prey in their eyes! 


One of them, a big hound with grayish-black fur, seemed to be the leader of the pack and had the 
fastest speed, jumped up first and lunged at Yuan Xing's body with its teeth open! 


At the same time, Yuan Xing's eyes opened wide! 


Ina flash, the human and the dog met each other, and the fierce hound was frightened by the monk's 
angry eyes! 


But the hound's lunge did not stop, and its teeth were about to reach Yuan Xing's throat! 


Yuan Xing quickly raised his left arm in front of his face, just in time to ward off the bite! 


The hound instinctively tried to bite Yuan Xing's arm, but his teeth were too painful to penetrate! 


Yuan Xing's seated body instantly rose up, his right hand holding the iron Qi Mei stick, his two legs in a 
kneeling stance, and his left arm fiercely threw a chopping fist downward, and the hound that was biting 
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and entangled in his forearm was severely thrown down to the grassy ground, immediately relaxing its 
bite, sticking out its long tongue, and was already unconscious from the fall! 


Two other hounds pounced on him. Yuan Xing dodged one of them and let it leap to the back; the other 
one was right in front of him, Yuan Xing's left hand drew an arc and slapped the hound's palm on the top 
of its head, knocking it down from mid-air! 


Yuan Xing's palm was still on the dog's head, pressing it firmly to the ground. The hound clawed at the 
grass, but could not move. 


Yuan Xing's cloak had been removed and his left arm was wearing Shaolin's "Bronze Man Armor" from 
shoulder to palm, which was able to resist the biting of the dog's teeth. 


Yuan Xing was still half-kneeling, leaning on the stick with his right hand on the ground, still holding the 
hound down with his left palm, looking at the remaining dogs with his eyes. 


These are ferocious hounds that have been well trained. They are not afraid of fierce beasts even when 
they go hunting on weekdays. However, at this moment, when facing Yuan Xing's majestic eyes that 
were like a vajra's anger, they all cowered and let out a low cry of "Woo!" 


"Gol" Yuan Xing spat out the word between his teeth. 


As soon as the five hounds heard this call, they all turned around and ran away. 


At this time, Yuan Xing looked at the hound under his palm. It had stopped scratching the ground and 
was trembling and crouching, not daring to move. 


At this moment, Yuan Xing could only shift his weight and crush its head with a powerful palm, which 
was as easy as squeezing a small insect to death. 


But he didn't hate these beasts that had been tracking him for so long. 
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Those who deserve to be hated are those who drive them. 


Yuan Xing gently let go of his bronze-armored palm. The hound seemed to have lost all its ferocity. It 
stood up with its head lowered, shook its body, and ran in the direction where its companion had 
escaped. 


Yuan Xing squatted down and reached out to touch the neck of the gray and black hound that had been 
knocked unconscious. He felt that there was still a gentle breathing and pulse, and it seemed to be fine. 


Originally, he wanted to kill them all, but Yuan Xing could not do it. 


While stroking the hound's collar, he looked into the distance of the forest to the east. Once trained in 
the Shaolin Temple, Yuan Xing often went to the Golden Vajra Hall with only a little candlelight at night 
to practice sparring in order to hone his eyesight beyond ordinary people. Although it was dark in the 
dense forest at the moment, he could still vaguely see several vague figures appearing among the trees 
at the end. 


Yuan Xing's hand caressing the hounds was still gentle, but the eyes he stared at the figures in the 
distance were more terrifying than when he was trying to intimidate the dogs before. He gnashed his 
teeth and shouted at those who came: 


"Come if you feel like it!" 


——But he knew in his heart that these guys were worthless. They will not come even half a step 
forward, and will just leave everything to the dog. 


These people were not warriors sent out to kill Yuan Xing and others in accordance with the "Imperial 
Military Order", but they were just members of the Yingyang Gang in the border area of Jiangxi 
Province. 


After the "Yuwu Order" was issued, all sects from all over the world came to Jiangxi to seize power. The 
whereabouts of the "Six Swordsmen" suddenly became very important news - and all important things 
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in the world have a price. Many people in the underworld know that it is almost impossible to personally 
kill the master of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", but they still want to profit from this matter, so 
they try their best to find out the location of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and then sell the 
information. For warriors who want to take action. In order to avoid pursuit, the "Six Swordsmen of 
Breaking the Door" chose to go to the mountains and wilderness, so the Eagle Yang Gang, which was 
born as a hunter, came in handy, deploying flying eagles and dogs to track them down all the time. 


Yuan Xing knew that there was nothing he could do about Gan Ying Yang's gang at this moment, so he 
let go of the still unconscious hound, stood up, turned around and walked step by step towards the west 
of the dense forest. 


After Yuan Xing disappeared at the other end of the woods, the eight members of the Ying Yang Gang 
stepped out and emerged with the mist of the mountain forest. 


Half of these eight people were over forty years old, all wearing various kinds of equipment, with knee- 
high leggings, short hunting sabers on their waists, and leather animals on their backs, all of them 
looked like experienced hunters. 


One of them carefully took out a gray pigeon from the bamboo cage hanging next to the luggage, 
stuffed the scroll of paper he had written into the small round copper tube next to the pigeon's feet, 
and raised his hands to urge it to fly. The gray pigeon understood, fluttered its wings and flew up out of 
the treetop, heading towards the east direction, bringing back the news about the location of the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door" to its fellow gang members. 


They dragged the escaping hounds back. No matter how hard they shouted, the hounds did not dare to 
chase in the direction Wanxing left. They held on to the ground with their claws and refused to move 
forward. 


"Don't wait, let's follow them for a while. | think their destination must not be far away." The eldest 
leader among them looked at his beloved dog who was unconscious on the ground with regret, and 
then said this. 


Everyone agreed, so only two people were left to take care of the hounds, while the other six Ying Yang 
gang members hurried towards Yuan Xing's direction. Although they have not learned any superb 
martial arts, they are accustomed to activities in the mountains and fields, and their running speed is 
not inferior to that of Qinggong masters. 
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The six of them walked for a while in the forest, and sure enough they saw the round figure in front of 
them. You Qi Yuan Xing only put his cloak on his shoulders at the moment, and the bronze armor on his 
left arm was exposed and reflected the sunlight, making it easier to identify in the dense forest. 


The six Yingyang gang hunters all walked lightly, trying not to make any noise, and kept the same pace 
as Wanli, falling far behind - they had just seen the ferocious hounds escaping back with their tails 
between their legs, and they knew how powerful the wild monk was, and were unwilling to fight him 
head-on. 


——We just want to make some money, and we don’t have to go head-to-head with these martial arts 
lunatics. 


This place has actually crossed the border of Jiangxi Province and entered the territory of Huguang. The 
Yingyang Gang has rarely set foot here, but they have rich experience in identifying the road and terrain 
in the forest, and they know how to secretly calculate their footsteps, so they probably know where 
they are. 


"These guys... won't last long." The leader whispered with a smile. He thought to himself: Although 
these warriors are great at fighting, it's a different story when they go to the mountains and forests. 
They eat and sleep in the open air every day without a good meal. Coupled with the miasma of snakes 
and insects, the body can easily collapse; now it's even more difficult. Being hunted, all the trees and 
grass are in danger, and you will soon be unable to bear it and return to the road with villages and towns 
along the way. 


——Our independent business can probably only operate for a few more days... 


When the six of them had just stepped over a thick plate of ancient tree roots, they suddenly heard a 
voice coming from above: 


"It's good to be here." 


The six Eagle's Nest hunters shuddered. 
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This is impossible - the mountains and forests are like their home. As long as there is any strange sound, 
color or smell approaching, they will be noticed immediately. How could they be ambushed? 


They looked back. 


They saw that on a branch of the tree, there was a group of things squatting, and they had to be very 
careful to see the outline of the human body. 


Then they saw a flash. It was the man grinning. There is a gold tooth on it. 


The arm moved. 


There was another flash of metallic light. This time, it was much colder. 


OOD 


Yuan Xing returned to the front of a wild temple buried deep in the woods, and couldn't help but stop 
and look up to scrutinize its appearance. 


They were surprised when they first saw this temple. This building has been standing here for an 
unknown number of years. It can be seen from it that this dense forest has been visited by people 
before, but the roads have been abandoned and buried for a long time. 


Most of the walls outside the wild temple have collapsed, and the pair of guarding vajra warrior statues 
in front of the vacant main entrance have both had their heads and arms amputated, but the majestic 
aura they once had can still be seen. 


Only the small front hall of the central Buddhist hall is still standing. The walls are surrounded by 
branches spreading all around. It seems that it is supported by this natural force to prevent it from 
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falling. The bricks and stones are covered with green leaves. The moss seems to have merged with the 
woods. 


Although Yuan Xing was rude, he was still a Zen monk. He bowed to the Buddha's temple and silently 
paid homage to the Buddha before walking towards the door of the temple. 


Only to see a figure rising from the corner of the broken roof of the temple, plucking away the branches 
and leaves in front of him, looking down at Yuan Xing, it was Yan Heng, who was wearing two swords, 
one long and the other short. 


Yan Heng was half-kneeling on the roof of the temple. His clothes were stained, just like Yuanxing. He 
hadn't washed or changed his clothes for an unknown number of days. The young face was also full of 
fatigue, with dark circles around his eyes. 


Yuan Xing raised his head and nodded to Yan Heng, who was in charge of guarding, and then entered 
the Buddhist hall. 


After years of cleaning, this dilapidated Buddhist temple was much cleaner than before, but Tong Jing 
was still covering her mouth and nose with a cloth scarf, and using a large branch as a broom, she kept 
sweeping the sand, stones, and dead leaves on the ground to the corners. 


"Okay, save your energy." Jing Li, who was sitting next to the altar, cleaned the goose-winged saber with 
a cloth while saying to Tong Jing in an unfavorable manner, "It's not like we're going to live here!" 


"At least | can sleep more peacefully!" Tong Jing said, still swiping fiercely, with sweat on her forehead. 
How many times had you helped her get a broom in Minjiang before? Tong Jing was actually very tired - 
after all, she had been walking in this mountain wilderness for more than ten consecutive days. During 
this period, she was attacked by the enemy at night for several nights, and she could not sleep 
peacefully. Now that they have found a decent place to stay, they are naturally excited. 


About a month ago, a group of warriors came to attack them inexplicably - and unlike the previous Ruan 
Family Wuji Sect, they were actually Changshan Sect masters from Quzhou Prefecture, Zhejiang 
Province, and they did not seem to be instigated by local corrupt officials in Jiangxi. 
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After that, they were attacked three times in succession, and only then did they learn that the imperial 
court had issued a "Martial Arts Order", specifying that martial arts sects all over the world would 
execute six of them! 


"It's all me." Lian Feihong smiled bitterly after learning. He had been in the world for many years and 
always knew a little about the pros and cons of the imperial court. He immediately thought that this 
"imperial military order" must be related to his killing of Qian Qing, the adopted son of Qian Ning, the 
emperor's favorite. 


At that time, Yuan Xing scratched his hair in confusion: "That fat guy? Because of him, the Emperor 
made such a big fuss." 


The imperial court has never interfered with the martial arts, and each sect has never had the ambition 
to seek fame and wealth. However, this "Royal Martial Order" awarded the world's "Loyal and Brave 
Martial Arts Collection" and broke everything. 


"How could this happen...?" Yan Heng was very puzzled after hearing this. He couldn't help shaking his 
head and asked: "Have even the elders of each sect changed? Why?... In the past, we didn't have the 
recognition of the government, we were doing fine. Why did we change our name for that so-called 
"Zhongyongwuji"......? 


"Because of fear." 


Jing Li, who had been silent all along, said. 


The other four heard what he said, thought about it, and immediately understood. 


The ambitions of the Wudang Clan have caused cracks in the self-confidence of each sect, and they are 
deeply afraid that they will become the next victim under the slogan of "Invincible"; but at this moment, 
there is another more powerful force that promises to support you. ——Such a big temptation is not 
easy to resist, especially when you are responsible for the safety of hundreds of disciples. 


1846 


In fact, the description of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" in the "Yu Wu Ling" is not very detailed. 
Many sects that have not received the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection" iron plate only know 
about the "Yu Wu Ling" through word of mouth. The details of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" are 
not clear. They just came here in droves for the rumored rewards and are not the opponents of the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door" at all. 


Although they haven't encountered a real threat yet, Jingli and the others felt that it was meaningless 
and too tiring to fight warriors who had no grudges against each other one after another, so they kept 
running away, avoiding towns and cities everywhere. Later, because they were afraid of damaging the 
countryside that hosted them, they even stopped walking and simply walked through uninhabited 
mountains and fields. Although he avoided many pursuers in this way, he walked very hard. Over time, 
he felt tired and angry. 


—-—It’s obviously not that we can’t fight, but we have to run away and hide like lost dogs... 


At this time, Tong Jing saw that the floor in the temple was almost cleaned, and went to clean the 
Buddhist altars everywhere. She raised her head and looked at the Buddha behind Jing Li. Half of its 
head had been broken off, and her palms with seals were nowhere to be found, leaving only a big belly 
and crossed legs. 


"We burned down the 'Qinglian Temple’ that time... This time we have to sleep in this ruined temple. | 
wonder if it will be retribution?" Jing Li said with a smile. 


"What retribution?" Yuan Xing walked into the hall at this time: "I said it was the Buddha who protected 
me. Amitabha!" 


"That's right!" Tong Jing suddenly said after climbing up the Buddhist altar: "| have heard a story before, 
that is, in such a Buddhist temple in the wilderness, there was a hole in the back of the Buddha statue, 
and there were many rare things hidden in its belly. Treasure...Okay, let me take a look!" 


She ran and jumped up to the back of the Buddha statue, and suddenly jumped away with a scream of 
"Wow!" 


"What's going on?" Yuan Xing dropped the eyebrow stick and climbed up to the Buddhist altar, only to 


see Tong Jing pointing at the Buddha statue in panic. 
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When Yuan Xing took a look, it turned out that there was indeed a hole in the back of the clay Buddha 
statue, but there was no treasure inside. Instead, there was a venomous snake coiled up, with its head 
raised, rustling and spitting out its tongue, looking very fierce. 


What they fear most while sleeping in the wilderness is not the ferocious beasts, but the poisonous 
snakes and insects - being in a place far away from human habitation, if they are unfortunately poisoned 
and there is no cure, their lives will be in danger. 


With a calm expression on his face, Yuan Xing gently and slowly handed over his right hand into a palm. 
When he was three feet away from the poisonous snake, he suddenly exhaled and exerted his energy. 
He fired a bolt of lightning from the Shaolin Temple's "Snake Fist" and pinched it with his fingers. 
Holding the snake's head, its movements are even faster than that of a real snake. 


The poisonous snake was pinched, and its body naturally curled up with its round arms in an attempt to 
break free. Yuan Xing straightened it with his other hand, whispered "sin", and with the strength of his 
fingers, he crushed the snake to death. 


"Here, give it to me." Jing Li took the dead snake from Yuan Xing's hand, looked at it carefully, and said 
with a smile, "This is good stuff." 


As Jing Li said this, he pulled out the knife from his belt - the small Nanman hunting knife he used to 
have was still "stored" in Huo Yaohua's hand. This one was just a replacement that he bought during his 
trip last year. At this time, he looked up at the Buddha statue and said, "I'm sorry to be here, I'd better 
go outside and slaughter it." 


"Jing ...... Jing big brother! You you you ...... " Tong Jing pulled down the cloth towel on her face and 
pointed at the poisonous snake in Jing Li's hand in surprise: "You're not planning to ...... eat it, are you?" 


"What's so strange about that?" Jing Li shrugged his shoulders, "| was hunted by natives in the dense 
forests of Jiaozhi country, and | relied on it to survive. | still drank snake blood - but | drank too much. 
My stomach was infected with worms and | was about to die. Fortunately, a witch doctor cured me. 
Don't worry, | don't dare to drink anymore." 


With these words, he took a bowl and a bamboo tube from his forerunner and walked towards the back 


of the temple on his still injured leg. 
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"Snake? Yuan Xing scratched his hair so vigorously that Tong Jing thought he was also numb, but Yuan 


Xing's next words were, "| wonder how it tastes. ...... 


Tong Jing rolled her eyes: "Aren't you a monk? You eat snakes you kill with your own hands? Isn't that 
cruel?" 


"They're all dead anyway. If you don't eat it, you won't get it for free." Yuan Xing stroked his beard 
proudly: "If it gets into the belly of a Shaolin monk like me, he might be reincarnated as a human being 
in the next life." 


Tong Jing couldn't help but smile when she heard what he said. 


The five of them have been suffering these days, not having a good day's rest, and feeling extremely 
depressed. However, they did not complain during the journey, nor did they lament the current 
situation. Even Miss Tong, who is usually the most picky about food and accommodation, After being 
infected by the other four people, they soon stopped complaining and often took the lead in doing 
things that could boost everyone's spirits - such as working hard to clean the Buddhist temple just now. 
Just because she realized a truth from Jingli and the others: 


A truly strong person will laugh the more he is in trouble. 


Yuan Xing picked up the eyebrow-leveling stick, and he and Tong Jing opened up the tiles and debris in 
the corners of the Buddhist temple to make sure that there were no snakes or insect poisons hiding 
there. 


Jing Li went out from the back of the temple through an exit that could no longer be distinguished as a 
back door or a broken hole. He found a big fallen tree and sat down, using a saber to cut off the head of 
the poisonous snake and bled it out before skillfully disemboweling and peeling off the skin of the snake. 
Although his left arm was still not very strong, he was still more than capable of killing the snake. After 
peeling the snake's flesh, Jing Li used a bowl of water to wash and soak it. 
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While he was working, Jing Li thought of Hu Linglan again. He wondered where she was today. Now the 
five of them are forced to sneak through the mountains, and they don't know how Hu Linglan is going to 
find them in the future. 


That day in Linyan Village, he shouldn't have treated her like this - Jing Li had thought about this many 
times. 


But what's the use of thinking about it now? 


Later, Tong Jing relayed to Jing Li what she said when she finally met Hu Linglan. 


"Sister Lan said, "She wants to do everything she can to continue your dream," Tong Jing told him. 


Jing Li was silent after hearing this. After that, he hardly mentioned Hu Linglan in front of his 
companions. 


But from that day on, he made up his mind: 


| can't let her down. 


Jing Li was determined to never let Hu Linglan down. On the day she comes back, he must let her see a 
stronger version of himself and let her see his true smile again. So these days, he has been thinking and 
experimenting on ways to improve his combat power without relying on his left hand and right foot. 


Only then did he reflect: he had been so excited about creating the "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power" 
that he had forgotten that his changing martial arts and adaptability were his consistent strengths. 
There was still a way to overcome the current predicament. 


——tThe head of He Zisheng is almost blind, but he can still frighten a swordsman like Ye Chenyuan. | can 
too. 
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However, recently, after learning about the "Yu Wu Ling", Jing Li became worried about Hu Linglan's 
safety. 


Although the warriors who have been attacking so far have not been a threat, after all, Hu Linglan is 
alone outside, unlike the five of them who can take care of each other. If they encounter the other 

party's conspiracy, it is difficult to predict, Jing Li can't help but worry, let alone Strong enemies are 

probably still behind - even the "Nine sects" have received the iron card of "Loyal and Brave Martial 
Arts". Under the authority of the imperial court, it is difficult to predict how they will react. 


The only thing Jing Li hopes now is that the five of them have attracted Wulin's attention, greatly 
reducing the chance of Hu Linglan being attacked... 


Jing Li has never been so worried about Hu Linglan. He always thought that she was a woman who never 
had to worry about him, but now his feelings changed. 


It was only after they were separated that Jing Li truly knew how much he cherished her. 


The sun gradually slants. Jing Li raised his head and looked at the green leaves of the forest behind the 
temple, recalling the last day he and Hu Linglan got together, watching her practice her sword among 
the red flowers in the sky. What a beautiful moment when the Nodachi rolls over. 


Jing Li, who had always followed his own path, felt so lonely for the first time. 


He poured out the water from the bowl, cleaned the blood stains on the knife along the way, wiped the 
blade dry on his trousers and put it back in the leather sheath, then walked back to the temple with the 
washed snake meat. When he lowered his head and looked at the meat in the bowl, he couldn't help 
but laugh. 


——lf Alan was there, he would definitely scream louder than Tong Jing. How dare the Japanese eat 
snakes? No, take her back to her hometown in Quanzhou to eat local bamboo shoots another day, that 
will really scare her to death... 
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Note: "Soil bamboo shoots" are not plants, but soft riddle animals called "star worms" that grow wild on 
the tidal flats at the junction of salt and fresh water. They are called "sand worms" or "black 
earthworms" in Fujian and are a local delicacy. 


Jing Li returned to the Buddhist temple and saw that Yuan Xing and Tong Jing had already cleared the 
floor in the center of the temple and opened their sleeping berths. Tong Jing set up a pile of firewood in 
the center of the hall and prepared to cook for Jing Li. 


Lian Feihong also came back from the main entrance of the temple. They saw that he was bare-chested 
and coated from head to toe with a greenish liquid-it was a field disguise that Meng Qihe, a disciple of 
the Bagua Sect who was born in Luling, had taught them to make when they lived in Luling, and it was 
able to conceal their body odors apart from the color, so that even the wild beasts were not able to be 
alerted to it in the mountains and forests. 


"You're back? Thank you for your hard work." Yuan Xing said to Lian Feihong. Mr. Feihong just smiled, 
took the cloth and a pile of leaves from Tong Jing, and wiped the dried green pulp on his face. 


"How many are there in total?" Yuan Xing asked. 


"All of them." Lian Feihong replied coldly, without the playfulness of the past. His face and body still 
exuded a murderous aura: "I'm sorry, monk. I'm not as kind as you." 


"| only do this to animals." Yuan Xing said: "They bite, just because they are hungry. | remember the 
great master told me: among the six reincarnations of sentient beings, the human body is the most rare, 
because humans have the most choices. There is no difference between good and evil when there is 
choice.” 


"Anyway, we can sleep more peacefully for one or two nights." Lian Feihong said calmly, wiped off the 
green paste on his face, and showed his appearance again. His face was even more tired than Yuan 
Xing's and Jing Li's, and he seemed to have aged a few years. 


——No matter how rigorous he practices, it is difficult for him to escape the erosion of time. The impact 
of these days on Lian Feihong was even more obvious than that of the younger generation. 
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Ever since they entered the wilderness on the western border of Jiangxi Province, the Yingyang Gang 
used falcons to monitor the "Breaking Six Swords" whereabouts, so they escaped into the dense forest 
without seeing the sun, but the other party used hounds instead to track them, making them His 
whereabouts have always been exposed. The Yingyang Gang continued to sell information about their 
location to warriors riding horses along the suburban road. In the past ten days, the "Six Swordsmen" 
had been raided three nights. Although they were able to kill each other, it was a great drain on their 
physical strength and mental energy. Wan Xing and Lian Feihong couldn't bear it anymore, so they set 
up this move to intercept and kill the Ying Yang gang who were following them. 


"That's great! It's rare to encounter this Buddhist temple. We can rest here for one more day!" Tong Jing 
said excitedly, pointing to the firewood in the temple: "Can we make a fire and cook?" 


"It needs to be done before it gets completely dark." Jing Li said, "And do it right here, don't let the 
smoke rise into the sky." 


Tong Jing happily prepared to light a fire, but when she saw the bow! of meat in Jing Li's hand, she 
immediately stuck out her tongue and frowned. 


"Oh? Where did it come from? What kind of meat?" Lian Feihong asked while still wiping himself off. 
Although the skin on his body has become loose due to age, the muscles in his chest, abdomen, 
shoulders and arms are still strong and strong, not much better than many young people. 


"Pfft! Stinky old man!" Tong Jing turned her head away in disgust: "Go outside and get dressed! You're 
so ugly!" 


Instead, Lian Feihong grinned and flexed his arms to bulge out his muscles, specifically showing them to 
Tong Jing. Jing Liand Yuan Xing couldn't help laughing. 


"Right..." Lian Feihong restrained himself at this time and pointed at the top of the palace. "That 
boy...what are you doing?" 


"He said he wanted to look outside." Tong Jing said with worry in her eyes: "But | think he more seems 
to want to be alone." "There's something wrong with him." Lian Feihong said, scratching his beard. 
"Keep an eye on him." 
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Tong Jing nodded vigorously. 


OOOO 


In the darkness, with only a little light like a bean, he caught a glimpse of the two sharpened pieces of 
silver light. 


Almost without thinking at all, his left hand was already holding the hilt of the sword that lay across his 
waist. The index finger touched between the carved patterns of the sword that were carved into the 
shape of a ferocious tiger's head. 


Unsheath. 


The broad and short sharp edge of "Tiger Pi", like a crescent moon drawn above the head, violently 
collided with the first piece of silver light, then swung it away and collided with another silver light. The 
opponent's double-blade attack was scattered in one move and lost its power. 


When he stopped, he saw clearly that they were a pair of tiger hooks. The proud weapon of Quzhou 
Changshan Sect - this was something he didn't know until later. 


Thinking nothing of it, his right hand quickly linked up. A long golden light flashed. The lotus-shaped 
guard was carved with a coiled dragon. 


The power of the sword is also like that of a dragon. It shoots from between the inward curved edges of 
the double hook. 


The silver tiger-head hook is closed, intending to block the "Dragon Thorn" blade halfway - this is the 
Changshan sect's signature skill of "Moon Hook". 
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But it was too late. To snatch the Qingcheng Kuai Sword is like reaching out to grab the falling leaves in 
the rapids. Very few people can do it. 


The double-hook grip has not yet taken shape, and "Dragon Thorn" has already passed through. 


At this moment, with the light of the sword, he saw the opponent's face for the first time. 


The face was not much older than he was. At this moment, all the facial features were dilated and 
twisted in panic, overflowing with the fear of the moment before death. 


Bloody. 


Yan Heng opened his eyes and his consciousness returned to the top of the wild temple deep in the 
dense forest. 


He took a deep breath to calm his heightened emotions. The smell of blood in the darkness in my 
memory made my heart beat faster. 


He looked up. This Buddhist temple is the only one in the woods that is not covered by towering trees, 
and it is the only place where you can clearly see the sky. It's getting late, and the branches and leaves 
on the tall trees are swaying slightly in the gentle summer wind. The dense forest in all directions seems 
to hide infinite mysteries. 


Yan Heng couldn't help but think back again on the people he had killed over the years. He went ona 
killing spree among the martial arts kings from the Chengdu Horse Pai Gang to the "Qinglian Temple" in 
Luling. Those were the times when he had good reason to draw his sword. 


And now, he was confused. 


Yan Heng pulled out the "Tiger Pi" and made gentle gestures with his left hand back and forth in the air, 


repeating the sword moves he just recalled. 
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He did not count the number of martial arts kings he had killed in Luling; but he remembered every 
warrior he had killed in the past few months. Thirteen people in total. And he still clearly remembers the 
scene when he fought with them. 


In his heart, he felt no regrets about killing these warriors who came to attack the "Six Swordsmen of 
Breaking the Gate": they came here with all their heart to kill us, so it would be fair for them to die by 
our swords. 


——Especially after Yan Heng knew why they came. A martial artist who works hard for a false name 
bestowed by the imperial court is not worthy of respect! 


Yan Heng's martial arts skills and self-confidence have improved to a higher level than before. He could 
not deny the feeling of pleasure and satisfaction, and often naturally recalled the scenes of the battle 
and savored every moment of the bloody sword wind. 


But at the same time, he couldn't shake off the feeling of emptiness in his heart. 


Ever since he decided to take revenge, Yan Heng once thought that his sword would only be stained 
with the blood of the Wudang Clan, but now he was involved in this chaotic battle whirlpool, for such a 
boring reason. He had never imagined this would happen. 


——RMaster, why...? 


Yan Heng thought of He Zisheng. He remembered that every time he saw his master on Qingcheng 
Mountain, his words and deeds always carried an unspeakable indifference. It was only at the moment 
when Yan Heng was worshiped as a "Taoist disciple" that He Zisheng surprisingly showed a warm smile. 


Now that he has experienced many things, Yan Heng feels like he is gradually understanding why his 
master is like this. 


As long as you pick up the sword for a day, you can't avoid killing - whether you want to or not, whether 
it's because of hatred or in the face of strangers. 
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——Just like that Changshan sect disciple... He was probably just following his master's orders, right...? 


And in order to be ready to take the lives of others at any time, it is necessary to seal off a certain part of 
the heart. 


This is the fate of a swordsman. 


The "Tiger Pi" in Yan Heng's hand unconsciously swung more and more violently, making a shrieking 
sound in the evening air. His eyes also changed - more terrifying than what Tong Jing saw in the ruined 
temple that night. 


"It's time to eat! Come down quickly!" A friendly call called him out of his trance. 


It was Tong Jing who was in the Buddhist temple below, looking up and shouting through the holes in 
the roof. Only then did Yan Heng notice the strange smell of meat rising up. His eyes recovered and he 
gently sheathed the "Tiger Pi". 


He took something out of the pocket on his belt. It is a piece of wood as long as the palm of your hand. 
Half of it has a shape carved out by a knife, and you can vaguely see the shape of a human holding a 
sword. 


Yan Heng looked at the unfinished doll with a warm smile on his lips. 


——tThe only thing that can restore peace to his soul is the friendship of companions. 


Yan Heng clung to the tree that stretched across the tree with both hands, stepped off the wall with his 
feet and jumped down, turned around and entered the Buddhist hall. 


Yan Heng watched outside for a long time, but he never noticed a figure squatting quietly in the deep 
forest far to the south, watching Wild Temple. 
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The man was dressed in tight-fitting black night clothes, with his head and face covered with a black 
cloth scarf. His sleeves and trouser legs were tightly tied to his elbows and knees, and his already 
slender limbs looked more like cat legs. He stretched his legs very slowly and stood up inch by inch, but 
his upper body was very stable and stayed close to the big tree next to him, making his figure even 
harder to see. Unless you are at a close distance and have very good eyesight, you will only see a group 
of natural tree shadows. 


He stood up straight before revealing his tall figure, with black cloth bags of various shapes hanging 
from his belt and shoulders, all of which seemed to have a certain amount of weight, but he stood up in 
such a controlled and slow manner that one could feel that his movements were effortless. 


Under the black hood a pair of eyes, has been gazing at the opposite thirty feet away from the wild 
temple, do not blink, pupils of the eyes with an indescribable crazy gas. 


"Old man...it's you, it's really you. It's fun." 


His voice was sharp, and it still sounded like he was quite old. 


The man in black was mumbling something, his left hand was placed on his waist, holding the sword hilt 
through the cloth bag, and he began to walk backwards. 


His walking posture is very strange. He is not retreating in a straight line, but his feet are constantly 
stepping on an arc. When the left and right sides are combined, they turn into a straight retreat. His 
steps are smooth and fast, which does not remind anyone that he was walking in the dark within the 
deserted forest. 


He was still mumbling to himself as he walked, but it was a long string of unintelligible words, and his 
tone seemed to be chanting a curse, which was creepy in this dark night. 


After retreating dozens of steps, the man in black returned to a shallow pit where he had previously 
hidden, and his luggage was placed in it. 
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There were two other people in the pit, the two remaining members of the Naoyang Gang. They also 
held six dog leashes in their hands. The two men and the six hounds hid silently in the ditch without 
running water, waiting for the man in black, not daring to leave even half a step. 


"Well, that's right... Tonight, I'll take advantage of them to relax their vigilance and not get enough rest... 
Well..." The man in black kept nodding his head and murmured. However, he was not speaking to the 
two Yingyang gang members. He was talking to himself, and it was a bit like talking to an invisible person 
in the void that only he could see. 


As soon as they saw the man in black coming back, the six hounds seemed to be pinned to the spot by 
something and did not dare to move at all. The look in their eyes at this moment was actually more 
fearful than when they met Yuan Xing before. 


The same goes for the two Yingyang gang members. They were waiting for the six companions to track 
them in the forest, but no one came back after waiting for a long time. So they sent their dogs to search, 
and they saw the bodies of six people among an old tree root. 


They were horrified, knowing that the deal was no longer worth pursuing, and tried to walk out of the 
woods with their dogs. Unexpectedly, they met this man in black halfway and forced them to release the 
hounds again to track the "Six Swordsmen". 


They did it without thinking twice. Looking at the no longer young eyes of the man in black, the two of 
them intuitively knew how terrible the consequences of rejecting him would be. 


"That's right... don't be impatient..." The man in black continued to speak, adding some strange spells. 
At the same time, he rummaged through his luggage, took out a piece of barbecued meat, stretched out 
his palm covered with black cloth, lifted up a black towel, and handed the dried meat to the mouth 
surrounded by a long, half-white beard. 


| don't know whether it's an illusion in the dark night, the two Eagle Yang gang hunters, faintly saw a 
thin layer of smoke emanating from the black-clothed man's body. 


"The first one is the old man." After he finished eating, a maniacal smile appeared on his mouth, and he 
continued to mutter to himself: "| want to kill them all. Kill them all." 
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As he spoke, the surrounding woods finally darkened completely, and the only outline of his figure was 
submerged in the darkness. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 110 Chapter 3 - Cloud Hiding and Divine 
Walking 


Lian Feihong retracted his body completely into the barrel and let the steaming hot water soak up to his 
neck. He closed his eyes and felt all the blood and meridians in his body relax. 


In a place like this, taking a bath like this is an extremely luxurious thing. 


Lian Feihong traveled very fast for two days in a row, traveling more than three hundred miles, just for 
this moment. 


His red and black robes and leather boots stained with loess, together with scimitars, long swords and 
iron fans, were all piled in a corner of this gorgeous room, still braving the residual heat from the 
scorching sun. 


Lian Feihong did not fall asleep, but fell into a state that was more comfortable than sleep. His face 
looked content and calm, definitely not like he had killed someone just a few days ago. 


——Only because the person he killed was someone who would never make him feel even the slightest 
bit guilty. 


A soft palm with slender fingers gently caressed his smooth cheek with a healthy copper color, then slid 
down his neck and touched his young and strong shoulders immersed in the water. 


Although Lian Feihong didn't open his eyes, he already knew that this palm was approaching him - as a 
"Taoist disciple" of the Kongtong Sect today, this was the minimum level of vigilance. It's just that he 
didn't resist. 


Just because he has absolute trust in the owner of this palm. 


Lian Feihong raised his left hand, held the jade palm, and gently rubbed the smooth back of the palm 
with his fingers. 
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"Marry me." He suddenly said this without opening his eyes, focusing on feeling the intimate feeling of 
holding hands. 


"Don't be stupid." The voice was as gentle as the fingers of the hand. 


"lam the future leader of the Kongtong Sect." Lian Feihong smiled and said, "No one can say anything 
about what kind of woman | will marry. 


You don't have to worry about that." 


Lian Feihong, who is only twenty-seven years old, already has such self-confidence, of course because he 
knows his talent - his master Ling Aoyi taught him the "Through-Arm Sword" among the "Eight Ultimate 
Skills" six years ago, "Sun Lun Sword" and "Wuye Fan", in my memory, the Kongtong Sect has not 
produced such characters in the past six or seventy years. 


But that's not all. Lian Feihong knew that he was better than all his classmates, and the real reason was: 
his huge appetite for training and competition that could never be filled. 


"I'm not talking about whether I'm worthy of you or not." 


The female voice said, "It has nothing to do with what others think. I'm talking about you." 


Lian Feihong's fingers touching her palm stopped. 


"| know you will always leave me." She said again. 


"How can you say such a thing..." 


"Stretch out your right hand." 


1862 


After hearing her words, Lian Feihong's face became a little stiff. But he never hid anything from her. He 
slowly raised his right hand from the hot water. 


That palm held a short knife. 


"Look." Her tone was not scolding, but rather smiling, "Even at a time like this, you still can't let go of the 
saber. We both know what is most important in your life. It is definitely not me, nor anyone else." Lian 
Feihong's heart was filled with sadness, and he finally opened his eyes. 


She was right in front of him, but he realized he couldn't see her face. 


OOOO 


——How long has it been since you dreamed about the past? 


When Lian Feihong woke up in the dark Buddhist temple, he first asked himself this. 


- Forgot... No, never at all. 


Even when Lian Feihong was awake, he rarely missed the memories of his youth, but now he had sucha 
dream. ——Does this mean | am really old? 


He lifted the coarse cloth sheet covering himself. As usual, he still held the sword while sleeping - just 
like he held the knife while taking a bath in his dream. 


Lian Feihong sat up with his sword scabbard propped up on his body, but he couldn't help but think 
about the dream just now. Those dreams were all real memories - he hadn't aged beyond certainty. 


But it is precisely because of the truth that Lian Feihong feels strange. He never regrets what he has 
done (except perhaps for overdoing it in martial arts?). This dream clearly reminded him of what he had 
missed and given up for the sake of the sword. 

1863 


He remembered that he once really liked this woman; when he said "marry me", he was completely 
sincere. 


——But now | have forgotten even her face. 


Then, decades passed. 


He looked outside the hall, it was still dark. The sky is clear tonight, and the moonlight shines through 
the holes in the broken tiles on the roof of the temple. Lian Feihong used the dim light to identify 
objects and saw that everyone in the palace was still asleep, with only Jing Li's berth empty, so he knew 
it was probably the fourth watch. 


Although Lian Feihong felt tired and it was not his turn to be on duty yet, he was troubled by that 
strange dream and no longer wanted to sleep. He tried not to make any noise, stood up gently, put on 
his boots, and then put the weapons on his body. 


Every time he tied the sword and chain to his body, Lian Feihong always stood up straighter and his 
chest lifted higher. In his mind, it seemed that it was not his body that bore the weight of these 
weapons, but the weapons, like a steel frame, supporting his aging body. 


——What supports him is actually not the sword, but the sense of honor when carrying the sword. 


When Lian Feihong wrapped the iron chain around his body, he accidentally looked at the sleeping Tong 
Jing. Looking at her sleeping face like a baby, he couldn't help but smile. 


Seeing this baby grow up so fast has now become Lian Feihong's greatest joy in life, even more so than 
fighting against powerful enemies. 


What made Lian Feihong even more happy was that half a year ago, Tong Jing asked him for advice on 
the flying knife technique. He quickly taught her the key points of the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" and 
helped her change the flying knife to be lighter and easier to hit. A double-edged flying sword to suit her 
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physique and expertise. That was the first time Tong Jing actively asked to learn the Kongtong sect's 
martial arts from him. 


— —Sooner or later, | want you to call me "Master"! 


Lian Feihong smiled to himself, picked up the four-foot whip pole, and tiptoed out of the front door of 
the Buddhist temple. 


As soon as he stepped out of the door, he saw a figure standing up opposite to him, none other than 
Jing Li. 


Under the moonlight, he could see that Jing Li's injured left shoulder and right knee were still tightly 
bound with armor made of black copper and leather-the same black armor he wore during the attack on 
the Qinglian Temple in Luling a year ago. Ever since he left Luling, he had been carrying this set of armor 
with him in case he needed to go into battle with his wounds girded. 


Jing Li did not draw his saber, but held Sun Wuyue's Emei iron spearhead in his right hand, with half of 
the chain wrapped around his forearm and half hanging down at his side. "I'll take over." Lian Feihong, 
holding the handles of his sabers with both hands, came forward with a smile. 


"It's not yet five o'clock," Jing Li replied softly, "Why don't you sleep a little longer?" 


"Old man, | can't sleep that much." Lian Feihong said, sitting side by side with Jing Li on the crumbling 
wall in front of the Buddhist temple. 


Although they had already killed the Eagle Yang Gang's stalker yesterday afternoon, they still didn't dare 
to completely relax their vigilance and continued to take shifts at night to watch over the area - they had 
been doing this for the past two months. Among the five of them, Yuan Xing was the most physically fit, 
so he was in charge of the third shift, which was the toughest; followed by Yan Heng and Jing Li, who 
were in charge of the second and fourth shifts. Tong Jing and Lian Feihong had the easiest time at the 
beginning and the end of the night, so they didn't have to sleep separately twice a night. 


"Old?" Jing Li laughed, "It's not often that | hear you being so frank." 
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Lian Feihong stretched out, tapped his shoulders again, smiled and did not answer. He looked down at 
the iron chain gun tip in Jing Li's hand, and felt very relieved when he thought of how Jing Li had been 
thinking hard about new tricks for a while, gradually recovering from the low point of the injury step by 
step. 


Jing Li held the black iron spearhead and stroked the ancient Chinese character "Emei" engraved on it 
with his fingers. If "One Zhang Banner" Sun Wuyue hadn't died heroically in the battle in Chengdu, he 
would probably be like Mr. Feihong today, practicing martial arts and fighting powerful enemies with 
everyone. Jing Li couldn't help but sigh in his heart. 


"Old Master Lian... You originally just wanted to take on a disciple, but you ended up in this situation 
today. Do you feel any regrets?" 


"Regret? | would like to thank you." 


Jing Li was just joking, but he was surprised when he heard Lian Feihong answer so seriously. 


Lian Feihong touched his right forearm. Under the sleeve there was a long scar cut by the "Wudang 
Sword" of the King of Wave Dragon Arts. It took him half a year to recover. Although he could move 
freely, he still had a dull pain occasionally. 


"If | hadn't been with you, | wouldn't have had such a wonderful year." Lian Feihong said, "I don't know 
how many more years there will be when | can fight so happily." 


Jing Li looked at him, not knowing what to say. If his adoptive father Jing Zhao is not mistaken about his 
age, Jing Li is still only twenty-seven years old this year - although his rich experience often makes 
people misunderstand his age - he has not yet thought about the fact that he will grow old one day, 
after taking the powerful Wudang Clan as his challenge target, he was prepared to die at any time and 
had no time to think about the days ahead decades later. Hearing what Lian Feihong said at this 
moment, he put himself in his shoes and thought about this issue. 


——lf at this age, he can still be like him now, there will be no regrets. 
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Jing Li sighed deeply. 


"It's better not to listen to my whining. Go to sleep." He waved the four-foot whip pole in his hand 
gently: "Don't waste your energy." 


Lian Feihong was right. They were involved in such a long battle, and the most important thing to 
cherish was their mental and physical strength. Arranging the vigil time evenly was also an important 
part of it. It was too wasteful for two people to sit and chat - —As long as you miss a night of sleep, the 
effects will continue to accumulate every night. 


Although Jing Li felt that Lian Feihong was a bit unusual tonight, he had no choice but to stand up and 
walk back to the Buddhist hall. Before leaving, he thought about whether he should tell Lian Feihong 
what he was thinking just now, but he knew that this strong old man didn't like being comforted, so he 
didn't say anything. 


Lian Feihong sat alone. A cool breeze came from the forest late at night, blowing away the heat of the 
day and calming his mind, which was originally full of thoughts. 


Although Lian Feihong looks like he is just sitting quietly and relaxed, in fact, all the senses of his body 
are open: his eyes scan the woods in the moonlight, his ears listen to the tiniest sounds; his nose smells 
for smells other than trees and flowers; his skin Feel if there are any strange movements in the summer 
wind... To be so focused on sensing the possible crises around you for a long time, and in the 
uninhabited night where it is so easy to fall asleep, is really something that only a few people can do, but 
for warriors who pursue the pinnacle in terms of performance, it is just equivalent to daily exercise. 


But no matter how strong a warrior is, there are times when he is exhausted and unable to endure 
training. "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is exactly in this situation. It takes twice as much willpower 
to practice Feihong as usual to maintain this alert state. He gritted his teeth quietly, never letting himself 
relax or fall asleep. 


--| can't afford to lose to these juniors. ...... 
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In the middle of the fifth night. The line between dawn and sunset. When the human spirit is at its 
weakest. 


Lian Feihong's eyes suddenly tightened, and the wrinkles around his eyes were as deep as cracks. 


The pores on his body under his clothes expanded, and he instantly entered an extremely sensitive 
state. 


Just because there was a faint light among the dark trees in the distance to the south. 


Most people, in such a dark night, must doubt that it is their own illusion. But Lian Feihong can’t. 


——Mr. "Feng Suanni" Feihong, who has hunted down and killed hundreds of fierce horse thieves in the 
Gansu wilderness, even at this age, still has absolute confidence in his eyesight and senses. 


Although it was just a glimpse, Lian Feihong instantly concluded that the fleeting light was definitely not 
natural. 


It was metal reflecting moonlight. Swords and sabers. 


Lian Feihong didn't want to alert the intruder on the opposite side. He was still sitting on the bricks, but 
secretly he had shifted his weight to his legs, and he could kill him immediately at any moment. 


He stared into the darkness. 


Sure enough, the next moment, the light reappeared. 


This time, he could see the silhouettes moving around. 
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Lian Feihong's buttocks had already left the broken wall. 


But just when he was about to attack, another murderous aura like a sharp needle suddenly attacked 
him. 


From behind - and very close! 


--impossible! 


Lian Feihong's eyes were bloodshot and his beard was flabby. 


——Who in the world can sneak up behind me without moving? 


Although his heart was full of doubts and disbelief, it never affected Lian Feihong's decisive response. 


——This is the difference between a "good player" and a "master". 


He judged that he did not have enough time to turn around, so he inserted the four-foot whip stick in 
his hand between the root of the remaining wall and the ground under his legs, using it as a support for 
his strength, which, together with his legs stomping on the ground, caused his body to lunge forward at 
a faster pace than he had originally prepared! 


In mid-air, Lian Feihong bent down and hung his head. 


A hot sensation burned through his right shoulder! 


The sharp wind that flew from behind was invisible in the darkness. It wiped out a line of blood beside 
Yu Lian Feihong's shoulder. It only passed a few inches above the back of his head and flew through the 
floating white hair! 


1869 


Lian Feihong let go of the whip stick, and taking advantage of the tendency of leaning forward to fly 
forward, his whole body rolled forward in mid-air, and at the same time, he quickly pulled out the red 
scarf flying knife from behind with his right palm. 


He curled up in the air, with his head facing the ground, waving his arms violently, and the "Soul-Sending 
Flying Blade" fell out from between his legs and backwards! 


——Lian Feihong's sword was all based on his instant feeling, relying on the direction where the 
opponent's hidden weapon was shot just now, to estimate the enemy's location! 


The flying knife flew out and accurately hit the black figure appearing behind! 


But just before the hit, the black shadow seemed to drift for a moment, and the flying knife actually 
passed through the black shadow, hitting nothing, and continued to fly behind the head, as if it only hit 
an invisible ghost! 


Lian Feihong knew that this was certainly not a ghost - he had traveled through Kansai for many years 
and spent countless nights alone in the inaccessible wilderness, and he had never seen a ghost. 


The person in front of me is a person - a person who knows how to dodge flying knives with strange 
body and footwork! 


——Lian Feihong used this strange posture to launch the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" in a critical 
situation. Since he had no waist and step coordination, and he was reflexing backwards against the force 
of the flying attack, his strength and speed were weakened. He had never expected to be able to do it all 
at once. The attack was about to hit, but he wanted to use the flying knife to block the opponent's 
successive attacks. However, at this moment, he turned upside down and saw that the enemy's dodge 
was far easier and faster than he imagined, and he couldn't help but be surprised. 


He continued to roll forward, landing on the uninjured left side of his back, and then rolled forward ina 
circle, trying to get as far away from the enemy behind him as possible! 
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After rolling over, he slapped the ground with his left palm wearing fist armor, turned around with his 
left foot as a pivot, knelt down among the long grass, and stared hard at the incoming man in black. 


——Now he has no time to pay attention to the other enemy in the woods to the south who is 
distracting him with the light of his blade. Just dealing with the one in front of him requires all his 
concentration! 


The black shadow did not stop for a moment after dodging the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade", and 
continued to stride. In an instant, it was only within seven or eight steps of Lian Feihong, still 
maintaining the advantage of sneak attack! 


Lian Feihong jumped to the left to avoid it, and at the same time, he threw another "Soul-Sending Flying 
Blade" with his backhand! 


This seven-step distance is the best killing distance for flying knives and hidden weapons. The "Soul- 
Sending Flying Blade" only makes half a turn, and the tip of the knife is right between the chest and 
abdomen of the enemy in black! 


But the black shadow swayed again, and the second flying knife from a closer range passed by the black 
shadow's waist again! 


This person seemed to be protected by a ghost, and any swords and arrows shot at him were removed 
by an invisible wall of force. 


Such a person feels impossible to kill. 


Lian Feihong suddenly recalled: | have encountered such kneeling skills in the past. 


——tThe secret sect’s “Yan Qing Mi Bu”. 


He used the moonlight to look at the slender arms, legs and figure of the man in black, and memories 
suddenly came to him. Lian Feihong had no doubt about the identity of the enemy in front of him. 
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Just because this is not the first time they have met. 


--It's him! No wonder you can sneak attack me! 


It's Lei Jiudi, the "Cloud Hidden God Traveler". 


The masked Lei Jiudi only had one pair of eyes exposed, and the rest of his body was hidden under the 
black cloth, making every movement even harder to detect. As he moved to pursue, he shook his long 
left arm, and another shadowless sharp wind was shot out as he advanced. The technique was almost 
the same as his junior brother "Black Talisman Iron Hand" Han Tianbao's stunt of launching the seven- 
inch "Mourning Door Nail", but Lei The movements of Jiuyi's darts are more subtle, and there are no 
warnings in this dark night! 


This sharp wind god was extremely accurate in sniping at Lian Feihong who was retreating. He stepped 
forward with his legs wide open, his body tilted as he sat on the horse and sank down, his chest shrunk 
and his head lowered, and only then did he avoid the hidden weapon attack again! 


This invisible weapon is actually the "three-pointed swallow-tail dart" favored by Lei Jiudi, the head of 
the secret sect. The dart is coated with a layer of black ink, which can avoid reflection during the day and 
can be hidden even more at night. The enemy has no time to dodge. If Lian Feihong hadn't been a 
master of flying blades and could rely on intuition to avoid it, he would have been killed by this powerful 
hidden weapon long ago! 


Lei Jiudi fired his darts and continued to advance at the same time, maintaining the opportunity to 
attack. However, Lian Feihong had to retreat repeatedly to be able to maintain a stalemate with him. 
One of the two was moving forward to use his strides to defend against the shot, while the other was 
going backwards to throw in the opposite direction. In this hidden weapon confrontation, Lei Jiudi had 
the upper hand regardless of strength or speed of fire! 


Since this hidden weapon battle in the air was not good for his own side, Lian Feihong immediately 
changed his strategy decisively. He took a step forward with his wide-open horse stride, almost as if he 
was walking close to the ground. This time, he did not retreat but advanced, pouncing into the distance 
where he could fight with Lei Jiudi, and at the same time, with the proudest Kongdong School's quick 
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hands, he pulled out the bronze wooden handle of the "Fenshi Sword" on his waist, which was the 
sword of the Master, from its scabbard! 


——Keeping the body low when practicing Feihong's forward dash is to minimize the range that the 
enemy's hidden weapon can hit. 


Lei Jiudi stopped firing the dart, and his thoughts were exactly the same as Lian Feihong's. With a flash 
of his right hand, a slightly curved cold light was drawn in his hand. His technique of quickly drawing the 
sword was not inferior to that of Lian Feihong! 


The last three inches of Lian Feihong's "Fen Lion Sword" were unsheathed, and the tip of the sword 
followed the most direct route and hit Lei Jiudi's black face scarf. At the same time, he had secretly 
pulled out the Western Scimitar on his right waist with his left hand, preparing to follow up with the first 
sword attack! 


However, Lei Jiudi was definitely not slower than him, his left hand hanging down by his leg had also 
revealed a piece of frosty blade at an unknown time, hanging down diagonally to the ground. 


He was ready to attack! 


--Although the two masters of the "Nine Schools" belong to different sects, their martial arts habits and 
methods have been surprisingly similar so far! 


Lian Feihong's "through the arm sword method" to draw the sword fast stabbing only half, Lei Jiudi right 
hand on the thin blade of the snow-white silver blade is faster to kill, Lian Feihong elbow has not yet 
stretched out, the sword was fast knife hacking early suppression, the two edges of the impact, Lian 
Feihong long sword strength is not yet fully developed by the secret door saber moves shocked to the 
side, move form collapsed! 


Secret Martial Arts has always been known for its agility and speed. The leader Lei Jiudi's "Mingtang Kuai 
Dao" is so fast. Lian Feihong was not surprised at first, but through the feeling of this confrontation, Lian 
Feihong discovered the strength of Lei Jiudi's sword. Extraordinary Chen Xiong, his lethality is 
incomparable to that of the secret sect disciples seen in Xi'an! 
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——He is so much more powerful! 


The left and right distraction is the Kongtong sect's favorite technique. Lian Feihong was not affected by 
the blowing of his right sword. He still activated the "Sun Lun Dao" technique with his left hand 
correctly, with the back saber sheathed in a diagonal upward strike, teasing and cutting Lei Jiudi's left 
ribcage! 


This continuous attack came from the height of the abdomen, making it difficult to detect the gesture. 
However, Lei Jiudi was calm and composed. He also swung his left sword and slashed upwards 
diagonally from the opposite direction. With the same move, the two The attack lines of the hilt knives 
intertwined, bursting into brilliant sparks in the dark night! 


At this moment, with the help of a little fire light, Lian Feihong saw clearly the clear eyes exposed 
between the black scarf on Lei Jiudi's head and face. 


A pair of eyes that were no longer young had a strange look in them. It's neither madness nor anger, but 
a coldness that seems to be separated from the world. 


——It is somewhat similar to the mad demon King Wave Dragon. 


After Lei Jiudi intercepted Lian Feihong's left sword and right sword, he continued to press forward with 
quick steps. The special thing about this "Yanqing Lost Step" is that each step is not in a straight line. 
When moving forward, the body drifts slightly from side to side. Every moment makes it difficult for the 
opponent to measure the distance, and unknowingly he enters the range of his attack! 


Lei Jiudi's pair of "Mingtang's Double Quick Swords" took advantage of this move to roll up a whirlwind 
of swords, directly attacking Lian Feihong's head and face! 


From the sneak attack to this moment, Lian Feihong was constantly pursued by Lei Jiudi, and he was 
never able to take a breath and call out to his companions in the Buddhist temple. But even if he could, 
Lian Feihong would never let anyone interfere in this duel at this moment. 


——How can you teach others to help clean up the defeated generals in the past? 
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Lian Feihong's strength was also with his double blades. Not to be outdone, he gritted his teeth and 
swung his sword. The blade wind was as dense as Lei Jiulun's and he faced the incoming double swords! 


Lei Jiudi's mouth seemed to be chanting an unknown word under his face scarf, and his sword-wielding 
double gestures suddenly accelerated midway! 


--The Secret Sect's "Borrowed Phase" method, "Jun Lan"! 


For amoment, in Lei Jiudi's mind, he was imagining that he was under a blizzard on a winter night in 
Cangzhou, wielding a sword against the strong wind; however, in reality, there was no resistance to the 
wind and snow. He relied on this realistic imagination to stimulate his arm strength, causing the speed 
of his two sabers to increase by one level! The four blades clashed with each other in rapid succession, 
and countless sparks exploded around them! 


During the series of exchanges, Lei Jiudi's double swords struck out nine moves in the blink of an eye. 
The speed of the swords driven by this "borrowing phase" did not slow down even half a minute. It was 
as if he did not need to breathe at all, which was extremely unusual! 


——"Borrowing Image" is originally a profound method in martial arts. It is very difficult to control and 
use. Moreover, because it requires extreme concentration of thoughts to arouse illusions, it consumes a 
lot of mental energy and cannot be used for a long time. Experts usually only use it to pour their whole 
body energy into it. In addition to a powerful blow, like Qingcheng He Zisheng's "Downhill Tiger 
Elephant", he can hit three consecutive "Tiger Pounce" moves, which is almost the limit of the human 
world. However, Lei Jiudi was able to slash nine times in a row in the "Borrowed Phase" and has yet to 
be exhausted, his mental load is unimaginable! 


Lian Feihong also fought with the nine swords with four swords and five swords in a row, but at this 
moment he felt that his breath was exhausted and he could not hold on any longer, knowing that he 
would have to change his moves again. 


——It depends on whether you can avoid it this time! 
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When the two were about to reach the tenth sword fight, Lian Feihong's left arm suddenly shook 
violently in the middle of the swing, and he performed the famous Kongtong "Flying Technique". The 
scimitar from the Western Regions came out of his palm, and with the power of this swing, Spin the 
flying disc in front of Lei Jiudi! 


The terrifying thing about Kongtong's "flying method" is that he can throw weapons at close range in the 
middle of the fight. Seeing that Lei Jiudi has no way to avoid it! However, Lei Jiudi caught a glimpse of 
Lian Feihong Chuan Dao's trembling arm before releasing it. In an instant, his mind changed. The 
"borrowing image" in his mind suddenly changed from facing the fierce wind and snow to floating in the 
water, leaning forward and swinging away. , the scimitar blade whirled past his face! ——Lei Jiudi's 
"borrowing phase" changed from violent to gentle, and the transformation of thoughts was not 
hindered at all. It is really beyond the capabilities of people with normal minds! 


Lei Jiudi's body swayed to the side but then came back, as if it had never moved sideways. This gave 
people the illusion that the scimitar had flown by itself or passed through his body - just like the two 
times he had just dodged. The illusion when passing the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" is exactly the same. 
In fact, it relies on the arc of "Yan Qing's Confused Step" to accurately bypass the attack from the side. 


——This is the secret of the "Cloud Hidden God Walking". 


Lei Jiudi's figure in black came straight towards him at high speed. The sword in his right hand was 
brought forward lightly, and the tip of the blade stabbed Lian Feihong's throat silently. This was the 
secret sect's "Youying Sword" move - this sword technique was extremely powerful. It's special. You 
move the sword with your body, and the arm movements are hidden in gentleness. When the enemy 
notices it, the tip of the sword is often close in front of you! 


Lian Feihong's "Flying Technique" that he was confident about failed, but he had extensive combat 
experience and was prepared to make up for any mistakes he made. At this time, he pulled the "Flying 
Lion Sword" in his right hand back in front of his face and blocked it in time. This feminine stab! 


——But it is inevitable that he has fallen into the disadvantage of passive defense from fighting with the 
enemy just now. 


As soon as the swords touched each other, Lei Jiudi reacted very quickly. He raised the tip of the sword 
to the sky, but the center of the blade was attached to the "Fen Lion Sword" and pressed it in front of 
Lian Feihong. Lei Jiudi then transformed his mind again, This time, he imagined that his body was sinking 
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like a heavy stone, and he took advantage of this sinking force to continue to press Lian Feihong's sword. 
At the same time, he exerted force from the bottom of his wrist and slammed the copper handle of the 
knife into Lian Feihong's chest! 


This short but powerful impact was combined with the falling power of "Borrowing Phase". If it hit, Lian 
Feihong's old bones would definitely be shattered! 


While practicing Feihong Huijian to parry, his left hand wanted to immediately pull out the iron fan 
inserted diagonally into the belt in front of his abdomen, but at this moment he had no choice but to 
give up, squeeze up the palm cover that was embedded with iron plates, and use the "Eight Absolute 
Flower Fighting Punch" style of pumping and crashing fist to hook upwards, blocking the hilt of the saber 
head-on! 


Lian Feihong tried his best not to lose, but the current situation was that Lei Jiudi only used the sword in 
his right hand to restrain both of his hands. And Lei Jiudi has another sword in his left hand that is very 
idle. 


Cold light reflected in Lian Feihong's eyes. 


——We need to change our tactics again. 


---No change is death. 


With his white hair flying, Lian Feihong's left fist turned into a claw, and he instantly grabbed Lei Jiudi's 
right wrist. He used the "Fen Lion Sword" in his right hand to push forward; his right leg extends out 
secretly in the lower part of his body, tripping around the back of Lei Jiudi's front foot. 


Lian Feihong spins his waist sharply, using these three points at the same time, trying to throw Lei Jiudi 
hard to the left. This is the least used hand-to-hand wrestling technique "Moyun Hand" among his "Eight 
Great Skills" in Kongtong! 
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——tThe martial arts of the secret sect has always been good at light kung fu and leaping and long bridge 
horse's off-body attack and defense. Lian Feihong is confident that this sudden close throw will be 
difficult for Lei Jiudi to deal with! 


But at this moment, he saw clearly that Lei Jiudi's eyes changed again. 


——tThere is something chilling and evil in his eyes. 


Lei Jiudi let out a fierce shout - rather than exhaling vigorously, it was more like he was trying to wake up 
something... Then Lian Feihong felt that Lei Jiudi's body seemed to have turned into a heavy stone wall, 
and that the spinning body slam of the "Mo Yun Hands" couldn't move him even a little bit! 


In shock, Lian Feihong felt a huge force coming from the front. He was unable to dodge and release the 
force. He was knocked off his feet from the ground and fell backwards! 


The wound on his back, where he was hit by the "Three-Pointed Swallowtail Dart", was the first to hit 
the ground hard, and a tearing pain went straight to his heart as mist and water splashed through the 
grass! 


This pain made Lian Feihong extremely sober, and he still wanted to restore the defeat. After landing on 
the ground, he rolled sideways, trying to avoid the opponent's pursuit! But just when he turned to lean 
to the ground, a foot stepped heavily on his vest, and Lian Feihong was unable to move! 


Then, a cold blade was pressed against the vital artery of his right neck. 


It's unacceptable, but it's an ironclad fact. 


Mr. Feihong was defeated. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 111 Chapter 4 Magical Skills 


Yuan Xing was the first to rush out from the main entrance of the Buddhist temple, and suddenly saw 
this incredible scene: 


Mr. Feihong, the head of the Kongtong Sect, was trampled on the ground like a pig with a knife on his 
neck. 


And there is only one opponent. 


Yuan Xing's hand holding the eyebrow stick trembled slightly, his eyes widened, full of disbelief and 
worry. 


——Partners who live and die together, their lives hang on the enemy's thoughts. 


Tong Jing and Jing Li also rushed out of the door one after another, looking equally surprised at the 
black-clothed enemy who was practicing Feihong with one foot and holding silver-white double blades. 


Although his identity has not yet been confirmed, it is certain that his weight must be very important - 
from the time they were awakened by the sound of fighting outside to this moment, it actually took no 
more than ten breaths, this person was able to defeat Lian Feihong on his own before they arrived to 
help! 


--There aren't many people like this even in the Wudang School. 


Lei Jiudi held the silver knife in Lian Feihong's right hand without moving it at all, and gently pulled down 
the black cloth turban and face scarf with his other hand, revealing his true face. 


He had half-white fluffy hair flying in the air, a slender face in his early fifties with deep outlines, and 
several rows of deep wrinkles like tiger spots on his forehead. This face is very finely welded, but the 
strange thing is that the thin lips seem to be mumbling involuntarily, and saliva drips from the corners of 
the mouth. The eyes that should be sharp are wandering, as if they are spinning many thoughts. 
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When Tong Jing saw Lei Jiudi's appearance, she remembered that in the past on the streets of Chengdu, 
some homeless people suffering from mental illness had such expressions, and she couldn't help but 
feel cold in her heart. What's even more frightening is that the blade in this crazy guy's hand is tightly 
attached to the fatal part of Lian Feihong's lateral carotid artery. It seems that he will cut it off severely 
at any moment if he turns his eyes. 


Jing Li was holding the tip of his chain gun, and looked at Lei Jiudi silently, not daring to act rashly. 


Lying on the ground, Lian Feihong still held the "Ningshi Sword" in his right hand, but at this moment, he 
was so subdued by the opponent that his shoulders and arms were stuck to the ground unable to move. 
Lei Jiudi's eyes suddenly became sharp. His right leg that was on the ground quickly lifted off the ground 
and gave a short kick. He kicked Feihong's elbow with his toes. Feihong's joints were in severe pain and 
he involuntarily let go of the hilt of the sword! 


——tThe secret sect specializes in leg skills. When Lei Jiudi's move "Inch Nail Kick" is released, there will 
be very little traces, and it will not affect the body's center of gravity, and in that short moment when he 
left the ground, his left foot, which was stepping on Lian Feihong's back, did not loosen up at all. 


Lei Jiudi put the left saber into the leather sheath on his waist, freed his left hand to strike at the "Fen 
Lion Sword" that had fallen in the grass, and the "Fen Lion Sword" actually rose out of thin air! 


Tong Jing was shocked: Does this person have the magical martial arts ability to pick up objects from 
afar? 


Jing Li is well-informed, but he never believes in this kind of extraordinary magical power, knowing that 
there must be some secret in it. 


Lei Jiudi looked very proud, swinging his left hand in the air, and the long sword hanging in the air was 
swaying wonderfully in front of him. He then flicked and retracted his left wrist, and the "Lion Sword" 
immediately rose obediently, and he grabbed the hilt of the sword. . 
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"| miss you so much..." Lei Jiudi raised the "Fighting Lion Sword" in front of him and took a closer look, as 
close as if he wanted to smell it: "It's been twenty-one years. You didn't think you would have this day, 
right?" 


Lian Feihong did not answer him. 


Lei Jiudi had just turned thirty at that time and was already the chief disciple of the "Yuqi Hall", the main 
hall of the secret sect in Cangzhou. He wanted to become famous in the martial arts world, so he 
obtained permission from his master to travel and practice, but the condition was that he was not 
allowed to have sex with others. He sent out competitions, especially those from the "Nine Sects". 


Lei Jiudi was an arrogant person by nature. He traveled through many mountains and rivers that year 
and met many martial arts heroes. He also deeply understood that the secret sect was often regarded as 
the last of the "nine major sects" by the world, and he felt very unhappy. , especially dissatisfied that the 
"Six Mountains" of the Nine Sects are particularly respected compared to their "Three Sects". 


Since he could not compete with other factions, Lei Jiudi turned to join the battle to eliminate bandits in 
various places to test his martial arts. Once in Weinan, Guanzhong, he and several warriors came 
together to attack the horse bandits. One of them was Lian Feihong, who had just taken over as the 
head of the Kongtong Sect. 


Lei Jiudi saw that this "Mr. Feihong", who was only ten years older than him, was respected by the 
military and the government, but that he, the chief disciple of the secret sect, was ignored. After 
drinking two glasses of wine, he suddenly became so heroic that he actually demeaned to fight with Lian 
Fei Hong in front of the public. 


Lian Feihong laughed it off at that time. Late that night, someone knocked on Lei Jiudi's door. It turned 
out to be Lian Feihong, holding two rough wooden knives in his hand. 


Lei Jiudi pushed away the wooden knife handed to him by Lian Feihong. 


"If you want to play, use it for real." 
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As a result, that night, without anyone watching, Lei Jiudi was held in front of Lian Feihong's "Fen Lion 
Sword" by his throat. 


Lei Jiudi, who was extremely ashamed and angry, returned to Cangzhou and devoted himself to training. 
He had never appeared in the martial arts world for 21 years until this time when he carried out the 
"Imperial Martial Order". 


"| originally wanted to go to Pingliang to find you." Lei Jiudi said at this time. He was quite strange when 
he spoke. His lips still moved between each sentence, and he muttered some unknown words, 
seemingly out of control: "This time, it's just right." 


Meeting Lei Jiudi again tonight, Lian Feihong recalled the past events of that night twenty-one years ago. 
That night, he was just as drunk as Lei Jiudi, so he went to answer his request for a competition. Partly 
because Lian Feihong himself was also a combative person, and partly because he also wanted to teach 
this junior a lesson, so he picked the middle of the night when no one could see him. 


It was not easy for Feihong to win that competition, and he was particularly impressed by Lei Jiudi's 
"Yanqing Confused Step" - so he recognized him at a glance just now. At that time, Lian Feihong knew 
that this successor of the secret sect had a bright future. 


But he never thought that Lei Jiudi would be so powerful today! His martial arts are so bizarre that they 
even make people feel as if he has entered an evil path, especially his extraordinary "borrowing phase" 
transfer ability, which is absolutely abnormal. 


——tThe last time he suddenly had a strange force and knocked me away was even weirder... What kind 
of "appearance" was he borrowing? Lian Feihong thought again: One thing about this guy hasn't 
changed at all, it's his narrow-mindedness! At that time, Lian Feihong only regarded the battle as a 
drama, and never mentioned it to anyone since then - especially after hearing that Lei Jiudi had taken 
over as the head of the secret sect. Unexpectedly, he still regards that defeat as a shame and 
humiliation to this day. In the fight just now, Lian Feihong felt the martial arts skills performed by Lei 
Jiudi. From hidden weapons to double swords, almost everything was directed at his Kongtong "Eight 
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Great Jue" ” As for training, the two of them fought like they were fighting against each other! —— 
Generally speaking, if a warrior wants to make great progress, he must first have extraordinary vision 
and vision before he can detect his own shortcomings and strengthen and improve them. However, Lei 
Jiudi has taken a different approach. For many years, he has used Lian Feihong as his imaginary enemy. 
With a terrifying obsession to change his secret sect's martial arts, he can still create a new realm of 


martial arts career after middle age. He can be said to be a genius. 
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"Who are you?" 


At this time, someone asked Lei Jiudi loudly. It's Jing Li. 


When Lei Jiudi heard this, his originally wandering eyes suddenly widened, and he turned to stare hard 
at Jing Li. His messy hair mixed with silver threads fluttered slightly under the moonlight. The knife and 
legs that suppressed Lian Feihong did not relax at all. 


Jing Li was not overwhelmed by Lei Jiulun's momentum, and looked at him with a frivolous look. 


In fact, this was all Jing Li's plan: he saw that this master in black must have a personal grudge with Mr. 
Feihong, and his personality seemed intolerant and arrogant. He, Wan Xing, and Tong Jing were still far 
away from Lei and Lian at the moment, so they couldn't rush to the rescue. At this critical moment, they 
had to divert Lei Jiudi's attention away from Lian Feihong, so they deliberately made such a big move. 
He asked him who he was, his tone even more deliberately pretending to be disdainful. 


"You... don't even know about me?" Lei Jiudi was indeed an easily angered person, and his lips trembled 
even more with anger: "Have you ever heard of the secret sect?" 


"The secret sect?" Tong Jing had been with Jing Li for a long time and knew what he was thinking, so she 
joined in and said, "We met in Xi'an! Those guys who were beaten all over the floor by the Wudang 
sect." 


"Wudang?" Lei Jiudi snorted coldly. 


"| thought the only ones who came to trouble us were those miscellaneous small sects." Jing Li 
continued: "| never expected that the dignified Cangzhou Secret Sect would actually do this for the sake 
of a little reward from the imperial court. Yes. Because you are afraid of Wudang, do you want to use 
the imperial court as a backer? And you are so nervous that you, the leader, have to go out in person?" 
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Tong Jing and Yuan Xing were both shocked when they heard this, but they saw that Lei Jiudi did not 
deny it. Jing Li had indeed guessed correctly. The slightly crazy-looking senior in front of him was the 
current head of the secret sect! 


——How big of a fuss is this matter? 


"Am | afraid of Wudang?" Lei Jiudi's expression was extremely exaggerated and her emotions fluctuated 
greatly. He grinned and laughed for a long time, and then said: "Ever since | knew that that bullshit 
Wudang sect was going to dominate the martial arts world, | have been going to Shandong to practice 
cultivation in the past five years, waiting for the decisive battle. That kid Yao Lianzhou? Wait for me I'll 
take care of you first, and Ill go find him next! I’ll put the five-year non-fight agreement back in his 
mouth intact!” 


Ever since the Wudang Sect conquered the east and west, all martial arts sects in the martial arts hated 
them. Jing Li had heard a lot about them, but Lei Jiudi was the first person Jing Xi had heard of who had 
the guts to challenge Yao Lianzhou alone. Even though he was an enemy, Jing Li couldn't help but 
secretly admire him. 


"If you're not afraid of the Wudang Clan, then why did you come?" Jing Li asked. "Didn't the Secret Sect 
already receive the iron plate from the imperial court?" 


"Haha... It seems that you still don't know what kind of situation you have fallen into... You are so 
stupid..." Lei Jiudi showed a slightly abnormal smile again, saliva came out of the corner of his mouth: 
"To kill your 'Six Swords of the Broken Door' group of demons and thieves is already the number one 
event in the martial arts world today!" 


Jing Li and the others frowned at this. 


"What do you mean by this?" Yuan Xing asked. 


"Yes, my secret sect has indeed obtained the iron plate of the 'Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection'’.' 
Lei Jiudi said: "With the iron plate, there is also an edict and a driving notice issued by three imperial 
courts. , ordered us to exterminate you and the other six. The edict said that if any of you are found 
guilty, a gold seal of imperial conferment will be added to the iron plate of the sect's "Loyal and Brave 


Martial Arts Collection". 
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Jing Li and the others had previously fought against small sects that had not received edicts or iron 
cards, so they were unable to find out any detailed facts. Now, they learned the content of the "Martial 
Order" for the first time. They knew that the fat man Qian Qing killed in Linjiang Mansion that day was 
the adopted son of the current powerful minister Qian Ning. Of course, this edict was drafted by Qian 
Ning. 


"Although the paper edict didn't say anything clearly, this iron plate with a gold seal clearly symbolizes 


the leader of the world's 'Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection'!" Lei Jiudi looked excited when he 
said: "The secret sect has been looked down upon for many years! Last year! In the Battle of Xi'an, 
because | was still in seclusion, my useless Junior Brother Han and a group of unscrupulous disciples 
made such a big mistake! I, Lei Jiudi, am going to win this honor in one fell swoop today and teach the 


world about the secret sect! Door, the best in the world!" 


Yuan Xing frowned after hearing this: "The number one sect in the world shouldn't be determined by 
the imperial court, right? What's the point of this?" 


Lei Jiudi sneered and said: "| don't care about this. If | don't take such an honor and give it to others, | 
will feel unhappy! Especially now those sects that have not been awarded the title of 'Loyal and Brave 
Martial Arts' There are rumors that you can get the golden seal by killing your "Six Swordsmen". What if 
you accidentally die at the hands of some small sect and let them put pressure on me? " 


Jing Liand the others heard his words and realized even more how bigoted the head of this large sect is. 


"What's more..." Lei Jiudi lowered his gaze at this time and looked down at Lian Feihong: "If | hadn't 
dealt with this guy, | would have regretted it for the rest of my life..." 


Lei Jiudi smiled evilly and used his right hand a little harder. The skin on the side of Lian Feihong's neck 
was cut and bleeding. The pain of practicing Feihong's flesh was minor, but it was unbearable to let the 
enemy slaughter him like this. He suddenly shouted at Jing Li and the others: "Leave me! Kill him!" 


Jing Li was shocked when he heard this. What he saw before him reminded him of the seriously injured 
Sun Wuyue hugging Wudang Jiang Yunlan on the dark night streets of Chengdu, and shouting like this: 
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--"Chop him...... along with me! 


Jing Li recalled Sun Wuyue's last words, and the blood surged in his chest. 


--| will never lose such a companion again! 


Although he told himself this in his heart, Jing Li knew that he had to endure for one more moment. 


"You won't be able to get out of this forest if you do it." He challenged Lei Jiudi again. 


Lei Jiudi laughed loudly after hearing this, but ignored Jing Li. He still lowered his head and said to Lian 
Feihong: "'Leave me alone, kill him'? Haha, what does this mean? 'Leave me alone’ and 'Kill him' "But 
there are two different things. If they don't care about you, they may not be able to kill me..." His words 
were so confused that he was beyond the ordinary paranoid character, showing that his mind was also 
distorted. 


"Kill me...just the three of them——" At this time, Lei Jiudi looked up at Jing Hui and the others: "Wait a 
minute, before nightfall, | clearly saw that there are five of you——" 


In an instant, a cloud of leaves spread out behind Lei Jiudi, and a cloth was lifted up, with a golden sword 
light shining under the cloth—— 


The "Dragon Thorn", which had been hiding the blade's light, suddenly emerged from the cloth wrapped 
in it! 


The dark figure who activated the sword light leaped forward with his whole body in the air! 


The sharp edge of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique - Dome Break" instantly 
struck Lei Jiu in the back of his heart! 
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Of course, it was Yan Heng, who had never appeared. In mid-air, he was bare-chested, his entire body 
coated in dark green sap - it was only through this layer of protection, which concealed his posture, 
breath, and body odor, that he was able to evade Lei Jiudi’s keen senses and sneak behind the back of 
such a supreme expert. 


Previously, when he heard the fierce and unusual sound of fighting outside in the Buddhist temple, Jing 
Li judged that the invading enemy this time was unusual, and immediately ordered Yan Heng to make 
this disguise and sneak out from behind the Buddhist temple. After that, Jing Li kept seducing Lei Jiudi. 
The purpose of speaking was to delay time so that Yan Heng could go around behind him and get the 
best position to launch a surprise rescue of Lian Feihong! 


——Jing Li has difficulty moving, and his roundness aura is too exposed; Tong Jing’s skill is insufficient. 
Only Yan Heng can take on the important task of sneak attack. 


"The Sky Breaks" came across the sky, and Lei Jiudi suddenly felt the fierce force coming from behind. 
His originally crazy face suddenly changed, and a chill shot straight through his spinal cord - "borrowing" 
the snowstorm again, with " "Jun Lan", turned around and waved the "Fen Lion Sword" with his left 
hand! 


Yan Heng's face painted dark green was extremely solemn, his eyes were equally cold and arrogant, and 
all his thoughts were focused on "The Breaking of the Sky" - to force Lei Jiudi to meet him with all his 
might, without any room to saber Lian Feihong, Yan Heng had no reservations about this sword! 


The swords of Qingcheng and Kongtong factions clashed in mid-air, sounding like bells, exploding into 
the brightest cluster of sparks before dawn. 


Although Lei Jiudi's sword intercepted in time, the move was hasty after all, and the power was not fully 
gathered. When it collided with Yan Heng's "Sky Sky Break" that was ready to be launched, a counter- 
shock force came straight back from his arm, shaking it. The focus of Lei Jiudi. Lei Jiudi couldn't help but 
relax the intensity of kicking Lian Feihong, and the blade on his neck moved slightly. 


Another gust of wind came towards Lei Jiuti's lower body immediately afterward! 


It was Jing Li, who had long been prepared to match Yan Heng's strikes at any time. During these days, 


he was thinking hard about the tactics after being injured. Knowing that close combat was not good for 
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him, he studied how to use throwing weapons with one leg and one arm. At this moment, he swung out 
the Emei iron spear head, and the sharp tip of the gun brought with it a chain of iron like an arrow that 
shot towards Lei Jiudi's leg! 


At the same time, Lian Feihong, who was lying on the ground, felt Lei Jiudi's legs relax slightly, and 
turned his body to the left with all his strength, not only to overturn Lei Jiudi's balance, but also to avoid 
the threat of the blade! 


If Lei Jiudi continued to practice Feihong, he would not be able to avoid Jingli's spearhead. With a 
thought in his mind, he used the light skill of the secret sect to jump, retracted his right leg, dodged the 
iron spearhead, and used the momentum to drag his right hand's silver saber upwards, putting Lian 
Feihong to death in a single move! 


The silver saber cut a cluster of blood flowers on the right side of Lian Feihong's head and neck! 


In that instant, Jing Li and his companions all gasped. 


--No matter whether the old man is alive or dead, we still have to do our best! 


Yan Heng thought so in his heart. As he realized before, as a swordsman, he cannot be swayed by 
emotions. 


The left hand's "Hu Pi" followed up with a series of attacks, and Qingcheng's "Shangmi Sword 
Technique" was used to stab Lei Jiudi in the chest! 


Lei Jiudi originally wanted to strike Lian Feihong on the ground with one more blow, but when he 
noticed that Yan Heng was stabbing him with another sword, he had no time to spare. The silver knife 
came back with Lian Feihong's blood blocking Yan Heng's Tiger's Prowl! 


At that moment, he caught a glimpse of something below him. 


It was Lian Feihong's hand. 
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--Still alive? 


Lian Feihong's face was covered in blood, his eyes were completely closed, and his right hand was 
stretched out using the "Through-Arm Sword" technique. This sword technique is named "Through Arm" 
because it contains a secret secret. When the move is made, the muscles and bones of the arm can be 
instantly extended by one or two inches, making the enemy unable to guard against it. Lian Feihong 
stretched out his hand and just caught the spear-head chain that passed over him! 


Jing Li threw the iron spear head not to snipe Lei Jiu Di's leg, but to let Lian Feihong grab the iron chain. 
At this time, Jingli was delighted to see that Lian Feihong's five fingers had grasped the iron chain tightly. 
He pulled the other end and quickly turned back, bent his knees and flew out. It was the new stunt 
"Spray Cutting Iron Power"! 


——tThe difference is that this time he does not jump towards the enemy, but pulls the chain in the 
opposite direction! 


The "Wave Chopping Iron Strength" is a combination of his whole body's strength, and its power is so 
fierce that only Jing Li rotates his body in mid-air, and the iron chain is wrapped around his body, and 
the resulting tension pulls Lian Fei Hong's whole body off the ground and flies out of the room. Flying 
out, he was several feet away from Lei Jiudi in an instant! 


Lei Jiudi did not expect that the other party would have such a strange skill, and forcefully rescued Old 
Man Lian from his knife. He was furious in his heart and wanted to rush forward and attack Lian Feihong 
again! 


Yuan Xing and Tong Jing also rushed out to cover Lian Feihong, but Lei Jiudi unfolded the secret sect's 
famous footwork at a very high speed. They seemed to be one step ahead of the two of them in 
attacking the leader of Kongtong who was lying on the ground! 


On the other side, Jing Li fell to the ground due to exhaustion of all his strength. He looked at the 
situation anxiously. He saw that Lei Jiudi could take one more leap and strike at Lian Feihong. Jing Li's 
eyes were about to burst! 
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At this critical moment, the long and short swords shine again, and another wave of Yan Heng's "Male 
and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" offensive approaches Lei Jiudi again! 


——Damnable boy! 


Lei Jiudi didn't want to get entangled with Yan Heng, so he abandoned the "Fen Lion Sword" with his left 
hand and slapped Yan Heng from afar! 


This strange behavior made Yan Heng feel very strange. When he was confused, he felt that the blades 
of the two swords seemed to cut something in mid-air. Then his arms were bound by an invisible force 
that prevented him from moving smoothly! 


Yan Heng was surprised: Could this person really know the magical power of using force to pick up 
objects from afar? 


After using this move, Lei Jiudi ignored him and continued to chase Lian Feihong, only to find a wide 
black shadow in front of him. 


Because of Yan Heng's obstruction, Yuan Xing finally stepped over Lian Feihong and blocked him in front 
of him, and at the same time, he exhaled and shouted, and with the "sleeve-piercing stance" of Shaolin's 
"King of Kinnara Stick", he stabbed the head of the hexagonal iron stick directly at Lei Jiudi's heart and 
chest! 


Lei Jiudi drew a curved arc in front of him with the silver knife in his right hand, and used a diagonal 
slash to block the thorn stick. At the same time, he used "Yanqing Confused Step". His body was like a 
fish that encountered a river stone in the rapids, moving at the smallest angle. Sliding to the side and 
grabbing the front, he pulled out another silver knife from his waist with his left hand at the same time, 
his left hand drew another silver saber at his waist, and swiped upward from the bottom of the stick to 
strike Yuan Xing's front hand holding the stick! 


The blade hit the palm finger of Yuan Xing holding the stick, making a golden sound. It turned out that 
the left hand was wearing bronze armor, which saved Yuan Xing from having his finger broken. 
However, the power of the saber was not small, through the protection of the armor, it still hit Yuan 
Xing's finger joints painfully! 
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--What a fast and accurate saber! 


Yuan Xing was stunned, but knowing that he couldn't take a step back at this moment, he strengthened 
his arms and violently pressed the eyebrow stick and the silver knife blocking it towards Lei Jiudi's chest! 


Lei Jiudi was oppressed by the strong force of this authentic Shaolin sect, and immediately pressed the 
blade of his left hand against it, resisting the eyebrow-level stick with both swords. 


At this time, Tong Jing also arrived, hugged Lian Feihong's upper body, and forcefully dragged him back. 
Blood gushed out from the side of Lian Feihong's head and neck, staining her clothes, but she didn't 
care. 


Lei Jiuti was forced by Yuan Xing, losing the chance to kill Lian Feihong, his heart was filled with anger. 
He was so agitated that he bit his lower lip until it bled, his hair was windless, and his face was distorted 
as he hurriedly pronounced a word. This time Yuan Xing was close enough to hear what he was saying: 


"Three Buddhas above the three buddhas in my hometown, the inanimate parents, give me power!" 


Lei Jiudi's face changed instantly, and there was something unspeakably evil about it. 


——This look is exactly the same as when he hit Fei Lian Feihong hard before. 


Yuan Xing, who had grown up in a Buddhist temple, was keenly aware of the evil aura emanating from 
his strange "borrowed appearance". 


Then he realized that the Qi Mei Stick in his hand could not be pressed forward any further. 


Lei Jiudi drooled and smiled sinisterly, and his sabers suddenly developed a strange force, which pressed 
Yuan Xing's stick down on him! 
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——This... what on earth is... 


It turns out that Lei Jiudi went to Shandong to practice hard in the past five years, not to practice 
ordinary martial arts, but to learn the "magical skills" of the White Lotus Sect, which is popular in the 
area. 


Note: The White Lotus Religion is a folk belief that originated in the Song Dynasty and has continued 
throughout the dynasties. At the end of the Yuan Dynasty, it was also the main force of the Han uprising 
army. In the late Qing Dynasty, Shandong Yihekeng preached the "magic boxing" that "swords cannot be 
snatched", and it was also a branch of the White Lotus Sect. 


The so-called magic power of "inviting gods to possess a body" actually has no power of ghosts and 
gods. It relies purely on the power of fantasy to stimulate the body or weaken the pain, resulting in 
various "powers" that seem to be able to achieve what humans cannot. This is similar to the principle of 
"borrowing images" in martial arts, but it is not the same: "borrowing images" are generally taken from 
natural phenomena, and are developed through long-term training with strict self-denial. When using 
them, you have a clear mind. Reason will not be abandoned; "magic power" is a quick fix, using mantras 
and rituals to numb the mind and completely surrender oneself to the gods and ghosts of the 
imagination. It is often out of control and easy to let go. 


However, Lei Jiudi saw the similarities between the White Lotus Sect's "magical skills" and "borrowing 
phase", and in order to advance his martial arts to a higher level, he was willing to take risks and 
practice. Six years ago, the Wudang sect raised the banner of "Invincibility and Dominance of the Martial 
Arts". Lei Jiudi was extremely unconvinced when he learned about it and wanted to overthrow Wudang. 
He heard that Wudang's rapid growth in strength over the past twenty years was due to the elimination 
of the Wu Yijiao and the acquisition of many evil secret techniques. This inspired him to imitate Gongsun 


Qing and also use the techniques of heretical cults to transform the secret sect's martial arts. 


Lei Jiudi took this risk, and as expected, he made another breakthrough in his martial arts career when 
he was about to turn fifty. He was able to quickly switch and continue to "borrow", and his combat 
power was greatly improved. However, his "magic skill" also damaged his mind. His temperament is 
even more surly than five years ago. 


At this moment, Lei Jiudi was using a combination of "inviting gods" and "borrowing images" to imagine 
that he was transformed into a god, instantly stimulating his body to produce extraordinary strength! 
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Yuan Xing was unable to resist the sudden "divine power" and fell to his right knee under Lei Jiudi's 
pressure! 


--Even the iron disk-like horse stance of the Shaolin Temple, the "World's Martial Arts Champion", 
succumbs! 


Lei Jiudi shouted again, and his sabers were pulled away from the Qi Mei Stick, cutting across Yuan 
Xing's neck! 


At the moment of life and death, even Yuan Xing, who had always been a hard fighter and would not 
take a single step back, had to admit defeat. Taking advantage of his kneeling position, he lowered his 
head and rolled to his right, and the two silver sabers narrowly clipped through the back of his head, 
cutting off a handful of hair! 


Lei Jiudi followed up with another saber, Yuan Xing was still unable to retreat, his left calf was unable to 
dodge and was cut by the silver saber, blood splattered on the spot! 


Yan Heng's arms were still struggling in the invisible grappling, but only then did he realize what was 
going on: what was entangling him wasn't some kind of magic skill to capture and close the door, but a 
bunch of thin black silk threads, which were hard to recognize in the night. The harder he struggled, the 
more the threads sank into his sleeves and flesh, making it even more difficult to break them. 


——In addition to "magical skills", the White Lotus believers in Shandong are also good at performing 
various tricks to attract foolish men and women as followers. This silk thread "retrieving objects from 
the air" is one of them. Thin threads spread out from the bamboo tubes, with thin hooks as big as 
insects and fleas attached to the front ends of the threads, making them difficult to distinguish with the 
naked eye given the dark environment. It is also surprising that Lei Jiudi learned about this method and 
could improve it and apply it in actual combat. 


If ordinary people encountered this filament entanglement, they would have to spend a lot of time to 
get rid of it. However, the Qingcheng sword "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" in Yan Heng's 
hand was sharpened by the famous master Han Shizi and was extremely sharp. At this moment, Yan 
Heng calmed down and turned two butterfly-shaped sword blades between his arms with his short 
sword, and the tiny threads are cut off in response to the edge of the sword! 
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As soon as Yan Heng got out of the entanglement, he raised his swords again and attacked Lei Jiudi! 


Lei Jiudi's evil eyes turned and he attacked Yan Heng with both swords! 


Yan Heng thought back: Last year, on the roof of the Ying Hua Pavilion, he was surrounded and attacked 
by the Secret Sect, and even though he was outnumbered, he still managed to keep up with the attack, 
so he had a better understanding of the Secret Sect's saber techniques. 


——Even if you, the leader, take action yourself, so what? 


While Jing Li untied the iron chains around his body, he looked at Yan Heng's momentum and felt 
something bad. 


——His progress has been too fast these days...not good... 


While Jing Li was thinking about it, he took off the Japanese sword from his back. 


Yan Heng protected his chest with the short sword "Hu Pi", flipped and straightened the "Dragon 
Thorn", stepped up with his right foot, and used the twelfth position of the "Wind and Fire Sword" 
"Eagle Flying Feather" to open the way from the center line. 


Lei Jiudi was in the state of "divine descent" at this moment. He imagined that he was possessed by an 
immortal king, his eyes were swollen with bloodshot eyes, his expression was like a demon, and his pair 
of silver knives were waving at high speed, as if they were weightless. 


Yan Heng suddenly found that he was trapped in the whirlpool of blades. The attacking move "Eagle 
Rising Feather" was only halfway out, and he was about to change his stance, using his two swords to 
block the two swords that were coming like a strong wind! 


Lei Jiudi's swirling saber blossoms were indeed the "Ming Tang Fast Saber Technique" of the Secret Sect 
that Yan Heng had seen before. He was unconscious at the moment. This two-sword slashing was purely 
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based on the firm memory of decades of practice, and There were no sudden changes at all, and he 
didn't even look at Yan Heng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords"; but this sword move was 
too fast and too fierce under the stimulation of "God's Descent", and there was no gap to take 
advantage of, even if it was monotonous. Attacking without defending is enough to suppress your 
opponent! 


This terrifying knife speed made Yan Heng feel as if he had suddenly jumped into another time-warped 
world. Except for the two of them, everything around him slowed down. 


Yan Heng tried his best to resist Lei Jiudi's double swords with his two swords. Soon there were three 
blood marks on his body, and he was trapped by the series of blades. He struggled to block and dodge, 
and there was no room for retreat! 


Yan Heng felt the burning knife wounds on his body. This situation reminded him of the dilemma he 
faced last year in the dark night of Luling County when he faced the Wave Dragon Master. 


——But now | will no longer be afraid! 


Under such pressure, Yan Heng's body moved more and more violently, and the light of the "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" flashed faster and faster. 


Lei Jiudi's unrivaled pair of sharp swords forced Yan Heng to break through the limits of his own sword 
speed and reaction! 


The intensity of the sound of weapons clashing was even louder than the previous battle between Lian 
Feihong and Lei Jiudi. 


Yan Heng also entered a state of forgetting life and death, and his expression was somewhat similar to 
that of He Zisheng. 


Even so, Yan Heng still couldn't catch up with Lei Jiudi's sharp sword speed. There were two more knife 
marks on his cheek and waist - Yan Heng only removed the two knife marks at an angle at the last 


1895 


moment. Each knife only needed to be a few points deeper, and the fight was over. Yan Heng was like 
walking in a storm on the edge of a blade, unable to make any mistakes. 


But defeat is inevitable - because of physical strength. Just like when he was practicing Feihong before, 
Yan Heng had no room to breathe and breathe during such a sustained performance, but like Lei Jiudi 
possessed by a god, his strength seemed to be bottomless. 


——For more than a month, he has been constantly invaded and harassed, and he cannot get enough 
rest, which is the reason for Yan Heng's serious physical exhaustion. Yan Heng was covered in blood and 
could no longer hold on. 


——I1 thought | could compete with first-class masters... The martial arts world turned out to be so big... 


His self-confidence gradually dwindled. 


Lei Jiuyan's silver sword continued to come ruthlessly. 


At this time, he noticed a force coming from the distance on the left. 


Like waves. 


Although Lei Jiudi has entered the state of "divine descent", his consciousness has not been completely 
lost, especially his keen sense of danger. This is a solid habit developed in thirty-eight years of martial 
arts life. 


Sheath the knife, turn, step, and swing. 


However, the speed of the sword that rolled in like a wave was even faster than Lei Jiudi's "magic 
sword". 


——tThe legendary "Dazzling Sword" is nothing more than that. 
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Jing Li's body flew forward, and the high-speed movement of the Japanese sword's slash seemed to turn 
the blade from material into energy! 


He resolutely launched the "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power" towards the two fighting men. The 
accuracy of this unique move was actually difficult to control. 


There is a 30-40% chance of hitting Yan Heng by mistake. But there is no choice. 


The Japanese sword and Jing Li's body flew past and fell heavily to the grass on the other side. 


There was not a trace of blood splashed in the air passed by "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power". 


The bodies of Lei Jiudi and Yan Heng suddenly stopped. 


Yan Heng knelt down half-kneeling, still holding the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" 
reluctantly, his chest rising and falling violently while he was panting. Although his body painted dark 
green was Stained with blood, there were no new stab wounds. 


On the other side, Lei Jiudi stood with his two swords hanging down. His face was no longer fierce. He 
had recovered from the self-hypnosis state of "God's Descent", but his body was still. 


After a while, a tear slowly opened on the black cloth sleeve on his left shoulder, and it was visible that 
there was only a thin, silky mark on his pale shoulder muscle. 


Yuan Xing stood up dragging his injured leg, and was very surprised to see that Lei Jiudi was hit by Jing 
Li's overbearing "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power", and only his clothes were cut, but his body was 
unharmed. 


——Could it be that...he really invited ghosts and gods to take over his body and become invulnerable? 
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Yuan Xing himself also practiced Shaolin's "Iron Shirt", but it was just a hard skill to fight against, and it 
was not a real ability to transform into iron and stone. 


He even didn't believe that there was any martial arts in the world that could use skin and flesh to 
withstand sharp swords and guns. 


Jing Li hobbled and climbed up with the support of his saber. Although there were lush grass 
everywhere in the woods, he still fell heavily, and a line of blood flowed from his left forehead. Using the 
"Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" sacrificing sword skill twice in succession was already the limit for 
him now. 


He was also shocked when he saw Lei Jiudi's shoulder where there was no trace of blood after being 
stabbed. , 


——lt clearly felt like a blade cutting into it just now... 


On the other side, Tong Jing was holding Lian Feihong who was still unable to get up. She saw that the 
side of his head was bleeding so much that he couldn't even see the wound, so Tong Jing could only use 
her two small hands to cover it and press it firmly to stop the blood from continuing to gush out. 


"Don't die! 


Most of Tong Jing's clothes were dyed red. She was so excited that her eyes were filled with tears. She 
called out to Lian Feihong who was lying on her lap: "I haven't called you master for a day, so you can't 
die." 


Lei Jiudi looked at Lian Feihong, his expression became calmer, and there was no longer the dull look 
before, and his mind seemed to be back to normal. 


Yan Heng gasped and stared at Lei Jiudi. At this moment he knew how close he had come to death. This 
weird master of the secret sect is actually the strongest master they have ever encountered since King 
Bolong Shu. When Lei Jiudi said he wanted to challenge Yao Lianzhou, he thought it was an 
exaggeration, to say that he can compete with the head of Wudang is definitely not a boast. 
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——Now that we work together, can we restrain him...? 


However, Lei Jiudi slowly put a pair of silver knives back into the leather sheaths on the left and right 
sides of his belt. 


The dim light of dawn has replaced the moon to shine on everyone, and the surrounding trees have 
begun to emerge in the darkness. 


Lei Jiudi looked to the south. The two men from the Yingyang Gang who had been coerced by him 
earlier and helped him distract Lian Feihong's attention with the light of his sword had already escaped 
while they were fighting. 


--No wonder they were afraid: the six hunting dogs they had brought with them had all been killed by 
Lei Jiudi to prevent their barking from revealing their whereabouts. They were afraid that they would be 
killed in the same way. 


"Let's end the fun today." When Lei Jiudi said, his lips no longer chanted curses out of control. 


This statement was beyond their expectations. 


"But you can't even think of getting out of this forest." Lei Jiudi added: "The more than a hundred 
disciples of my sect who followed me are surrounding the suburban road outside the forest. You can 
struggle as much as you want before you run out of strength. This forest is where the Six Swords of the 
Broken Gate will be buried ...... : 


He glanced at everyone and said: "...By the way, there are only five. There is also a Japanese woman, 
right? Don't worry, | will find her too." 


Jing Li gnashed his teeth angrily when he heard this, but just as he was about to raise the Japanese 
sword, Lei Jiudi suddenly pulled a string hidden on the belt of the black clothes, and gray smoke seemed 
to emit from everywhere in the black clothes, which instantly enveloped him in a five to six foot radius. 
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Yan Heng and the others were afraid that Lei Jiudi would use the smoke to make a sneak attack again, so 
they all retreated on alert. 


After a while, they saw that in the rolling gray smoke, Lei Jiudi had already run away with silent steps. 


This sudden and powerful enemy was too elusive, so they remained on guard for a while. After making 
sure that he had left, they rushed to see Lian Feihong's injury. 


Yan Heng pulled off his shirt that was down to his waist, and took Tong Jing's place to hold Lian 
Feihong's head and neck. The green fruit leaf pulp is also attached to the clothes. This green pulp, which 
was prepared by Meng Qihe's father, is not only a camouflage in the wild, but also can be used to stop 
bleeding because of its cementing adhesive force. 


Only then did Lian Feihong half-open his eyes hazily, grinning and forcing a smile. His face looked very 
pale from blood loss. 


The clothes sucked away the blood from his neck, and then they saw clearly: Lei Jiudi's knife did not hit 
Lian Feihong's neck, but cut off his left ear from the base. The blade moved up and hit him. The corner 
of his right eye and the tip of his eyebrow were cut open, almost taking away one of his eyes. 


"I'm so... ashamed..." Lian Feihong said with trembling lips, "I'm completely... knocked down..." "Stop 
talking." Tong Jing cried and advised him to rest. 


"| just seemed to...hear you calling me 'Master'..." 


"No! No!" Tong Jing burst into tears and laughed: "You only teach me this little thing, and you want me 
to call you master? Don't even think about it! You have to wait at least another ten or eight years! You 
have to wait!" 


Lian Feihong smiled bitterly, nodded slightly, and fell into sleep again. 
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Tong Jing felt relieved at this time and went to see Yan Heng when she had time. She saw fresh stab 
wounds all over his body and blood oozing from his cheeks, which made her feel pain in her heart. 


"You too!" Tong Jing said to Yan Heng with tears in her eyes: "| haven't learned all your Qingcheng sword 
skills yet, you are not allowed to die!" 


Yan Heng looked at her, remembering the danger just now, and nodded with a wry smile. 


Yuan Xing's calf was also drenched in blood. Fortunately, the saber had only made a shallow cut, and 
had not damaged the tendons and bones. He moved a few times. 


Come on, | know it's not a big deal. 


"Although this leader of Lei is crazy, he is... really terrifying." Yuan Xing said, "But why did he retreat on 
his own?" Jing Li raised the Japanese sword in his hand and extended the tip of the sword to Yuan Xing's 
eyes. 


At this time, the sky was slightly bright, and Yuan Xing, Yan Heng and Tong Jing could see: there was a 
trace of blood on the tip of the Japanese sword. 


Yuan Xing was puzzled. 


"Even so... it's still scary." He said solemnly: "Probably no one among us can fight with him alone - no, 
except for Jing Li. If all your wounds are healed, you'll be good enough to fight him." 


Jing Li was silent, he had no control over this matter. Talking about his injury, he thought of Hu Linglan 
again. Lei Jiudi's words just now were still lingering in his mind. When he imagined that Hu Linglan had 
to fight against this master who had become a demon alone... he did not dare to think about it anymore 
and just held the handle of the knife tightly. 


—-—lIt’s useless to think about anything now. First, we must fight our way out of this bloody path! 
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"That guy just said... he brought more than a hundred people..." Tong Jing still held the unconscious Lian 
Feihong: "What are we going to do?" 


"There is nothing to do, just let them come." Although Yan Heng was wounded, his will was stronger. 


Wrapping the robe tightly around Lian Feihong's head and neck, he picked up the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords" placed on the ground again, and looked at the gradually dewing morning light 
on the treetops in the distance. 


"The man named Lei probably doesn't know that we're not just guys who hide in the mountains to 
practice martial arts. The words "Six Swords of the Broken Gate" were born on the battlefield." 


When Yuan Xing and Tong Jing heard his words, they both felt a sense of pride. Tong Jing, in particular, 
had already settled down. 


Jing Li looked at Yan Heng and couldn't help but smile. In the past, he used to shoulder the responsibility 
of boosting morale, but now someone else was finally sharing it. 


Previously, he blamed Yan Heng for being too aggressive and reckless in challenging Lei Jiudi, but now he 
thought about it: Wasn't this how we were from the beginning? "If | can't die like this, | will become a 
master." This is obviously what | said to him in the first place! 


——Damn it, | was just injured, so | forgot all that. 


Jing Liseemed to be seeing himself from Yan Heng a few years ago. 


"Who is it?" At this moment, Yuan Xing turned around alertly and called out to the trees to the east of 
the Wild Temple, at the same time, he turned around and raised his Qi Mei Stick to be on the alert. 


A figure stepped out from among the trees, and stood still, silenced by Yuan Xing's might. 
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Everyone turned their heads to see that it was not a human being, but a gray and black hound that 
looked like a wild wolf, with glittering eyes. It was the leader of the Eagle Yang Gang's pack of hounds, 
who had been knocked unconscious in the forest by Yuan Xing, thus avoiding the calamity of the Lei 
Jiudi, and found his way here after waking up and following the scent. 


Yuan Xing was surprised and put away his fierce stance. 


The hound then paced over, showing no animalistic nature when hunting. When Yuan Xing was 
confused, it had already walked to his feet and actually licked the wound on Yuan Xing's leg. 


Tong Jing and the others were confused when they saw this strange scene. They couldn't help but laugh 
when they looked at the monk and the dog. 
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After Lei Jiudi made sure that no one was around, he sat down cross-legged in a hollow at the root of a 
huge ancient tree. He had previously used Qing Kung Fu to run for a long time in the woods, so he 
needed to adjust his breathing carefully. 


After her breathing calmed down a bit, Lei Jiudi dug out a patch of wound medicine from the inside of 
his belt, tore off the paper, and carefully placed the patch on the shoulder that had been slashed by the 
"Water Waves Cutting Iron Power". 


After making sure it was well applied, he pressed the plaster tightly with his right palm and let out a 
deep breath. 


Despite the medicine and the pressure from his palms, blood still overflowed from his shoulders. 


It turns out that Jing Li's "Splash Cutting Iron Power" did indeed cut into Lei Jiudi's shoulder, but Lei Jiudi 
used the emergency secret method of the White Lotus Sect's "magic skill" to tighten the muscles around 
the wound with his mind, so that it appeared that no blood was flowing. 
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Lei Jiudi's cultivation level is truly astonishing. While controlling part of the muscles in his body to 
tighten like this, he can still maintain it as if nothing happened for a long time, and quickly escape with 
Qinggong. 


But it was really difficult for him to fight again at that time. One is because as long as the left hand 
exerts more force, the shoulder injury will immediately explode out of control, allowing the opponent to 
see the injury. 


The second was that he was just too tired. 


Lei Jiudi looked sluggish at this moment, as if he had not slept for several nights and was severely 
exhausted. He was covered in cold sweat under his black clothes. 


It turns out that his strongest state of "divine descending", which combines "magic skills" and 
"borrowing phase", although the power is unstoppable, it still has a major weakness, that is, it consumes 
a lot of energy physically and mentally in a short period of time, so he can't use it easily, and must be 
fought quickly; and after the exhaustion, his mind will have a period of time to regain clarity. During this 
period, he will be completely unable to use "Borrowing Phase" freely, and his combat power will be 
greatly reduced. 


Lei Jiudi tried his best to stop the blood from the wound, and gritted his teeth as he recalled Jing Li's 
"Spray Cutting Iron Power". 


——What kind of sword technique is that? 


This sword was the only battle wound he had suffered in the past twenty-one years since he was 
defeated by Lian Feihong. What makes him even more unbelievable is that there is someone in the 
world who can hit him when he enters the "divine descent"! 


——And this man actually had one arm and one leg seriously injured. 
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Lei Jiudi gasped weakly. The long walk just now had almost exhausted his remaining energy. It would be 
very bad if we encountered the enemy again at this moment. 


The wound on his shoulder finally began to stop bleeding. He gently released his right palm to observe, 
and after making sure that the ointment could seal the wound, he took out a small ocarina from the bag 
at his waist and held it in his mouth. 


——tThese people must die. 


He was lucky enough to play the ocarina, which produced a strange flute sound like a bird's song. 


Anyone would mistake this for the chirping of a bird in the forest. Only the disciples of the Vicissitudes 
Secret Sect would be able to hear the meaning of that rhythm. 
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The Great Dao Jin Sword Hall Lecture - 35 


The White Lotus Sect is a famous secret folk sect in history. According to legend, it originated from the 
White Lotus Sect of Buddhism founded by Mao Ziyuan in the Song Dynasty. It believed in the legend of 
Maitreya Buddha's future salvation. It later mixed with Mingjiao (Manicheism), Taoism and other folk 
beliefs, and became It was a secret religion that endured for several dynasties and was often associated 
with major uprisings and disasters. Therefore, it was often banned and suppressed by the imperial 
court. At the end of the Yuan Dynasty, heroes revolted, and the main force among them was the Red 
Turban Army of the White Lotus Cult. Zhu Yuanzhang, the founding emperor of the Ming Dynasty, also 
became prosperous after joining the Red Turban Army. 


The Luo religion founded by Luo Sifu, a native of Shandong during the Chenghua period of the Ming 
Dynasty, was gradually absorbed by the White Lotus sect and became its mainstream teachings. They 
believed that "the inanimate parents" (later evolved into the female god "the inanimate mother") are 
the creators of the world. Maitreya Buddha and other gods and Buddhas will be sent to save the world's 
emperor's fetus and daughter and return to the "vacuum homeland". 


Since then, there have been many sects of the White Lotus Church, and many sect leaders have 
established their own schools. In order to win more followers, they often compete to promote the 
various magical powers within the sect, such as asking gods and Buddhas to get on their bodies and 
become invulnerable to swords, water and fire, or to become invisible. Retrieving objects from the air, 
killing people with flying talismans, etc. are actually mostly self-hypnosis or magic performances. They 
have no actual effect, but they are powerful means to attract farmers’ followers. 


Later, in the late Qing Dynasty, the famous Boxer Rebellion emerged in Shandong. The main initiators at 
first were the local White Lotus believers. They practiced the "divine boxing" method of raising altars 
and praying to gods. They claimed to be able to withstand the shooting of Western fire fighters, setting 
off a wave of chaos, but in the end, the so-called "Divine Fist" was proved to be completely useless. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 112 Chapter 5 Chance Encounter 


North of Huguang. Hanyang City. 


In the main street of the city, which is crowded with pedestrians, a strange alien walking businessman 
leads a horse and strolls along. This tall man wore a light blue coarse cloth robe that covered his ankles, 
and the straw sandals on his feet were almost invisible. His hair was wrapped with cloth strips several 
times, and he wore a large straw hat, mouth and nose also surrounded by the dust of the long scarf, 
completely unable to see the face; linen bags of unknown purpose are hung on the chest, waist and 
back, filled with miscellaneous things; and even the palms are wearing a cloth belts, no trace of skin is 
exposed. He was holding the horse's rein in one hand, and in the other hand he was carrying a strip- 
shaped cloth bag that was almost as long as his body, which he put on his shoulder as a walking stick, 
with a small baggage dangling from the back end. 


There were several necklaces hanging on the chest of his robe, all of which were small Buddha statues 
or unknown amulets. Coupled with his strange attire and the strong and unfamiliar fragrance emanating 
from his body, he knew at a glance that he was from a foreign country in the Western Regions. 


Hanyang is located between the Yangtze River and the Han River. It is a major port for business, travel 
and freight. Since ancient times, it has been known as the "Throughway of Nine Provinces", attracting 
travelers from all over the world. It’s not too surprising that this traveling businessman from the 
Western Regions is walking down the street. 


He walked past the largest restaurant in Hanyang City, "Hongyan Tower", stopped outside and raised his 
head, slightly lifted the straw hat, and looked at the plaque on the door. The waiter standing in front of 
the door was afraid of trouble and did not want to deal with such a foreign businessman, so he did not 
solicit business from him, but he also curiously looked at the pair of eyes slightly exposed from under 
the straw hat. 


—-—lIt's strange...the eyes are so beautiful...the appearance of the barbarians in the Western Regions is 
indeed different. 


If you look a little closer, you will definitely realize: this is a woman's eyes. 
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Shimazu Hu Linglan just like this tilted his head, looking at this restaurant that she had patronized with 
her companions for a while, without saying a word, she bowed her head and continued to walk forward. 


However, walking on this street, she couldn't suppress the flood of memories: that night more than a 
year ago, she held hands with Jing Li. 


-Then | slapped him. The wound on his face that | had just cut was bleeding... Hu Linglan couldn't help 
but smile sweetly when she thought of this scene, and then shook her head vigorously. 


Now is not the time to remember. 


Since leaving her companion, she went all the way to the town of Dacheng, looking for a way to cure 
Jing Lior a prescription, and she walked and walked into the territory of HuGuang. She recalled that 
Hanyang City was the most prosperous and the closest capital city in the area she passed through from 
Guanzhong to Jiangxi, so she came here - she thought that in order to find a famous doctor or a miracle 
medicine, she would have more chances to go to the bigger and more affluent towns and cities. 


But on the way, Hu Linglan gradually noticed something was wrong: the number of warriors she saw 
walking around in various places suddenly increased a lot this month. They went around the city streets 
with their weapons without hesitating suspicion, just like the officials of the government. 


Hu Linglan eavesdropped on their conversation in the restaurant and unexpectedly heard the words "Six 
Swordsmen Breaking the Door". Later, she inquired intermittently and finally got a rough idea of the 
matter. 


——We turned out to be fugitives from the Ming Dynasty court. 


Hu Linglan also had a doubt halfway: after such a change, should she go back to Jiangxi immediately to 
fight with her companions? 


But in the end, she decided to continue her journey. She knew that Jing Li would have made the same 
choice - to retreat or to advance towards the goal, Jing Li would not hesitate to choose the latter. 
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--It is because of the increasing number of enemies that | have to cure Jing Li as soon as possible! 


She didn't want to cause any unnecessary fights during this trip, so she thought hard about how to 
disguise herself. At this time, she happened to see a wandering monk from Tianzhu on the street, and 
she suddenly had the idea to pretend to be a native of the Western Regions. This kind of toga is worn all 
over the body, first concealing the figure; the small linen bags hanging on the chest and waist are to 
conceal the graceful curves, and the Nodachi is wrapped in a cloth cover to become a staff, which is 
thick and thick The fragrance covered up her natural feminine fragrance... After putting on the full set, 
Hu Linglan's original beautiful and powerful appearance disappeared at all. 


Pretending to be a native of the Western Regions had another advantage. She simply pretended not to 
understand Chinese, and only used gestures for daily living and eating along the way. This could reduce 
the chance of being seen through and prevent others from striking up a conversation. However, finding 
a place to stay was a problem. Many inns were reluctant to welcome Huihui people from the Western 
Regions, as they thought their living habits and smell would offend other guests. 


Previously, she stayed in several big cities for a few days, looking around for good doctors who could 
repair bones and muscles, but after careful observation, she found that most of them were quacks with 
little ability. She bought a lot of various wound medicines, but she didn't have high hopes for which ones 
could really cure Jing Li's wounds. They could only be used as goods brought by her "Trading Trader". 
When she left Linyi Village, she took several ingots of gold from the robbed goods. The travel expenses 
and travel expenses were not a problem. 


When she came to a prosperous place like Hanyang this time, Hu Linglan thought she could stay a few 
more days, hoping to find a decent doctor. 


——Let’s get enough to eat first, and then look for a place where we can stay and store our horses. 


Hu Linglan had noticed since she entered the city that Hanyang was just like all the towns she had been 
to before, the number of martial artists on the streets was very unusual, there were many martial artists 
coming from all over the world in search of the Six Swords of Broken Door, and many of them came via 
the waterway, Dajang. 


Hu Linglan entered a small restaurant, where several tables of martial arts people were already seated, 
and various weapons were placed on the dining table. She ignored him, went inside with the nodachi in 
her bag, and found a table to sit down at. 
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Hu Linglan's body was covered with exotic fragrant oil, and the strong scent emanated through her 
dusty robe, making all the customers in the shop frown. As soon as she sat down, the people at the next 
table also deliberately moved away, with disgusted looks on their faces. 


Hu Linglan pointed to the food on the adjacent table and gestured to the waiter to order without even 
taking off the straw hat. Everyone thought this was a habit of people from the Western Regions, so they 
were not surprised. Seeing that she did not know how to speak Chinese, they continued to talk without 
any scruples. 


Hu Linglan lifted up her face towel and ate noodles from underneath, while listening to their 
conversation with her ears pricked up. These warriors came from different provinces and had different 
accents. Hu Linglan herself was not proficient in Chinese, so she could only recognize 50% to 60% of 
them. 


Although she didn't fully understand the distribution of martial arts in the Middle Earth, she had listened 
to the conversations between Jing Li and Lian Feihong over the past two years, and she roughly knew 
what famous sects there were, and the martial artists in front of her were not among them. They were 
toasting each other and talking lively, all excited to be involved in such a major martial arts event. A few 
of them who were less talkative only chimed in, obviously just coming to join in the fun and show their 
faces. 


One of them, a tall and middle-aged man with a few scars on his bald head, looked smug and ambitious. 
He gritted his teeth and said, "Hmph, these evil male and female thieves like the 'Six Swordsmen' are 
being rounded up by all the sects in the world. It seems that they will definitely die! | heard that they 
even robbed the government of disaster relief money, they are really martial arts scum!" 


None of the martial artists at the other tables had heard of the "Disaster Relief Official Silver" thing. At 
this time, they quickly joined in and cursed: "No wonder the imperial court wants to use the "Loyal and 
Brave Martial Arts Collection" iron plate to summon martial arts people from all over the world! It's 
really a case of "Doing more injustice will bring about one's own doom"! 


In fact, the "Royal Martial Order" edict did not mention this crime, and it never said that anyone who 
successfully defeated the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" would receive the iron plate of "Loyal 
and Brave Martial Arts Collection". These rumors and more of An's accusations were all spread by Li 
Junyuan, the counselor of Prince Ning's Palace, who ordered Yan Qingtong to spread them in the martial 
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arts arena. The purpose is naturally to make the "Six Swordsmen" make more enemies and have no 
other way out. This rumor spread faster than the real "Martial Order", which is why Jingli and the others 
were involved in the pursuit so quickly. 


——Li Junyuan’s rumor-mongering strategy also has two effects: first, it triggers more warriors from 
different places to move to Jiangxi, and Yan Qingtong can take the opportunity to make friends with 
them, and even recruit good ones to join Prince Ning’s palace as guards; second, the imperial court It 
would be better if there is no such reward. If a martial artist from a sect that is not a "loyal and brave 
martial artist" is lucky enough to kill someone in the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", but is not 
rewarded by the court, the martial arts people will naturally feel cheated and feel that they are treated 
as if they are called upon by the court. The thugs who left would be more dissatisfied with the emperor, 
and it would be more advantageous to start an incident in Prince Ning's palace. 


Hu Linglan listened to their words and couldn't help but sneer in her heart: When the Wudang Clan was 
conquering the country before, | didn't see you so united, that is, thousands of miles away from the nest 
out? 


--The reason for this is that there are only six of us! 


These warriors continued to discuss how to deal with the "Six Breaking Swords", but the conversation 
was more about imagining: If they could take home the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts" iron plate with 
the imperial gold seal, they would be powerful in the martial arts world from now on, what a glory it will 
be! 


At this time, a warrior with a northern accent and a fair complexion laughed disdainfully: "I advise 
everyone not to dream. | have heard that the Cangzhou Secret Sect has learned the lesson from the 
Xi'an Prefecture last time, and this time the whole sect has made a big move. Even the leader, Lei Jiudi, 
went out in person! | don’t think anyone can take the credit for this.” 


Another thin martial artist with a different accent next to him also said: "| have also heard that the trend 
at the Bagua Sect in Huizhou is the same." 


After hearing this, everyone's enthusiasm immediately cooled down. Only the bald man at the beginning 
refused to admit defeat and said: "Humph, no matter how powerful they are, they have to find the ‘Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door' first. Maybe we will encounter them first." 
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After hearing this, Hu Linglan managed to hold back her laughter, but she suddenly became worried 
again: she had seen people from the Secret Sect and Bagua Sect in Xi'an, and they were not easy to deal 
with. 


The conversation then turned to discussing the martial arts of the secret sect and the Bagua sect, 
especially the master of the secret sect Lei Jiudi. Fu Wen had a lot of miraculous stories about his 
cultivation. He was said to be able to beat cattle from across the mountain and kill people from a 
distance. At one point, he said that he had the ability to clone himself. It turns out that these warriors 
are all real martial arts practitioners, and they are not just playing tricks. They do not really believe in 
this kind of miraculous skills. However, when a group of people gather together, in order to talk 
fascinatingly, the more bizarre the content, the better. Anecdotes are the best accompaniment to wine. 


"Speaking of which.......," said one of the local Hubei-born martial artists, "it's the Wudang School that's 


a bit of a mystery to me........ 


In recent years, in the martial arts world, as long as the word "Wudang Sect" is mentioned on any 
occasion, people will always change their faces uncontrollably, as if they have heard something 
absolutely taboo. The people in the restaurant were no exception. 


When Hu Linglan heard the word "Wudang", she also stopped her chopsticks and stretched her ears to 
listen. 


The northern warrior just now turned paler, nodded and said, "This matter... is also spreading in the 
capital of Zhili. Those crazy people from the Wudang sect dared to refuse even the imperial edicts and 
rewards issued by the emperor! Listen! Even the eunuch who announced the decree was kicked out!" 


Hu Linglan was shocked when she heard about this for the first time. 


——lIsn’t Wudang our mortal enemy? Why are they the only ones... 


At this time, what another martial artist said was exactly the same as the question in Hu Linglan's mind: 


"| heard that the 'Six Swords of Breaking' and the Wudang Clan are obviously enemies... They had a 
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fierce fight in Xi'an! Why did the Wudang Clan meet? Let go of this opportunity to kill two birds with one 
stone?" 


"Then Yao Lianzhou and his men are completely crazy. There is no reason at all..." 


"This is blatant disobedience to the imperial edict! Why are you so stupid? Just put the iron plate away 
and at most do nothing." 


"The imperial court has lost face, so it will definitely not let them go, right?" 


"It's hard to say... Everyone knows that the current emperor is a fun-loving boy. | heard that the Wudang 
Sect performed tricks in front of the emperor and the emperor was quite happy." 


"Haha... You might also say that the emperor likes to have fun, and there's no guarantee that his mind 
will change one day... It's hard to say..." 


Hu Linglan's heart was boiling as she listened. The guy here has never even seen anyone from the 
Wudang Clan. How can his understanding of Wudang be as good as his own who has fought life and 
death with them? 


——lIt’s not that Wudang refuses to kill us. They just refused to kill us for the sake of the imperial court. 


Hu Linglan understands. Because when he was in Jiujiang City, Jing Li also refused to be recruited by 
Prince Ning's Mansion. 


A family dog can never understand a wolf. 


Hu Linglan didn't want to hear any more, so she stuffed the two steamed buns on the table into a sack, 
picked up her luggage, paid the money, and left. There was a strange fragrance as she walked by, which 
again made the group of warriors disgusted. Some even whispered: "Come closer and see if | don't beat 
you!" Hu Linglan ignored him and left. 
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She searched around the city for half an afternoon before she found an inn that was willing to welcome 
her. After settling the horse, she entered the room and made sure the doors and windows were closed. 
Then she took off her straw hat and scarf and breathed a sigh of relief. 


Hu Linglan then took off all the bags on her body, took off the broadcloth robe that she had worn for 
many days and had not changed, and loosened the cloth belt that tightly bound her chest, revealing her 
curvaceous body. 


Dressed like this in mid-summer, Hu Linglan's wheat-colored skin was already dripping with fragrant 
sweat. In addition, even she didn't like the smell of Western sesame oil. She wanted to take a cold bath 
right away. 


——Just be patient. 


She wiped her whole body with a cloth, kicked away the dust accumulated on her toga, and put her 
clothes back on. She wanted to take a walk outside before it got too late to find out if there were any 
famous doctors in Hanyang City. 


She kept things she didn't need, especially weapons. The cloth bags with nodachi and bows and arrows 
were also stuffed beside the bed. Then she found another knife from the forge, pulled it out and 
checked whether there was any hair on the blade. 


Hu Linglan didn't want to attract the attention of the martial arts people who came to hunt for the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate". She thought that it would be difficult to carry a long wild sword with her, 
so she bought the sword at a pawn shop in the market in Jianchang. 


The decoration of this sword is simple, it should be a battle weapon, the total length is less than three 
feet, and the blade shape is completely imitated by the Japanese Japanese sword. 


——It turns out that after the founding of the Ming Dynasty, there was frequent trade between the 
Ming and Japan, and the most imported product among them was Japanese swords. In Japan, the 
method of making swords was originally passed down from the Sui and Tang Dynasties in China, and has 
been preserved and improved to this day. The sword has become a symbol of the soul of Japanese 
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warriors. On the contrary, due to the war situation in China and the Japanese country, the swords were 
forged for practical use. And mass production comes first, and the excellence of the sword is secondary. 
Many casting methods have even been lost, and Japanese swords have become treasures. The 
swordsmiths of the Chinese and Turkish armies also imitated Japanese swords according to their blade 
shapes. For example, the long Japanese sword with Jing Li is one of them. 


Although the imitation Japanese saber in Hu Linglan's hand is shorter than a real Japanese samurai 
sword, its blade width is similar to Hu Linglan's Nodachi. It has a thick spine and a thin blade. It is made 
by a good caster and can be used by both hands. Hu Ling Lan felt comfortable as soon as she picked it 
up. Probably a deserting soldier somewhere pawned it? 


Since learning the essence of Central Plains martial arts from Jing Li and Lian Feihong, Hu Linglan no 
longer has to rely solely on a broadsword for her sword skills. Although this saber is not as good as the 
samurai sword in her hometown, it is still sufficient. 


Hu Linglan hung the saber sheathed on the side of her left leg. The long robe completely covered it. A 
cloth bag was hung outside to cover up the bulging shape, so that it could not be seen at all. 


She left the inn, and since she was not allowed to ask anyone, she could only walk and find the market in 
the city. Finally, after walking for half an hour, she found a small market street in Bainiao Lane in the 
south of the city. She went door to door to see if there was a pharmacy. 


This weird Western costume caused a group of curious street children to follow her. They kept pinching 
their noses at her and laughing at her smell, and then ran and jumped around to peek at her under the 
straw hat. 


They taught Hu Linglan to recall the group of children in Linyi Village and the time she spent with Jing Li 
in the village, and she felt warm in her heart. 


She smiled with her mouth covered by a cloth scarf, determined to play a trick on the children, and 
suddenly, with her throat pressed down, she shouted her own creation of "nonsense" in a voice with a 
strong Kyushu Island accent, scaring the children into running for their lives. 


But after a while, Hu Linglan walked another section of the street, and when she looked back, the 


children were still hiding in the corner behind, peeping. 
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Finally, she saw a medicine shop, and there was the smell of medicine and the sound of a cutting knife 
hitting the chopping board. The boss was a little surprised when he saw such a foreigner coming in. His 
small shop had always only dealt with business from nearby neighbors, let alone barbarians, and there 
were few customers in other areas of the city. 


Hu Linglan walked to the counter and looked to see if there were no other customers. She stretched out 
her hand to lift the straw hat slightly and asked the boss, "Is there any famous doctor in this city who 
specializes in treating bone injuries caused by falls?" 


When the boss heard the slightly low but charming female voice, he was immediately startled. He 
looked at the beautiful eyes with thick long eyelashes under the edge of the straw hat and stayed for a 
while before he could speak. 


"Yes, some..." The boss was impressed by the voice and eyes. He immediately brought the paper, pen 
and ink for writing prescription orders, and diligently wrote down the names of several famous doctors 
he knew who were best at setting bones and treating injuries, and also carefully drew a sketch map of 
the city's location, with the location of each of the doctors’ clinics marked on it. Hu Linglan had a 
Chinese teacher in the castle in Satsuma, and since she had been in China for nearly three years, she 
could understand most of the words on the map. 


The boss wrote down a few more names of doctors who claimed to have folk remedies for bone 
rejuvenation, carefully dried the ink on the paper, and then handed it to Hu Linglan respectfully. 


"Thank you." Hu Linglan took the list and put a small piece of silver on the counter. The boss was about 
to refuse, but saw that she had left quickly without looking back. 


Hu Linglan thought that it was already dusk now, so she still had to wait until tomorrow morning to go 
and visit them one by one according to the list, so she planned to go back to the inn to rest first. 


When Hu Linglan walked to the first corner to the left of the drugstore, she noticed someone ambushing 
her—— 
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As she walked to the corner, a group of people jumped out with strange screams. It was the same group 
of children from before, screaming and jumping towards her. Hu Linglan had known this for a long time, 
but she deliberately pretended to be surprised, and then raised her fists as if to chase. The child also 
laughed and ran away as before. 


But at this moment, her smile froze under the cloth. 


Just because she instantly noticed that there were suspicious signs on the street near the entrance of 
Bainiao Alley: 


Several figures flashed across the dark alley. Judging from their speed, she knew they were very skilled. 
Judging from their direction, they seemed to be following someone across a street. 


Hu Linglan lifted the straw hat slightly and saw in the teahouse across the street. There was a warrior 
with a knife bag on his waist. His wrists were tied and his hair was tied up. He seemed to be ready for a 
fight, but he pretended to have a nonchalant expression, leaning on the railing and drinking tea, his eyes 
swept over the street here from time to time, obviously he was in charge of surveillance. 


——Have my identity been discovered by them? 


Hu Linglan touched the saber under her robe, and the Satsuma blood in her body boiled. 


——Don’t think that because I’m avoiding you, | don’t dare to fight you! 


The aura she exuded unconsciously made the children dare not come closer to play with her. 


Hu Linglan walked as usual, not anxious to deal with the people watching. Anyway, she had seen what 
kind of people these guys were in the restaurant, and she was confident that she could break out of 
their siege at any time, so it would be better to pretend not to know, first see what they want to do. 
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Dusk has shone into the streets, and the shadows of the houses are getting longer and longer, casting on 
the dimly reflected road. The wind blowing from the river into the city brings a bit of coolness in this 
midsummer evening. If you stand under the shadow of the house, you will feel a slight chill. 


As the streets turned dark, more and more warriors gathered to follow them. There were already as 
many as twenty or thirty people at the back, all walking separately in twos and threes, pretending not to 
know each other. 


Hu Linglan was already paying attention to the distribution of the surrounding streets as she walked, 
ready to break out of the siege at any time. It was undeniable that her hands were a little itchy. She had 
been away from her companions in the "Six Swordsmen" for the past two months. She could only 
practice swordsmanship alone in deserted fields along the way. When she lived in the city, she couldn't 
practice, which made her quite depressed. At the same time, she had to listen to warriors everywhere 
scolding them as "Six Swordsmen", "Rebel" on the left and "Bandit" on the right. She had long wanted to 
have a good fight with these guys! 


Turning a corner and walking north (she didn't want to lead these people back to the inn in the south of 
the city), there were several dyeing workshops in front of them. They had already rested at this 
moment, and the street was dark and quiet. Hu Linglan was preparing that a fierce fight might break out 
here. She opened a secret opening on the side of her robe and her fingers were already touching the 
handle of the saber. 


But at this moment, she realized that the warriors were not following her, but entered the Bufang street 
on their own. It turns out that she is not the target of tracking at all. 


--Huh? | didn't see it through... 


— —Then who are they going to find...? 


This large group of warriors came here to hunt down the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" and had 
no other goal. 


——Did they also happen to come to Hanyang City? 
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——Or... Jing Li has been looking for me since | left? 


Thinking of this, Hu Linglan's heart was pounding wildly. These days, there is not a night when she 
doesn't think about Jing Li's face. Maybe she will meet him again here tonight... 


Hu Linglan couldn't care anymore. She took out the saber under her robe and held it in her left hand. 
She took off the straw hat with her other hand and quickly turned back to run, tracking the group of 
warriors in turn. 


She was far behind, hanging head and tail, and followed them several streets north. At this moment, she 
saw a metallic light shining among the crowd in front of her - they began to untie their cloth bags, with 
knives in their hands. 


——In other words, the target of the attack is close! 


Hu Linglan leaned against the wall of the back alley and approached. Although they were far apart, she 
could feel the tense atmosphere emanating from the crowd in front. 


If it were anormal situation, Hu Linglan would not be worried about anything happening to her 
companions. But ambush is an exception, accidents can happen at any time... 


Hu Linglan sneaked over step by step, ready to cover at any time. 


But she forgot one thing: her strong smell. 


The wind on the street turned, and the person at the end of the group of warriors suddenly smelled the 
strange fragrance. When he turned around, he saw Hu Linglan's tall figure appearing in the darkness. 
This strange robe is definitely not a companion. 


Hu Linglan had no hesitation - no matter who they were besieging, these people were originally the 
enemies of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door"! 
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She strode forward with her right leg and drew the sword with one hand from her left waist. 


For Hu Linglan, who is used to using heavy nodachi, this saber is as light as a bamboo branch. She can 
cut with the force of the sword at an astonishing speed! 


The warrior closest to her raised his sword, and the light had already passed between his left waist and 
ribs! 


Blood was sprinkled on the sand in the middle of the street that was still warm from the day. 


After a year of practice, Hu Linglan has mastered the technique of controlling her body to save effort. 
This horizontal slash passed by her sword. She let go of the scabbard with her left hand and held the two 
handles. She turned her wrist with the movement and used the smallest angle. After the transformation, 
he followed another move, stepped horizontally with the left step, and used the transformation 
technique of Yinliu's "Sanin". The saber was raised diagonally in a "reverse cassock" direction from 
bottom to top. The iron rod in the other person's hand and the broken palm flew in response to the 
sword. 


Hu Linglan killed two people in a blink of an eye, and her power was extremely frightening. The warriors 
at the back of the team fled in fear, and the front of the crowd became chaotic. They didn't recognize 
that she was a woman, but they were surprised that such a domineering master from the Western 
Regions appeared out of nowhere? But then something even more terrifying happened. 


At the front of the street, a loud noise suddenly erupted in front of the gate of a house surrounded by a 
group of warriors. The sound was so loud that it seemed impossible to produce by human beings, and it 
was reminiscent of the machinery and equipment on the battlefield. 


Immediately afterwards, a human figure flew high from the door, lost control of its limbs like a giant 
font, and fell hard into the crowd in the middle of the warrior team! 


--What kind of power is this ...... 
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Each of the warriors stared wide-eyed, unable to believe what they saw with their own eyes. 


Hu Linglan also saw this scene. She vaguely felt that this tyrannical power seemed familiar, and she 
couldn't remember where she had seen it... 


The door of the house was filled with bloody winds one after another. The miserable screams came 
together with the smell of blood. 


In this atmosphere of successive horrific scenes, the more than thirty warriors had completely forgotten 
their identity as belonging to the attacking party, and instead felt that they were being pinched from 
both sides. Some people didn't even try to wield their weapons, and just ran away into the side streets 
as if lifeless. 


Hu Linglan did not pursue the people who fled to the alleys on both sides. She just held her saber at an 
angle and continued to walk into the streets with fewer and fewer people. The number of bodies in the 
middle decreased, and Hu Linglan finally saw the two sharp sword lights waving in front of the gate. 


There was a young warrior who was lucky enough to survive the knife attack. He was so panicked when 
he was injured that he completely ignored Hu Linglan and ran straight towards him. Hu Linglan looked at 
him covered in blood, but did not use the knife to kill him. 


The warrior groaned and ran past. Hu Linglan saw the deep scar on his shoulder at close range: the 
wound was bloody and uneven, as if it had been cut by a big saw... 


Hu Linglan has also seen such tragic wounds. This time she remembered it clearly: 


Outside the Yamen of Luling County. That night. 


Hu Linglan's heartbeat suddenly accelerated. 


The last person in the group of warriors on the street fell, and the rest also escaped cleanly. Two figures 
stood in front of the house, their hands glowing with long blades. 
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One of them picked up the lantern lying on the ground. 


So Hu Linglan saw their appearance. 


Huo Yaohua's face was as white as ever, which made the little blood stains on her face even more vivid. 
Instead of the five-colored clothes with strapless waist and waist, she changed into the water-colored 
robe of an ordinary woman, which made her look less evil, but it also made her look like she had a big 
saw blade stained with blood in her hand. It seems even more abrupt. 


What surprised Hu Linglan most was not Huo Yaohua, but the man next to her: he was slightly shorter 
than Huo Yaohua, but he exuded a presence that was twice as huge as hers. The lantern illuminated his 
resolute and wild face half-hidden by his radiant hair, and his shabby clothes that had been washed 
white. The most conspicuous thing is always the weirdly long right arm, coupled with the long vine- 
handled sword in his hand, its threat is equivalent to that of a large spear on the battlefield. 


Memories of the battle flooded into my mind in an instant. Hu Linglan even felt that the palms of her 
hands holding the knife were numbing slightly - just like that day when she took on this man's sword 
moves on the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an. 


Of course, what cannot be forgotten is his name: Xi Xiaoyan! 


At this moment of astonishment, Hu Linglan had no time to think about how the witch under the 
command of King Bo Long could be together with this top swordsman of the Wudang sect. 


She only knew that if these two people joined forces, she would definitely die. 


——Unless one of them is killed first! 


Over the past year, Hu Linglan had imagined how many times in her mind it would be like to face off 
against Huo Yaohua again. Without thinking about it at this moment, she rushed towards Huo Yaohua 
who was standing on the left side in front of the gate. She raised the sword on her right shoulder with 
both hands at the same time and struck with a step forward! 
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Although Hu Linglan had taken off her straw hat and face scarf, she was still dressed like a Westerner in 
her broad robe and turban. Huo Yaohua didn't recognize her for a moment. Originally, dealing with 
those second-rate warriors was like chopping melons and vegetables. Huo Yaohua was suddenly hit by 
such a powerful sword move. She couldn't react in time and could only take half a step back. She raised 
the saw blade with both hands and blocked the move above her head. "Yan Fei"! 


Under the collision, the air smelled of burning steel, and sparks of fire illuminated the eyes of the two 
female swordsmen at the same time. 


Familiar sword moves, familiar power, familiar eyes. At this moment, Huo Yaohua knew who the enemy 
was. 


Hu Linglan regretted not bringing out the wild sword, otherwise the "Yan Fei" fired with its weight would 
have knocked Huo Yaohua's saw blade back to the top of her head under this attack. Even if the blow 
did not crack her skull, it would have definitely hit her instantly. coma! But now the weight of this saber 
is quite different from Huo Yaohua's big saw blade, and the slash can only slightly press down the saw 
blade by an inch. 


Huo Yaohua was shocked and angry. She wanted to take advantage of the heavy weight of her sword 
and pressed the two knives back onto Hu Linglan. She immediately shouted and pushed forward with 
both arms. 


But Hu Linglan is no longer what she used to be. She no longer relies on head-on collisions to win. 
Instead, she takes advantage of Huo Yaohua's push to retract the light saber, then steps diagonally to 
the left, turning the sword's direction horizontally, and slashed Huo Yaohua's right thigh lowly! 


--Her saber is much more dexterous! 


Huo Yaohua was stunned. But she has not been idle this year. After overcoming her addiction to the 
Zhaoling Pill, her mind was clearer than before, and she was able to think more intently and improve her 
martial arts skills. After a period of re-training, her saber skills had not regressed, but had improved 
compared to the time she had spent in Luling. 
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Facing Hu Linglan's horizontal slash, she quickly retracted her right leg back. At the same time, she 
stretched out her left hand to support the back of the saw blade. She took the knife back to her 
abdomen and pressed down with both hands, and then neutralized Hu Linglan's slash! 


——Her knife is fast! 


Hu Linglan couldn't help but think so. 


A pair of enemies who have been separated for a long time are amazed by each other's progress. 


Hu Linglan's saber was shorter than the opponent's saw blade. She knew that she had to continue to 
press and attack like this to have any hope of victory, so she continued to carry her saber and attack 
step by step. 


Although Huo Yaohua failed to counterattack, the blade of her saw blade was wide and long. Compared 
with Hu Linglan's sword, it was like a shield. 


The big saw blade moved freely, effectively blocking every attack, and establishing an invincible position 
first - but being constantly suppressed by Hu Linglan, this female master of the Chu Lang Sword Sect 
could not help but suffer from a loss of self-esteem. 


The two men stared at each other with hatred in their eyes, like a pair of natural enemies. 


But at this moment, the third sword light struck like lightning from the sky, and struck between the two 
swords of the two female warriors in the middle of the fight! 


The three knives made an astonishing sharp sound and bounced apart. 


Hu Linglan's face turned white. When the third saber also struck, she knew that there was no chance of 
victory. 
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After Xi Xiaoyan slashed out the "Anode Knife", he did not pursue it again. Instead, he blocked the long 
knife in front of Huo Yaohua to prevent her from pursuing Hu Linglan. 


Hu Linglan was originally afraid of being attacked by the two men, so she withdrew her sword and 
jumped two steps away. However, she saw that there was no pursuing figure in front of her. When she 
looked closely, she saw Xi Xiaoyan holding Huo Yaohua with his sword horizontally, but his eyes were 
blank. He looked at her side. His eyes were full of surprise and excitement, his breathing was rapid, and 
his usually fierce face turned red like a child. 


Hu Linglan felt unnatural when he stared at her like this, and she couldn't understand the meaning of his 
eager gaze. 


"You...remember me?" Xi Xiaoyan spoke in a garrulous voice, not at all as simple and cheerful as usual. 


Hu Linglan didn't know what the meaning of his question was, so she just nodded coldly, thinking in her 
heart: | was almost hacked to death by you that day, how could | not remember it? 


"Shimazu Hu Linglan, right?" Xi Xiaoyan said stiffly with an expression that could barely be called a smile. 
When he said Hu Linglan's name, he pronounced it in Japanese because she signed up for him that day. 


Hu Linglan just shrugged. Xi Xiaoyan didn't know what to say, and the atmosphere between the three of 
them suddenly froze. 


Xi Xiaoyan went to Wudang Mountain in private just to find two people: Jing Li and Hu Linglan. He knew 
exactly what he wanted to do with Jing Li, but he never thought of how to express his feelings towards 
Hu Linglan. What's more, the hatred for Jing Li and the love for Hu Linglan were so contradictory that Xi 
Xiaoyan didn't know how to untie this knot. 


During the previous trip, Xi Xiaoyan had always said to himself: "Let's think about it after we find her. 
Then maybe we will know what to do." But at this moment, Hu Linglan was right in front of him, he 
realizes that he has been running away from her all along. 
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——Xi Xiaoyan has never escaped from anything in his twenty-seven years of life. The scene at this 
moment made him hate himself immediately. 


Hu Linglan ignored him and stared at each other with Huo Yaohua. The air between her four beautiful 
eyes seemed to have become solemn. 


"Let me tell you first." Although Huo Yaohua lowered the saw blade and put her left hand on her waist, 
she still looked like she was ready to fight at any time: 


"| have already left the Dragon Warrior, so if you are fighting me just for him, you don't have to." 


Hu Linglan was quite surprised when she heard this. She observed Huo Yaohua carefully and found that 
her appearance and temperament were indeed different from a year ago, and she did not have the thick 
evil aura then. Of course, this is not enough to reduce Hu Linglan's dislike of her - Hu Linglan has not 
forgotten the suffering of the people of Luling. 


Huo Yaohua said this for a reason: she really wanted Jing to know that she was no longer the biting dog 
under the whip of the former Dragon Master King, and had regained her will. She also wanted Jing to 
know how much effort she had put in and how much suffering she had endured before she could quit 
the evil drugs and get out of the control of the king of magic. Let him know: | am different. 


As for what happens after Jing Li finds out? Huo Yaohua, like Xi Xiaoyan, didn't dare to think about it. 


--Especially with the presence of Hu Linglan. 


"But don't think I'm afraid of you." Huo Yaohua added at this time, looking at Hu Linglan with arrogance 
in her eyes: "If you want to fight, I'll be with you at any time." 


"How about now?" Hu Linglan's eyes were as unyielding as Huo Yaohua's. 
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The swords in the hands of the two women flickered again. Xi Xiaoyan was a little at a loss and said to 
Huo Yaohua, "Have you forgotten what you promised me? If you want to follow me, you have to listen 
to me." 


Hearing what he said, Huo Yaohua had no choice but to swallow her anger. Yes, he did promise Xi 
Xiaoyan that everything would be decided by him before his duel with Jing Li. After all, Huo Yaohua only 
had the courage to escape from King Bolong by following this rare swordsman, and she still relies on him 
for protection. 


"By the way..." Xi Xiaoyan stammered and asked Hu Linglan: "Did he... named Jing come to Hanyang City 
with you?" 


Why should | answer you? Hu Linglan thought so. But she was never a good liar, she just pursed her lips 
tightly. 


"That means you are alone." Huo Yaohua said with a smile, but at the same time she was secretly 
disappointed because she didn't have the chance to see Jing Li. Huo Yaohua has been in the world for a 
long time and has seen many people and things. He guessed it by looking at Hu Linglan's expression: 
"What's wrong? Did you have a falling out with Jing Li?" 


When Xi Xiaoyan heard this, hope suddenly lit up in his heart, and he looked at Hu Linglan with even 
more enthusiasm. 


Hu Linglan saw that she had no companions to back her up, which meant she was in a very bad 
situation. She immediately became nervous and assumed a low-waist posture with the knife at a low 
angle. 


Seeing her like this, Huo Yaohua grinned at Xi Xiaoyan, as if to say, "Look, it's her who wants to fight, not 
me." She was also ready to raise her sword to welcome Hu Linglan's attack. 


At this time, a woman's scream sounded from the door of the mansion. 
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The three of them looked over at the same time and saw only five or six people standing in the front 
yard. One of the women saw the horrific scene of corpses lying outside the door. She was so frightened 
that she screamed out. The husband beside her was frightened by the sharp knives in the hands of the 
three people in front of the door, and hurriedly reached out to cover his wife's mouth. 


Another small figure ran over to the gate, a girl about seven or eight years old. The girl had no idea what 
was going on outside the door. She saw the cold light on the hands of her three brothers and sisters in 
front of the door. She was very curious, so they all came to see clearly. 


"Li'er, no!" The man behind him called out desperately. 


It turns out that Xi Xiaoyan and Huo Yaohua have been mistaken for members of the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door" several times along the way, and have been attacked by many warriors. This time 
they will no longer stay in a crowded inn in Hanyang City, but force their way into this place. Guests at 
the dye house's house. The family was initially frightened, thinking they were encountering a gangster. 
In fact, they were half right. When Huo Yaohua was a horse thief, she used this method to cover up her 
whereabouts and evade pursuit by the government. The two claimed that they were just staying fora 
few nights. After they settled in, they did not harm anyone and did not take any property. They just 
prohibited everyone from going out, which gave the family some peace of mind. This little daughter Li'er 
is innocent, and even talks and laughs with Huo Yaohua, calling her "sister". 


However, their whereabouts are exposed and they attract a group of martial artists, turning the 
mansion into a hell. 


Huo Yiu Fa, seeing Lai Er approaching, immediately threw her saber to her feet and crouched down to 
block the girl from seeing the bloody tragedy outside. On the other side, Xi Xiaoyan was at a loss as to 
what to do and put his saber behind his back. 


When Huo Yaohua saw Li'er running towards her, she immediately threw the saw blade to her feet and 
squatted down to block the girl from seeing the bloody misery outside. Xi Xiaoyan on the other side was 
at a loss and put the long knife behind his back. 


When Hu Linglan saw the little girl running out, her previous murderous aura immediately subsided. She 
saw the reaction of Huo and Xi. Although she was not completely aware of their relationship with this 
family, she still followed and hid the imitation Japanese saber behind her robe. 
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"Blow it out!" Huo Yaohua raised her head and shouted to Xi Xiaoyan. Xi Xiaoyan understood and blew 
out the flame of the lantern in his hand, so that Li'er could not see the body outside the door. 


But at the moment before the lights went out, Li'er still saw the blood on Huo Yaohua's face. Her young 
face suddenly turned pale and stiff, and her body that was about to pounce on Huo Yaohua stopped 
immediately, and then ran back to her mother who had just screamed in tears. The mother and 
daughter hugged each other tightly with tears in their eyes. 


Huo Yaohua still squatted and stretched out her hands blankly, but only held the air. Although she had 
only known this innocent and lovely girl for a long time, she had a special feeling for her because the girl 
reminded Huo Yaohua of a past event: 


Following the days when King Bolong was wreaking havoc in Luling, one day she became delirious after 
taking the "Zhao Ling Dan" and rode a horse in the county town, knocking a little girl to death. She was 
completely unconscious due to the influence of the medicine, and continued to laugh and ride away. It 
was not until the next day that the effects of the "Zhao Ling Dan" wore off, that she remembered the 
incident, but she was no longer sure whether it was true or a hallucination... 


The girl was the same age as Li'er. 


Huo Yaohua knew: This little girl would never smile to herself again, and she would never hug herself 
again. She dropped her arms helplessly. 


Pick up the big saw blade stained with blood again. 


After this scene, Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan lost the intention to fight, but they could not continue to 
stand among the corpses and talk like this. 


"If you don't mind..." Xi Xiaoyan asked Hu Linglan cautiously: "Let's talk somewhere else?" "I can't think 
of anything to talk about with you." Hu Linglan said this and turned around to leave. 
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"Wait a minute!" Xi Xiaoyan looked like a teenager when he was anxious, rushing up to try to stop Hu 
Linglan. Hu Linglan thought he was finally going to take action, so she turned around and assumed the 
"Blue Eyes" stance with her saber, pointing the tip of the saber at Xi Xiaoyan's left eye. Although Xi 
Xiaoyan admired her, he never underestimated Hu Linglan. He froze his body with a sudden step, but 
did not raise his sword towards her. 


"|,..want you to take me to see Jing Li!" Xi Xiaoyan didn't want to miss this fateful encounter, so he 
mustered up the courage to directly tell Hu Linglan what he was thinking: "| want to duel with him. Once 
again , a life and death duel." 


Hu Linglan laughed, and that smile and laughter made Xi Xiaoyan blush even more. Although he was 
embarrassed, he wanted to continue hearing her laugh like this, and he was extremely conflicted. 


"Since you want to kill him, why do you think | will lead the way?" Hu Linglan asked, shaking her head. 


"You will." Xi Xiaoyan replied matter-of-factly: "Because you know, this is also his hope." 


Hu Linglan listened silently. He wasn't wrong. Hu Linglan knew very well that the old feud between Jing 
Li and the Wudang swordsman was destined to end with blood. This battle was both inevitable and 
what Jing Li longed for. 


--That is, if he is physically fit. 


"Yes, he also very much hopes to fight you." Hu Linglan said, "But not now. You should also understand 
our current situation, right? He is facing the pursuit of countless enemies and has no time to deal with 
you." She pointed to the dead martial artists on the ground. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at the corpse and thought that this was indeed the case. He and Huo Yaohua already 
knew the ins and outs of how the "Six Swordsmen" were chased by martial arts circles all over the 
world, and they also experienced firsthand what it was like to be misidentified and besieged. 


But none of this is enough to hinder my determination - Xi Xiaoyan thought. 


1930 


"Before we duel, | will never let him die at the hands of anyone. Then | will kill all those who stand in the 
way until only the two of us are left." 


Hu Linglan looked at Xi Xiaoyan in surprise. It was a very absurd statement, but Xi Xiaoyan's dignified 
manner made her doubt it. Just as she had heard of Yao Linzhou's flat refusal of the Imperial Order, the 
Wudang Sect was like that: the most hated of enemies, yet marvelously the most trustworthy. 


Huo Yaohua has been listening. Although the desire to kill Hu Linglan is still very high, Huo Yaohua's 
biggest goal is always to find Jing Li. 


Five months ago, she traveled with Xi Xiaoyan purely to use him as a backer to escape from King Wave 
Dragon. When they talked with each other and learned that they were all looking for the same man, 
both parties were very surprised. 


The two of them decided to act together and made a very strange covenant: they would look for Jing Li 
together, but after they found it, Xi Xiaoyan would have to fight him first. He doesn't care - or can't 
control what happens after that. 


Huo Yaohua agreed. Although Jing Li is like the King of Wave Dragons, a man who is difficult to kill in her 
eyes, but at the same time she has also seen Xi Xiaoyan's magical skills. If these two people really fight 
to the death, she will not have no regard for Jing Li. But now was her best chance to break out of the 
King of Magic's cage, and she was absolutely unwilling to let it go. And it was undeniable that asking her 
to find Jing Li alone did make her feel uneasy and scared. 


——lf Jing Liis really killed by Xi Xiaoyan in the end... it will be a relief for me. 


When Huo Yaohua mentioned Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, Xi Xiaoyan was very surprised. 


"Brother Wizard and his group... | remember. And that one..." Xi Xiaoyan, the third deputy master of 
Wudang, who is very loyal to his master, has never wanted to mention more. Wu Jihong was an elite 
"Brown Snake" of the "First Snake Way" when he was still in Wudang Mountain. Xi Xiaoyan was only a 
teenager. Although he was extremely talented, his martial arts skills had not improved significantly. For 
some reason, this powerful wizard brother often came to visit him and pay attention to his progress in 
martial arts. Later, Xi Xiaoyan found out that the reason was that his father, Xi Ri Le, was a material- 


transfer sect. 
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"That guy just wanted to see if Dad had left behind any treasures of the Materialist religion. ...... " His 
elder brother, Xi Zhaoping, scoffed at Wujihong's gang and didn't want to deal with them, but in fact 
Wujihong did steal a lot of medicinal prescriptions from Xi Rile's legacy. Xi Xiaoyan naturally followed his 
brother's lead and became closer to Shi Xing Hao and Ye Chenyuan, and gradually he seldom met 
Wujihong. 


Later, when he was 20 years old, a big event happened in Wudang Mountain, and Wujihong ran away. 


Xi Xiaoyan never imagined that Master Wu was still so active after so many years on the outside, and 
now he has even joined the royal family ....... 


When Xi Xiaoyan thought of this, he was reminded of the imprisoned Vice Master Shang. Naturally, he 
did not disclose any of the secrets of the Wudang Sect to Huo Yaohua. 


In the past few months, the two of them have actually made a trip to Jiangxi. Xi Xiaoyan was not familiar 
with geography and had always followed Huo Yaohua. Huo Yaohua was afraid of running into the eyes 
and ears of King Bo Longshu or Prince Ning, so he never dared to take the main road and bypassed many 
big towns in Jiangxi, so she did not get much information. The "Six Swords of Broken Door" were dealing 
with corrupt local officials at the time, and were traveling around, making their whereabouts even more 
elusive. 


Later, the imperial court issued an "imperial military order" to hunt down the "Six Swordsmen". Xi and 
Huo heard rumors that the "Six Swordsmen" had left Jiangxi for the neighboring province of Huguang. 
They wondered whether they should go north to Jing Road or west to Hunan. The land is still uncertain. 
After all, Huo Yaohua was relatively familiar with Hubei and had some old acquaintances with Green 
Forest, so she turned back and arrived in Hanyang. However, she was mistaken for the "Six Swordsmen" 
along the way and was ambushed many times. 


——Hmph, these idiots must be from out of town... they don’t even recognize me, Huo Yaohua! 


Now Xi Xiaoyan asked Hu Linglan to take them to Jingchi, and Huo Yaohua was also full of expectations. 
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When Hu Linglan heard that Xi Xiaoyan had made such a bold promise to eliminate those who were 
hunting the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" on the road, she couldn't help feeling a little fond of this 
man. 


--At least he's far better than those who rely on their numbers, he seems to be a bit like Hayato. 


Note: The Hayabusa people are the ancient aborigines of Japan's southern Kyushu Island (including the 
Satsuma region) and are known for their strong martial arts. 


Xi Xiaoyan kept looking at her waiting for an answer. Hu Linglan thought about it for a long time, and 
finally sighed and decided to tell him the truth. 


"It's a pity. Even if he stands in front of you today, he is not the Jing Li you want to challenge." 


"Why?" Xi Xiaoyan was puzzled. 


Hu Linglan looked at Huo Yaohua, hesitated for a while, and then said, "He has been seriously injured, 
and his martial arts skills are not perfect at the moment." 


"What?" Huo Yaohua thought of the way Jing Li was about to tie up his hands and legs with black armor 
a year ago: "The injury you suffered at that time has not healed yet?" 


Hu Linglan shook her head. There was one sentence in her heart that she had not yet said: 


——| don’t know if he will get better in the future. 


"| came out alone to find a way to cure him." Hu Linglan said, and began to describe the injuries to Jing's 
shoulder and leg joints. 


Xi Xiaoyan frowned tightly after hearing this. Hu Linglan was right: if Jing Li wasn't in full condition, he 
wouldn't have felt any meaning if he won. 
1933 


"We must cure him first." Xi Xiaoyan thought of this and murmured unconsciously: "This is the most 
important thing." Hu Linglan felt abnormal when she heard that this big enemy of Jing Li said such 
words. 


"| know several famous doctors in the province." Huo Yaohua also said. This was a good opportunity to 
show kindness to Jingli, so she naturally became active. Huo Yaohua used to travel around the world and 
gather people to be thieves. Of course, she and her subordinates were injured at times, so this 
information was indispensable. 


Hu Linglan smiled bitterly. She didn't have high hopes for these quack doctors. 


"Wait a minute..." Xi Xiaoyan said at this time: "If it is a serious injury to the joints and tendons, our 
Wudang sect has a medicine called "Sloughing Ointment". The elixir sent by me can best cure this kind 
of injury." 


Xi Xiaoyan went on to describe: Last year, his senior brother Liao Tian from Wudang's "Turtle 
Suppression Road" was supposed to go to the "Dianbei" to challenge Shi Xinghao for the position of 
deputy leader. However, he was defeated by Shi Xinghao and fell to the right with "Tai Chi". Two joints 
of the leg were broken together, and he was almost certainly disabled. Later, it took half a year to cure it 
with this "sloughing ointment", and he was able to walk as well as normal. 


"However, this kind of plaster is very strong. In the past, some of my classmates suffered even more 
serious injuries due to withered bones. But in order not to waste their martial arts due to injuries, the 
brothers are willing to take the risk." 


"| also heard Wu Jihong say this." Huo Yaohua said: "That is King Bolong. He seems to have a few stickers 
on him, but they are never used by his subordinates. They are very precious." 


Hu Linglan's eyes lit up. She had seen how powerful the material-transferring medicine used by King 
Bolong Shu was. Although it sounds very dangerous, it is worth a try for the current Jing Li. 
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"Let's go back to Wudang Mountain, shall we?" Xi Xiaoyan said to Hu Linglan, "Take the medicine to Jing 
Li. Don't worry, | will wait until he has fully recovered and regained his condition and strength before | 
fight him." 


This Wudang "Metamorphosis Cream" seems to be the most promising thing. Hu Linglan took a look 
around at the pair of enemies, and after a round of silence, she finally nodded her head. 


So the already strange pair of traveling companions were joined by a mismatched person. 


This house could no longer stay, so Xi and Huo decided to follow Hu Linglan to the inn where she was 
staying. When the two returned to the house to get the forge and horses, the man was terrified, fearing 
that they were going to kill and silence them. 


The male host looked even more sad. Even if Xi Xiaoyan and the others don't kill him, his family is 
doomed to be in trouble. He is the owner of a nearby dyeing shop and has quite a fortune. Now that 
there are so many murder cases happening in front of his door, the government will definitely take the 
opportunity to extort money and even implicate the case on him. The head came to pursue the "stolen 
money". 


Huo Yaohua has been in the world for a long time, how could she not know about this kind of thing? 
Before leaving, she said coldly to her master: 


"Tell the government that it was the female thief Huo Yaohua who did it, and they won't dare to mess 
around after hearing this." 


The three of them left the surprised people and left. 


OOOO 


They did not leave Hanyang City immediately. There is still a possibility of being ambushed again on the 
way there. In order to avoid being exhausted, Xi Xiaoyan decided to ask for help from his fellow "Shou 
Shedao" stationed in Hanyang. 
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Xi Xiaoyan thought to himself that he was going back to Wudang to get medicine anyway, so he was not 
afraid of letting his fellow disciples know where he was. With the help of the "First Snake Road", you can 
be alert to avoid attacks in advance, and you can also prepare fast horses for transfer along the way, 
greatly shortening your schedule. 


The last time Xi Xiaoyan went down the mountain to Xi'an with Gui Danlei, Chen Daixiu and others, he 
had already learned how to contact the "Shou Snake Road" in various places. That night, Xi Xiaoyan had 
left marks on the wall of the street opposite to the government office in the city that only his fellow 
disciples would be able to recognize and understand, and he had added one more marking at intervals, 
guiding him all the way to the inn. 


However, after waiting for three whole days, no one from the "First Snake Road" came to find him. He 
made a special trip and found that none of the signs along the road had been destroyed. He knew that 
the "Head Snake Road" stationed in every big city must go to the government office twice a day to see if 
there were any contact signs of their colleagues, and even if they could not go there themselves, they 
would hire local informants to do it on their behalf. It is impossible that there is still no news after three 
days - the "Head Snake Road", which is responsible for intelligence spying, is more disciplined than the 
"Soldier's Crow Road" or the "Zhen Gui Road". 


After listening to Xi Xiaoyan's explanation, Huo Yaohua was silent for a while. Huo Yaohua had walked in 
the green forest and led a large group of horse bandits to deal with the government. Of course, Huo 
Yaohua was much more sensitive to such things than Xi Xiaoyan and Hu Linglan. 


Huo Yaohua stood up and started packing. 


"We'd better get going right now," she said, checking her saber. 


"What do you mean?" Xi Xiaoyan asked. They have been together for several months, and have fought 
side by side many times, and their tone of voice has become like that of partners. 


Hu Linglan also looked at Huo Yaohua with doubtful eyes. 


"Your fellow disciple is already dead." Huo Yaohua replied coldly. "Probably something big is going to 
happen to the Wudang Sect, so the person in charge of keeping an eye on the situation will be the first 
to be killed, so that the people of Wudang Mountain will not know what is going on outside." 
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Xi Xiaoyan heard sweat dripping from his forehead, but what Huo Yaohua said next made him even 
more worried. 


"Scouts are not easily discovered and assassinated. There must be a traitor in your Wudang Sect." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 113 Chapter 6 The Will of Revenge 


Just two months before Hu Linglan met Xi Xiaoyan and Huo Yaohua. 


Beijing. 


When Qian Ning received a report from his subordinates that eunuch Cheng Yang returned to Beijing 
from Wudang Mountain with the intact "Zhongyong Wuji" iron plate, it was like receiving a gift from the 
sky. 


He immediately invited Li Junyuan, the counselor of Prince Ning's Mansion who was still in the capital, to 
discuss the matter. When Li Junyuan arrived at the Qian Mansion, he still had his usual casual demeanor 
and a confident smile, as if he had known this day would come. 


——Since issuing the "imperial military order" to Qian Ning, Li Junyuan has still stayed in the capital and 
has not returned to Jiangxi. He only uses fast horse messengers and flying pigeons Fu Shu to keep in 
touch with Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang. Naturally, this is because he has long expected that 
there will be an attack. This is a big deal. 


Qian Ning immediately informed Li Junyuan about the Wudang Sect's rejection of the "Yuwu Order". 


"They are really a bunch of monkeys." Qian Ning sneered: "They have lived a long time, but they don't 
know the principles of the world at all." 


Qian Ning saw Li Junyuan smiling but not answering. 


He remembered Li Junyuan's previous request: Ning Prince's Mansion hoped to obtain the insider who 
was ambushed by Jinyiwei on Wudang Mountain. This was of course not a gift. Li Junyuan gave Qian 
Ning a sum of money for this purpose. 


"Did Brother Li have expected this?" 
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"Lord Qian, don't be surprised. Li is not a master of predicting events. He just thinks that this matter can 
be done, so he prepares and waits to see what happens." As Li Junyuan said, he joined King Bo Longshu 
in Prince Ning's Mansion and imprisoned him on Wudang Mountain. Tell Qian Ning about a peerless 
master. 


After listening, Qian Ning asked Li Junyuan: "So Brother Li - no, it's the prince, how does he hope to take 
advantage of this conflict between the Wudang Sect and the court?" 


"Then | have to borrow a lot of money again to advise the emperor." Li Junyuan came closer with a smile 
and quietly told Qian Ning the plan that he had planned for a long time. 


When Qian Ning heard the plan, his sparse eyebrows were raised, and a pair of rare and clear eyes were 
revealed. Few things in the world could make him look so nervous. 


Qian Ning took a sip of hot tea and was silent for a while before speaking again. 


"The prince created such a big storm just to get the services of a few martial arts masters? Is it cost- 
effective?" 


Li Junyuan shook the paper fan lightly: "Master Qian said this because he has never seen that Wu 
Jihong. It is because this man is worthy of being a general who can defeat ten thousand enemies. And 


according to him, the senior brother imprisoned on Wudang Mountain is even more important to him.' 
The most outstanding person in the world.” 


Qian Ning stared at Li Junyuan, not completely believing his words. 


Li Junyuan laughed softly again, "Of course, this is not the only reason in His Majesty's heart. There are 
other things that you want to get your hands on, and they also depend on this incident. As long as he 
succeeds, I'm afraid that Mr. Qian's private coffers will receive a lot of money again." 
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Qian Ning's eyes lit up even more when he heard this. King Ning Zhu Chenhao has always been a man of 
great means; now that Li Junyuan has said the words "a lot of money", it must be a very considerable 
amount of money. 


Qian Ning is now fighting to the death with another favorite Jiang Bin in the court. In addition to 
competing for the emperor's favor, the officials in the court are also competing to expand their 
influence. This aspect is also a competition of financial resources - who Whoever can provide more 
benefits will be more able to win people's hearts. Qian Ning worked hard to make money, not only 
because of greed, but also to maintain his own power. 


"My lord...what else does he want?" Qian Ning already knew that Prince Ning's mansion was planning 
something big, so he asked cautiously. Seeing that the time was right, Li Junyuan told King Ning's 
suggestion. 


Qian Ning's smile disappeared after hearing this, and his face became solemn. 


"This... is too dangerous." Qian Ning, who covered the sky with one hand, sometimes said such words, 
which shows that it is not a trivial matter. 


"The more dangerous the thing, the greater the reward. Mr. Qian should have understood this truth 
early on, right?" 


Qian Ning looked at Li Junyuan, sweat dripping from his back. 


——It seems that Zhu Chenhao has made up his mind, otherwise he would not have reached this point. 


Channing thought about the whole thing. Of course he didn't want to bet on the wrong side, but the 
immediate benefits were too tempting. What's more, being in the palace has always been a dangerous 
game. If you think too far ahead, you won't be able to take a step forward. It's better to get everything 
you can get. 


"Of course | understand." Qian Ning finally replied, showing a smile similar to Li Junyuan's: "But by the 
same token, the more risks you take to get something, the more expensive it will be." 
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The smiles the two looked at each other were like a pair of greedy foxes. 


"But there is still a problem: it is not easy to convince the emperor to agree to this matter." Li Junyuan 
showed a worried expression for the first time: "| heard Master Qian say that the emperor cherishes the 
people of the Wudang sect." 


"This...I'm quite sure." As Qian Ning said this, he found a secret report from the Jin Yiwei among the 
official documents on his desk. What was contained in the thick cover was what his men investigated in 
Weijiang Town at the foot of Qingcheng Mountain in Sichuan a month ago. 


OOOO 


Qian Ning and Li Junyuan discussed in secret for a whole hour, and after deciding on the details of the 
entire plan, he no longer waited, and immediately sent people around the court to make preparations, 
and went to personally meet with Zhang Yong, the eunuch who was currently in charge of the Forbidden 
Army Camp in the capital. 


Zhang Yong, who was instrumental in killing Liu Jin, was originally a favorite of Emperor Zhengde and 
inherited Liu Jin's high position of Chief of Ceremonies. However, soon after, his position was gradually 
replaced by new favorites such as Qian Ning. Three years ago, he was imprisoned for stealing official 
silver. The National People's Congress made a fuss and was dismissed from all posts by the emperor, but 
Qian Ning interceded and was able to stay in the capital. Last year, the Qianqing Palace was hit by a fire, 
and Qian Ning made suggestions to the emperor and recommended Zhang Yong to be responsible for 
the reconstruction. As a result, Zhang Yong was Fortunately, Yong lived up to his command and 
completed the project in just four months. Long was so pleased that he was appointed admiral of the 
Imperial Army again. Although Qian Ning was kind to Zhang Yong, he still had to say hello to him in 
advance for this big event. 


Another important thing Qian Ning did was to order someone to secretly send a secret letter to the 
"Leopard Room" in the villa and deliver it to Song Meiren, who was currently the most favored by the 
emperor. 


OOOO 
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Two days later, Qian Ning inquired and learned that Jiang Bin was temporarily away from the emperor 
because he had to deal with the affairs of the "Four Outer Family" soldiers, so he immediately took the 
opportunity to go to the "Leopard Room" to ask for an audience. 


As the "emperor's concubine", Qian Ning had no trouble entering the "Leopard Room". Emperor Zhu 
Houzhao was feeling depressed without Jiang Bin as his playmate. Suddenly Qian Ning showed up 
without being summoned, so he quickly asked him to see him. 


Qian Ning walked into the extremely luxurious hall and saw the half-naked emperor sitting on a hut bed, 
holding a jade cup in one hand and hugging the delicate Song Li's waist with the other. 


Beauty Song was also present as Qian Ning expected, and Qian Ning couldn't help but chuckle to herself. 


Emperor Zhu Houzhao was sipping wine and looking at the huge golden cage on the side of the main 
hall. The spotted leopard inside has lost its former proud and proud posture due to being imprisoned for 
a long time. Many parts of its body have fallen off, and it lies lazily in the center of the cage. 


The emperor looked at the leopard with a rather disappointed expression. When he saw Qian Ning 
arriving, he cheered up and shouted loudly: "Godson! Come on! Tell me, what's new?" That look was 
not so much that of an absurd emperor. He's more like a street gangster. 


"Congratulations to your Majesty!" Qian Ning understood the emperor's temperament and said good 
things first: "Previously, your Majesty gave you the iron plate of "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts", and 
many martial arts sects have accepted the order. From now on, thousands of people in the world will 
The masters are all His Majesty’s hunting dogs!” 


When Zhu Houzhao heard this, he looked very excited. He put down the wine glass and Song Li, shouted 
and punched a few times in the room, and then laughed loudly: "Okay! | have to think about how to use 
them later... Why don't we summon them all to the palace?" How about you show me martial arts...2?" 
Then he sat on his horse and punched again. 


Qian Ning saw a few moves performed by the emperor, including the "Tai Chi" moves of the Wudang 
sect that he had seen before. He obviously had never forgotten Wudang, so he took the opportunity to 


1942 


say: "But... Your Majesty, there are some wild warriors who don't know how to praise, and they actually 
use iron The card was returned, and the father-in-law who announced the decree was kicked out of the 
mountain gate, refused to be sealed, and even said..." He didn't go on. 


Zhu Yuanzhao was stunned, "What did they say?" 


"| dare not repeat the words of treason." 


"I'm sure you can say it." Zhu Houzhao's smile faded. 


Qian Ning deliberately cleared his throat: "That martial artist actually said: 'No one in the world can 
drive our Wudang sect!'" 


"Is it... Wudang?" Zhu Houzhao's face showed disappointment. 


"Your Majesty, those wild monkeys from Wudang were extremely rude last time they came to perform 
in front of the emperor. This time they treat the imperial reward as nothing, and they are already 
treasonous!" 


"It's not that serious, right?" The emperor laughed and said, "It's just a group of guys hiding in the 
mountains practicing martial arts." "Your Majesty may not know: the Wudang Clan has made four 
challenges in recent years and has swallowed up many martial arts sects. It claims to be "invincible" and 
has its own ambitions. Don't underestimate it. Although the "invincible" they are talking about at the 
moment is only used in the martial arts world, there is no guarantee that it will be great in the future 
and will not be changed to a bigger target..." Chan Ning paused and said, "In the world, let alone. The 
fate of people, plants, animals, etc. all depends on your Majesty's decision! How can you tolerate any 
words that openly disobey the king's orders? Your Majesty is kind, but disobedience must not be 
tolerated, otherwise there will be endless consequences." 


"Haha..." Zhu Houzhao laughed after hearing this: "Does that mean the Wudang Clan will come to take 
my kingdom one day? Okay, let's give them a try and see if they have this ability?" 
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Qian Ning felt bad after hearing this. The emperor seems to be insensitive to this matter. If Mr. Ji 
continues like this, it will be difficult to convince him. 


But at this time, another person spoke. 


"Would your Majesty not mind if one day Yao Lianzhou comes to take his concubine?" 


Song Li leaned on the bed and said these words lightly. Her face seemed expressionless, but she 
naturally exuded a beauty that made men not want to let go. 


The emperor's face changed greatly after hearing this. He stared at Song Li with a rare fierce expression: 
"Beauty, what did you say?" 


Song Li's heart was actually beating so hard that she was so nervous that she almost vomited. She knew 
she was risking beheading, but she still suppressed her fear. 


--This is the best and last chance to take revenge on the Wudang Clan. 


——tThose who use swords will regret it. 


"Didn't Your Majesty say that we might as well let the Wudang sect try to conquer the world?" Song Li 
summoned up great courage and said, "| don't read much, but | do know the meaning of 'the world’ is, 
as Lord Qian said, everything under the sky. Including His Majesty's precious soldiers and horses, 

including this palace, including the tigers and leopards that eat here, and also including his concubine. 


Song Li's words alerted Zhu Houzhao. The reason why he was able to indulge in such indulgence was 
because he owned this country and had authority that no one could violate. 


The emperor's face changed again. This time, he finally looked like a powerful person in charge of all 
people, with a cold look in his eyes that was no longer dictated by personal likes and dislikes. 
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——tThe reason why he can still sit firmly on the throne to this day relies on this instinct of self- 
preservation. The same was true when he decisively operated on his favorite Liu Jin. 


"So godson, what should | do?" 


"| sincerely request your Majesty to immediately send troops to attack the Wudang Clan." Qian Ning 
finally said these words at the most ripe moment. 


"Is it really necessary?" Zhu Houzhao stared at Qian Ning and asked. 


"Your Majesty wants the world to be peaceful and the people to be at peace, so this trouble has to be 
eliminated." Even under the emperor's gaze, Qian Ning still dared to say his exaggerated story. This was 
his talent: "The Wudang Clan openly resisted the decree. , If you don't hold the blame, where will your 
majesty's authority be hidden? Only by eradicating this rebellion can it serve as a lesson for future 
generations." 


Zhu Houzhao just thought about it and nodded lightly. 


——No matter how much he cherishes the leopard, if it bites him in turn, he will not hesitate to stab 
him with his spear. 


Seeing that the situation was going well, Qian Ning immediately made another suggestion. 


"Your Majesty has seen with your own eyes that many of the Wudang Sect's warriors are very capable. 
I'm afraid that ordinary regiments are not enough to conquer them. | think that we must mobilize the 
elite of the Forbidden Army's Shenji Battalion as a foolproof strategy!" 


The Shenji Battalion is one of the three major battalions of the Imperial Guard in the capital. It is the 
most powerful military force in the Ming Dynasty. It is the most powerful weapon in the world. 


Zhu Houzhao took down the long bow hanging on the wall of the hall, flicked it a few times, and thought 
about it for a while. 
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"Surround Wudang Mountain first and give them one more chance... Ask Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou 
to come in person and kneel down in front of me to beg for forgiveness. If the Wudang sect sees my 
army and still refuses to change their mind..." 


The emperor was silent for a moment, and then said: 


"Permission granted." 


The fate of the Wudang Sect was decided. 


Song Li and Qian Ning couldn't help but look at each other. 


Qian Ning didn't know whether this was his good luck or the Wudang Sect's worst bad luck: the 
emperor's favorite woman happened to be a survivor under Wudang's iron heel. He couldn't help but 
sneer in his heart: On that day, when the warriors of the Wudang Sect were shot through their bodies by 
fire bullets, would they have imagined that they were defeated by the delicate body of a girl? 


He doesn't care how the Wu-Tang Clan dies. It is crucial to convince the emperor to dispatch the Shenji 
Battalion: under his careful arrangements, through this dispatch, some of the Shenji Battalion's elite 
firearms will be cleverly dispersed and transported to the weapons of Prince Ning's Mansion in 
Nanchang. Curry - Of course, this will bring in a huge amount of gold and silver, which will flow back to 
Qian Ning's treasure house. 


Wudang faction, your lives are so valuable. 


Song Li was even more excited than Qian Ning. She held back the tears of excitement, because she knew 
that the emperor hated seeing women crying. 


Revenge was completed so easily. Song Li's heart was filled with pleasure, but there was also a strange 
emptiness. 
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It seemed that he had died as well. 


Song Li thought that at this moment, the faces of her father Song Zhen and her brother Song Dehai 
would definitely appear in her heart. But what she saw was Yan Xiaoliu. 


And it was Xiao Liu who hugged her in front of the Buddhist temple that evening; the Xiao Liu who flatly 
rejected her. 


Song Li was laughing wildly in her heart. How she wished Xiao Liu could be in this "leopard room" right 
now and hear everything that just happened. 


——Xiao Liu, what do you think? Do you suddenly feel that it is ridiculous that you have been practicing 
swordsmanship for so many years? Will you regret giving up on me that day? 


--Xiaoliu, where are you? Are you still continuing your journey of revenge that you thought was so 
interesting? Or have you died silently somewhere, unable to kill even one or half of the Wudang sect? 


It doesn't matter anymore. Song Li finally thought to herself. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 114 Chapter 7: Out of the Forest 


Dong Sanqiao couldn't figure out how he and his fellow juniors from the secret sect were discovered by 
each other. 


The remaining six fellow disciples have been separated, and their lives and deaths are unknown. Only his 
junior fellow apprentice Jian Zhao, who was also an "inner disciple", and two other disciples from the 
Cangzhou Main Hall were left with him. The four of them were hiding among the trees and tall grass. 


Jian Zhao, like Dong Sanqiao, was holding a thin single sword with the characteristics of the secret sect 
in his hand. It was covered with a piece of cloth to hide the blade's light, but the palm and the sword 
under the cloth were trembling slightly - no wonder, Jian Zhao was better than Dong Sanqiao. Sanqiao is 
a full eight years younger, only twenty-five years old, and has far less actual combat experience than 
Dong Sanqiao. 


——What’s more, it’s a fight to the death. In the jungle. 


Dong Sanqiao patted Jian Zhao on the shoulder from behind, signaling him to calm down. Jian Zhao 
couldn't help but turn around and look at Senior Brother Dong's crooked face. 


On the left side of Dong Sanqiao's face, there are four eye-catching scars from his forehead, corners of 
his eyes to his cheekbones, extending to the center of his eyebrows and his nose. There is a small blood 
spot on the white of his left eye that will not fade away, giving the impression that this eye has two 
scars. Eye pupils. This is not an injury suffered in this battle, but caused more than half a year ago: After 
the failure of the roundup of Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an, Dong Sanqiao went to Shandong to report to his 
master Lei Jiudi who was training intensively. He and his uncle Han Tianbao led the secret team. How 
could the sect members return in vain? In anger, Lei Jiudi used 70 to 80% of his strength to slap him. 
Even Dong Sanqiao's conspicuous aquiline nose was crooked and fractured, and it took two months to 
fully recover. 


Therefore, Dong Sanqiao's pursuit of the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" this time was 
completely out of revenge. 


——lf it weren’t for the kindness of that young man and woman from Qingcheng, we would have killed 
at least one master of Wudang’s “First Snake Way” without losing all face! 
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After being summoned by the Master with his flute, Dong Sangiao, who was originally surrounded 
outside the forest, gladly came out and divided into ten teams with more than 110 other disciples of the 
main hall "Yu Qitang" into ten teams to go deep into the forest and search for and attack the "Six 
Swords of Broken Door". 


They didn't take it lightly just because of the large number of people, because everyone saw the leader's 
dejected look and the knife wound on his shoulder - the master was actually injured! This was 
something that none of their disciples had ever seen before. 


However, it was unexpected that the search net opened by more than a hundred people could not find 
any trace of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". They were extremely cautious at first, keeping each 
team at a distance where they could take care of each other at any time. But when the arresting net 
gradually tightened, and the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" was not at the expected location, the 
secret sect disciples began to become anxious (just thinking of Lei Jiudi's angry face was enough to chill 
them), so they opened the search net wider and wider. Some teams even split up to search, which 
greatly reduced the number and density of fellow sect members. 


After two days and two nights, the ability of more than a hundred people to unite gradually weakened. 
In particular, Dong Sanqiao was eager to make meritorious deeds. He led his ten-man team deep into 
the dense forest and lost contact with other teams. 


Then today, some of my classmates began to disappear silently. The hunter instead became the prey 
who was ambushed. 


Dong Sanqiao tried hard to think back and then realized: the enemy must know our location to be able 
to move so freely. How did they do that? Aren't these guys half dead from exhaustion and covered in 
injuries? 


If he had a choice, Dong Sanqiao would rather turn back and escape from the woods now. But 
disobeying Lei Jiudi's orders is unthinkable. He could only wait silently for the master to play the ocarina 
again and call them back. 


Or wait for the enemy to appear. 
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Dong Sanqiao's sweat-stained right palm kept clenching and closing the knife handle, hoping to relax the 
over-stressed wrist and finger joints as much as possible. The nine-section steel whip he was originally 
better at was not suitable for use in this dense forest full of big trees, so he only wrapped it around his 
waist and used a single sword instead. 


"There seems to be something ahead..." After a while, Junior Brother Jian suddenly said to him. 


Dong Sanqiao suspected that it was just Jian Zhao's hallucination - long-term activities in this dark forest 
can easily cause sensory confusion. But he saw that Jian Zhao had handed the single sword to his left 
hand, quietly took out two darts from the inside of his belt, and hid them behind his back. 


——In the annual skill competition among the "internal disciples" of the secret sect's main hall, Jian 
Zhao could only rank 48th in boxing and kicking, 32nd in swordsmanship, and sixth in hidden weapon 
kung fu. Some seniors in the sect have already said that as long as he continues to practice hard, Han 
Tianbao will one day be able to pass on the nickname "Wu Fu Iron Hand" to him. 


Dong Sanqiao followed Jian Zhao's gaze and saw nothing, but he did seem to hear very light footsteps. 


Jian Zhao is good with hidden weapons and his eyesight is naturally very strong. Through the faint 
sunlight cast by the dense branches and leaves above, he gradually saw the figure appearing lightly 
stepping on the grass. 


Not a human being. 


"It's a hound!" Jian Zhao spat out between his teeth. 


Only then did the four people suddenly realize why the enemy could detect the secret sect's defenses so 
easily: it was thanks to the dog's nose and legs! 


The gray-black hound in the distance appeared, but then slowly retreated step by step. Jian Zhao was so 
angry that he was only a few inches away from being within the range of the darts. 
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As long as the hound is killed, it is equivalent to cutting off the enemy's ears and eyes. Jian Zhao was 
convinced that it was worth taking the risk. Before the hound could run away at full speed, he 
immediately started his Qinggong steps and approached it as gently as possible. Dong Sanqiao had no 
time to pull him back. 


The hound began to turn and quicken his pace. 


This is the last chance. Jian Zhao jumped up regardless of everything, used "Yanqing Confusion Step" to 
quickly step forward, holding two darts in his right hand and raising them behind his head, intending to 
use the momentum to throw them—— 


Suddenly there was an object in the southeast with a strong whistling sound that broke the wind and 
shot at him, Jian Zhao was rushing forward and preparing to send out darts, he was unable to recover 
the momentum, and the flying object violently stabbed into his right rib cage that was exposed by the 
raising of his arm, and blood suddenly gushed out like a fountain! 


Behind him, Dong Sanqiao and two secret sect disciples were in a state of disbelief. 


Only to see Jane Zhao was hit, there is a long iron chain, has been extended to the far behind the trees, 
seems to have a human figure. The three of them let out a howl of grief and indignation, and without a 
second thought, they flashed their sabers and ran wildly toward the attacker! 


Among them, the swordsman of the secret sect on the left ran forward first, but halfway he 
encountered another shadow turning out from behind the trees. The figure chopped off the long soldier 
in his hand, and it was as straight as a thousand-jin tree, and it fell towards him! 


At the moment when his head was dented, the last thing his eyes saw was half a copper mask that 
looked like an evil Rakshasa. 


When Dong Sangiao saw the Shaolin monk Yuan Xing emerging like a ghost, he turned around without 
thinking, leaving his only remaining disciple behind, hoping to escape the ambush by relying on his 
world-famous Secret Sect's lightness of being, and then make plans later! 
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But just as he took two steps, another figure appeared in front of him among the trees. 


A swordsman covered in mud, blades of grass and blood, raised his long and short swords sideways. His 
eyes were as straight as those of a jungle beast. 


It was the person Dong Sanqiao wanted to meet the most. 


--This kid! | think he is the weakest of the Six Swords of the Broken Door, so let's charge out through 
him! 


Dong Sanqiao had fought with Yan Heng in Xi'an, and he knew what the young swordsman's martial arts 
skills were like. As soon as he stepped forward, he used his signature move, the "Mingtang Kuai Dao" 
with his right hand, which struck Yan Heng head-on. At the same time, he used his left hand to attack 
Yan Heng. The unique skill of "Half Cloak Fist" is "Jump Switching Palms". The fingertips of the palms are 
inserted low to touch Yan Heng's right ribs, and the left leg is secretly kicked up flatly, kicking towards 
Yan Heng's calf to meet the tibia! 


——tThe fist move between weapons is Dong Sanqiao's consistent fighting method. At this moment, the 
sword, palm, and legs are moving up and down, making it extremely difficult for the opponent to parry! 


Although Yan Heng looked ferocious, he was extremely calm in his heart. He turned the long sword 
"Dragon Thorn" in his right hand sideways to block the single sword, and retreated with his right leg to 
avoid the nail kick. The "Hu Pi" in his left hand relied on the dagger to flexibly slash downwards. Dong 
Sanqiao's hand came in. The three movements are performed in one breath, which seems to be focused 
on three purposes. In fact, after rigorous training of Lian Feihong, all parts of the body can naturally 
react and counterattack to danger! 


Dong Sanqiao was a surly and suspicious person, and these three attacks were certainly not his last 
thoughts. He had dealt with Yan Heng's "Dual Shuttle Swords" last time, and he knew that if he attacked 
Yan Heng like this, his left sword would naturally be intercepted. When this move was triggered, Dong 
Sanqiao immediately used the quick technique for which he is famous. His palm movements were 
frustrated and changed, and the force of the forward thrust was transformed into claws, which were 
turned from outside to inside, intending to capture Yan Heng's left wrist from the top, and to seize one 
of his most precious treasures, the "Tiger's Piece" short sword! 
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However, Dong Sanqiao's proud fast bridge hand was only halfway through the movement. Yan Heng's 
left sword had already reacted, and the blade rotated and twisted towards Dong Sanqiao's upturned left 
wrist! 


--What's wrong? His swordsmanship... 


After all, Dong Sanqiao was a senior disciple of the Secret Sect of the "Nine Sects". When he sensed 
something was wrong, he immediately retracted his left palm, but then he noticed the pressure coming 
from the knife in his right hand. It turned out that Yan Heng's "Dragon Thorn" blocked the blade. Turn 
and press the back of Dong Sanqiao's single sword. Once a small gap is created, the tip of the sword 
rushes in like water flowing through the gap. The long sword with the golden blade hidden in the mud 
presses the back of the sword and thrusts forward! 


Yan Heng's move was almost simultaneous with his left hand's "Tiger Paving" twist, this time it was 
really a dual use of left and right, Dong Sanqiao had no time to deal with his right sword while retracting 
his left palm, seeing the danger in front of his eyes, he could only use his footsteps to back up and 
dodge! 


He originally wanted to kill Yan Heng quickly and then escape, to prevent his opponents from swarming 
him. But Yan Heng's current swordsmanship was far beyond his expectation. 


——It’s just been more than a year. 


As soon as Dong Sanqiao retreated, Yan Heng caught up with him. The "Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword" brought Qingcheng Authentic Sect's unparalleled momentum and pressed forward. 


In fact, Yan Heng's physical strength had already declined significantly. The trauma he suffered from 
surviving Lei Jiudi's double swords has not yet recovered. For two days and two nights, he had to avoid 
being hunted by hundreds of people from the secret sect. He had almost no rest or sleep at all and only 
ate a little dry food. 


What supports him now is "Qi" - the arrogance of going his own way in a world filled with selfish desires; 
the stubborn Qi of resisting and unyielding when powerful enemies are like wolves. 
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——Also, the ambition to survive without avenging the Qingcheng faction for a day. 


This energy was like an eternal fire in Yan Heng's heart, preserving his sanity, otherwise he would just be 
a violent beast raging in the forest. 


At this moment, in Dong Sanqiao's eyes, the figure of Yan Heng, who was originally not very tall, seemed 
to suddenly swell up as he approached with two swords, and invisible fire burned around him. 


If there is a so-called "swordsman" in the world, Yan Heng has this qualification at this moment. 


There was nothing else in Yan Heng's eyes, only Dong Sanqiao's man and sword. 


The high-speed sword edge of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" is like a blooming flower 
of sharp blades, attacking Dong Sanqiao without stopping! 


Dong Sanqiao could only try his best to dodge and block with his knife, but had no chance to use his 
famous boxing skills. Because of his excellent boxing skills, his weapons were only used as auxiliaries and 
he had always neglected improvement. Now facing Qingcheng's double swords, his defense was weak. 


——When you are too successful in one aspect of martial arts training, you often sow the seeds of 
failure. Once the stunt you rely on doesn't work, there is no other way to adapt. 


Dong Sanqiao's lazy sword skills could only block a few swords, and his shoulder was hit, causing blood 
to fly! 


--It's impossible! I'm a famous inner disciple of the Secret Sect! How could | lose to such a kid? 


——What did he do during this year? Why is there suddenly such a gap between you and me? 
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The "Dragon Thorn" had shed the dry mud on its blade during the fierce battle, and the golden sword 
light reappeared. When it came into Dong Sanqiao's eyes, he thought of the distant figure of his master 
Lei Jiudi. 


--Why? Master, why can’t we learn anything from you... 


The next moment, his single sword was hit by the "Dragon Thorn" and flew away. 


Dong Sanqiao fought back desperately, his left palm turned into a claw shape and clasped towards Yan 
Heng. At the same time, he flew down the road with his right toe, kicking the vital part of his lower 
body! Yan Heng didn't even take a step back, his swords twisted up and down like the wind. 


Three of Dong Sanqiao's fingers flew off, and the tendons in his right foot were ruptured. 


Yan Heng was still expressionless, and the "Dragon Thorn" turned into a straight thrust along with the 
twisting force! 


——He had no intention of showing mercy. Not this time. 


The long sword penetrates into the heart, as if nothing exists. 


With blood gushing out and a look of disbelief in his eyes, Dong Sanqiao leaned back and escaped from 
the "Dragon Thorn". 


Only then did Yan Heng's face regain its human breath. He looked forward again and saw that the 
remaining disciple of the secret sect had also died under Yuan Xing's Qi Mei Stick. 


Jing Li came out from behind the tree trunks, dressed in black armor, his left arm wrapped tightly 
around his chest, and with a shake of his right arm, he retrieved the bloodstained iron chain spearhead. 
Despite the armor and leather belt supporting his joints, his gait was still far more unstable than usual, 
indicating that his injuries had worsened. 
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The three of them scanned again and made sure that all Dong Sanqiao's group of secret sect disciples 
had been wiped out, before Jing Li blew a whistle gently. 


Between the dense trees to the east, Tong Jing carried Lian Feihong's right arm on her shoulders and 
helped him out. Lian Feihong's weapons were all carried by Tong Jing. He only used his left hand to hold 
the whip stick as a crutch to help support his walking. 


The left side of Mr. Lian Feihong's head and face were wrapped in layers of cloth, which was oozing with 
red blood. Mr. Fei Hong's aged face appeared even thinner, his cheeks and forehead were unusually 
crimson, and his eyes were blurred. 


The stabbing that Lei Jiu asked to cut off his ear was not fatal, but the injury was serious. The blood loss 
and fatigue made him weak. The stab wound was infected with bacteria, and he started to feel feverish 
all over his body yesterday. Although Yuanxing had made temporary herbal remedies to suppress them, 
the situation was not good. If they stayed in this wild forest for a long time, they would die. Therefore, 
they made up their minds to break through the siege of the secret sect and fight their way out of the 
forest. 


At this time, the gray and black hound had run back and stopped at Yuan Xing's feet, looking very tame. 
Yuan Xing reached out and stroked its neck. The reason why they were able to escape the siege of the 
Secret Sect in the past two days was entirely due to its reconnaissance and early warning, which allowed 
them to know the location of the enemy, so they could bypass the opponent in advance, or even set up 
an ambush. 


—-—tThe benevolence of round nature and one thought received unexpected rewards. 


Although they succeeded in wiping out Dong Sanqiao's ten-man team in one fell swoop, now was not 
the time to celebrate the victory. Yan Heng put away his swords and took over from Tong Jing to 
support Lian Feihong. The hounds were in front of them to explore the road, and Jing Li, who had the 
most experience in wild travel, guided the way. The five of them headed west on the road out of the 
woods. 
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"Old man, hold on." Tong Jing, carrying weapons all over her body, looked at Lian Feihong with concern 
as she struggled to move forward. "When we get out of the road and find a horse or a car, we'll go to 
the town to find a doctor right away." 


Although Lian Feihong fell into a semi-conscious state, he was still able to move forward step by step. 
His willpower was amazing. He smiled at Tong Jing, who had tears in his eyes. Tong Jing wasn't sure if he 
could really hear her. 


Yuan Xing also has a saber wound on his leg, so he can't walk fast either, and has to use a stick to help 
him walk. 


The five people and one dog advanced cautiously like this. Fortunately, they didn't encounter any more 
enemies along the way. After walking for a long time, they finally saw brighter sunlight coming through 
the trees in front. 


They all showed hopeful eyes - although Lian Feihong's life or death was still difficult to say. 


The hound ran back to walk with Yuan Xing, whining low as if to encourage them. 


"You're a good boy ...... " Tong Jing couldn't help but smile at him, "I'll buy you some meat when we get 
out of here! What a big, fresh piece of meat bone!" 


Finally stepping out of the edge of the woods, the afternoon sun shone all over me. They couldn't help 
but close their eyes and look up to the sky, enjoying the long-lost warmth and light, as if their bodies 
were re-infused with energy. 


But the next moment, the hound started barking with unusual excitement. 


Everyone looked towards the direction where it was barking. 


On the hillside at the other end of the suburban road beside the forest, a bunch of figures accompanied 
by billowing dust could be seen in the distance. 
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Yuan Xing couldn't help but growl in his throat. Yan Heng and Tong Jing both bit their lower lips 
tremblingly. Jing Li stared expressionlessly at the black shadow that was approaching here. 


It was a cavalry team. It seemed that there were as many as twenty or thirty people. Just looking at the 
momentum and speed of the rush, one could tell that all the riders were extraordinary. 


Jing Li and the others didn't exchange a word, they just gently supported Lian Feihong to lie under a tree 
on one side. Tong Jing placed all the Kongtong weapons beside him, and then slowly pulled out the 
"Swift Bee Sword" from her waist. The other three people also held their weapons in hand and prepared 
to attack. 


The cavalry was only about a hundred paces away from them. 


At this time the four people looked at each other. No words are used, but each other knows each other. 


——Ilf you really have to die, being able to die next to a friend you trust is the best gift from God. 


At this time, Yan Heng held the two swords with one hand, freed up one hand, took out the unfinished 
Mulan doll from the bag on his waist, and handed it to Tong Jing beside him. 


Tong Jing was speechless and reached out her hand. The moment their hands came together, her fingers 
stayed for a while, touching Yan Heng's rough palm. Then she brought the puppet umbrella over, looked 
down at it lovingly for a while, and put it in her arms. 


The cavalry slowed down as they approached a distance of thirty paces, and stopped one by one at 
twenty-five paces. The knights dismounted one after another. The sunlight outlines the long weapons 
they carry. 


Yan Heng consciously walked to the front of the four people. At this moment, he and Tong Jing are the 
only ones who have not suffered injuries that would affect their activities. He has the real responsibility 
of being the vanguard. 
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The group of close to thirty martial artists walked slowly with their horses in tow, and their posture was 
unusual. As they got closer, Jing Liand Yuan Xing paid attention to their special way of walking. Unlike 
the lightness and swiftness of the Secret Sect or the calmness of the Mind Sect, the footsteps were as if 
they could change direction at any time, as if they were stepping out according to some kind of peculiar 
pattern. 


The two men looked at each other and nodded at the same time. They have seen this footwork before. 


"It's the Eight Trigrams Gate." Yuan Xing's voice was dry and hoarse. 


There was one person among the warriors who could be seen as the leader, but he was almost the 
shortest among them all. He was about fifty years old, as lean as an ape, with slumped shoulders and 
chest, his face was restrained, and he carried a two-handed long sword slanted on his back that did not 
fit his height at all. 


Yan Heng felt that this man's appearance was a bit familiar, much like an old friend he had met. 


The Bagua Sect martial artists stopped together about ten paces away. The old man at the head of the 
group raised a pair of palms that were so wide and thick that they were disproportionate to his stature, 
and arched his fist towards Yan Heng and the others. 


"Yin Yingfeng." 


Just three simple words. But the weight of these three words in the martial arts world is as heavy as a 
thousand pounds. 


The elder brother of Yin Yingchuan, the current leader of the Bagua Sect in Huizhou and the "Moon in 
the Water". It’s just these two identities that no one in the world can ignore. 


But of course Yin Yingfeng's value is not in his status and reputation, but in the long sword behind him. It 
is said that when he was in his prime, Yin Yingfeng went to Sichuan to communicate with the Emei sect. 
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Later, Emei headmaster Yu Qinglin once praised him: "Perhaps the only sword in the world that can 
defeat the Emei Divine Spear is Senior Brother Yin." 


This statement is spread by word of mouth and no one has confirmed it. But Yu Qinglin has never 
clarified it to anyone, which means that he has at least said something similar. 


One of the majestic leaders of the "Nine Major Sects" was the first to salute him, but Yan Heng showed 
no sign, still holding his two swords and staring coldly at Yin Yingfeng. 


In his eyes, there are no martial arts seniors or sect leaders. There are only enemies. 


"No need to say anything." Yan Heng opened his lips that were chapped due to lack of water: "You can 
draw your sword now." 


When Yin Yingfeng heard this, his face started to smile sincerely. He seemed to have the opposite 
temperament from his arrogant brother. 


"Little brother of the Qingcheng Sect, you are so young, there is no need to rush to death." 


When Yan Heng heard this, the tip of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" was raised even 
more. 


Yin Yingfeng's left and right disciples put their palms on the hilts of the swords at their waists to be on 
guard, but saw the leader stretch out his big hand to stop him. 


He then slowly reached into his clothes. Although Yan Heng and the others knew that there was little 
chance of Yin Yingfeng using his tricks - there was no need at all - they still couldn't help but raise their 
alarm. 


Yin Yingfeng's big hand finally stretched out, and there was a letter between his fingers. 
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"About twenty days ago, a guy not much older than you made a special trip to Huizhou to ask for an 
audience with me. Later | found out that he was a disciple of my Bagua Sect's branch from other places, 
and he had committed crimes and killed people, and his reputation was not very good." Yin Yingfeng 
said as he gently pulled the letter paper out of the envelope. 


"This disciple knows that he has no face to come to see me. But he was entrusted by others, so he has to 
hand over this letter to me." He continued, shaking the letter open, "What did | receive earlier?" | had 
no intention of taking action on the iron plate of "Zhongyong Wuji", but after reading this letter, | 
immediately rushed over with these disciples." 


Yin Yingfeng took a few steps forward without warning and handed the letter to Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng was wary and looked at the letter paper from a distance. He saw a signature written ina 
square font at the end of the letter: 


Wang Bo'an, Yangmingzi, Zhejiang, said, "It's Mr. Wang!" Yan Heng exclaimed, lowering his swords. 


Jing Li and the others also put away their weapons and stepped forward one after another. They took 
the letter from Yin Yingfeng's hand and read it carefully. Their hearts were filled with excitement and 
they were overjoyed. 


It turned out that Wang Shouren was very anxious when he learned that the traitorous officials of the 
imperial court had used the "Royal Martial Order" to call on the warriors from all over the world to hunt 
down the "Six Swordsmen". However, he did not have enough power in the imperial court to reverse 
the matter. After thinking about it, he could only use his reputation to inspire martial arts people. In 
order to help each other, he compiled a letter and sent it overnight from Nanjing to Meng Qihe, a 
disciple of the Bagua sect branch in Jiangxi, and asked him to deliver it to the head of the sect. 


Although Wang Shouren was not a martial artist, he was a world-famous scholar, and his character was 
praised by others. In his letter, he described to Yin Yingfeng what happened in Luling and how the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate" helped the county people to defeat the evil spirits of King Bo Longshu. He 
sacrificed his life and was definitely not the bandit described in the "Yuwu Order". 


With the assurance of Wang Shouren, a famous scholar of the time, Yin Yingfeng was deeply moved, and 


without saying a word, he picked up a group of elites in the Huizhou Headquarter and hurried to Jiangxi, 
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where he learned about the whereabouts of the "Six Swords of the Broken Door", and then searched for 
them all the way to this grove. 


Yan Heng and the others thought they were in dire straits when facing the powerful army of the Bagua 
Sect. Unexpectedly, the opponent turned out to be a rare righteous man who came to help. They 
immediately relaxed in one breath, and their bodies that had been supporting themselves sat limply on 
the ground. Tong Jing was even more happy and couldn't help crying. 


——It will be a worthwhile life to know Mr. Yangming as a friend. 


Yin Yingfeng immediately ordered his disciples to take care of Lian Feihong and apply Bagua sect 
medicine to him. 


"Senior, | was offended just now." Yan Heng put away his sword at this time and saluted Yin Yingfeng to 
apologize. 


Yin Yingfeng only smiled and patted the back of Yan Heng's hand: "Qingcheng disciple. Okay." 


Lian Feihong urgently needed to take care of himself and rest, not to mention that the Secret Sect's 
troops were still in the woods, and Lei Jiudi might also be nearby. They knew they couldn't stay any 
longer, so they packed their gear. One of the Bagua sect disciples with the best riding skills helped Lian 
Feihong onto his saddle and tied him to him with a cloth strap to prevent him from falling off the horse. 


"When we get to the next village, see if we can get a car." Yin Yingfeng said. 


Several Bagua disciples rode the horses together, freeing up the horses for Jing Hui and the others to 
ride. Only Yuan Xing didn't know how to ride a horse, so he rode with Yan Heng. The hound followed 
beside their horses. 


"This is Brother Jing, right?" Yin Yingfeng and Jing Li have never met, but they have heard about his 
benevolence and bravery from his younger brother and Meng Qihe, and they admire him deeply: "What 
are your plans for the future? Of course, after recovering from your injuries and fatigue, after." 
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Jing Li looked at the road ahead to the west. 


"Since we can't hide, we might as well sit back and wait for them." 


Yin Yingfeng raised his long thick eyebrows: "You don't know how many people are coming to kill you 
and what kind of people they are, right?" Seeing Jing Li's nonchalant look, he doubted whether this 
person was too frivolous. 


Jing Li looked at his companions on the horse, and they all looked at him with approval. Yin Yingfeng 
also noticed this look, and felt unreasonable admiration in his heart. 


Jing Li showed his usual challenging smile again. 


"Whoever wants to come, let him come. "This is how the Six Swords of Broken Gate was born." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 115 Volume 11 Swordsman's War 
Postscript 


As a writer of popular serialized stories, there is one aspect in which | am by no means "competent": | 
almost never listen to feedback from readers, and | am an authoritarian in my creation. On social 
networks, we often see suggestions left by readers out of enthusiasm for the work, such as "I like XX so 
much, he should become stronger quickly and have more screen time" or "The fighting is a bit too long", 
there should be more "Emotional drama" and other comments, I'm sorry, you can't influence my 
decision at all. 


It’s not that | haven’t asked readers for their opinions at all. Sometimes for some very technical things, | 
still need to know the readers’ viewing angle. For example, since | practice martial arts myself, | am 
completely unable to judge whether the action scenes are written clearly enough from the perspective 
of a reader who has no knowledge of martial arts. In this case, it is inevitable to collect readers’ 
opinions. But that’s all. When it comes to story layout and presentation, | will strictly guard my own 
defenses. | often think that a writer who cannot absolutely trust himself in these areas is like a tightrope 
walker who begins to doubt his balance, and the moment he falls is not far away. 


This of course does not mean that | do not have readers’ preferences in mind when | write. It's just that 
when | want to decide on a certain plot and writing method, | don't think from the starting point of 
"what readers would like to read the most", but instead think "I will write this thing, or use this method 
to write it, Will readers find it good-looking?" This perspective. The difference between the two is very 
small and subtle, and | firmly believe that this determines whether an author has personality and style. 
A popular writer cannot be too far away from readers, but he must always be in front of readers, rather 
than walking side by side or chasing readers backwards. 


However, for all readers who like to give opinions, you should continue to leave messages as usual. 
Although | am disobedient, | still like to see the enthusiasm you show. If a dictator cannot hear the 
people's protests, he will look very lonely (laughing). 


In addition to special thanks to Diego, our teaching assistants Arnold Narzo and Peachie Baronsaguin; 
Teacher John Chow who has given us kind guidance for more than a year and led this practice; and of 
course my travel companion, my Martial arts brothers Andy, Franky and Matthew. 


Of all the important things in the world, none can be accomplished alone. The same is true for writing, 
and the same is true for practicing martial arts. Over time, you will gradually realize that these 
friendships are more important than the success or failure of doing things. 
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Qiao Jingfu 


June 26, 2012 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 116 


Volume 12 The Tribulation of Weapons and Swords 
Introduction 


The one who is close is the way of heaven and earth. It is used to change yin and yang, to open and close 
at four o'clock, to transform all things, to come out vertically and horizontally, and to rebel again and 
again, this must be the case. 


——"Guiguzi-The No. 1" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 118 Chapter 1 Snake Dive 


In the moonless midnight, Fan Zong was like an experienced snake patiently hunting for food, lurking 
deep in the forest at the foot of Wudang Mountain, walking slowly towards the front. 


Using "snake" to describe Fan Zong's behavior still feels like an insult to him. Fan Zong lowered his body 
and took very wide but slow and gentle steps, crossing the soil covered with branches, leaves, flowers 
and plants in the woods, and each time he stepped down, his feet did not make a sound. It turned out 
that he had utilized the "Tai Chi Listening Force", a sensory technique, in each step, which made him 
even quieter than a snake. 


His figure also blended in with the night better than a snake. Even for a black snake, its scales and skin 
would inevitably reflect light; Fan Zong, however, was covered in a non-reflective, close-fitting black 
cloth coat and turban, and his palms and face were coated with a thick layer of charcoal ash, making him 
look like a weightless shadow in the darkness. 


Only the faintest starlight fell in the woods, slightly illuminating the surrounding area. Fan Zong and his 
two fellow disciples dressed in ordinary clothes behind him were able to move forward almost without 
relying on their eyes, just like three snakes gliding through the gaps in the trees. 


——As the elite "Brown Snake" guarding Wudang Mountain, he knows every tree and stone within a 
five-mile radius below the mountain. 


The three of them used Wudang Qinggong to sneak in, and their low-slung gait is exactly the same. 


--When people think of light kung fu, they only think of flying steps, or the swiftness of climbing over 
walls, but they don't know that all kinds of transcendent kung fu that are adapted to the situation 
actually belong to the Qing Gong category. 


As they crossed the woods, they vaguely maintained an asymmetrical triangular formation. Both the 
front, rear, and left sides could guard each other. The two at the back were especially focused on 
protecting the two sides and rear of the pioneer Fan Zong. 
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Fan Zong remained expressionless in the darkness. The limbs of the body are also under perfect control, 
and there is no trace of tension or anxiety. 


But in his heart there was a surge of blood. 


--Everything | have done in this life, nineteen years of hard training in Wudang, all for such a moment. 


It was so dark that almost nothing could be seen. However, what Fan Zong recalled instantly was a 
sunny morning five years ago. 


That day, he killed a woman. 


It was on the eve of the day he officially donned the Wudang sect's "Brown Snake" Taoist uniform. 


OOOO 


It was a strange day. When Fan Zong woke up to freshen up and was ready to go for a morning run with 
his fellow members of the "First Snake Tao" as usual, the vice master, Shi Xing Hao, came to take him 
away. 


Among the three major divisions of Wudang, the "First Snake Path" has always been under the direct 
control of the Sect Master. Shi Xinghao was in charge of the "Zhen Gui Dao", something that had already 
begun when the previous Master Gong Sun Qing was alive, and had nothing to do with the "First Snake 


Dao". 


After joining Wudang, Fan Zong demonstrated his high potential in light kung fu at an early stage, and 
was therefore sent to the First Snake Path for further study. However, he did not neglect the training of 
other martial arts, and soon realized his talent in light kung fu, especially in weaponry, daggers, and 
fists. He had practiced regularly with his elder brothers in Zhen Gui Dao, and had received basic training 
in Tai Chi Chuan, but had never been instructed by the Master and Vice-Master themselves. 


So Fan Zong was surprised when the aged face with the lower half of his covered with a gauze scarf 
appeared in front of the door of the First Snake Path's dormitory. 
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"Follow me." Shi Xinghao glanced at the two flying swords worn by Fan Zong on his belt. He didn't 
explain anything, but said this in a voice with a special wind sound. 


Fan Zong didn't ask. It has been four years since he was selected to join the "First Snake Path" and he 
has long since learned that he must silently accept any instructions from his master without raising any 
questions. 


——This kind of mental training is very different from the open atmosphere in which other Wudang 
disciples can raise objections and communicate with each other at any time during their training. 
Therefore, "Shou She Dao" disciples always have difficulty getting along with their fellow disciples on 
Wudang Mountain. 


Fan Zong silently followed Shi Xing Hao, walked out of the mountain gate, and picked up the steps down 
Wudang Mountain. Fan Zong's thoughts fluctuated as he walked, after all, he had not been down the 
mountain for many years. 


——Am | going to be sent as a garrisoned spy somewhere today? But it doesn't look like it. There’s no 
reason why I’m not allowed to take anything away... 


Arriving at the foot of the mountain, they walked westward along the path through the woods for more 
than an hour. Fan Zong knew that Shi Xinghao was testing his patience, but he didn't realize that Vice 
Master Shi was actually observing his martial arts - through the sound of his footsteps. 


As a top "Tai Chi" fighter of Wudang School, Shi Xinghao judged that Fan Zong's "Ladder Cloud Vertical 
Flying" lightweight kung fu, which is a combination of listening and transforming forces, was well 
practiced just by the sound of his footsteps and the speed at which he was walking, and he secretly 
appreciated it in his heart. As for Fan Zong's flying swords, daggers, fists and kicks, Shi Xinghao had 
already secretly observed them in the martial arts training ground. 


So when he walked to the middle of a deserted road, Shi Xinghao said his second sentence of the day: 


"Do as | say. After today, you will be the Brown Snake." 


1969 


Fan Zong was so excited that his eyes were slightly moist. Of course, it's not that he never imagined that 
he would have the opportunity to serve as a "Brown Snake" - being able to evaluate everything 
objectively and accurately is a necessary qualification for serving as a "Snake Path" spy, without which it 
was impossible to judge the truth of the situation. This also included judging his own kung fu. FFan Zong 
was very sure of his own worth. 


But a lifelong dream is about to become a reality, and even the calmest spy can't suppress his 
excitement. Finally they reached a populated place again. The path went downhill and connected with a 
wide suburban road that extended from Shangxi Town in the southwest. Although the town is small, it is 
a nearby farming and harvesting place. The suburban road here is only two miles away from the town, 
and sparse travelers can be seen in the distance. 


Shi Xinghao stopped at this time, put his fists in his sleeves as usual, and stood under a big tree on the 
hillside. 


He said the third sentence of the day. 


"Go down the road toward the town to the west. Kill the sixth person you meet on the way." At this 
moment, Fan Zong looked at Shi Xinghao blankly. Shi Xinghao's face towel fluttered slightly with the 
breeze. The wrinkled eyes showed neither a trace of evil murderous intent nor any pressure or 
momentum to make Fan Zong submit. 


It was as calm as if he was just telling Fan Zong a fact. 


Fan Zong instantly understood what the truth was. 


To be able to do anything for the Wudang Sect, to kill anyone. This was the most important qualification 
for becoming a Brown Snake - not martial arts, not the ability to lurk, but this kind of determination. 


At the same time, Fan Zong also understands. Why the one who brought him out today was not Master 
Yao, but Shi Xinghao. 
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--That man, who gathered all the light in his body, can't be stained by this kind of darkness. 


Fan Zong gently pulled out the flying sword from his waist, held it behind his back and hid the blade 
inside his arm, and walked down the hillside without saying a word. He did not imagine or pray in his 
heart who would die under this dagger. Male or female, old or child, rich or poor, healthy or disabled, it 
makes no difference. 


They are all just a piece of brick paving the way for Wudang to become "invincible". 


OOOO 


Fan Zong didn't need to look back at the two disciples behind him at this moment to sense their 
presence. In the dark irregular terrain, the two of them always maintained a constant distance and 
orientation from Fan Zong. This was a tacit understanding developed through long-term practice. 


——Also because they are all burdened with the same things. 


Fan Zong never asked them who they killed "that day". They didn't ask him either. These things are 
never discussed among the only nine "brown snakes" in Wudang Mountain today. 


Li Yichen, who is on Fan Zong's back left, is slightly stronger than Fan Zong, but his Qinggong steps are 
still nimble and silent. The palms of his hands were wrapped in thin strips of leather that reached up to 
his forearms. Li Yichen is the number one boxing master in "Brown Snake". He is good at "Wudang 
Mianquan" and grappling skills, and has superb skills in blocking hidden weapons. Although he had not 
yet practiced Tai Chi Chuan, he was no match for many Tai Chi fighters in the department because of his 
speedy footwork. 


On the other side, Tian Yan, just like Fan Zong, was slim (a characteristic of the disciples of the Shou 
Snake Dao), and he was good at saber and concealed weapons at the same time. He did not carry a 
saber this night to make it easier for him to walk around, but the inside of his black belt was full of 
diamond darts. Tian Yan was older than Fan Zong, and became the "Brown Snake" earlier. 
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However, both of them had entrusted by Fan Zong with the important task of being the vanguards. 
Since the departure of that strange genius Wujihong seven years ago, there has been no recognized 
leader of the Brown Snakes. In the past two to three years, Fan Zong's flying sword skills have gradually 
become more prominent than those of the others, and he has also shown his amazing ability in real 
combat when he was defending the Headmaster in the battle of Xi'an, and he has become a new leader 
among the nine of them. 


Fan Zong knew how important his mission was, so he immediately gathered his emotions and continued 
to walk through the forest. Li and Tian also matched his speed. 


The three of them gradually approached the northern edge of the forest. Fan Zong saw a faint light in 
the distance ahead. People who spend a lot of time in the dark occasionally have visions of light and 
shadows, but the specially trained Brown Snake with his steel nerves is an exception. Fan Zong decided 
that it was a real fire. 


The enemy formation is just ahead. 


Fan Zong and others slowed down their pace, pressed their bodies even lower, and walked another fifty 
paces or so before stopping behind a tree trunk. 


They saw several piles of firewood on the ground outside the forest, reflecting the silhouettes of people. 
The light of the flames was reflected everywhere on those people, and they were all covered in metal. 


It's armor and weapons. 


The three of them soon got used to the bright light, and they could see the situation outside the forest 
more clearly: the enemy's sentry post was erected with a dozen or so man-sized wooden arrow shields, 
which not only served as cover, but also prevented people from rushing into the formation at once; 


Figures wearing pointed helmets with red tassels walked among the wooden signs, all neatly clad, and 
the iron pieces on the armor robes made a grinding sound as they moved, which was clearly audible in 
this quiet night. 


In addition to the usual belt swords and rattan shields, almost every one of these soldiers had a long 
pole in his hand or beside him, but the front end of that pole was not a saber or a spear, it was a section 
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of copper, bulging into a ball in the center, and in front of it was a tube cast in the shape of a bamboo 
tube. 


The long poles carried by about twenty soldiers among them were even more peculiar. There was not 
just one copper pole on the front end, but three poles close together in the shape of the word "pin". At 
first glance, they mighy be thought as some kind of grand musical instruments. 


However, the three Wudang disciples hiding in the forest knew that these long poles were murderous 
objects that should not be taken lightly. 


The army guarding the northern foot of Wudang Mountain is none other than the Shenji Battalion of the 
Imperial Guard in the capital, which is among the most elite in the world today, and even the Mongolian 
cavalry are frightened by them. 


The Wudang Sect has lived in the mountains for many years and practiced hard. No one has truly seen 
the power of firearms and cannons. Only an old pyrotechnician who was a soldier had seen the test 
firing of large iron cannons from a distance when he was young. 


"The power of a blink of an eye... |, an old man who has never read a book, can't describe it. At that 
time, | just thought: This thing is not man-made..." 


Shenjiying is the most powerful trump card of the imperial court. Even if it is fighting against border 
invaders, it will not be used easily. This time, it came all the way south to deal with a martial arts sect in 
the mountains. Fan Zong remembered that he once heard his teacher Xinghao say that the emperor's 
temperament was based on his whim, and his actions were absurd and unreasonable. It was indeed 
true. 


Ever since the Wudang Sect had lost contact with the overseas disciples of the First Snake Path over the 
past three months, they knew that something was wrong, and naturally thought of their previous refusal 
of the imperial court's "Imperial Order of Martial Arts". 


Then, ten days ago, a suffocating number of soldiers and banners rolled in from the western side of the 
lower official road at the northern foot of Wudang Mountain and from the other side of the Dan River 
by boat, and quickly set up their camps and formations, blocking all the major mountain roads. 
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The Wudang sect did not yet know which army of the imperial court was coming to conquer them. On 
the next day, a messenger from the army climbed up the mountain and delivered a letter of surrender 
to the Palace of Encountering Truth from Zhang Yong, the governor of the imperial court. 


Although Zhang Yong was one of the "Eight Tigers" who interfered with the government in the early 
years of the Emperor, he later became a major contributor to the slaying of the traitorous eunuch, Liu 
Jin, and was a man of both good and bad character, who knew how to look at the big picture. In this 
expedition to Wudang, half of the Shenji Battalion and 2,500 soldiers were dispatched, plus a thousand 
infantry and cavalry from the Beijing Army Battalion to assist in the defense, so it was as easy as blowing 
dust off to deal even with mere 2,000 to 3,000 martial artists. However, the Divine Mechanism Battalion 
was the most valuable heavenly card of the court, so Zhang never wanted it to suffer any damage, and it 
was best to make the Wudang succumb to the attack without a single shot, so he wrote this letter of 
surrender to give the Wudang faction a last chance. 


——In fact, Zhang Yong had two other calculations in his mind: First, he heard that the emperor once 
loved the Wudang sect very much, and this dispatch of troops might be out of temporary anger. If he 
could capture this "toy" again and give it to the emperor, it would be a great achievement. In addition, 
the main altar of the Wudang Sect, "Yuzhen Palace", was built under the imperial decree of Emperor 
Yongle. In the event of a battle, Shenji Battalion may be forced to attack by force. At that time, the 
Taoist Palace was damaged by artillery fire, and he may also be blamed by the emperor. 


That morning, five envoys of the imperial army, fully clothed in armor and carrying long swords on their 
waists, carried a letter written by Zhang Yong and climbed the mountain holding the brocade-woven 
flying tiger flag. 


The five Imperial Guards envoys were all in high spirits when they set foot on the mountain road - 
although the military of the imperial court is now depleted, and the local guards are indiscriminately 
filling up their numbers, and even have a large number of personnel shortages, the imperial guard 
regiment in the capital has always been the best in the world, and all the sergeants are there. Tjeu are 
the best choice among a hundred, and their training is very rigorous. They have made great 
achievements in border defense battles and has rich combat experience. 


However, when they entered the "Palace of Encounters", their bodies involuntarily changed. 


The armor of the five of them issued a tremor sound at the same time. 
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Especially when Ye Chenyuan stood in front of them and received the letter of surrender, the trembling 
sound was even stronger. 


When the messenger handed over the letter, not a single word was uttered out of the words he had 
originally prepared to convey. The comrades looked at each other and left the "Palace of Encountering 
the Truth" as fast as they could flee. 


Yao Lian Zhou read the letter of surrender word by word from beginning to end. When he learned that 
the court had sent the most elite Divine Mechanism Battalion, he sneered and said: 


"The emperor hates us so much." 


Yao Lianzhou, Ye Chenyuan and Shi Xinghao, along with a group of senior and more resourceful 
disciples, including Jiang Yunlan, Gui Danlei, Chen Daixiu, Fan Zong. ...... and more than ten other people, 
immediately discussed the strategy in the True Immortal Hall. 


Of course, they were not talking about whether or not to accept the surrender. "We can climb a little 
higher." 


The first to propose this strategy was Chen Daixiu, the most meticulous person in the "Zhengui Dao". 


"The imperial army uses artillery, and it must carry a lot of equipment and stuff. It is not easy to climb 
the mountain, and it is impossible to set up a favorable formation on the narrow tunnel." 


Everyone understood Chen Daixiu's countermeasure: the location of "Yuzhen Palace" was too close to 

the foot of the mountain. If the Wudang Sect abandoned it and temporarily moved it to Taoist temples 
and palaces higher up the mountain for fortification, it would definitely cause a huge headache for the 
Imperial Army. 


What Chen Daixiu said is undoubtedly the right way to fight. But in the Wudang Sect, "correctness" is 
not the only consideration. 
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Yao Lianzhou held up the letter of surrender in his hand, which had already been crumpled into a 
bundle. 


"Although this letter contains a lot of nonsense, it also tells me one thing." Yao Lianzhou's pupils shone 
sharply as he said: "It reveals what they are afraid of..." 


So Fan Zong and the members of the "Brown Snake" arrived in front of the enemy camp late at night. 


In addition to Fan Zong, there was also a group of three "Brown Snakes" who also fled northwest to the 
other end of the Forbidden Army camp. Fan Zong and the other three saw clearly that the sentry 
sergeants in front did not move, and obviously did not notice their arrival, so they began to approach 
forward, their footwork and movements more gentle and cautious than before. 


As they walked, Fan Zong kept observing each other and visually checking the number of soldiers. There 
were about eighty to a hundred people, the same number as the previous two nights. 


This is the third night that the Wudang Brown Snakes have infiltrated the enemy lines. They patiently 
searched for gaps in the enemy's defenses and penetrated the camp under the cover of darkness, 
moving around like ghosts to investigate. They never let the other side find any trace of them until they 
left - the fact that the forbidden army had not yet increased the number of night sentries and their 
deployment was proof. 


Fan Zong and the others moved to the right, where a shallow, dry ditch beyond the forest was just 
enough to keep them out of sight of the sentries. That was where they had sneaked in the previous two 
nights. 


By the time they reached the mouth of the shallow ditch, the dozen or so soldiers standing in the 
outermost bed were less than twenty paces away. But the Brown Snake's light footwork was too quiet, 
and with the cover of the bushes beside the ditch, the soldiers had no way of realizing that three big 
men were crossing right in front of their eyes. 
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On the way, Tian Yan kept his eyes on the sentry who was closest to him. He moved the fingers of his 
right hand in the air a few times. 


At such a distance, Tian Yan's dart could have plunged into the soldier's throat at any time. It was a great 
satisfaction to have the life of another person at one's fingertips. 


But he could not do anything. Killing the enemy was not the mission of the Brown Snake today. If only 
one soldier of the forbidden army was killed, wounded, or missing, the mission would be a failure, and 
all the adventures of the past few nights would have been in vain. 


Tian Yan could only suppress his murderous intent and follow Fan Zong as he continued to climb into the 
shallow ditch. 


It was early fall in September, and the summer heat was still lingering. The "Brown Snake" had to use up 
a lot of energy to sneak around like this, and after entering the barracks of the forbidden army, the 
three of them were already drenched in sweat under their tight-fitting black clothes. 


Now that they were deep in the enemy camp, they were even more cautious. They stopped for a rest, 
dried their palms and faces with cloth towels, and then took out the bag of charcoal ashes they had 
brought with them to replenish them. 


After the three of them made sure that they had finished organizing themselves, Fan Zong quietly asked, 
"Do you remember the terrain? 


Tian Yan and Li Yi Chen nodded. They had already memorized the map of the enemy position that they 
had drawn two days ago. 


Fan Zong pointed to the northeastern corner of the camp. That was the area they were searching 
tonight. 


The three of them started walking again. Although there are patrolling sentries in the camp, because 
there are many shelters between the tents, it is easier for them to sneak than in the wild. The most 
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important thing to guard against is soldiers suddenly walking out of the tents. At this time, the warning 
of the senses and the observation attentively are more important than any footwork and skill, and 
cannot be ignored in the slightest. 


Fan Zong looked at the layout of the camp, and couldn't help but laugh in his heart: the opponent is an 
elite forbidden army, but rather favorable for us to sneak in - if it were a normal army, the soldiers 
would all be sleeping on the ground under the sky, where would there be so many tents? 


After crossing the first row of tents, the three of them immediately dispersed and searched separately 
according to the routes agreed in advance. 


What they are looking for is the gunpowder brought by Shenji Camp. 


Although the Wudang Sect has no knowledge of military affairs, common sense can infer that since the 
Shenji Battalion uses magic guns and cannons as its main force, it must bring a large amount of 
gunpowder. Its inventory is the lifeblood of this most advanced army in the world. 


--In fact, the whole battalion of the Shenji camp had more than 10,000 catties of gunpowder; although 
only half of the battalion was deployed this time, and the equipment was also lightly reduced, but the 
gunpowder brought to Wudang Mountain was still nearly 4,000 catties. 


Gunpowder is extremely dangerous, so it is impossible for the Divine Mechanism Battalion to centralize 
the storage of gunpowder in one place; however, it is difficult to supervise the gunpowder if it is spread 
out too much and it is easy to cause accidents, so the arsenal must be controlled within a certain 
number. 


The mission of Wudang's "Brown Snake" is to uncover all or at least most of the gunpowder stockpiles 
without the enemy's knowledge, and then destroy them with a single detonation! 


"Eunuch Zhang wrote this letter in good faith, but it was leaked between the lines. ...... "Yao Lianzhou 
said at the meeting three days earlier, holding up the letter of surrender, "The Shengji Camp is a 
treasure that the Emperor Zhu Houzhao and the Ming court hold dear, and we would not want to see it 
harmed. 
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Note: Founded in the Yongle Dynasty of the early Ming Dynasty, the Shengji Battalion was the world's 
earliest purpose-built firearms unit. It was not until 1510 (five years before this chapter's story) that the 
establishment of Spanish fire-fighting soldiers appeared in Europe. 


Yao Lianzhou's expression at that time was the same as when he was alone on Huashan Mountain that 
day; ignoring the overwhelming number of powerful enemies, he showed his absolute calmness when 
he could only fight with all his heart. 


"We cannot, of course, defeat the court, but we have the power to put them in pain and fear; to show 
them the terrible price of their enmity with Wudang; and to teach them never to dare to speak our 
name again." 


"Let them know clearly that Wudang is unconquerable." 


Yao Lianzhou was not familiar with military science, but only used his knowledge and intuition of the 
martial arts to apply to military strategy, but it was very correct - to use 300 disciples on Wudang 
Mountain to repel the 4,000 or so well-equipped forbidden soldiers, this was the most effective tactic. 


But it is also extremely difficult. If you want to sneak into the enemy's camp for several consecutive 
nights to investigate, not only must you escape unscathed, but you must not leave a trace that could 
lead to suspicion - otherwise the enemy will immediately change the location where the gunpowder is 
stored and increase their vigilance, making all the previous efforts in vain. Looking around the Wudang 
disciples, only "Brown Snake" can take on this important task. 


--Back then, Gongsun Qing had carefully reorganized the structure of the Wudang disciples, establishing 
the "First Snake Way" and selecting the "Brown Snake" for special training, which proved to be very far- 
sighted. 


After the inspection of the first two nights, Fan Zong already knew the characteristics of the tent where 
gunpowder was stored in the Shenji Camp: it was separated by a certain distance from the large tent 
where soldiers rested. The tent was made of thick material and was not easy to ignite. There are many 
wooden barrels filled with sand outside the tent for emergency fire extinguishing. 


One more will suffice. Fan Zong thought to himself. They had located seven powder magazines over the 


previous two nights. Tonight, his team and another group of "Brown Snakes" from the northwest only 
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need to search for one more gunpowder magazine each, and the nine locations will have evenly covered 
the enemy camp. If they are detonated again tomorrow night, it will be enough to cause chaos in the 
entire army; the gunpowder in the Shenji camp was destroyed, and the magical cannons brought with 
them were just like heavy decorations, and the soldiers who had lost their firearms would have to face 
the swords of the Wudang School directly if they wanted to fight again. 


And hand-to-hand combat is definitely the world of the Wudang School. 


——Now there is only one step left. Tomorrow night, we will set off a huge fireworks display of victory 
at the foot of Wudang Mountain! 


Fan Zong passed between the three patrol guards like a ghost, his skills and face were as calm as ever, 
but his blood was boiling inside. 


For many years, in order to contribute to Wudang's hegemony, the "First Snake Road" has been 
relegated to the shadows, silently watching their fellow members of the Soldier's Crow Road fight in the 
north and the south, or the "Turtle Town Road" display their skills in front of the Imperial Court, 
enjoying the greatest honor. 


However, this time is different. If the raid is successful, the biggest crisis of the Wudang sect in the past 
two centuries will be repelled by the "First Snake Road", and it will be the nine men of the "Brown 
Snake" who will defeat the most powerful and the most sophisticated army in the world. The fame of 
Wudang has since shone through the ages. It is truly "invincible". 


Thinking of this, Fan Zong suddenly remembered the third Deputy Head of the Wudang Mountain. 


--| remember hearing him say something similar ...... He said: If you don't dare to challenge the authority 
of the court, how can you call yourself "invincible" ...... ? 


Fan Zong closed his eyes and bit his lip, trying his best to get rid of the impression of Deputy Head Shang 
in his mind, and then proceeded to investigate the location of the gunpowder magazine. 
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He had agreed with Tian Yan and Li Yichen that they could only search the camp for six quarters, and 
then they would meet at the place where they left just now. (Disciples of the "First Snake Path" are 
specially trained to count the time when they are on the move, without relying on any signs). The length 
of this search is already the limit, otherwise it will be more dangerous and they may not be able to get 
out of the enemy's camp before the morning light appears. 


Note: A quarter of an hour is fifteen minutes in modern times, and six quarters is one and a half hours. 


Fan Zong avoided several groups of sentinels, and even encountered soldiers who came out of the camp 
to relieve themselves. He was not discovered under the protection of darkness. The fourth time he 
wrote the word "engraved" on his palm, half an hour had passed. There is not much time left, but the 
location of the gunpowder magazine has not yet been discovered. He could only hope that the other 
two would discover something. 


At this moment, Fan Zong finally touched an unusually heavy tent. With his heart beating slightly faster, 
he slowly dived towards the front of the tent. Glancing at it from the side corner, he saw two soldiers 
sitting in front of the tent, with no lights, but only the campfire farther away for illumination. Fan Zong 
looked more closely and saw that both of them were armed with sabers and shields, but no handguns or 
firearms. Beside them were a dozen wooden barrels on the ground. 


Based on previous experience, Fan Zong was 90% certain that this camp was another gunpowder depot. 
The circle of the earth that he memorized in his mind. 


He firmly marked this position, and at the same time stepped back with lighter and quieter steps than 
before, preparing to return to the rendezvous point. All reconnaissance has been completed. 


--Tomorrow night, another glorious page will be added to the history of the Wudang Sect. 


But before Fan Zong was five steps away from the tent, he suddenly heard a series of strange sounds. 


Like firecrackers, but with greater explosive weight? Coming from far to the northwest. 


Fan Zong's heart instantly felt like sinking into ice water. 
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All his efforts and preparations over the past three nights had collapsed in a flash. 


Was the "Brown Snake" responsible for the northwest search discovered and attacked? Or was it just a 
mistake made by soldiers from a certain Shenji Battalion out of suspicion? Or even just accidentally fired 
the gun? This is no longer important. 


What mattered was that the enemy army would be on the alert and searching for signs of Wudang 
invasion. If the generals of the forbidden army are good at fighting, they will have to change the 
deployment and guarding of the gunpowder stockpile as a precautionary measure. ...... 


In other words, the Brown Snake's sneak attack tactics had been ruined. 


At this moment, Fan Zong remembered that there was still a traitor lurking in the Wudang Sect. Could it 
be that someone had tipped them off? However, the operation was extremely secretive, and the only 
people who knew about it were the dozen or so people who attended the meeting in the Hall of True 
Immortals and the Brown Snake who was responsible for the execution. Fan Zong had absolute trust in 
all of them. "The Brown Snake's movements in the Wudang mountains were already secretive, and 
there was no reason for this infiltration mission to be known by his fellow Wudang disciples - this was 
also a major reason why Yao Lianzhou decided to use "The Brown Snake" instead of the usual " First 
Snake Road" light-weight kung fu masters. 


Whether it was the work of a traitor or a fellow disciple's mistake, Fan Zong was unable to make a 
judgment. The situation is now in a state of confusion. Not to mention the success or failure of the 
surprise attack, even whether the Brown Snakes could escape unharmed was still unknown. 


This is a great test of Fan Zong's judgment, just as the last time he saved Master Yao in Xi'an. 


And he makes a decision right away. 


--The enemy has a gunpowder magazine right in front of him. Seize the remaining time to inflict 
maximum damage on the enemy! 
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Once he has made up his mind, Brown Snake has no hesitation in transforming himself from a scout to 
an assassin. 


Fan Zong's figure was like the wind, darting towards the door of the gunpowder storehouse, and at the 
same time, his hands had already reached under his belt. 


The two infantrymen of the forbidden army who were responsible for guarding had just heard the 
sound of a distant gun, and before they knew what was happening. They were raising their shields and 
drawing out their sabers. Two sharp gusts of wind had passed over the top edge of the shields and shot 
into their throats. The time difference is just a slap in the face. 


Although the soldiers of the forbidden army were protected by excellent armor, they could not cover 
their bodies completely. Under Fan Zong's concealed weapon skill, it was no different from a wooden 
man hitting a target for practice. 


In order to reduce the weight, Fan Zong only brought two proud flying swords, which were mainly used 
as melee daggers. The rest were lighter iron darts, but they were equally deadly when hitting vital 
points, and before the two men could cry out for help, the iron darts were nailed deep into their throats, 
they coughed up blood, their swords and shields fell from their hands, and their bodies in armor 
collapsed. 


Fan Zong didn't pause for a moment to send out darts and rushed into the barracks in one gulp. Inside 
the tent, it was pitch dark, so he just reached out and grabbed the closest one in the tent, guessing that 
it must be filled with gunpowder. Immediately, he pulled out his short sword from the outer side of his 
tied leg, and pounded through the seal and the wooden plug, and sprinkled out the gunpowder. 


He was about to throw a fuse for lighting outside the tent door, but he heard a dozen pairs of legs 
wearing combat boots rushing towards this direction, and they were very close. 


There was not enough time to create a fuse that could explode the powder magazine and still be far 
enough away to escape safely. You can only choose one of the two. 


Fan Zong touched the small tube of fire-flame he kept in his lapel. For a brief moment, he thought of 
giving his life in exchange for this penetration. 
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But he remembered what Master Yao had said before the first night's attack. 


"Just as the Sheng Ji Camp was to the court, the Brown Snake is a treasure of the Wudang School." Yao 
Lianzhou said, "None of our martial arts have ever sought victory through death. Unless you are certain 
that there is no way out, it would not be worthwhile for the Wudang Sect to trade any one of you for 
ten cannons or a hundred soldiers." 


Absolute obedience to the orders of the Headmaster - this principle was like a law carved in iron for the 
Brown Snake. 


Fan Zong turned around and rushed out of the gunpowder magazine, and saw many soldiers coming 
from two directions. The guarding system of the Divine Mechanism Camp was indeed stricter than that 
of the general army, and there were special guards to reinforce the stronghold at the first sign of 
trouble. 


——In fact, Fan Zong saw the discipline of the Forbidden Army in these three nights. Without the 
extremely light skill of "Ladder Cloud Zong", ordinary people would never be able to invade this camp. 


Both infantrymen wore only short cloth armor and carried rattan shields and sabers, their light attire 
was obviously for quick reaction in the camp. On each side, two men carried the safer tin lanterns, 
slightly behind to prevent accidental ignition of the gunpowder. 


By the light, the soldier could already see the two comrades lying in front of the gunpowder warehouse 
tent, as well as the black shadow that had just jumped out. Under double attack, Fan Zong had no 
chance to escape. He waved his left hand and threw a large handful of things at the soldiers coming 
from the south. In the silence, the soldiers felt a large handful of sand-like objects thrown in front of 
them. They cried out in extreme panic and immediately stopped moving forward. 


Fan Zong took advantage of this rare opportunity and crossed in front of them. One of the infantrymen 
standing closest instinctively slashed at Fan Zong's figure with a knife. But the moment before the hit, 
Fan Zong's black-clothed body hunched its belly and arched its back like a cat, and the tip of the knife 
passed two inches from his abdomen. Fan Zong did not pause. The dagger held in his right hand was 
slashed sharply at the same time. The blade accurately cut into the unprotected inner side of the elbow 
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of the infantryman, cutting the tendon. Blood sprayed in the dark night, and the infantryman screamed 
miserably. The lower arm hangs softly, and the waist knife falls to the ground. 


The infantrymen were frightened by Fan Zong, thinking that what he was throwing was gunpowder, 
which might accidentally cause an explosion, so they took cover and gave Fan Zong a chance to escape. 
When they were sure that it was actually the fire-extinguishing sand that Fan Zong had caught in front of 
the tent, their panic turned into rage. They immediately formed a team with their comrades on the 
other side and chased Fan Zong. 


Fan Zong took two steps, but without turning around, his left arm fell backwards from below, and there 
was a Sharp sound of breaking wind in his hand! 


Two iron darts were shot out in this strange way without warning. One was nailed to the thick cloth on 
the chest of an infantryman without penetrating the flesh; the other was pierced into another man's 
cheek. 


Fan Zong's method of sending darts does not use eyes, it is all done by feeling. It is not completely 
accurate, and it is just to deter the pursuers. Although the dart to the face was not fatal, the soldier still 
covered his face in pain and fell down. The others were so frightened that they raised their shields to 
protect their faces. With the shield raised like this, the pace of pursuit slowed down even more, and Fan 
Zong distanced himself in the blink of an eye. 


Fan Zong ran at full speed to the previously agreed place, hoping to meet Tian Yan and Li Yichen and 
escape together. 


Although the soldiers of the Forbidden Army were elite athletes, they were wearing armor and carrying 
weapons and shields. If they simply competed in terms of pace, Fan Zong would be able to leave them 
behind in a few moves. 


However, Fan Zong could not escape from the camp in a straight line. Soldiers coming out of their tents 
could be heard everywhere, ready to block his way, so Fan Zong could only keep dodging and weaving 
his way between the camp and the accounts. Fortunately, it was still late at night and Fan Zong could 
not be easily seen in the darkness. On the contrary, he could see the lanterns and torches carried by the 
soldiers in advance and bypassed the interception one by one. 
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However, more and more soldiers had been awakened, gradually blocking the passage between the 
camp and the accounts. Fan Zong could not stop for a moment, he had to escape before the net was 
tightened. 


Finally, he reached the outermost row of the barracks. Fan Zong looked with his excellent night vision 
and saw Tian Yan crouching beside a pile of crates, while Li Yichen, whose kung fu was a bit inferior to 
Fan and Tian's, had also appeared from the north, also with a large group of pursuers behind him. 


The three "Brown Snakes" had been training each other night and day, and had a very good 
understanding of each other. Seeing that his two companions had arrived, Tian Yan immediately leaped 
out of his hiding place and ran towards the trench in the south, and when he was about twenty paces 
away from the mouth of the trench, he swung both his arms forward at the same time!! 


There were four Shenji camp sentries guarding the entrance of the ditch, holding long-handed guns. 
They were raising torches to see what was going on, when suddenly something happened in front of 
them. 


A black shadow flashed out, but before they could see what it was, a few darts had already entered the 
faces of three of them, and it was the six darts issued by Tian Yan's hands! 


Tian Yan stacked the darts and threw them together. Of course, the power was not as accurate as usual 
when he concentrated on one dart, but considering the weak points such as the eyes, throat and neck, it 
still made the three Shengji gunners scream and fall down! 


The other one, who was not hit by the darts, saw Tian Yan rushing towards him and hurriedly used his 
handgun as a hammer and swung it at Tian Yan's forehead! 


But Tian Yan suddenly disappeared in front of him. 


Taking advantage of his running momentum, Tian Yan jumped on the ground, flashed his body to a 
height below his waistband, flew forward against the ground, dodged the swing of the heavy gun, and in 
the process, struck the gunner's left knee with his left shoulder. How could the knee joint of the 
gunman, who was swinging with all his strength, withstand such a full-body impact from the side? His 
knee and leg made the sound of tendons cracking, and he tumbled to the ground, crying out in pain. 
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At the same time when Tian Yan instantly cleared the obstacles in front of him, Fan Zong and Li Yichen 
had already rushed to him, and the three of them did not even stop to look at each other before they 
continued to run towards the trench. 


Just before they were about to enter the shallow ditch, Fan Zong caught a glimpse of a large group of 
torches at the left rear, about 40 paces away from them. 


In the midst of the firelight, there were many people side by side, either kneeling or standing, all holding 
something in their hands. 


Fan Zong had never seen the use of firearms in the Sheng Ji Camp, but his intuition told him that it was 
very bad. 
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There was a series of uneven popping sounds, much heavier and more violent than the firecrackers at a 
festival. It was as if the void was suddenly torn apart. For the first time in his life, Fan Zong realized the 
true power of that strange killing weapon. 


For a martial artist who believed in the body and the sword, it was as if he had suddenly entered an 
unknown world. 
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Lecture on the Great Dao Jin Sword Hall - 36 


The Shenji Battalion was one of the three major battalions of the Ming Dynasty's Imperial Guard. It was 
an elite force specializing in the management and use of firearms in combat. This independently 
organized gun and artillery camp was the most advanced in the world at the time. As early as the 
founding of the Ming Dynasty, Ming Taizu Zhu Yuanzhang's team had already used a large number of 
various firearms; in the eighth year of Yongle, Ming Taizong (Chengzu) Zhu Di obtained the method of 
making magical guns and cannons during his expedition to the South of Jiaozhi (today's Vietnam). This 
unit came in handy during the later expedition to Mobei. It used artillery in conjunction with regular 
infantry and cavalry to exert great power, and has since become a treasure of the Beijing army. 


The guns and artillery used by the Shenji Battalion included hand guns, multi-eyed guns, Dalianzhu 
cannons, bowl-kou guns, Zhankou general cannons, etc. In the middle and late Ming Dynasty, black guns 
and Franco machine guns whose manufacturing methods were obtained from the West were added. 


The Shenji handgun is the main firearm for individual soldiers. It has a copper body mounted on the 
front of a long wooden handle and is held in hand. Loading is complicated and slow. The body is heavy 
and cannot be raised to eye level for aiming. It is fired by igniting a fire twist. The timing and accuracy 
are not as good as the later lightweight arquebus. Therefore, the magic gunners must fire as a team in 
order to produce the power to kill the enemy. The soldiers in the back row are also responsible for 
loading gunpowder and lead to increase the speed of continuous shooting. 


In order to speed up shooting and reduce the time required for loading, the design of multi-eye 
handguns also appeared. The most famous one is the three-eye gun, which has three gun tubes 
arranged in rows with the character "4m" in it. According to the situation, the tubes can be fired one by 


one. You can also twist three tubes of fire together to ignite a salvo. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 119 Chapter 2: Sword and Fire 


Li Yichen, who was walking on the left side of Fan Zong, suffered from blood spatters on his waist, ribs 
and shoulders under the volley of fire from the divine gunners. His body was shaken and fell as if he had 
been hit by a heavy punch. Fan Zong helped him from the side in time, but his palms felt wet. At the 
same time, he felt that the strong Li Yichen's whole body was shaking. "Keep...keep walking!" Li Yichen 
spat out this sentence between his teeth, and stepped forward with his legs, but it felt like lead weights 
were tied to his feet, and he could no longer summon the energy to perform his famous "Tinyun Zong". 


Fan Zong and Tian Yan grabbed Li Yichen's clothes and pulled him forward, hoping to bring him into the 
cover of the trench first. They hoped in their hearts that Li Yichen just couldn't hold on to that tone for a 
while, and maybe he could escape again after taking a short while. 


——He is the "First Snake Way" of Wudang. Even if he only has one leg, he will not lose to these 
soldiers... 


However, they underestimated the destructive power of the gun. The lead bullet that entered Li 
Yichen's waist had already torn open deep inside his internal organs. 


At this time, Fan Zong caught a glimpse of the Shenji Battalion's musketry team making another move: 
just after the volley had been fired, the musketeers in the front row immediately handed the still 
smoking muskets to the second row, and at the same time received another batch that had been 
loaded, and once again assumed the position of holding the pistol and aiming at the three of them, with 
the left hand used the hot iron bar to ignite the twist on the pistol. 


Li Yichen did not look back, but from Fan Zong's action, he knew that a second round of attack was 
coming. 


At the same time, only he knew how fast and far his body could go. 


--It was impossible to return to Wudang Mountain. 


As a "Brown Snake", he had to make the most calm and objective judgment at all times. 
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So he used the Wudang sect's martial arts for the last time in his life - "Wudang Pushing Mountain 
Palm". 


Both palms were printed on the armpits of Fan Zong and Tian Yan. 


Li Yichen was the first person in the "Brown Snake" to fight with bare hands. His fists were usually very 
powerful, but at this time, his strength was only 30% to 40% of his usual strength. However, Fan and 
Tian were caught off guard and were struck in the soft area under their armpits, unable to hold onto Li 
Yichen's black clothes for a moment, they were pushed by the power of this palm, and they stumbled 
and flung forward. 


Fan Zong's reaction was the fastest, as soon as his fingers left Li Yichen's clothes, he waved his hand and 
grabbed again, but he only managed to grab his turban off. "Go!" Li Yichen shouted with his last breath, 
at the same time, he stood as straight as he could and expanded his body, blocking in front of his two 
fellow disciples. 


The sound of the second volley of gunfire tore through the night sky again. 


Fan Zong and Tian Yan didn't look back, they just took advantage of Li Yichen's thrust to accelerate and 
jumped forward into the shallow ditch. Fan Zong put Li Yichen's scarf into his lapel. 


--Silently accepting that gesture is the highest tribute to the sacrifice of one's companion. 


Just after jumping into the shallow ditch, the two of them heard the sound of horses' hooves in the 
distance. 


The Wudang Sect knows very well that no matter how powerful their martial arts are, they still have 
their limits. When fighting against the Shenji Battalion, the biggest threat is the incomparable power of 
artillery, and gunpowder. The second is the rapid pursuit and interception by cavalry, which was a 
weapon that even the best martial arts of the Wudang school could not fight against. 
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Fan Zong and Tian Yan ran along the trench to the end, jumped back to the flat ground with their hands 
and feet, and took advantage of the fact that their pursuers had not yet arrived to escape into the forest 
in one gulp. They were safe for the time being - it was difficult for the cavalry to pursue them at full 
speed into the dark forest. 


A few dozen paces deeper into the dense forest, they saw the firelight of their pursuers behind them. 
Fan and Tian fled in the direction of the foot of Wudang Mountain to the south under the cover of trees. 
Although there were many infantrymen chasing them, they were not as fast as the two "Brown Snake" 
masters, so they did not worry about being caught up. 


Difficulties lie ahead. They had already heard the faint sound of rolling horse hooves outside the woods, 
and judged that a large group of cavalry was galloping around outside to cut off their way up the 
mountain. If the two of them could not escape back to Wudang Mountain immediately and were 
trapped in the woods, it would be difficult for the two of them to escape as soon as daybreak and the 
enemy sent hundreds of infantry to round up and search for them. 


They looked at each other, their minds were connected, and they decided on a countermeasure without 
a word of discussion. Tian Yan took out a wooden whistle from the hidden pocket at the waist of his 
black clothes and blew it with all his strength. 


The long whistle echoed through the woods at the foot of the mountain and into the sky. 


Of course, blowing the whistle like this would reveal their position, but at this moment Fan Zong and 
Tian Yan had no choice. As soon as they blew the whistle, they ran straight to the foot of the mountain 
to the entrance to "Yuzhen Palace" at full speed. 


A large number of infantrymen holding torches behind them heard the sound and chased after them 
even more closely. 


When the two of them reached the edge of the forest. The mountain pass was right in front of them, 
but in front of them was a large row of firelight. It was more than a hundred elite cavalrymen from the 
Three Thousand Battalion of the Forbidden Army who had already formed a formation and completely 
blocked the area around the mountain crossing. Another 60 cavalrymen from the Shen Ji Battalion had 
already dismounted, split into three rows, and set up a firing line towards the forest. 
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Note: The Three Thousand Battalion was one of the three battalions of the Beijing Army in the Ming 
Dynasty. It was an all-cavalry unit. It was originally composed of three thousand Mongolian troops sent 
by Yongle Emperor Zhu Di, hence the name. 


——lf the Forbidden Army had not been attacked late at night, and many of the sleeping soldiers had 
not yet dressed, there would have been more cavalry chasing them; but the current number was more 
than enough to fight off two Wudang warriors - no matter what kind of masters they were. 


The cavalry general in charge was Liang Tingxiong, a former soldier who had won a battle at the border 
and had been elected to the forbidden army's 3,000 battalion of cavalry on the basis of his true ability, 
and who was experienced in bloody battles and skillful in the art of fighting, otherwise he would not 
have been able to spearhead the pursuit and outflank the pass. 


When Liang Tingxiong first received the notification from the capital that the army was to come south to 
attack a martial arts sect, he already thought that the war was ridiculous and thought that it was 
impossible to really start the war. But unexpectedly, the Wudang sect sent men to attack the barracks at 
night! 


--Didn't they see how many men we had hemmed in at the bottom of the hill? How dare they refuse to 
accept the surrender? ...... They are a bunch of crazy people ...... 


Liang Tingxiong does not know: "Crazy" is the highest praise for the Wudang School. 


Although Liang Tingxiong's more than 200 cavalrymen had guarded the main road, the enemy's spies 
could still go around to the foot of the mountain farther east and climb up the rocks. He was already 
planning in his mind that as soon as the infantrymen who had entered the woods to pursue the chase 
arrived, they will be replaced by the defense of this entrance, they then rate the cavalry to seal the 
eastern side of the blockade. The spies who attack at night can only walk on two legs, and the cavalry 
will be able to block their way before they escape into the mountains. It will be dawn soon, and the 
spies will be surrounded in the woods. For the infantry of the Fifth Army Camp it will be like catching 
turtles in an urn... 


But somehow, Liang Tingxiong still felt uneasy - this was the intuition he developed after surviving the 
battlefield. 
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There seems to be one thing | didn't pay attention to... By the way, it was the whistle in the woods just 
now! 


-Who are they going to notify...? 


When Liang Tingxiong thought of this, cold sweat broke out on his back under his armor. 


He raised his sword and hurriedly gave orders to the fifty cavalry on the left wing, because they were 
closest to the mountain pass. 


"Turn around——" 


Before Liang Tingxiong could finish his order, he could already see many figures suddenly appearing 
from the bushes on both sides of the mountain road behind the cavalry, approaching the cavalry with 
unparalleled speed! 


The cavalry's torches reflected the light of dozens of newly added blades. 


The strongest blades in the world, like scaly waves, rolled in the night. 


Several cavalrymen closest to the mountain pass noticed that the enemy was attacking from behind. 
Before they could turn their horses' heads, they hurriedly turned around and raised their shields to meet 
him! 


A bit of cold light was like an arrow, passing through one of the rattan shields that had not yet been 
raised high, and sank into the throat of the cavalryma, with the vigor of twisting silk, brought back the 
spear with the blood-stained red tassel, was none other than the "Wudang Throat-Locking Gun" of the 
good master of the Soldier's Crow Road, Li Dong. 


While the Forbidden Army cavalry coughed up blood and fell from the saddle, more Wudang soldiers 
had already entered the cavalry's formation. 
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The two cavalrymen felt a sharp pain in their legs hanging beside the saddle, and they fell off their 
horses one after another screaming. Luo Senquan, a disciple of Soldier's Crow Road, leaned over and 
danced his sword between the horses, shaking off the blood on the blade like red flowers blooming at 
night. 


The other two cavalrymen wanted to take this opportunity to shoot down their spears from high and 
stab Luo Senquan on the back. However, the barrels of the spears were only extended halfway when 
Zhong Yanan, another swordsman from the "Soldier's Crow Road", used a pair of wide and short swords. 
The machete was suddenly thrown away, Zhong Yanan took advantage of the situation and struck back 
with his right sword, and the two fingers of the cavalryman's right hand holding the spear flew off with 
blood! 


More than thirty Wudang warriors swarmed out from the trees. Riding on this terrifying power, they ran 
towards the left wing of the cavalry formation, raising gusts of bloody wind. 


No matter how elite the cavalry is, if they fight while standing still, they will lose the advantage of 
charging first, and they will become more like tall and clumsy targets when faced with fast warriors. 


When the commander-in-chief Liang Tingxiong saw that the left-wing sergeant was under attack, he 
quickly mobilized the cavalry around him to rescue him. The horses' hoofs raised large clouds of dust, 
and the cavalrymen raised their swords and launched a counterattack amidst excited shouts. 


The Wudang disciples fought without a word, silently delivering their blades to the unarmored parts of 
the enemy's body. 


The gunners of Shenji Battalion, who were in the center of the formation, had already dismounted and 
were on foot, so they could move more nimbly than the cavalry who were suddenly attacked. They 
immediately turned the formation around to deal with the incoming Wudang Sect enemies. The three 
rows of gun soldiers moved in an orderly manner, and the array was not chaotic at all, which showed 
that they were well trained. 


While the 20 soldiers in the front row were moving in formation and adjusting their stance, their eyes 
were already searching for the target. The accuracy of a hand-coated pistol that is ignited by a twist of 
fire is not as good as that of a crossbow, and it relies on the entire volley to fire in unison to kill the 
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enemy. However, now that the men of the Wudang Sect are mixed up with the dozens of cavalrymen, 
the soldiers are afraid of accidentally hurting their comrades, and they are unable to fire. 


The neighing of the horses and the screams of the soldiers rang through the night sky. Some 
cavalrymen, seeing the bad situation, hurriedly slapped their horses' rumps with their sabers and fled 
outward. 


Among the thirty-odd Wudang warriors who entered the enemy lines was Hou Yingzhi. Although he was 
not selected to join the Soldier's Crow Road, he wore a full body black suit to facilitate night attacks, 
holding a Wudang longsword in his right hand and a two-foot-long short sword in his left hand, and his 
silhouette traversed between the horses with flying steps. 


A cavalryman who was thrown away from his mount and was not injured stood up right in front of Hou 
Yingzhi. He was very majestic and was more than a head taller than Hou Yingzhi. Although he had heard 
of the Wudang School's reputation, the cavalryman, relying on his height and strength, as well as his 
heavy armor, charged at Hou Yingzhi, swinging his heavy, long-handled copper hammer with both 
hands! 


Hou Yingzhi's already cold face turned into a disdainful smile. 


He stepped and leaned forward, using the "Wudang Sword" technique to gently dodge the forty- 
kilogram copper hammer that was swept away, and moved to the right side of his opponent; the short 
sword in his left hand was like a snake wrapping around the right arm of the cavalry vanguard that was 
gripping the hammer, while the other long sword immediately stabbed through the gap created by the 
short sword, and penetrated straight into the cavalry's eye, and killed the opponent who was twice as 
big as himina single move, as if it were a bag of crap! 


Hou Yingzhi's sword move was the "Guanxia" style that he learned from the "Male and Female Dragon 
and Tiger Sword Records", and incorporated the Wudang style that he had practiced so hard over the 
past few days. 


The Wudang sword skills gained through hard training are no longer the unique skills of the Qingcheng 
Sect, but his own understanding. 
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Hou Yingzhi's sword was stained with the blood of the two enemies. This was the first time in his life 
that he had killed someone in actual combat, but he was surprisingly not nervous at all. His calm 
expression and posture on the battlefield were just like a wild wolf who was born to know how to hunt. 


After training in Wudang Mountain for more than a year, every day has become as intense as a real 
fight. Sometimes fellow students compete with each other to test swordsmanship, and the atmosphere 
is no different from a war. Unlike the sword training at Mount Qingcheng, the Wudang disciples would 
regularly practice their moves with real swords with open edges, and Hou Yingzhi had tried it more than 
ten times, and had long since become accustomed to being in front of sharp blades. 


--What was even more exciting for Hou was that he had been given permission to fight alongside senior 
Wudang masters such as Soldier's Crow Road, and the sense of honor completely overrode the anxiety 
of his first bloody battle. 


After killing the enemy, Hou Yingzhi continued to roam among the cavalry, but he kept his eyes peeled 
for the Shengji soldier's guns that were about 30 to 40 paces away. Although he did not know how 
powerful firearms were, he had long been told by his teacher to be careful, and once he entered a 
melee, he should try to use the enemy's men and horses as cover, so that the opposing soldiers would 
not be able to use their guns. 


Hou Yingzhi looked around and saw that the number of dead and wounded enemy cavalry was 
increasing, and some had already fled from the battle circle with their horses, so the melee was 
gradually becoming weaker and weaker. 


——tThe other party will launch at any time... What should we do...? 


Liang Tingxiong also saw this situation from the saddle, he paused to lead the troops to charge, so as not 
to involve more subordinates in the battlefield. 


When he was guarding the border in the past, Liang Tingxiong had already seen the astonishing power 
of the magical guns and cannons. No matter how brave the Tatar cavalry was, it was difficult to defeat 
them. He thought that if he wanted to suppress Wudang masters without losing a large number of 
troops, he would have to rely on this sharp weapon. 
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Seeing that there were only a dozen of his subordinates still trapped in the melee, Liang Tingxiong made 
a decision. 


- Leave them alone...that's what war is like. 


Liang Tingxiong was about to order the magic gunners in front to open fire, but he noticed several 
figures appearing on the left side of the gun array, approaching quickly and silently! 


--All the soldiers, including the soldiers of the Sheng Ji Camp, did not pay attention to these enemies 
who came around the formation in the darkness because the Wudang warriors came out empty-handed 
and suddenly joined the cavalry formation. 


The leader of the group was dressed in a black robe, he removed his cap and shook off the black cloak 
with both hands, revealing two swords, one pale green, the other bright red. 


The green was "kan shui" and the red color was " li huo". 


The left-most Shingijian soldier was shocked and wanted to turn his pistol to aim at him, but the man 
with long hair was already within seven paces. 


Under the light of the fire, the soldier saw his pale and cold face, and two lines of runic tattoos under his 
eyes. It was as if his face was not from the human world. 


Sword Ghost? Ye Chenyuan. 


In the next moment, the soldier's throat and neck had been pierced by the "Sword of Fire". 


Ye Chenyuan and the three Soldier's Crow Road fighters who were protecting him on the left, right and 
back: Wen Zhao, Wei Dongliu and Fu Yuanshang, all four of them formed a diamond formation and 
entered into the divine machine gun formation from the flanks, and the sharpness of their force was just 
like hot iron swords piercing into a pile of snow. 
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As the Wudang sabers and swords rolled about, bones were broken and blood flew. 


A gunman desperately lit the fire and pointed the gun at Ye Chenyuan and others. Soldier's Crow Road 
Swordsman Wen Zhao, who was protecting the right side of Vice Sect Master Ye, rushed to the right side 
earlier and swung his heavy sword to cut off the long wooden handle of the pistol, and the tip of the 
sword broke the gun soldier's face at the same time! 


The broken handle of the fire gun flew into the air and fired into the sky. The explosive force caused the 
heavy gun to fly sideways and hit another Shenji Camp gun soldier hard on the chest. His armor could 
not withstand this powerful blow. The impact caused the sternum to shatter instantly! 


Ye Chenyuan took cover from his disciples and rushed forward, using the "Kanli Water and Fire Sword" 
to kill two more people in an instant. He and the three disciples behind him simultaneously launched the 
"Wudang Sword" snake step, rushing left and right in the gun array. The four of them with six fierce 
blades were invincible, and the blood they raised wiped out the original strong smell of gunpowder in 
the attacking array. 


Seeing that the firing range was being destroyed, some soldiers threw away their handguns and drew 
their sabers instead, hoping to fight against these four demon-like warriors. But this tactic will not 
prolong their lives - to win a saber fight against Wudang is beyond the ability of these soldiers who have 
only practiced saber drill. 


Ye Chenyuan felt extremely insulted when he saw the Shenji soldiers resisting with their swords. 


--You are not qualified to wield your saber at me! 


This is the first time Ye Chenyuan has fought in person since the breakup of the Qingcheng Sect. 


The murderous intent that had been stored up after the deadly fight with He Zisheng exploded that 
night. 


He spreads his arms and raises his swords, flying headlong towards the enemy, his black robes rustling 
from the force of the impulse. 
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The raven of death in the night. 


The " Kan Li Water and Fire Sword" changes from a light and fast sword path to a fierce spinning and 
chopping attack, which is the violent and pure "Wudang Sword", Ye Chenyuan's hands are full of green 
and red light, and the two helmeted heads fly up into the air, showering a shower of blood among the 
soldiers! 


The Divine Mechanism soldiers have never seen such superhuman sword skills before, fear pervaded the 
entire squad, and they were unable to resist the surprise attack. Only four masters killed nearly half of 
the sixty-man gun array in one go. 


The gunnery array collapses in a flash, some of the soldiers throw away their firearms and flee, while a 
few blindly ignite their hand guns in the panic, causing bullets to fly in all directions! 


For the first time in his life, Ye Chenyuan felt the explosion of fire at close range, as well as the strong 
sharp sound of bullets tearing through the air. 


From the age of nineteen when he followed his master, Tie Qingzi, in the crusade against Wu Yijiao, to 
leading the Soldier's Crow Road on four expeditions to conquer various sects, Ye Chenyuan's experience 
in bloodshed and the number of kills is unrivaled by all generations of his peers, and he can be called the 
"First Warlord of Wudang"; however, in the face of this extraordinary weapon, he was still shocked. 


——This cannot be resisted by any practice... 


Faced with the indiscriminate firing of muskets, since it all depended on luck, Ye Chenyuan didn't think 
much and continued to charge with his three disciples. Wei Dongliu and Wen Zhao were on the left and 
right, and Fu Yuanba and the rear were all ignoring life and death, following Vice Leader Ye closely. 


Four figures in black danced with six sharp blades, boldly passing through the flashing flames, shocking 
roars and whistling bullets. 
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As the Wudang swordsmen charged deeply, the remaining gun soldiers had no time to even light their 
fire, so they could only turn around and run away. After Ye Chenyuan stabbed another person, the 
entire array of magical guns collapsed. 


At this time, there was a rapid sound of horse hooves, coming from the right rear side of Ye Chenyuan: 
Commander Liang Tingxiong led the cavalry and charged towards them. 


——tThe surprise attack by Ye Chenyuan and the four others was so fast that Liang Tingxiong only had 
time to react now. He only hoped to rely on cavalry to charge and suppress the enemy, so that the 
escaping gunmen could have a chance to reorganize their shooting formation. 


Liang Tingxiong and the other two riders were at the front of the charge formation, raising their spears 
and guns directly at Ye Chenyuan - Liang Tingxiong, who was experienced in the battlefield, saw that Ye 
Chenyuan was the leader of the enemy. 


Fu Yuanba and Wei Dongliu, who were responsible for protecting Ye Chenyuan's back and left side, 
stood up to face the cavalry, their horse-killing knives and double swords each in an attack stance! 


Liang Tingxiong and his men took advantage of the momentum of their horses to stab the two of them 
with three spears! 


Fu Yuan Lai, who is a strong and powerful man, shouted loudly and half-kneeled at the moment of 
contact, Liang Tingxiong's spear passed over his head, and Fu Yuan Ba took advantage of his sinking 
position to slash diagonally down from the right with the plain swords held in both hands! 


The force of the "Wudang Horse-cutting Sword Technique" collided with the momentum of the horse 
itself. Even the armor pieces on Liang Tingxiong's body could not resist, and his body was cut apart by 
the wide and long sword! 


At the same time, Wei Dongliu on the other side faced two thrusting spears and swung his swords at the 
same time to push them away. However, he still could not avoid the ensuing collision. He was hit by the 
horse on the left, and his whole body was knocked away! 
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But the knight who knocked Wei Dongliu away also fell off his horse after passing over, with a Wudang 
sword stuck in his chest. It turned out that Wei Dongliu still struck out the sword in his right hand at the 
moment he was hit, penetrating the heart of the cavalryman. 


The general was first dismounted, and the dozen or so horsemen who came after him were so 
frightened that they did not dare to approach the Wudang sect and passed by. The cavalrymen who 
were preparing for the second round of charge did not dare to take action again. 


A cavalryman escaped from the battle ring and rode to the edge of the woods. Just when he thought he 
was Safe, he suddenly screamed and a dart penetrated his right cheek. 


Before the comrades beside him could see what was going on, they suddenly felt someone jumping up 
on the horse and sitting behind his saddle. Before the cavalryman could react, the other person grabbed 
his thief with one hand and cut his throat with a dagger with the other hand! 


Fan Zong pushed the cavalry body off the horse and saw that Tian Yan had taken care of another enemy 
next to him. They each grabbed a horse, and the two rode towards the mountain pass! 


Tian Yan was riding a horse while blowing a wooden whistle in his mouth. When everyone in Wudang 
heard this, they knew that the two cavalry that suddenly rushed towards them were not enemy soldiers, 
but the "brown snakes" of their own faction, so they formed a formation to cover them. 


Seeing this, Ye Chenyuan also retreated with Wen Zhao and Fu Yuanba. Wei Dongliu, who fell to the 
ground, although he lost both swords, managed to stand up and followed with his injured left shoulder. 


Fan Zong and Tian Yan returned to their companions and jumped off their horses. Fan Zong shouted at 
the same time: "Hurry up the mountain! There are troops chasing behind..." 


Ye Chenyuan and four other people met with the more than thirty disciples. As soon as he heard Fan 
Zong's prompt, he ordered to run back to the mountain road. 
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The disorganized and leaderless Forbidden Army actually still had more than a hundred people, three 
times more than the Wudang Clan. However, the lingering fear after this sudden attack still lingered, 
and they could only watch the warriors flee back to the mountain. 


Ye Chenyuan saw at this time that two disciples were carrying a person, the swordsman Di Shaochen 
from the "Bingcrow Way". It turned out that he had been unfortunately hit by stray bullets fired 
randomly from a divine machine gun just now. The lead bullet penetrated the side of his forehead, and 
he was already dead. 


When hundreds of Forbidden Army infantry chased them out of the woods, Ye Chenyuan and his 
disciples had already gone up the mountain, scattered among the trees on the left and right of the 
mountain road, and disappeared again. 


The officer responsible for leading the infantry to chase the spies suddenly saw the most elite gunmen 
lying dead and wounded at the foot of the mountain. The cavalry of the 3,000 battalion also suffered a 
lot of damage, and even the general was beheaded; in front of him was the northern foot of Wudang 
Mountain. The terrain of the mountain roads is narrow, which is not conducive to military battles, and 
they may be blocked and raided at any time. They were frightened in the middle of the night and rose 
up to fight hastily. They were not prepared to attack the mountain, so they only fired a round of arrows 
at random along the mountain road with their men. They thought the rebels had fled and withdrew 
their troops back to the camp. 


Everyone in Wudang had already climbed to a high point halfway up the mountain road, and all their 
bows and arrows were shot empty. At this time, they stood up from the bushes one by one, looked 
down at the retreating enemy troops with torches and lanterns at the foot of the mountain, and 
couldn't help but raise the Wudang weapons in their hands and let out a cry of victory. 


The Wudang Sect fought against the imperial imperial army for the first time. They only had about 30 
warriors to resist more than 200 cavalry. As a result, they killed more than twice the number of enemies 
and almost all of them returned home safely. No matter how you look at it, it's a complete victory. 


Hou Yingzhi did not cheer with his classmates. He still held the long and short swords stained with 
blood, looking at Ye Chenyuan from the side with the dim light reflected from the mountain. 


When he saw Ye Chenyuan appear just now, Hou Yingzhi realized that the most important role of the 
more than thirty people he served as the vanguard to attack the opponent's cavalry was to draw the 
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attention of the Shenji Gun Formation, allowing Ye Chenyuan and the other four to sneak over and 
attack the gun soldiers. 


——So is there a newcomer like me in this team? It would be more cost-effective to sacrifice us as bait if 
necessary. 


Thinking that he was still unrecognized in the Wudang sect, Hou Yingzhi could not enjoy this victory. 


Also not shouting for victory were Ye Chenyuan and Fan Zong. 


"Are you okay?" Ye Chenyuan first asked Wei Dongliu, who was knocked away by the war horse. Wei 
Dongliu's left arm was broken, and there was a little blood from the corner of his mouth. He seemed to 
have suffered some internal injuries, but he said calmly, "I can still fight. It's a pity that the sword and 
the guy's body were taken away by the opponent." 


Ye Chenyuan nodded his head in satisfaction before looking at Fan Zong. The two of them were 
speechless. 


They all knew in their hearts: Tonight was by no means a victory. The plan to destroy the Shenji camp's 
gunpowder depot has completely failed. 


"Just you two..." Ye Chenyuan said after a long pause. 


Fan Zong took out Li Yichen's headscarf. 


"The three people on the northwest side, I'm afraid..." 


Four "Brown Snakes" were lost in one night, and killing several hundred more Imperial Guards would 
not be enough to make up for it. 
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At this time, "Soldier's Crow Road" disciple Luo Senquan came over to Ye Chenyuan's side. Ye Chenyuan 
glanced at Hou Yingzhi from afar and asked Luo Senquan, "How is it?" 


"He walked in the front and killed three people." Luo Senquan replied briefly and then added, "His 
sword skills have improved a lot." 


Ye Chenyuan and Fan Zong listened and looked at each other again. 


"| told you, the traitor is not him." Ye Chenyuan said. 


Ye Chenyuan added Hou Yingzhi to the mountain road guards at Fan Zong's special request and 
instructed his disciple, Luo Senquan, to pay attention to his behavior. Since the sentry guards operated 
closely, there was never a time when they were alone, it would be difficult for Hou Yingzhi to report if 
he was a traitor. 


——Of course, the sentry only knew that his job was to guard at the foot of the mountain, and knew 


nothing about the "Brown Snake"'s spying operations in the past few days-except when emergency 


response was needed just now. 


Fan Zong nodded after hearing this. How brave Hou Yingzhi is, how many enemies he kills is secondary; 
Luo Senquan said that his great improvement in swordsmanship is the key - it proves that he is 
extremely loyal to martial arts training, and the possibility of being a traitor in the imperial court is much 
less. 


Naturally, Fan Zong was pleased that this admirable disciple was not a traitor, but at the same time, he 
realized that the task of finding the traitor was still a dead end. 


--Especially at such a critical time ...... 


Ye Chenyuan walked towards Di Shaochen's body. Di Shaochen once followed the "Bingcrow Road" in 
the Sichuan Expeditionary Force, and went to Qingcheng and Emei. He had excellent swordsmanship 
and experience, but he died in an instant. After more than ten years of hard training, he was no match 
for a small piece of lead. 
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Ye Chenyuan placed Di Shao Chen's sword on the corpse's chest and put his hands on the hilt. 


--The man who dedicated his life to the sword does not deserve this fate. Ye Chenyuan looked at this 
deceased Wudang swordsman, and a huge ominous premonition flooded his heart. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 120 Chapter 3: Coffin Patrol 


This year, the Mid-Autumn Festival in Xiangtan is particularly sad. 


Zhang Shenghe rubbed his eyes hard in disbelief, but when he looked again, the scene in front of him 
was still exactly the same as before: his store was suddenly swept in by a storm, ravaging everything. 


But it was not an invisible wind, but a large group of living people. 


More than a dozen people wearing linen and filial piety, with cloth scarves covering their mouths and 
noses, broke into the "Shengchanghao" paper clothing store located on the main street of Xiangtan 
County without saying a word, and like a strong wind, they blew away all kinds of colorful clothes 
hanging in the store. The lanterns were all swept down and torn to pieces one by one. Colorful pieces of 
paper and bamboo sticks like fallen leaves and branches are scattered all over the store. 


These weird people were both male and female, all of them moved swiftly and vigorously, leaping back 
and forth in the store. The store workers could only hide under the counters and tables in fear, let alone 
try to stop them. 


——Because in addition to wearing mourning clothes, these people have one thing in common: each of 
them has a weapon hanging on his waist or behind his back. 


Zhang Shenghe opened his mouth blankly and watched as all the Mid-Autumn Festival lanterns that he 
had prepared for half a year were destroyed. Even the large lantern with a statue of Zhuge Wuhou and 
half a man's height specially ordered by the county government was kicked down and trampled to 
pieces by two guys wearing mourning hemp. Three months of hard work and enough effort The wages 
of eight taels of silver disappeared into nothing. 


After there was not a single complete lantern left in the "Shengchang", more than a dozen people filed 
away silently. Judging from their calm expressions, they looked like they had just gone to a restaurant 
for a meal. 


One of the older men stood in front of Zhang Laoyue and said: 
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"I've said before, when our Secret Sect is organizing a funeral, no one is allowed to put up lights and 
decorations." 


month, do you want the entire Xiangtan population to-" 


"If you are dissatisfied, you can go to my boss Lei and tell him." 


When the man said this, he looked at Zhang Shenghe like a falcon staring at a sparrow. Zhang Shenghe's 
body seemed to shrink immediately, trembling as he watched the man walk out of the store. 


Zeng Qingfeng, the middle-aged disciple of the Secret Sect, walked out and returned to the queue of his 
fellow sect. 


Only see the broad county town street, stuffed with a large funeral procession, all wearing hemp clothes 
head tied white scarf. At first glance, there were as many as two or three hundred people. It was this 
time that they were ordered by the leader Lei Jiudi. Crusade against the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate" and the disciples of the secret sect who came from as far away as the Cangzhou main hall and 
branch halls in Shanxi and Henan. 


There were also more than forty servants hired by the secret sect in the team, carrying ten pairs of high- 
quality coffins with the team. The deceased lying in the coffin were Dong Sanqiao, Jian Zhao and others, 
direct disciples of the head of the secret sect's "Yu Qi Hall". They were all ambushed and killed while 
rounding up the "Six Swordsmen" in the dense forest. 


These ten people had been dead for almost a month, and in this hot weather, even though they had 
hired people to preserve them with medicine and stuffed a large amount of various spices into the 
coffins, they still could not hide the stench of corpses. But many secret sect disciples still endured it 
because this was the order of Master Lei. 


Although the pallbearers who carried the coffins were paid three times as much, they could not bear the 
stench, and originally they did not want to continue to work, but under the threat of the Secret Sect's 
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martial artists, no one dared to say no, and they could only endure it with their mouths and noses 
covered. 


Since they gathered in Xiangtan, the secret sect disciples have been patrolling the streets of the county 
town every day at noon for more than ten days, carrying the coffins of their fellow disciples. 


Xiangtan is a prosperous commercial port located on the bend of the Xiangjiang River. Many land and 
water goods are transported and distributed here. The river streets in the county town near the river 
are lined with rows of rows (Note). The secret sect patrols like this every day, going back and forth 
between the river street and the main street full of shops. It paralyzes the business in Xiangtan for an 
hour every day. The smell of corpses and the soldiers with big thorns on everyone's body. The sword 
even scared merchants out of the market. The business losses in the county town have been huge in the 
past half month. The business owners of Yahang shook their heads when they thought about the taxes 
they would have to pay to the court at the end of the year. 


Note: Yaxing was a trading house in the middle of ancient trade. It was responsible for introducing and 
negotiating between the two parties of the transaction, and assessing the quality of the goods. 


But it was useless even if they appealed to the county government. The disciples of the secret sect carry 
the certificate issued by the imperial court to take people to drive, who dares to stop them? Even if 
there is no driving post, expecting those motley soldiers from the yamen to drive away the three 
hundred martial arts masters from the Cangzhou Secret Sect, which is famous all over the world, is 
something that cannot even be accomplished in a dream. 


Zeng Qingfeng returned to his classmates, walked to Dong Sangqiao's coffin, and clasped his fists at a 
man younger than him: "Brother Han, the food is ready. You can leave at any time." 


The man seemed to be about thirty-four or five years old, and his figure was slender and tall like other 
secret sect disciples. He had a very majestic face, with crow's feet at the corners of his eyes, and a 
beautiful beard on his lips and chin, exuding an air of elegance. A fierce arrogance. 


He stroked Dong Sanqiao's coffin with one hand and remained silent. Zeng Qingfeng did not dare to ask 
any more questions, but waited patiently for his instructions. Obviously, this "Senior Brother Han" was 
the leader of all the secret sect disciples here. 
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The man surnamed Han closed his eyes and began to mutter something secretly in his mouth, as if he 
was reluctant to leave Dong Sanqiao in the coffin. 


After a while, he opened his eyes and said softly to Zeng Qingfeng: "Okay. Let's go." Zeng Qingfeng 
nodded and accepted the order, and ordered the laborers to lift the coffins again. 


The man adjusted the two single swords hanging on his back and left waist. There was something like an 
iron chain wrapped around his left wrist, which was Dong Sanqiao's favorite weapon during his lifetime, 
the nine-section steel whip. The man stroked it slowly and murmured again: 


"Senior Brother Dong... | will chop off that man's head and sacrifice it to your soul in heaven. Go to 
death in peace." 


This handsome man's name is Han Shanhu, and he is the younger brother of Han Tianbao, the master's 
junior brother "Wufu Iron Hand". However, because he is sixteen years younger than Han Tianbao, he is 
one level lower in the secret sect and worships Lei Jiuyi as his disciple. , and Dong Sanqiao are both 
"disciples" of "Yu Qi Hall". 


Since Lei Jiudi, the "Cloud Hidden God Traveler", took over as the head of the Secret Sect, he has not 
paid much attention to his disciples because he only concentrates on his own training, the "internal 
disciples" of the Cangzhou main hall have not produced any top masters in recent years. However, Han 
Shanhu was different from many of his fellow sects. Lei Jiudi went to Shandong in the fifth year to 
practice heretical "magic skills" in seclusion in order to participate in the secret martial arts. , the only 
one who leads him is his "inner disciple". Han Shanhu had just recently returned to Cangzhou with his 
master. The disciples of the secret sect did not know what special teachings he had received from Lei 
Jiudi in the past five years. They only knew that he had shown some martial arts skills while practicing in 
the gym, and he seemed to be a completely different person than before. . Although Han Shanhu is not 
very talented, due to this special situation, he is obviously the candidate to succeed the master in the 
future. The whole sect respects him even more than Han Tianbao and other masters and uncles. 


The funeral procession of the Secret Sect continued on the main street. Of course, the streets were 
deserted, and all the shops on both sides were closed. Previously, just because the paper clothing store 
"Shengchang Hao" forgot to close a window and let the secret sect see the colorful lanterns hanging in 
the store, they came in and destroyed everything - the person who gave this order was none other than 
Han Shanhu. 
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——Although Han Shanhu was introduced to the secret sect by his brother Han Tianbao, he never got 
along with the modest Han Tianbao. Instead, he got along very well with the surly head master. Lei Jiudi 
took him to Shandong as proof. 


As the team marched, Zeng Qingfeng shouted to the surroundings again: 


"People from Xiangtan, listen! If you don't want to see the coffins of my comrades every day, hand over 


those bad men and women from the 'Six Swordsmen 


A month ago, after the disciples of the secret sect discovered that Dong Sanqiao and other disciples 
were murdered in the woods, they knew that the "Six Swordsmen" had broken through their roundup 
and escaped from the forest. They followed all the way and found a large group of horses passing by on 
the suburban road outside the forest. According to the hoofprints, it is speculated that the "Six 
Swordsmen Who Broke the Door" must have been rescued. 


Many people in "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" were injured, among them Lian Feihong was seriously 
injured by Lei Jiudi. The secret sect disciples knew that it would be difficult for them to go far, and they 
would need doctors and medicine for treatment, so they had to go to a big town. The place to go was 
Xiangtan, so a group of people chased them here. When they arrived in the Xiangxiang area, they met 
warriors from other sects who also came to hunt down the "Six Swordsmen". After inquiring, they 
learned that an unknown force had indeed entered Xiangtan County, and they were even more certain 
that the enemy was hiding here. 


Lei Jiudi gathered all the disciples who went south to Xiangtan and tried to search for the whereabouts 
of the enemy, but he couldn't find even a shadow. He guessed that there must be local people helping 
to hide the "Six Swordsmen". In anger, the eccentric Lei Jiudi ordered his disciples to "visit the coffin" 
every day to demonstrate, which made the chickens and dogs in Xiangtan County restless, and vowed to 
force the people of Xiangtan to reveal the location of the "six swords that broke the door". But more 
than ten days have passed and still no one has spoken. 


"Someone must be up to something.” Lei Jiudi asserted, "Those traders dare not speak out." 


Han Shanhu walked with Dong Sanqiao's coffin, thinking about what the master said. 
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Other disciples in the team couldn't bear the smell of corpses and covered their lower faces with cloths, 
but Han Shanhu didn't. He endured it. In Han Shanhu's heart, breathing in this putrid smell was 
equivalent to sharing the pain of his dead comrades, and it also reminded him of the need to clear up 
this hatred. 


Especially Senior Brother Dong Sanqiao. 


Among the many "internal disciples" of the Secret Sect Headquarters, Han Shanhu and Dong Sanqiao 
had the deepest friendship. Especially in the first few years of his apprenticeship, Han Shanhu received 
special care from Senior Brother Dong. The handsome Han Shanhu liked to stay in Lianhua Street and 
Liuxiang in his early years. He once clashed with a local gang in Cangzhou over a fight for prostitutes and 
killed eight people. He was almost expelled from the secret sect by the elders of the secret sect. In the 
end, it was Dong Sanqiao who protected him. 


"What does it matter if you like to find women?" Dong Sanqiao said when he and Han Shanhu were 
drinking on a moonlit night: "You are just killing guys on the road. In the eyes of our dignified secret 
sect, what is the difference between you and a few ants?" 


Han Shanhu admired this senior brother very much from then on - even though six or seven years after 
he started, his martial arts skills were already better than Dong Sanqiao's. 


As Han Shanhu walked, he looked at his fellow disciples in front and behind the coffin. They all showed 
no expressions and walked silently with the coffin. 


Although he didn't show it on his face, Han Shanhu knew that these three hundred fellow sect members 
were getting impatient and were only relying on the prestige of Head Lei to stabilize them. It was 
unbearable to patrol like this every day in the stench of corpses; many of them came from branch 
libraries in various places and did not have a close relationship with the deceased disciples of the main 
library. Moreover, each of them had left behind their hometown affairs and came at the call of Master 
Lei. Now that we have lost our troops and generals, our morale has been dampened first, and we don't 
know how many years or days it will take before the hunt for the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" 
will be completed. The vigor and fighting spirit that we had when we first set out have already worn 
away a lot. 


There are even bigger complaints among the disciples: they "patrol coffins" like this in Xiangtan and 
threaten the residents. Although they are trying to avenge the sect's blood feud, their behavior is like 
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rogues. Many fellow disciples can't help but ask: After all, we are also one of the "nine sects" in the 
world. "One of them is an example of the righteous way of martial arts. If Master Lei acts so willfully, 
won't it damage our reputation...?" 


Han Shanhu has been hearing these whispers among his colleagues intermittently these days, and 
knows that their morale is very low, and it is really necessary to fight quickly. 


The team now reached the east end of Main Street. On weekdays, as soon as he is here, he will turn 
south, towards the river bank, and enter the river street full of Yahang piers to continue his patrol. 


As before, a large group of warriors from various sects gathered on both sides of the street to watch the 
excitement. They were not as arrogant as the secret sect with official royal titles, and the weapons on 
their bodies or in their hands were still wrapped in cloth covers. Most of the people prepared cloths to 
cover their noses, watching the arrival of the secret sect disciples, and kept whispering to each other. 


They originally responded to the rumors of the "Yuwu Order" and wanted to kill the "Six Swordsmen" in 
order to obtain the "Loyal and Brave Martial Arts Collection" awarded by the court. However, after 
hearing that even the experts of the Secret Sect had been killed, they realized that "Six Swords of the 
Broken Door" was so powerful that they had already stopped thinking about taking chances, and some 
of them were even more fortunate that they had not met with "Six Swords of the Broken Door" first. It's 
just that they came all the way, and they were still unwilling to see the fate of the "Six Swordsmen", so 
they followed the secret sect and stayed in Xiangtan to watch the excitement. 


——lf you can see the unique skill of "Cloud Hidden Divine Walk", your life will be more worthwhile... 


Some warriors among them also wanted to take the opportunity to establish relations with the secret 
sect and enhance the reputation of their sect, but Han Shanhudu and Lei Jiudi declined them one by 
one, and responded coldly: "Unless you have news about the 'Six Swords that Break the Sect’, 
Otherwise, don’t bother me. Also, let me say it first: Those losers are ours, they are the enemy of the 
secret sect!” 


Not many martial arts people in the world dare to offend the Cangzhou Secret Sect, so they only focus 
on watching the show. However, things have made no progress for more than ten days in a row. 
Xiangtan County has been filled with a stench again. Many people have returned disappointed, and 
fewer and fewer warriors have gathered in the city. 
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Dai Kui, a disciple of Xinyi Sect, was also among these warriors. He stood among the crowd, wrapping his 
mouth and nose with a green scarf, trying to appear inconspicuous, and closely watching the 
movements of the secret sect disciples. 


In fact, Dai Kui had already been recognized by Zeng Qingfeng at this street corner a few days ago. 
"Brother Dai, | told you when we were in Yuanzhou City that we would meet again." At that time, Zeng 
Qingfeng came up to greet him. 


After Zeng Qingfeng greeted Dai Kui, Han Shanhu asked, "Who is that?" 


Zeng Qingfeng replied at the time: "This man's surname is Dai, and he is a master of Shanxi Xinyimen 
General Hall. We met him once when we were in Yuanzhou, Jiangxi. He also came to deal with the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door", and he almost met him that day. He's about to do it." He also told how 
Dai Kui helped Pang Tianshun of the Xianglong Sword Sect to save his "junior sister", which caused a 
misunderstanding. 


"Xianglong Sect?" When Han Shanhu heard this, his heroic eyebrows moved. He had already found out 
that the most famous local martial arts sect in Xiangtan was the Xianglong Sword Sect, with strong 
strength and connections. 


Han Shanhu thought of Master Lei Jiudi's words again. The secret sect has a large number of people and 
has a driving post. No local officials or businessmen dare to disobey it. Only the martial arts people can 
hinder it. 


——tThe businesses here have suffered heavy losses. If we really don’t know where the "Six Swordsmen 
of Breaking the Door" are hiding, they will naturally find the most powerful Xianglong Sword Sect to 
negotiate with us; but the people of the Xianglong Sect have not been able to negotiate with us for 
many days. It's so strange to show up...Master said someone is behind the scenes... 


At this moment, the coffin patrol team arrived at the street corner. Zeng Qingfeng saw Dai Kui from a 
distance again and nodded to him. Dai Kui took off his face scarf and saluted from afar. 


Han Shanhu glanced at Dai Kui briefly, without any expression. 
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The secret sect disciple was about to turn right to the river street near the bank, but Han Shanhu 
stopped with a loud shout. 


"Turn left." Han Shanhu said. 


Although the disciples of the secret sect did not understand, they still obeyed the order and turned to 
the Northeast Street on the other side, heading towards the back streets of the county town. 


Many warriors on the street felt strange when they saw him. Only one of the local warriors from Hunan 
whispered: "Over there, they are going to the Xianglong Sect..." 


Of course Dai Kui knows - he has been staying at the main residence of the Xianglong Sword Sect for 
more than half a month. 


"Is it finally here...2" Dai Kui frowned. It seems that the secret sect has lost its patience and the matter 
can no longer be delayed. Dai Kui quietly backed away from the crowd and hurried towards a shop with 
a closed wooden door on the street. The shop's facade is very elegantly decorated, specializing in all 
kinds of ornamental birds, fish, and potted plants. The customers are mainly merchants from Xiangtan, 
but it has been a long time since they did business - who would still be in the mood for flowers and birds 
in a county town like this? 


Dai Kui stretched out his hand and knocked on the door of the store. 


"Who?" Someone answered soon after and asked in a panic tone. 


Dai Kui did not answer, but knocked on the door nine more times with a unique rhythm of "one, one, 
four, two, one". 


The person inside the door said nothing and only responded with three knocks. 
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Dai Kui took a step back and waited in front of the store. 


After a while, a window on the second floor of the shop opened, and four homing pigeons fluttered out 
and flew in different directions. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 121 Chapter 4: Healing 


The sunlight shot in through the paper window, warming the room and making the scent of the 
medicine in the room even stronger. 


Jing Li, who was lying in the room, still had his eyes closed. The sunlight passed through his eyelids, 
letting him feel the light and warmth. 


However, his consciousness was not trapped in this quiet room, nor did it exist in this warm afternoon of 
autumn. 


But it is far away on a vast and beautiful beach in Satsuma Country. 


The beauty of the Kagoshima coast shocked the prodigal son from a foreign country. In the distance 
from the beach are majestic cliffs, with several green and majestic pine trees standing on them, like 
generals guarding the coast; across the bay is the towering and lonely Sakurajima Island, with its white- 
smoking volcano tip filled with powerful energy. It seems that at any moment the anger will explode 
again like it did more than thirty years ago, which is in sharp contrast with the gentle waves on the bay. 


With his upper body and legs bare and his hair braided, he stood in the middle of the hot beach, looking 
at the volcano in ecstasy, sweat flowing down his strong chest. 


"What are you still staring at? Come on." 


A soft but strong voice spoke to him in Japanese. 


Jing Li turned back. Hu Linglan, dressed in brilliant red, was standing behind him, holding a long wooden 
saber just like him. Hu Linglan's clothes burned under the sunlight, making it almost impossible to look 
at her. She was also covered in sweat, and her dark skin reflected the light. 
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Jing Li nodded his head, his right foot made a half arc on the sand, and he held his saber with both hands 
in a stance. Hu Linglan couldn't help but smile at the sight, and similarly set up the preparatory stance 
for the Yinliu Sword Technique. 


This moment is not Jing split's memory. When he was in Satsuma Country, he had never been to this 
beach with Hu Linglan. They didn't even say a word. The two only met twice: once when Jing Li 
competed with Hu Linglan's younger brother Matagoro; the second time was at a banquet when 
Satsuma Mamoru betrothed her to Jing Li. 


——He felt a little pity. It would have been great if | could have walked on this beach side by side with 
her once. What a waste of such beautiful scenery... 


When Jing Li unfolded the posture, he still felt that the movement of his left shoulder and right knee 
was a bit blocked, as if some foreign object was stuck in the joints, and they were not flexible enough 
when turning and stretching. 


Hu Linglan frowned lightly. 


"It's okay. You've already recovered, tell yourself that." 


Jing Li nodded his head and inhaled deeply, his body recharged with energy. The tip of the wooden 
saber rose up and assumed the "Great Upper Stance", which was the best stance in the two-handed 
Japanese saber technique that he had learned. In that stance, he suppressed Hu Linglan, who was even 
taller than him, from above. 


Hu Linglan's healthy legs stood wider, her body slightly sunk, her hands narrowed the hilt of her saber in 
front of her belly, the tip of the saber still pointing at Jing Li's throat. As usual, her stance was both 
beautiful and flawless. 


Jing Liexhaled and made a sound, his right leg vigorously stepped forward, showing no signs of injury, 
and his wooden saber was like a landslide, striking down on Hu Linglan's head. 


Hu Linglan instantly smiled. 
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--Do you think | am the same as my brother? 


Hu Linglan, just like Matagoro that day, raised his wooden saber above his head, and accepted Jing Li's 
attack with "Ichibanjin" (—3¢= =). But at the moment when the wooden saber met, she dropped the 
tip of the saber to the left side, dislodging Jing Li's straight chop to the side, and at the same time, she 
took a step diagonally and turned the saber in her hand back to slash Jing Li's neck with the yinliu 
"Swallow Flight"! 


—Hu Linglan has practiced the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and integrated the Chinese martial 
arts into her own sword skills. The return of the sword from defense to attack is driven by the body's 
center of gravity, supplemented by luck and inhalation, and the circle is smaller. Counterattack is also 
faster! 


Seeing that the Jing Li Wooden Sword had been removed and could not be withdrawn to resist, he took 
advantage of the force of his right foot to push back. His body quickly drifted back, and his upper body 
instinctively coordinated with his movements and leaned back to the right, with the tip of Yan Fei's 
saber only passing by a few centimeters in front of his head! 


After Jing Li dodged the knife, he took advantage of the situation and violently retracted the wooden 
knife placed outside, dragging the blade inward to cut Hu Linglan's front foot and calf. Hu Linglan put 
away her left foot and at the same time thrust the wooden knife forward, hitting Jingli's right eye. Jing Li 
raised his knife and used his back to deflect the stabbing away. 


The two wooden swords clashed five or six times under the clear sky. They are all too familiar with each 
other's habits and movement characteristics, and they often understand each other at the same time, 
so they are both easy to defend and difficult to attack. The two couldn't help but laugh heartily during 
the fight. 


Between advancing and retreating, attacking and defending, Jing's movements become more and more 
flexible. His left hand and right leg, which have not been used for a long time, have already cooperated 
with other parts of his body, but they have not yet reached the point of complete coordination. Jing's 
movements must be extremely concentrated. Unlike in the past, the moves are completely random. 
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--However, compared to the day when he fought with Xizhao on Qingcheng Mountain, he had improved 
a lot. 


At this time, Hu Linglan suddenly jumped out of the battle circle. She took off the sweat towel from her 
waist, wiped her face and palms, then re-arranged her posture, smiled at Jing Li and said: 


"Okay. That's enough. Now let's try your "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power". Show me how powerful this 
move will be after you are fully healed." 


Jing Li hesitated: "Lan, no. Even | can't control this move. I'm afraid..." Hu Linglan smiled: "Have you 
forgotten? I'm not serious." Jing Li thought for a moment before nodding. 


His body relaxed and sank, his feet and legs were deeply bent, his back was arched like a cat, and the 
wooden knife in his right hand hung diagonally below the knee. 


A self-sacrifice starting position. 


Jing Li concentrated his mind as he breathed. The sound of angry waves was gradually heard in his ears. 


His bare feet leapt up from the sand. 


Jing Li opened his eyes and returned to the quiet room. But for a moment, he could still smell the salty 
sea breeze. 


"Are you done practicing?" Yuan Xing, who was meditating on a futon, spoke from a corner of the room. 
He scratched his beard and stood up from the floor. 


Beside Yuan Xing was a grayish-black thing, the hound that had followed him through the forest. It had 
been lying quietly beside Yuan Xing, and when it saw its master standing, it stood up. 


2019 


Upon arriving in Xiangtan, Tong Jing changed the name of this loyal and courageous hound to "Ah Lai". 
Yuan Xing did not like the name, but Tong Jing insisted on calling him that, and gradually he got used to 
it. 


Jing Li didn't answer him, still staring at the sunlight outside the window. The imaginary Hu Linglan is 
really too vivid and realistic. 


--Maybe it's because | miss her too much.......? 


"Look at how sweaty you are, come on, drink some water first." 


Yuan Xing stepped forward and walked to the special wooden bed where Jing Li was lying down, and 
released one by one the dozens of leather belts binding his hands, legs, chest and waist. Jing Li's right 
hand grabbed a rope loop above him, and with Yuan Xing's help, he sat up on the bed. Yuan Xing took a 
small water bottle from the table in the room and let Jing Li hold it in his hand and drink from the spout. 


Jing Li's movements were clumsy because his left side, centered on his shoulder joints, from his chest 
down to his wrists, was encased in a strange shell made of copper, so that only his fingers could move. 
The same was true of the right leg, which was encased in a large brass tube from the base of the thigh 
downwards, and could not be flexed at all. 


These two sets of brass shells had only one purpose: to keep Jing Li's left shoulder and right knee, which 
had been seriously injured for a whole year, from moving. This was the doctor's order. 


After Jing Li finished drinking, Yuan Xing took over the water bottle. "Let's change the dressing. You start 
vomiting." 


Jing Li lied back on the wooden bed as he was told, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He breathed 
out according to the Shaolin Zen method taught by Yuan Xing, relaxing all the muscles and bones in his 
body, as if he had entered the state of a baby. 


Yuan Xing gently loosened the copper shell on Jing Li's left shoulder, "This kind of thing should be done 
by Ms. Shimazu." 
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"Don't distract me, okay?" Jing Li smiled and said, "It's your fault if you fail." 


After Yuan Xing opened the copper shell, the smell of medicine became stronger in the room, and it 
turned out that the inner part of the shell and Jing Li's body were stuffed with piles of cotton cloths 
infiltrated with herbs. Yuan Xing took out the herbal cloths that had been applied for half a day, being 
careful not to touch Jing Li's shoulder. Then, from the tiled pot in the corner of the room that had been 
warmed by a small copper stove, Yuan Xing took out hot new herbal cloths and applied them to Jing Li's 
shoulder that had been tattooed with the safflower, and then closed the copper shell tightly and tied it 
up again. 


Yuan Xing was changing the medicine for Jing Li's right leg when two men entered the room. The one 
who pushed the door open was a wrinkled old man, short and fat, with a pair of big eyes that kept 
turning around and around, looking odd and curious like a child who was curious about everything 
around him. Looking at his face, he should already be over 60 years old, but the strange thing is that his 
beard is thick and black, and also glowing, just by looking at this, it seems that he will have no problem 
living for another 30 to 40 years. 


The person following behind the old man was none other than Yin Yingfeng, the current head of the 
Huizhou Bagua Sect. He was not much taller than the old man, but his figure was a whole circle smaller. 


"Old man, why don't you knock on the door when you enter someone's room?" Yuan Xing asked 
pretending to be angry. 


"When a doctor enters a patient's room, why do he knock on the door?" The old man looked at 
Yuanxing with evil intentions and smiled: "What are you afraid of? Is it possible that monks also steal 
men? Haha!" 


The three of them couldn't laugh after hearing such a boring joke, and they couldn't catch it either. Yin 
Yingfeng in the back could only frown helplessly and made a "no way" expression towards Yuan Xing. 
The old man was the only one who laughed for a long time. 


It's just that everyone present has to put up with him. Because this fat old man who looks a bit wretched 
is Yan Youfo whose real name is Jiangnan. 
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"You're clumsy, let me do it!" Yan Youfo stepped forward and snatched the medicine cloth from Yuan 
Xing's hand, and changed the medicine for Jing Li with his own hands. The two pairs of copper shells that 
fixed the joints of Jing Li's hands and legs were also designed by Yan Youfo and made by craftsmen in 
Xiangtan. 


No one calls Yan Youfo "miracle doctor" because he himself hates such a title: "What is 'god'? There are 
no doctors in the world who can be called gods. The number of people who died on my bed will frighten 
you!" ili 


But everyone knows: whenever someone is seriously ill or disabled, the first person they should look for 
is Yan Youfo. 


However, Yan Youfo is very difficult to find. He has only treated two people in the past six years - ever 
since he failed to treat the leader of the Baifan Hall of the Nanjing Cao Gang and killed him on the bed 
and was almost hacked to death by the gang, Yan Youfo has no longer been casual. The only two times 
he treated people were due to his friendship with Tian Da. In addition, Yan Youfo lived in no fixed place 
and was very difficult to find. It was only known that he was afraid of the cold, so he rarely crossed the 
river and went north. 


Jing Li is extremely lucky to be able to receive treatment from Yan Youfo now. First of all, Yin Yingfeng 
had a relationship with Yan Youfo. When he saw that Lian Feihong was dying of illness and learned that 
Jing Li had not recovered from his long-term injury, Yin Yingfeng first thought of this old friend. As soon 
as he arrived in Xiangtan, he asked a well-informed local businessman to inquire on his behalf. 
Unexpectedly, Yan Youfo happened to be in the neighboring province of Jiangxi, so he sent people with 
light cars and horses to invite him. 


——Yan Youfo could not refuse Yin Yingfeng’s request, because it was the local Bagua sect disciples who 
saved him in Nanjing Baifan Hall six years ago. After inviting Yan Youfo, Yin Yingfeng couldn't help but 
smile and said to the Six Swordsmen: "I originally reserved this favor until | was beaten half to death 
someday, but it is really more valuable than a thousand taels of gold." 


After Yan Youfo looked at Jing Li's injury, he frowned and said, "It wasn't like this originally. It's a pity 
that you didn't rest and recuperate immediately after the injury, and you had to fight again. As a result, 
the chance of recovery is only about 20 to 30 percent. " 
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Jing Li was noncommittal after hearing this, and just smiled. He was wounded that day and fought for 
the people of Luling and never regretted it. 


"Now, there are only two ways to cure him: one is a strange medicine taught by the former Object 
Transfers, called the "Disintegrating Cream", which is specialized in treating this kind of serious injury of 
tendons, but the medicine is extremely strong and may make the disability even worse, and | don't have 
it on hand - a major ingredient in the Disintegrating Cream is a kind of herbal medicine that is not easy 
to get in the Western region. Therefore, even though | know the recipe, it is impossible for me to make 
it. The Material Transformation Sect has already been extinguished, and the Wudang Sect may have 
some of the 'Scalding Cream’ in their hands, but | heard that you and they are sworn enemies, so it is 
unlikely that they would send it to you, right? 


As he spoke, Yan Youfo took out a leather bag from his luggage and opened it. Inside was a row of 
shining silver steel needles, each as long as the palm of his hand. 


"Otherwise, there is only my method. | have a "knife and needle" that can be used on this injury: insert 
the needle deep into the joint, cut open the injured area, and then use medicine continuously for 
twenty days to cure the injury. . But this is actually just as risky as the "Rui Jie Ointment". If | make a 
mistake, my tendons will be severed, and you will be completely disabled from now on. Moreover, 
whether the treatment is successful or not, we will not know until twenty days. You are not allowed to 
move your injured area for twenty days. It is hard and dangerous." 


Although Yan Youfo was fat, he had ten exceptionally long and delicate fingers. He pulled out one of the 
"knife needles" and held it out in front of Jing Li's eyes. Jing Li looked carefully at the top of the long 
steel needle. It turned out that it was not an ordinary needle point, but a slanted blade, as small as a 
fly's wing. 


It was no accident that Yan Youfo was in Jiangxi, because he went to Luling to find the only person in the 
world who could sharpen his "knife and needle" - Han Shizi. 


Anyone would be terrified to have something like this stabbed into their joints. But at that time Jing Li 
only showed his usual bold and hearty smile. 


"I'm already disabled, so why not take risks? Please be prepared to take action." 
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Now ten days have passed. Jing Li has been trapped in this room, sleeping on this special wooden bed, 
his body is restrained with a leather belt in order to prevent him from accidentally touching his wounds 
in his sleep. Since he has to stay in the same sleeping position for the whole night, some parts of his 
body will be under pressure for too long and the blood flow will not be smooth, forming "paralytic 
sores", So every one and a half hours, someone has to help him to release the constraints and massage 
to move the blood flow. Yuan Xing and Yan Heng took turns to help. 


All these were not the most painful thing for Jing Li. The most painful thing is being unable to move for a 
long time and being unable to practice martial arts at all. So he thought of a way to train in his 
imagination, and compete against different opponents he had fought with every day in his imagination 
one after another. This practice is very difficult, and it was completely inaccessible in the first few days, 
or could only be maintained for a short period of time; but after Yuan Xing taught him Shaolin Zen 
breathing and breathing meditation, he gradually opened the door to it. 


——When practicing this consciousness, he must restrain his whole body on the bed to prevent the 
misuse of force due to the influence of his thoughts and touching the injured area. Although he didn't 
even move his fingers during the practice, Jing Li was still sweating after every completion, because his 
organs and thoughts had entered a state of fighting, which also consumed his physical strength. 


Yan Youfo's dexterous hands changed Jing's dressing and at the same time gently pressed and checked 
his knee. In fact, even without Yin Yingfeng's favor, Yan Youfo would definitely be willing to treat Jing Li's 
injuries, just because he had long heard about this strange man's chivalrous deeds from Han Shizi. But 
since he could return the favor to Yin Yingfeng, he naturally didn't say anything and pretended to be 
very reluctant. In fact, he really hoped that the healing would be successful. 


— —Don’t always let good people’s bodies get ruined in my hands... 


Yan Youfo, who has seen too many lives and deaths, never believes that good people are rewarded with 
good things. Only this time he cared about his patients like never before. This kid Jing Li was surprisingly 
popular with him. It would take another ten days to know whether it could be cured. In the past, Yan 
Youfo had already lost his patience and left the rest of the matter to Yin Yingfeng, but this time he 
insisted on staying until the end to see the result. 


"Is Mr. Jing practicing again today?" Yin Yingfeng frowned and said, "We are all martial arts 
practitioners. Of course | understand...but why rush it? If | get injured again..." 
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"No, this is better." Yan Youfo said as he closed the copper shell on Jing Li's leg: "When he enters the 
training state, his blood flow becomes stronger, and the injury heals more easily." 


"After resting for a while, | have to practice again." Jing Li said, winking at Yuan Xing, "This time it's your 
turn." 


"Not bad." Yuan Xing scratched his hair, "If you want to beat me, you can only do it while you are 
dreaming. Enjoy yourself." Everyone in the room laughed. 


At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Yin Yingfeng saw that it was his Bagua Sect disciple, Fan 
Qiugiao. 


Yin Yingfeng looked at his disciples and saw Fan Qiuqiao standing in front of the door without saying a 
word, just looking at the master. Yin Yingfeng knew that he had something to say and couldn't say it 
here, so he gave Yan Youfo and others a fist and followed Fan Qiuqiao out of the corridor. 


Yuan Xing also touched his belly, yawned and said to Jing Li, "Taking care of this guy is quite hard. I'm 
hungry again, I'm going out to look for something to eat." Jing Li asked Yan Youfo to re-dress him. The 
belt of the wooden bed, while watching Yuan Xing leave. The hound Alai naturally followed Wanxing 
out. 


After arriving in the corridor, Fan Qiuqiao reported to Yin Yingfeng: "| just received the carrier pigeon." 


"Finally..." Yin Yingfeng sighed. They had been holding back because they wanted to buy time for the 
"Six Swordsmen" to recuperate, but it seemed that it would be difficult to delay it any longer. 


"Tell everyone to prepare." When Yin Yingfeng said, his originally humble face became as hard as iron: 
"Bring me the sword." 


When Fan Qiuqiao nodded, he did not dare to look directly at Shiyi. Compared with the stern and 
impetuous Master Yin Yingchuan, Huizhou Bagua Gate Headquarters 
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All the disciples of "Fangyuantang" prefer to get close to the master. Yin Yingfeng is always very patient 
when instructing his disciples and rarely gets angry or punishes them. But there are always times when 
Yin Yingfeng suddenly changes his face like this, exuding an aura that even his disciples who have been 

with him for many years cannot look directly at. 


There are only nine heads of the "Nine Sects" in the world, and of course each one is by no means 
simple. 


After Fan Qiuqiao hurried away, Yin Yingfeng's energy suddenly restrained again because he sensed 
someone behind him. 


Yuan Xing and Ah Lai, a monk and a dog, approached him. The monk's hands kept fiddling with his 
knuckles, as if he was preparing to move his fists, which hadn't hit anyone for a while. 


"Let me go, too." Yuan Xing said eagerly. 


Yin Yingfeng shook his head decisively. He knew very well how Yuan Xing was feeling at the moment: 
having to hide in the face of a powerful enemy and rely on others to resist on his behalf was something 
that every warrior with strong dignity found difficult to accept. 


"Jing Shaoxia still needs time to recover. If the secret sect sees any of you now, the battle cannot be 
delayed." Yin Yingfeng explained: "Besides, the 'Six Swordsmen' are imperial criminals after all. If you 
openly show up in Xiangtan, you will be attacked at any time." It will cause a lot of trouble for the 
Xianglong Sect and the merchants and people here." 


Yuan Xing thought for a while and had no choice but to nod. They never told Jing Li that the Secret Sect 
was "patrolling coffins" in Xiangtan City every day, because they knew that with his personality, he 
would find it difficult to bear the suffering of so many people for him, and his anxiety and intolerance 
would affect the progress of his recovery at any time. 


Yuan Xing pulled up his monk's robe and squatted down to stroke the hairs of A Lai's neck by his feet to 
relieve his boredom. There is a long scar on his left leg, which was cut by the Secret Sect Sect Master 
during the night battle in the dense forest. 
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"Senior Yin..." Yuan Xing looked solemn: "Lei Jiudi... you have to be careful." 


Yin Yingfeng nodded after hearing this. These words came from the mouth of a Shaolin monk who was 
selected into the "Eighteen Bronze Men", and they are full of weight. ——Not to mention that one of 
the leaders of the "Nine Major Sects" has already fallen into the hands of Lei Jiudi. 


At this time, another younger Bagua sect disciple ran over with the dexterity that the sect is most 
famous for, holding Yin Yingfeng's exaggeratedly long sword in his hand. The hilts of the two-handed 
swords alone were equivalent to the length of Yin Yingfeng's forearms. 


Yin Yingfeng held the sword in his hand, and his whole body seemed to suddenly become taller. 


"Of course." Yin Yingfeng put the long sword on his back and said to Wanxing with a smile before 
leaving, "But in the same way, Lei Jiudi should also be careful of me." 
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"Yan Heng, do it again! Watch your move!" 


The woman's scolding sound sounded from the other side of the mansion. 


The sound came into the room from the courtyard outside through the window. Tong Jing showed a 
disgusted expression when she heard it, as if she was full of resentment. 


This sentence should have been said by her. 


But at this moment, she had to be in this room, feeding the depressed Lian Feihong with medicine. 
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Lian Feihong was sitting on the bed with his white hair spread out, his left ear and the corner of his left 
eyebrow were still wrapped with saber, his face seemed to have aged a few years more than before, he 
didn't have his usual smile, he just silently drank the medicine handed over by Tong Jing. 


After being severely wounded by Lei Jiudi in the woods, he became infected and almost died. 
Fortunately, he was rescued by Yin Yingfeng and the Bagua sect disciples in time and brought to 
Xiangtan for treatment. He was then treated with Yan Youfo's prescription. The infection was eliminated 
and he was beheaded. The injured area was also scabbed. It's just that Lian Feihong is no longer young, 
and his recovery ability is not as good as before. Although it has been more than half a month, he still 
can't move freely. 


Tong Jing took Zhao Guang's bowl and looked at Lian Feihong, speechless. She knew that young age was 
not the biggest obstacle to Lian Feihong's recovery, but his complete defeat to Lei Jiudi was the most 
serious blow to him. Losing the self-confidence of a warrior, Lian Feihong's body seemed to be missing 
an invisible aura to support him, which affected his body and weakened his functions. 


--No one can say whether an old man who has suffered such a severe physical and mental trauma will 
be able to regain his former state. Even if that person is Mr. Fei Hong. 


Lian Feihong yawned and looked languid. He was not as eager to try anything as before. However, in the 
early autumn weather, he wrapped his legs tightly with a quilt and had no intention of getting out of 
bed and walking around. He had been sober for more than ten days, but except to relieve himself, he 
almost never left the room. 


Tong Jing didn't like Lian Feihong's appearance, but she had no choice but to wait until his injuries were 
completely healed. She put the medicine bowl on the table, and then she heard the sound of wooden 
swords clashing outside, mixed with a woman's laughter. Tong Jing couldn't bear it anymore and walked 
to the window to watch. 


He saw two figures, one in red and one in green, circling around in the vast courtyard, four wooden 
sabers and swords in their hands, fighting each other brilliantly. 


Xing Ying wielded a sword and a sword in both hands, and kept walking diagonally on her quick boots. 
The two wooden weapons used the Kongtong sect's unique "Flower Technique" to send various quick 
moves to Yan Heng in a staggered manner. Yan Heng used the long and short wooden swords that 
imitated the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" to eliminate them one by one. Every time he 
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eliminated a move, he immediately sent back a time-limited counterattack, and the density of the two 
swords' attacks and defenses was by no means inferior to that of the Kongdong Sect's master's protege 
and beloved disciple in front of him. 


Xing Ying still wore a veil when practicing, but she laughed happily from time to time, and her big eyes 
were full of joy and vitality, like a child playing games. She was somewhat similar to her master in this 
aspect. On the contrary, Yan Heng was training with this sister who was older than him, but his 
expression seemed reserved. He did not dare to look directly into her bright eyes, and he just 
concentrated on dealing with the "Flower Technique", but his sword moves were calm and effortless. 
After experiencing the deadly battle with Lei Jiudi and the secret sect disciples in the woods, Yan Heng's 
sword skills and courage have obviously improved to a new level. 


——When Shulinlin killed Dong Sanqiao, he only focused on helping his companions break out of the 
siege and didn't think much about it. After escaping from danger, he recalled that he was surprised at 
his progress: in Xi'an more than a year ago, although his martial arts would not be inferior to Dong 
Sanqiao's, he would never have such absolute confidence and momentum. 


The two were sparring in Tong Jing's eyes, making her furious. 


--They looked just like Brother Jing and Sister Lan! 


As Tong Jing watched, she felt that she should be the one practicing swordplay with Yan Heng in the 
courtyard at the moment. She was so angry that she had nowhere to vent, so she grabbed the medicine 
bowl on the table and wanted to throw it to the ground, but she saw Lian Feihong looking at her, and 
the hand holding the bowl stopped in mid-air. 


"What are you looking at? Old man!" Tong Jing blushed and said, "| don't understand. The woman 
outside is obviously a disciple of your Kongtong sect. Why is it that | bring you medicine to drink while 
she is playing outside? " 


Lian Feihong seemed to have become a little sluggish in his head, and it took him a while to understand 
what Tong Jing was saying. 


"There's nothing | can do...A Ying is angry with me." Lian Feihong spread his hands and said. 
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That day, "Six Swordsmen" were rescued by Yin Yingfeng outside the woods. Lian Feihong, who had only 
half a life, was quickly sent to Xiangtan for rescue. When such a large group of people arrived in the 
county, they naturally quickly attracted the attention of the Xianglong Sword Sect. Xing Tan and Dai Kui, 
who followed Jian Tianshun to Xiangtan as guests, immediately met up with the "Six Swordsmen". 


Jing Li, Yan Heng and Tong Jing were very excited to reunite with Dai Kui, whom they had not seen for a 
long time. 


"You're here." Jing Li only said so at that time. 


"Uh-huh." Dai Kui replied in kind. The two of them stretched out their hands and held each other tightly. 
There is no need to say more - at your most difficult moment, when the world is full of enemies, having 
a companion come to you regardless of everything is the best answer. 


Seeing Lian Feihong in critical condition, his enthusiasm quickly cooled down. When Xing Ying saw the 
master at that time, her face looked like she had suddenly lost blood. She didn't say hello to the new 
"Breaking Six Swords" people at all. During the seven days when Lian Feihong was in the most critical 
condition, she stayed by her master's bedside almost every step of the way. 


However, when Yan Youfo arrived and stabilized Lian Feihong's condition with medicine, and Lian 
Feihong was able to speak clearly, Xing Ying ignored him. Pang Tianshun explained to everyone behind 
his back: Although Xing Ying was concerned about her master's safety and came all the way from 
Pingliang, on the other hand she was angry that Lian Feihong had left her behind in order to accept Tong 
Jing as his disciple... 


At this moment, when Tong Jing heard Lian Feihong talking about how Xing Ying was angry with him, she 
felt even more hateful. 


——| didn’t take the initiative to ask you, a bad old man, to teach me! Why should | suffer because of 
the quarrel between you two masters and disciples? 


She couldn't bear it anymore and wanted to throw the medicine bowl at Lian Feihong, but just then the 
doorman came and knocked. 
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".,..Tong girl, I'm here to visit my senior." The door was only open, and the person outside stretched out 
half of his body to sneak in. It was Pang Tianshun, a tall and handsome swordsman from the Xianglong 
sect. 


Tong Jing suddenly saw him coming in and couldn't help but froze for a moment, then hurriedly put the 
medicine bowl behind her back, but her emotions still couldn't calm down. She hurriedly said to Pang 
Tianshun, "Then you can watch him!" Then she opened the door. He passed Pang Tianshun and walked 
away. Pang Tianshun couldn't figure out why she acted like this, so he couldn't help scratching his cheek. 


This is a large house in the north of Xiangtan County. It is the villa of a wealthy businessman named Zhao 
in Changsha. Mr. Zhao runs freight between Changsha and Xiangtan, and he relies heavily on the 
Xianglong Sword Sect to protect him. Therefore, the Xianglong Sword Sect borrowed it to install the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate", and Mr. Zhao never complained. The "Broken Doors and Six Lings" live 
deep in the mansion, and it is impossible to detect their presence from the streets outside. 


Pang Tianshun stepped forward respectfully and saluted Lian Feihong: "Senior, how do you feel today? If 
you need anything, please just ask junior to do it." 


Lian Feihong still looked lazy and curled up on the bed: "I'm fine... You don't have to come to check on 


me... 


Pang Tianshun smiled bitterly. He came to the mansion not really to visit Mr. Feihong. 


At this time, the sound of wooden swords outside the window was heard again. Pang Tianshun couldn't 
help but stand in front of the window like Tong Jing just now, and saw Xing Ying training with Yan Heng 
with a smile. This time she used the whip pole with both hands to fight Yan Heng. 


Pang Tianshun looked at it and his heart sank. One of the reasons why he came to the mansion was to 
meet Xing Ying, but he didn't see her after waiting in the front hall for a long time. It turned out that she 
was here with Yan Heng. 
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Seeing Xing Ying's graceful movements during the fight, Pang Tianshun couldn't help but froze, and his 
face lost the usual careless look about everything. He stroked the scar on his left palm that was injured 
by Xing Ying's sword. 


Pang Tianshun met Xing Ying in Yuanzhou City that day and came to Xiangtan for a few days. Pang 
Tianshun had been deeply attracted by this cheerful Gansu heroine. However, since she reunited with 
Lian Feihong, she has never had the chance to see her again. near. Now that Lian Feihong has recovered 
a lot, Pang Tianshun found that Xing Ying was very cold to him, and he looked completely different 
during the journey. Pang Tianshun thought: Maybe she is angry with her master and is in a bad mood... 


But now he saw her practicing martial arts with Yan Heng and she was smiling so heartily. 


"Okay, let's take a rest." Xing Qi suddenly pulled away and jumped away, saying to Yan Heng. The two 
sat side by side on the stone bench beside the courtyard. 


Yan Heng put down his swords and looked at Xing Ying with a smile: "| practiced a lot of moves just 
now... Thank you so much, senior sister..." However, he saw Xing Ying took off her veil at this time, her 
face turned red from practicing, Look more beautiful and energetic. Although the scar on the right lower 
jaw was a flaw, Yan Heng's eyes not only did not dislike it, but instead gave him a feeling of pity. Yan 
Heng quickly looked away. 


Pang Tianshun looked at Xing Ying's face from a distance in front of the window, feeling the same as Yan 
Heng. On the contrary, he was still looking at her intently. 


Whether intentionally or unintentionally, Xing Ying never looked in Pang Tianshun's direction. She didn't 
seem to notice that he was standing at the window and was just talking to Yan Heng. 


"Aren't you tired?" Xing Ying took out a handkerchief to wipe her sweat, looked at Yan Heng who was 
sitting upright and said with a smile. 


"No, I've long been used to it..." As Yan Heng said this, he smelled the scent of Xing Ying's handkerchief, 
and his heart moved, and his face, already full of energy from training, turned even redder. 
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"| heard that Senior Brother Dai told you about you." Xing Ying, a wealthy woman from Guanxi, used her 
handkerchief to wipe the sweat on Yan Ban's forehead without any hesitation. Yan Heng had never 
encountered anything like this before. He didn't react at all and didn't dare to move at all, so he let Xing 
Ying wipe his sweat. 


"You have the guts to take revenge on the Wudang Clan all by yourself." Xing Ying looked at Yan Heng 
with appreciative eyes and said, "| believe you will be able to revive the Qingcheng Clan." 


Tong Jing overheard this and almost broke the porcelain bowl in her hand into two halves. 


——She stole my words again! | obviously said this first when | was in Linjiang City! 


It turned out that Tong Jing did not leave after escaping from the room. She hid behind a tree in the 
corner of the backyard and spied on Yan and Xing. As a result, the more she listened, the angrier she 
became and she hated Xing Ying to death. 


——This scarred woman has been in Xiangtan for so many days, let alone talking, she has not even 
looked at me! What does she think she is? Are the disciples of the Kongtong Sect great? 


At first, Tong Jing thought that Xing Ying was just bad at socializing, and that she was the same as 
everyone else. But since Lian Feihong had gotten better, she had become very talkative to many people, 
except for Tong Jing! Especially Yan Heng, with whom she had been talking a lot, and whom she had 
been dragging to sword practice for the past few days. As a result, Tong Jing had not had the chance to 
learn from Yan Heng, and had not been able to talk to him much either, all because the "scarred 
woman" had been hogging him! 


From the window on the other side, Pang Tianshun saw Xing Ying wiping sweat for Yan Heng, and his 
heart felt as heavy as lead. He was not as angry as Tong Jing, but felt very disappointed - especially when 
he thought that Yan Heng had completely defeated him in Linjiang City. 


——Maybe she... doesn't like me... 
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Just when Pang Tianshun was feeling frustrated in the room, the carrier pigeon outside flew into the 
mansion, so he was completely unaware of it. Xing Ying put away the handkerchief, touched the scar on 
her face, lowered her eyebrows and sighed. Yan Heng looked at her when he heard it. 


"Junior Brother Yan... tell me, am | ugly like this? You probably won't like a girl like me, right?" 


Yan Heng was taken aback and waved his hand hurriedly: "No! No..." 


"Is it ugly? Or don't you like it?" Xing Ying stared at Yan Heng with a smile on her face, teasing him and 
asking again. 


"No...| didn't...| mean..." Yan Heng didn't know how to answer at all, and his words were in a mess. 


"This scar was caused by a horse thief when | was a child." Xing Ying put away her smile and looked at 
the sky: "It was the old man who saved me..." 


When she mentioned her master, she stopped talking again, her brows furrowed with anger. 


"Senior Sister Xing, don't be angry with Senior Lian." Yan Heng saw her like this and said, "You should 
also know his character very well..." 


"Hmph, that idiot, of course | know him!" Xing Ying said coldly: "| just found a baby's head, so | thought | 
picked up some treasure! | don't think | have any skills at all on that little baby." 


Hearing this, Tong Jing couldn't help but rush out. 


"Senior Sister Xing, you are wrong to say that." Yan Heng said at this time: "Senior Lian is definitely not 
wrong. Tong Jing is a very talented guy. | have personally seen her destroy the Wudang Sect with one 
sword. The skills of an elite can be used immediately after learning!" 
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As Yan Heng spoke, he remembered the sword skills he had taught Tong Jing these days, and couldn't 
help but smile. He added, "If one day her sword will surpass mine, or even Brother Jing's, | won't be 
surprised at all." 


Tong Jing secretly heard this from behind the tree, her anger disappeared instantly, and the bright smile 
on her face was very similar to Yan Heng's. She didn't want Yan Heng to know that she heard these 
words, so she quietly retreated and left, still thinking about it when she left. 


Xing Ying noticed Yan Heng's expression and felt a hint of jealousy in her heart. 


When Yan Heng thought of Tong Jing, he remembered that he had not taught her for several days, so he 
packed up his wooden sword and prepared to leave. 


"Practice with me for a while longer, okay?" Xing Ying begged. 


Yan Heng thought that Xing Ying came from Pingliang and had no acquaintance here except the angry 
master; and the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" were all partners in life and death, which must 
have made Xing Ying feel even more lonely. So he nodded in agreement. 


"But | still have to go see Senior Lian first..." At this time, Yan Heng looked in the direction of the room in 
front of the courtyard, only to find that Pang Tianshun had been standing in front of the window. 


"Brother Pang! Are you here?" Yan Heng stepped forward happily. 


Xing Ying also walked to the window together, but her expression was a little unnatural, looking up at 
the sky and the earth, but refused to look at Pang Tianshun head-on. Pang Tianshun looked 
embarrassed when he saw the two of them coming over. He looked exactly like the bold and carefree 
Xianglong Sect swordsman Yan Heng had met in Linjiang City, and Yan Heng couldn't help but find it 
strange. 


"Hello, Young Master Yan. Hello, Heroine Xing." Pang Tianshun raised his fist to the two of them. 
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"Brother Pang came here specifically to visit Senior Lian?" Yan Heng asked. 


Pang Tianshun glanced at Xing Ying and saw that she still ignored him, so he said, "Well...actually, there 
is one more thing." 


Although Xing Ying didn't look at Pang Tianshun, her eyes lit up as she lowered her head to look at the 
ground. 


But what Pang Tianshun said was not what she thought. 


"The merchants from the north brought some very shocking news today." Pang Tianqing looked at Yan 
Heng and said, "It's about the Wudang Sect." 


Upon hearing these three words, Yan Heng's body immediately exuded a slight fighting spirit, and even 
Xingtan and Pang Tianshun could feel it. 


Pang Tianshun continued, "Because Yao Lianzhou refused to accept the iron medal of the ‘Loyal and 
Brave Wudang Sect', the imperial court was angered, and thousands of elite soldiers from the capital 
have marched down to the south to attack the Wudang Sect, and have now encircled the Wudang 
Mountain. 


Hearing this, Yan Heng couldn't help but stop breathing, unable to utter a single word for a long time, 
and was silent for a while before he spoke, "Brother Pang, | have lived in the mountains for a long time, 
and | don't know anything about the forbidden army of the imperial court, so | just want to ask: Can they 
be more powerful than the Wudang Sect?" Pang Tianshun shook his head. 


"No matter how powerful the Wudang Sect is, it is still a martial arts sect. It is impossible to fight against 
the Emperor who is the ruler of the world." When Yan Heng learned about this, he had conflicting 
feelings: on the one hand, if the Wudang Sect was really wiped out by the imperial court, who would he 
find to avenge the bloodshed of his Qingcheng Sect masters? 
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On the other hand, Yan Heng knew very well that the reason why the Wudang Clan angered the court 
was not just because of whether or not to accept the iron plate, but because they were unwilling to 
become the court's hawk to attack the "Six Swordsmen". 


Yan Heng only felt that the old feud between him and the Wudang Sect was gradually becoming more 
complicated and difficult to resolve. He held a pair of long and short wooden swords tightly, speechless. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 122 Chapter 5: Tiger Pounces Dragon 


Three hundred warriors, clad in mourning linen and armed with swords, guns and weapons, burst into 
the quiet back streets of Xiangtan County carrying the stench of corpses. Their murderous aura was 
shocking. Even wild dogs don’t dare to walk into the streets. 


All the doors of the mansions on both sides of the street were closed. Even though it was broad daylight, 
the "coffin patrol" team felt like entering a dead city. 


Han Shanhu led the way. As he walked, he tied strips of white cloth across his shoulders, back and waist, 
keeping the burlap cloth close to his body. The intention was of course to avoid hindering combat 
activities. Many secret sect disciples behind him also followed suit. 


The Secret Sect team, prepared for a decisive battle, arrived at the middle of the back street. They saw 
an old mansion on the east side in front of them. It was the only house with a wide open front door on 
the whole street. On the top of the door hung a sign of "Nan Lin Pavilion" On the large plaque, the three 
characters are written like flowing clouds and flowing water. More than forty swordsmen have gathered 
on the stone steps and open space in front of the door, seemingly waiting for the arrival of the secret 
sect disciples. 


Standing in the center under the plaque is a capable middle-aged man in his forties, with a figure similar 
to Pang Tianshun, with slender shoulders and extraordinarily broad shoulders, a straight and shiny 
beard, but a kind appearance. The merchant, dressed in expensive brocade robes, is none other than 
Tang Hao, the current leader of the Xianglong Sword Sect. 


This "Nanlin Pavilion" has stood in Xiangtan County for more than a hundred years. The Tan family, the 
original founder of the Xianglong Sword Sect, was not only a master of swordsmanship, but also good at 
forging swords and became rich by doing so, so they were able to build such a magnificent main hall in 
the center of the bustling county. However, due to the comfortable life of Tan's disciples, their casting 
skills gradually lost their mastery, and the swordsmanship was inherited by disciples with other 
surnames. By Tang Hao, he was already the sixth generation master with a different surname. 


At this time, those who lined up with Tang Hao were all Xianglong disciples in the "Nanlin Pavilion" who 
were qualified to wear real swords. Although there is a gap between the reputations of the Xianglong 
Sword Sect and the Secret Sect in the martial arts world, and there is a huge disparity in the numbers 
between the two sides at this moment, everyone in the Xianglong Sect has no fear. 
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Each one of them stood tall and tall, ready to fight at any time, no less than the disciples of the secret 
sect in front of them. 


Han Shanhu led the funeral procession and stopped two feet in front of the Xianglong sect. Three 
hundred people from the Secret Sect and ten coffins filled the entire street. 


Tang Hao looked at the crowd opposite, but there seemed to be no trace of the secret sect leader. Lei 
Jiudi had been practicing in seclusion for many years. Of course, Tang Hao had never seen him, but he 
knew his general appearance from the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". The Secret Sect has been 
making trouble in Xiangtan these days, but Lei Jiudi has never appeared. Tang Hao has asked his 
disciples and local people in Xiangtan to investigate his whereabouts, but to no avail. He seems to have 
been hiding among the Secret Sect members. Not one inn came out. The secret sect has a large number 
of people, and they often walk in groups in the county. Lei Jiudi may be moving among them in disguise, 
so it is impossible to determine which store he is hiding in. 


While Tang Hao was searching for Lei Jiudi, Zeng Qingfeng, who was standing next to Han Shanhu, was 
also scanning the swordsmen of the Xianglong Sect, and saw that there were indeed several female 
disciples inside, but there was no figure of Xing Ying among them. 


"The female Xianglong sect swordsman | met in Yuanzhou is not here." Zeng Qingfeng whispered. 


"Of course." Han Shanhu said without looking at him. Zeng Qingfeng looked at him and heard that there 
was a deeper meaning in his words. 


At this time, a secret sect disciple lined up with his fellow disciples, hurriedly came forward, and 
whispered a few words to Han Shanhu. Han Shanhu nodded without saying anything, and then looked at 
Tang Hao a few feet away again. 


"This must be the Tang leader of the Xianglong Sword Sect, right?" Han Shanhu's handsome face spread 
a smile without any trace of pleasure, and he said loudly: "| am Han Shanhu, a disciple of the Cangzhou 
secret sect "Yu Qitang", | would like to act as the leader. The master of the sect has come to say hello to 
your sect. We have been in Xiangtan for many days and have just come to pay homage to your sect. | 
hope you will forgive me." 
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Tang Hao calmly greeted Han Shanhu's arrow-like gaze, and simply replied: "You're welcome." In terms 
of seniority in the martial arts world, he really didn't need to respond to Han Shanhu with any polite 
words. 


"Junior, many of my classmates are here today. In addition to renewing our friendship with the 
Xianglong Sword Sect, | also have something else to ask for." Han Shanhu said with an oppressive tone in 
his tone. No matter how friendly the wording was, it failed to impress anyone at all. Feel the sincerity in 
it. "Ah?" Tang Hao pretended to be surprised: "Are there still things in the world that hundreds of secret 
sect disciples can't solve?" 


Han Shanhu ignored the sarcasm in Tang Hao's words and continued: "It is the "Six Swordsmen that 
break the door" that the imperial court stated in the imperial edict to capture and kill. The disciples of 
our sect received the news that the rebels came to Xiangtan. The Gui sect is the largest sect in the local 
martial arts world. It knows all about the black and white officials and businessmen in this county. It 
shouldn't be difficult to drive a few mice out of the hole, right?" 


——It means: Without the assistance of your Xianglong Sect, how could the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate" have been able to hide until today? 


Tang Hao spread a smooth smile, "Young Master Han is accusing me, the Xianglong Sect, of harboring 
imperial criminals, right?" 


"Don't dare! Don't dare!" Han Shanhu waved his hands exaggeratedly, but he did not relax at all when 
he spoke: "The 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' killed the Jinyiwei generals and robbed the official 
treasures. The criminals were heinous! Zuoni was a major crime that destroyed the family, what kind of 
fool would do it?" 


As Han Shanhu spoke, he glanced at the people in the Xianglong Sect in front of him. He deliberately 
spoke loudly about the consequences of covering up the "Six Swordsmen", which really frightened 
several of the young disciples into turning pale. 


"As far as | know, the Xianglong sect has also received the iron plaque from the 'Loyal and Brave Martial 


Arts Collection’." Han Shanhu took advantage of the situation and pressed forward: "This matter should 
be very clear, right?" 
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"Okay!" At this time, a Xianglong sect swordsman who was about the same age as him stood next to 
Tang Hao. He raised his thumb at Han Shanhu and said loudly. It was Tang Hao's junior brother Zhang 
Maoquan: "As soon as the secret sect received the notice from the court, Following the order, he went 
out in force and served the court loyally. He is truly chivalrous and a model for today’s martial arts 
world! No wonder there are so many “nine sects” in the world, and the secret sect is indispensable in 
the end!” 


Zhang Maoquan’s words were full of hidden meanings. They not only satirized the secret sect as a lackey 
of the imperial court, but also implied that it was recognized as the last among the "nine major sects". 
The people of the Secret Sect were infuriated, but Zhang Maoquan seemed to be praising the Secret 
Sect, so there was no way for them to make an issue of it. 


"Junior Brother Zhang, have any of our disciples heard that the 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' have 
come to Xiangtan?" Tang Hao asked while stretching out his fingers to scratch his ear holes. 


"No, senior brother, head master." 


"Hmm. Okay..." Tang Hao's smile did not change. He looked at Han Shanhu and said, "Let's pay more 
attention to your sect. If there is any news, we will send our disciples over as soon as possible to pass it 
on. That's it, Tang will not send it." Your faction wants to stay in Xiangtan for a few more days. Please 
feel free to do whatever you want. Our Xianglong faction will cover all the food and accommodation.” 


Tang Hao actually waved his hand as he said that, turned around and walked in the door. Seeing that the 
leader of the Xianglong Sect was so difficult to deal with, all the disciples of the Secret Sect stayed on 
the spot for a moment. 


Except Han Shanhu. He took three steps alone and was only a few feet away from the Xianglong 
swordsman guarding the front. 


"Master Tang, there is one more thing." 


Tang Hao turned around and raised his eyebrows: "Please tell me." 
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"Han has heard that the Xianglong Sect's "South Lin Pavilion" has a magnificent layout and has a history 
of hundreds of years. It also has a collection of many ancient swords. It is difficult for members of our 
sect to come to Xiangtan. Why should | go in and visit today?” 


Han Shanhu's intention was, of course, to search the "Nanlin Pavilion". 


Since the establishment of the Xianglong Sword Sect, it has never been so insulted. 


When Tang Hao turned around, his face also changed, and his murderous aura was like a sharp cone 
protruding from cotton. 


"This is against martial arts rules." He said slowly. 


Facing the head of a major sect in Hunan, Han Shanhu did not waver at all. He just laughed and said: 
"After experiencing the challenges of the Wudang sect in the past few years, what do you still say about 
‘martial arts rules'? There has always been only one true martial arts rule." 


As he spoke, his left hand was already resting on the handle of the knife on his right waist. 


The Xianglong Sect disciples who were closest to him felt Han Shanhu's sudden momentum, and 
naturally they stretched out their hands to press the hilt of their swords. 


No one spoke anymore. In the streets of Xiangtan, the air suddenly became thicker, making people 
breathe harder. 


At this time, the sound of intensive horse hooves could be heard from far away on both sides of the 
street, and then a large number of footsteps approached. It could be heard that many people were 
rushing into the county seat on horseback, and then dismounted and walked here. 
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Many people appeared on both sides of the streets and gathered in the area of "Nanlin Pavilion". 
Among them, the ones with good qinggong skills even climbed up to the houses on both sides. 


On the walls and roofs, the Xianglong Sword Sect's camp instantly increased by nearly a hundred people, 
and all of them were carrying long swords of similar styles. It turned out that they were all branch 
disciples of the Xianglong Sword Sect in Huguang, Jiangxi and Guangxi provinces. 


——tThe Xianglong sect has a long history and is very popular. However, many branches have long been 
disconnected from the Xiangtan main hall. Only a dozen martial arts schools still maintain close relations 
with the "Nanlin Hall", and Tang Hao invited them to send sects. People come to help, otherwise there 
will be more. 


Monk Yuanxing killed Erhan, the "flag protector" under the throne of Bolongshu in Jiangxi, and avenged 
Tang Hao's junior brother Rong Liang. Yan Heng even gave Rong Liang's precious Xianglong sect ancient 
swords as a gift. Also, the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" were the great benefactors of the 
Xianglong Sword Sect. Tang Hao was determined to protect them, even at the risk of a decisive battle 
with the secret sect's army. Therefore, he had already sent letters to summon his fellow sects from all 
over the place to avoid being noticed by the secret sect. He took action, so he placed these non-local 
disciples in villages outside the county. Today, he knew that the situation was urgent, so he summoned 
them with a carrier pigeon. 


The number of enemy formations suddenly tripled. The secret sect disciples were unexpected, but 
currently they still had the advantage of two against one. 


——Not to mention the Xianglong Sect swordsmen, we Cangzhou Secret Sect will not look at them! 


However, more people and horses followed, and the weapons they brought were more miscellaneous, 
including swords, guns, clubs, and strange weapons such as claws and chains. The visitor was Ruan 
Shaoxiong, the master of the Ruan Family Wuji Sect in Linjiang, who arrived with a dozen disciples and 
other local martial arts people; Shen Feng of the Giant Bird Sect in Pingjiang arrived with eight brothers 
and jumped with Qinggong. He climbed up the window of a nearby house and confronted the secret 
sect from a high position. They all arrived on their own after receiving the news that the "Six 
Swordsmen" were in Xiangtan, and contacted Pang Tianshun. They had been on standby outside the city 
for seven or eight days, naturally in order to repay the kindness of Yan Heng, the young hero of the 
Qingcheng faction. 
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The number of people standing guard in front of the "South Scale Pavilion" increased to nearly two 
hundred people in the blink of an eye. In terms of numbers alone, they were almost evenly matched. 


Han Shanhu did not notice these people and was not moved at all. But when the last group of people 
appeared, even he couldn't help biting his lower lip with hatred. 


There were only about thirty people coming from the north of the street, and the leader was the 
shortest person on the entire street. He slung a long sword across his back, the tip of the scabbard 
almost touching the ground, the hilt protruding from above his right shoulder, and the pommel was 
higher than his head. 


Just by looking at his steps and body posture, he could tell that the martial arts of this short man who 
was over fifty years old and the disciples behind him were superior to those of the Xianglong Sect and 
others. 


There is no need for the disciples of the Bagua Sect to say a word. Wherever Yin Yingfeng passes, 
everyone will naturally clear a path. When Yin Yingfeng stopped, he was only fifteen feet away from Han 
Shanhu. 


"No wonder the people of the Xianglong Sect are so bold." Han Shanhu stopped pretending to be 
friendly and stood tall with his chest raised in a completely challenging posture, his left hand never 
leaving the handle of the knife. "It turns out you were the one who rescued those guys outside the 
woods that day." 


Zeng Qingfeng, who was standing behind Han Shanhu, was well-informed because he traveled around 
the world a lot. From the way this group of people walked, it was already clear that they must be 
members of the Bagua Sect. The only difference was whether they were members of the 
"Fangyuantang" of the Huizhou General Hall; There are not many masters of this age who can use two- 
handed swords in the Bagua Sect. Zeng Qingfeng has already determined who the person in front of him 
is. 


He couldn't help but look at Han Shanhu's tall and strong back. Zeng Qingfeng, a disciple of the Shanxi 
branch, has never seen with his own eyes how Han Shanhu has practiced martial arts after following 
Master Lei. Is it really powerful enough to fight against the current leader of the Bagua Sect? He only 
saw that Han Shanhu was extremely confident. 
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——It would be great if Master Lei was here... 


In fact, since coming to Xiangtan, Zeng Qingfeng has never seen the leader. Lei Jiudi has only been living 
with a group of "internal disciples" from the Cangzhou Headquarters. They, the people from other 
branches, have never even glanced at him, which makes Zeng Qingfeng Doubt: The leader was stabbed 
by an enemy in the woods. Was he seriously injured...? 


When Yin Yingfeng faced Han Shanhu, he did not deny that he had saved the "Six Swordsman" - such a 
junior was not worthy of being lied to by the head of the Bagua Sect. 


At this time, another group of people appeared, that is, the large group of warriors who came to 
Xiangtan to watch the fun. They walked through the alley to see what was going on, but what they saw 
in front of them was a huge scene of hundreds of people from two groups of warriors at war with each 
other. Some people had already retreated for fear of getting involved in a fight that could break out at 
any time, while others stood in the alley and looked around. 


Only one person stepped out from among them, walked into the middle of the street, and joined the 
camp at the "Nanlin Pavilion". It was Dai Kui who was holding the Xinyi Sect sword. At this moment, he 
no longer avoided suspicion and stood side by side with his colleagues from the Bagua Sect - since the 
Secret Sect members had seen that he and Pang Tianshun were in the same group, of course they now 
knew that he was an enemy. 


With Yin Yingfeng in charge, the momentum of the three hundred people from the Secret Sect was 
completely overwhelmed. 


This is the power of a master. 


At this time, Han Shanhu smiled and nodded at Dai Kui behind Yin Yingfeng. Dai Kui didn't know why. 


Previously, it was the Xianglong Sect that was delaying the Secret Sect, but now it is the Secret Sect's 
turn to be in a dilemma. Tang Hao showed a proud smile and asked Han Shanhu: "Do you still want to 
come to the "Nanlin Pavilion" to visit?" 
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Han Shanhu ignored him, just looked up at the sky and remained silent. 


Hundreds of people on both sides stood there for a long time, but Han Shanhu showed no sign. 
Opposite Zhang Maoquan couldn't help it. 


"Hey, what do you want?" 


Han Shanhu still looked at the sky and murmured: "It's almost done." 


When everyone was puzzled, Han Shanhu lowered his head and looked at Dai Kui again. 


"| heard from the deceased Senior Brother Dong that Brother Dai from Xinyi Sect in Qixian County was 
also in Xi'an that day and contributed to the roundup of Yao Lianzhou." 


Han Shanhu suddenly said these words. Dai Kui didn't understand the reason, but he felt something was 
wrong. 


"This time, under the call of the imperial court, the warriors from all over the world pursued the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate", but only Brother Dai came to the Xinyi Gate and chased them all the way 
to Xiangtan. It was very strange. So when Zeng Qingfeng mentioned you, | thought: Brother Dai Maybe 
he got acquainted with the "Six Swordsmen" when he was in Xi'an." Han Shanhu said, his smile with an 
elegant beard became thicker: "In addition, Brother Dai is friends with the largest Xianglong Sword Sect 
in the area. ...| told Master all this. After hearing it, he gave me instructions..." 


Cold sweat broke out on Dai Kui's back. Yin Yingfeng, who was as calm as a mountain, also frowned. 


",,.Why don't we send some people to follow Brother Dai, we will definitely find out something. Sure 
enough." Han Shanhu said proudly: "The colleague in charge of surveillance just told me that one of the 
homing pigeons released by Brother Dai is particularly special - - All the other homing pigeons flew 
outside the county town, but it flew somewhere in the county town... Someone from our secret sect 
was already following it to see who it was." 
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Yin Yingfeng, Dai Kui, Tang Hao and others were shocked after hearing this. 


At this moment, Han Shanhu threw his right hand from bottom to top! 


He kept pressing the knife with his left hand, and no one noticed the relaxed and hanging right arm. It 
turned out that there was already a three-pointed swallow-tail dart secretly held in his palm. 


Han Shanhu could have said nothing. He said it just to make Yin Yingfeng upset. 


Even if it's just for a moment. 


The swallow-tail attack flew rapidly and shot towards the center of Yin Yingfeng's eyebrows! 


The hidden weapon suddenly struck, but after all, it was shot from the front, and Yin Yingfeng still 
dodged it with his head turned in time! 


Han Shanhu's dart didn't expect to hit with one hit. He just wanted to lead the real offensive. He took 
the opportunity to launch the secret sect's "Yanqing Lost Step" and leaped forward, shortening the 
distance with Yin Yingfeng in one breath. At the same time, he followed the step with his left hand. 
Pulling out the single sword, the frost blade slashed horizontally towards the left side of the Bagua 
Leader! 


——Yin Yingfeng is short and has a long sword slung behind his back, making it difficult to pull out. Han 
Shanhu wants to strike first before the opponent is ready! 


However, Yin Yingfeng, who has a lot of fighting experience, reacted while dodging the darts. He pulled 
the cloth belt around his waist with his left hand, and the special knot was instantly loosened. The long 
sword rolled down his back, the tip of the sheath touching the ground, and the hilt. When he fell to 
waist height, Yin Yingfeng skillfully moved his right hand backwards, already holding the long hilt of the 
sword! 
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The moment Han Shanhu jumped to chop his saber, his originally handsome face became distorted, like 
a powerful ghost, just like his teacher Lei Jiudi, who "borrowed the phase" from the spirit of fantasy, the 
saber move was extremely high in speed under the stimulation, and the saber light was as fast as a 
movie! 


——This is the secret skill that Han Shanhu learned after following Lei Jiudi in Shandong for five years! 


Yin Yingfeng held the hilt of the sword but did not swing it. Instead, he used the scabbard to support the 
ground and walked in an arc with the "Ba Bagua Step". At the same time, he turned in a circle and the 
long sword became upright in front of him. The thick leather scabbard held it in time. Han Shanhu 
blocked this sharp knife. 


——At the same time that the blade and the scabbard were clashing, a disciple behind Yin Yingfeng let 
out acry. It turned out that the dove-tailed iron that passed by the side of Yin Yingfeng's head was 
nailed deeply into the disciple's left rib. 


This affected Yin Yingfeng's mind again. 


——lf | could have taken the dart just now, | wouldn't... 


The dart came out of the blue, and Yin Yingfeng had no time to block it and was forced to dodge. There 
was nothing wrong with it; but he cherished his disciples so much that he still couldn't hide a trace of 
remorse. 


But Han Shanhu's second sword struck immediately. 


He was still in a state of being possessed by a god, and his movements were weirdly fast. When the first 
knife in his left hand was slashed, his right hand that had thrown up the dart had already grasped the 
handle of the knife behind him. At this moment, the frost blade was pulled out crisply, and in one 
breath, Cut straight to the top of Yin Yingfeng's head! 
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There is only a very short time difference between Han Shanhu's three consecutive moves from 
throwing strikes, horizontal cuts with the left sword to straight cuts with the right blade, making it 
difficult for non-martial arts practitioners to distinguish with the naked eye. 


——We must kill this old man from the Bagua Sect before the swords in both hands can leave their 
sheaths! 


The blade of the sharp knife had reached Yin Yingfeng's head a few inches, but something shot out from 
behind: Yin Yingfeng violently dragged the handle of the long sword over ina critical moment, using only 
the center of the handle wrapped with a green cloth strip to hold up the powerful knife! 


After the two sword moves were blocked by Yin Yingfeng without hesitation, Han Shanhu's expression 
returned to normal. Because his "Borrowing" skills are relatively shallow, although he learned the secret 
method of combining "magic skills" personally taught by Lei Jiudi, it cannot last long, so he can only 
carry out this short offensive to compete with Lei Jiudi's "divine descent" state. There is still some 
distance to go. 


Han Shanhu was unable to survive, and that's when Yin Yingfeng counterattacked. 


He still held the hilt of the sword with his right hand, and after exhaling, his left hand fired a "Bagua 
Shen Lei Palm" from his waist, hitting the middle of the scabbard. The end of the scabbard scraped the 
sand on the ground and raised up, hitting Han Shanhu's crotch from bottom up! 


Han Shanhu had just put away his sword and landed on the ground. He felt the fierce momentum 
coming from below. He stood on his feet and stepped back with force again. He used the "lost step" 
method and completely avoided the blow of the five-foot-long sword scabbard! 


But Baguamen is also an expert in footwork. Yin Yingfeng's steps turned from an arc to a straight line, 
and after a moment of gathering energy, he strode forward and charged forward. Holding the sword in 
his arms with both hands, he stabbed forward. The long sword and its heavy leather sheath penetrated 
into the center of Han Shanhu's chest like a spear! 


Han Shanhu, however, waved his sabers. 
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"Master Yin, do you still want to fight? Have you forgotten anything?" Han Shanhu's smile seemed to be 
poisonous. Yin Yingfeng and Dai Kui woke up: the most important battle in front of them is not here! 


Without saying a word, the leader of Bagua put away his sword and turned around, leading his disciples 
to run towards the north of the street. Dai Kui also held his long knife on his right shoulder and followed 
the others, ignoring Han Shanhu's proud laughter behind him. 


If Han Shanhu hadn't been a true disciple of the Secret Sect, this stabbing sword would have shattered 
his sternum. He was already jumping backwards, but as soon as his toes touched the ground, he jumped 
back again. The most ingenious thing about this "Yanqing Lost Step" is that even when the body is 
moving at high speed and is about to lose balance, it can still exert subtle force, and it can be controlled 
freely in any direction, whether it is forward, backward, left, or right. 


With these two consecutive jumps, Han Shanhu jumped more than ten feet back and returned to the 
secret sect's camp. The sheath of Yin Yingfeng's stabbing sword was still only two inches away from his 
chest. 


Yin Yingfeng has an advantage: he is short and has short legs, so he walks more frequently than ordinary 
people. He advanced close to the ground with the "Bagua Step" that he had practiced for decades. At 
the same time, he held the nearly two-foot-long sword hilt back and forth with both hands like a gun, 
and continued to advance towards Han Shanhu! 


Zeng Qingfeng and several other warriors who were at the front of the secret sect's formation saw Yin 
Yingfeng coming, and all four of their blades facing the long sheath of his sword, hoping to suppress him 
with the force of all of them! 


Yin Yingfeng stepped on the spot and used her waist to generate strength. She held the long sword in 
both hands and shook it. The sword body suddenly turned into a living dragon and rose up. With a short 
tumbling force, all four secret sect swords were shaken away! 


——Yin Yingfeng's Bagua Sect "Dong Chu Long Sword" combines swordsmanship and marksmanship 
into one body, and is coupled with the unique Bagua Sect's footsteps. It uses both round and straight 
steps, which can be both strong and fast. The changes in swordsmanship are so delicate that even the 
Emei sect, which is a master of spear skills, is afraid of it. 
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Yin Yingfeng broke through the enemy's combined attack, only to see Han Shanhu jump back again and 
step on the lid of Dong Sanqiao's coffin, with his swords crossed in front of him. Yin Yingfeng's dragon- 
like sword force was enough to make him retreat two feet. The power and speed were more terrifying 
than he imagined. Even though he was out of danger now, he still had to be cautious. 


Yin Yingfeng took a step back and stood still, still holding the sword in his hand, pointing at Han Shanhu 
who was standing on the coffin. He was suddenly attacked, but there was no anger on his face at this 
moment. He was just extremely focused on fighting the enemy, showing the demeanor of a master. 


Everyone from the Bagua Sect and Dai Kui also stepped forward and drew their weapons to protect 
Master Yin. They stared hard at Han Shanhu opposite him, but they had to admit that the instant speed 
this man showed just now was really astonishing. Dai Kui was even more surprised, because he had seen 
the kung fu of Dong Sanqiao and a group of secret sect disciples in Xi'an, but this Han Shanhu was ona 
completely different level. 


——How terrible is his master Lei Jiudi...? 


At this time, Han Shanhu slowly lowered his swords, reappearing that elegant but annoying smile. 
Although he acted relaxed, he was secretly furious: He almost killed Yin Yingfeng with one blow just 
now... 


Anyone who can defeat the Bagua Master in one move will be famous all over the world - even if it is a 
sneak attack. 


The Bagua sect disciple who was hit in the back screamed in pain again. Yin Yingfeng did not look back, 
but looked directly at Han Shanhu with ice-cold eyes, murderous intent emitted from his body again, 
and he wanted to step forward again. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 123 Chapter 6: Hijacking 


After Pang Tianshun said goodbye to Yan Heng and Xing Ying, he walked through the corridor towards 
the back door of the mansion. His steps lost the lightness of the past, and there was a lingering 
melancholy on his face. 


In the end, Xing Ying still didn't say a word to him, let alone asking him to stay for a while and have a cup 
of tea. 


As he walked, he couldn't help but think about how pleasant it was for him to get along with Xing Ying 
and Dai Kui on the ride from Yuanzhou to Xiangtan. At that time, she had an injury on her foot, but she 
took very good care of Pang Tianshun who was cut by her. After arriving in Xiangtan, he also took her 
around the county to enjoy things (of course, he also took Dai Kui and several senior brothers with him 
to avoid suspicion), and Xing Ying had a lot of fun at that time... 


——Did | do something wrong? 


Pang Tianshun is already twenty-eight years old this year. He is no longer a fledgling boy. Of course he 
knows that a woman's heart is so difficult to understand. But it is one thing to know many things, and 
another thing when they happen to you. 


In the way of swordsmanship, he can train to a state of mind where he doesn't even care about life or 
death. But this kind of strength does not apply to everything in life... 


——She should be much older than Yan Shaoxia, so she doesn’t really like him, right? Maybe after 
meeting him, he felt that | was nothing more than that? ...She is right, | am indeed not as good as... 


The more Pang Tianshun thought about it, the more he turned around, and the worse his mood became. 
He lowered his head and was about to walk to the backyard of the mansion. In order to avoid being 
discovered by the secret sect disciples, every time he and his fellow disciples came to this mansion, they 
would first find a restaurant to stop on the way, and then secretly transfer to a sedan to arrive. They 
also carried the sedan into the backyard of the mansion before getting off the sedan, in order to avoid 
being caught. People saw it on the road. 
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In front of the backyard of this mansion is the kitchen and grain store. His junior brother Ma Mingxi, 
who came with him today, has been staying in the kitchen, eating and waiting for him. 


Pang Tianshun was about to go through the kitchen to the backyard, but before entering, he felt 
something was wrong. 


It's too quiet. 


No matter how sad he was, Pang Tianshun did not forget that Xiangtan was on the verge of war at this 
time. The next moment, he had already drawn the long-tasseled ancient sword from his back, opened 
the way with its sharp edge, and cautiously stepped into the threshold. 


The six kitchen cooks were all squatting in the deepest corner, their faces drained of color with fear, and 
their bodies were trembling. The porridge on the stove was boiling and bubbling, but no one dared to 
pay attention to it. 


They stared at Pang Tianshun who was walking in, and then looked under the table in the center of the 
kitchen. 


A figure as still as a dead thing lay under the table, faceless, with a puddle of dark stuff under the body. 
Of course Pang Tianshun recognized Junior Brother Ma's clothes, and in his pale palm was the Xianglong 
Sect long sword that he had no time to pull out. 


There was no sign of chaos in the kitchen. The enemy comes suddenly and is dealt with in one blow. 


Pang Tianshun had goosebumps all over his body. But he was still able to judge the situation extremely 
calmly: the blood under Ma Mingxi's body was still slowly spreading, which meant that he had not been 
killed for long. The enemy has just entered the mansion. 


If he normally encountered this situation, Pang Tianshun would have been on full alert, slowly exited the 
kitchen, and fled to a more open area where the enemy could not make a surprise attack before making 
any plans. But now he turned around at full speed, not caring whether there was an ambush or not, and 
ran straight to the residence of the "Six Swords of the Broken Door" in the deeper part of the mansion. 
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——Because at this moment, the most important thing in his heart is not his own safety, but the allies 
that the Xianglong Sword Sect is sworn to protect. 


——Of course, one person in particular. 


Pang Tianshun ran through a long corridor carrying the ancient sword, and saw a figure in red in front of 
him, who was the person he was most worried about at the moment. Pang Tianshun felt lucky for the 
first time today. 


But this was not purely luck: as soon as Pang Tianshun left, Xing Ying wandered in the corridor, hoping 
that Pang Tianshun would come back. 


——Did | go too far...? 


When Xing Ying was hesitating and regretting, she saw Pang Tianshun really running back. She was 
overjoyed, but she told herself to suppress it and not show it. However, the next moment she saw that 
he was holding a bright Xianglong Sect ancient sword in his hand, and she knew that things were not as 
she thought. 


"Hurry over! An enemy is coming!" 


At this time, they heard a dog barking from deep inside the house. 


OOOO 


In the room, Tong Jing held the Mulan doll that Yan Heng gave her and played with it with great care. 
After recalling what Yan Heng had just overheard, her eyes narrowed with laughter. 


The doll was still not half finished, only a rough shape. Yan Heng obviously didn't know how to describe 
a girl's face. Mulan's face only had a bun and a nose, and her face was almost blank. What was carefully 
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carved was the long sword in his hand. This was the most familiar thing in Yan Heng's life, so it was 
naturally not difficult at all. The posture of Mulan holding the sword and pointing forward is surprisingly 
strong yet soft, indeed showing the grace of a female warrior. 


Tong Jing watched it a few more times and suddenly thought: The figure of this puppet is me! 


--He must have been watching me for a long time when he made it. ...... 


Tong Jing became even more excited when she thought of this. She placed the puppet on the silk scarf 
spread out on the table, stood up and took off the "Swift Bee Sword" hanging on the wall. She pulled it 
out of its sheath with a clank. A unique long and thin blade that emitted a resonating sound that 
reverberated around the room. 


After dancing her sword in the air several times, Tong Jing felt that her energy had recovered. 


——That woman named Xing dared to look down on me... So | learned the Kongtong Sword Technique 
even more from Old Man Lian, until | became better than her! 


While she was practicing the Kongtong Sect's "Fifteenth Hand Sword Practice" taught to her by Feihong, 
someone knocked on the door outside. Tong Jing knew who it was from the rhythm of the door 
knocking. She hurriedly sheathed the "Swift Bee Sword", straightened her slightly messy hair, and then 


went to open the door. 


Yan Heng was still standing in front of the door with a pair of wooden swords, nodding nervously to 
Tong Jing. 


Every time he saw her, Yan Heng remembered the time a month ago when he handed her the puppets 
outside the forest and their palms touched. At the time, they thought that the large group of Bagua 
Sect's men were enemies who had come after them, and they thought that they were already at the end 
of their rope, so they couldn't help themselves; but now that he remembered that phantasmagoric 
exchange, he was a bit at a loss for words - Yan Heng had spent more time with Ying, and in his heart, he 
had more or less wanted to avoid it. 


2055 


"|,..want to come to you to practice sword practice..." Yan Heng said and lowered his head, only to see 
Tong Jing holding the "Swift Bee Sword" in her hand: "So you are already practicing?" 


Tong Jing was actually very happy to see Yan Heng come to her, but she pretended to be indifferent: 
"It's nothing, | haven't moved for a long time, just practice." Yan Heng thought that he had indeed not 
taught Tong Jing for several days, and he felt a little apologetic, and He said nothing. At this time, he saw 
the doll he had made placed on the wooden table in the room. 


"Ah... that..." Yan Heng scratched his hair: "Can you return it to me first?" 


"What?" Tong Jing frowned, her face turned cold: "Haha, | see, you have met the female hero of the 
Kongtong sect." 


"What did you say......" 


"You don't want her to know that | received your gift, right?" Tong Jing looked nonchalant as she turned 
around, grabbed the doll, and handed it to Yan Heng: "If you want to take it back, take it." 


Tong Jing said this partly as a joke, but partly because Yan Heng was so angry that she held the puppet 
tightly with her palms and was not willing to give it back to him. 


Yan Heng actually wanted to say that the Mulan doll hadn't been carved yet and he wanted to take it 
back to finish it first. Unexpectedly, Tong Jing got angry before he finished the second half of the story. 
Looking at her face, Yan Heng felt that if he continued to defend himself, it would be like succumbing to 
her unreasonableness, so he reached out and took the doll down without saying a word. 


Tong Jing just wanted to stimulate Yan Heng a little, but she didn't expect him to actually take the doll 
away. The eldest lady got angry again and forced the doll towards Yan Heng. 


"Take it away quickly! | don't want it!" 
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Yan Heng looked at her red eyes and felt a little regretful. He held the puppet in front of his chest 
blankly, not knowing how to solve this problem. 


Over the years, Yan Heng has matured a lot both in martial arts and in life. However, when facing Tong 
Jing, he often returns to the shy boy he used to be. Every time he does this, he feels that he is not up to 
par. 


——We can no longer retreat and escape. Don't go back to that way again. 


Yan Heng forced himself to look directly into Tong Jing's eyes, which seemed about to cry. 


"Jing." 


Tong Jing was stunned. Yan Heng had never called her so intimately before. 


Yan Heng pursed his lips and tried very hard to speak. Tong Jing waited patiently. 


But at this moment, they heard a very excited dog barking from outside. 


Tong Jing's expression changed. She spent some time with the hound Alai, and knew that it had been 
strictly trained by the Yingyang Gang and would not bark randomly - otherwise, how could it serve as a 
hound if it often alarmed the prey? 


Listening to that extremely anxious bark, there is only one possibility: 


It smells danger. 


Yan Heng was already very familiar with Tong Jing. When he saw the change in her expression, he 
immediately knew what she was thinking. 
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Although he was not sure how urgent the situation was, Yan Heng did not want to waste another 
moment going back to his room to get the sword. He saw the "Still Life Left Sword" hanging on the wall 
in Tong Jing's room, so he threw away the wooden sword and rushed in to grab the sword in his hand. 
At the same time, he put the puppet back on the wooden table with his other hand and called to Tong 
Jing: "Hurry up. Follow! Don’t go alone?" 


——When he thought about who the enemy might be, Yan Heng would never dare to leave Tong Jing 
alone. 


Tong Jing held the "Swift Bee Sword" and followed Yan Heng as he hurried to the north of the mansion. 
Yan Heng made a decision in an instant: If there is an enemy attack, the most dangerous people at the 
moment are naturally Jing Li and Lian Feihong; this place is closer to Jing Li's room, so go there first. 


Tong Jing also immediately understood Yan Heng's decision. She quickened her pace and rushed to Yan 
Heng's side. She couldn't help but glance at his profile as she ran. Yan Heng has entered a fighting state, 
his resolute face is calm, focused, and full of confidence. He looks like a completely different person 
than when he faced Tong Jing just now. 


Although the crisis is present, Tong Jing can't help but secretly think: What if he could treat me with just 
a little bit of the decisiveness and courage he had when holding a sword... 


OOOO 


One by one is too lax. 


Yuan Xing ran with Alai in the corridor, feeling regretful in her heart. 


Perhaps because he suddenly got such a good rest after a life-and-death fight with a trapped beast in 
the woods, and because he had been hiding in this mansion for many days, isolated from the situation 
outside, "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" unconsciously relaxed his vigilance. At this moment, 


Yuan Xing's "Half Bronze Human Armor" and eyebrow-level stick were not in hand, but in order to avoid 
delaying for a moment, he rushed to rescue his companions with bare hands. 
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Alai was still barking as he ran. Yuan Xing spread her strong legs and followed with all her strength, but 
her heart sank: the direction Alai was running in was exactly where Mr. Feihong's room was... 


—-—It has only been less than ten days since the old man opened his eyes. If he meets "him" again at 
this time... 


Thinking of this, Yuan Xing used the strength he had trained hard in the Shaolin Temple for many years 
and accelerated forward. 


As soon as they turned the corner of the corridor, they arrived at the courtyard where Yan Heng and 
Xing Ying were practicing swordplay. Sure enough, Yuan Xing saw the blade's light shining in the sun 
from a distance. 


A man and a dog snarled and rushed out from the trees! 


Four figures holding swords were outside Lian Feihong's room, and two of them were breaking through 
the door and window to enter. The other two originally wanted to follow their companions, but were 
frightened by the power of Yuan Xing and Alai and turned around. 


--late! 


At this critical moment, Wan Xing still kept his Zen mind still and used his boxing frame to rush towards 
the nearest enemy! 


"Amitabha!" 


There is no other person in the world who chants the name of the Buddha so violently. 


The member of the secret sect who was attacked head-on by Wan Xing was not mediocre. He was Cen 
Weiping, one of the "internal disciples" of the Cangzhou General Hall, a swordsman master of the 
younger generation in the sect, otherwise he would not have been selected to be part of this raid. 
Although Yuan Xing appeared suddenly, they had already been on guard when they entered the enemy's 
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position. At this moment, Cen Weiping immediately picked up the secret sect's "Xueluomendao" and 
struck it from below with the first blow, with the tip of the blade skimming at the lower yin of Yuan Xing 
who was jumping towards him! 


Another "disciple" of the secret sect, Ling Quanmei, who was still in the courtyard, also wanted to use 
his sword to attack Yuan Xing, but he noticed a group of black shadows rushing towards him, and his 
movement was immediately blocked, and it was none other than the hound, Lai, who cleverly split up 
with Yuan Xing and pestered the enemy! 


Yuan Xing caught a glimpse of the blade light coming from below, but instead of retreating to dodge, he 
rushed in at full speed, leaping forward with one foot, raising his left knee to protect his crotch, and at 
the same time, his right hand formed a leopard fist shape with the second section of the four fingers 
protruding, he threw out the "Five-Shaped Fist" strike "The Night Leopard Crossing the Jian", and struck 
out violently, capitalizing on the weight of his body! 


Yuan Xing was not reckless in charging like this: he saw that Cen Weiping's purpose of raising the knife 
was just to force him back, and the sword lacked the determination to defeat the enemy with one blow. 
On the contrary, Yuan Xing went forward in an effort to save his companions, with both power and 
speed. It's enough to overwhelm this knife head-on! 


——Even for opponents of equal strength, the decisive victory is often determined by this difference in 
will. What's more, there is a gap in skill between the two people in front of them. 


Before the blade of the "Xueluo Door-Breaking Knife" could reach, Wan Xing had already jumped into 
close range, and the flat fist like a leopard's claw hit Cen Weiping's Adam's apple hard. Cen Weiping's 
eyes popped out and he fainted immediately! 


Although Cen Weiping was struck first, he still had no remaining momentum with his single sword and 
continued to slash towards Yuanxing's lower path. However, Yuanxing's left knee was protected in front 
of his crotch, just in time to withstand the blade of the chopper near the base of his hand guard. 
Generally speaking, only the front part of a sword can be sharpened, so it is safer to use it in a round 
shape for a head-on collision. Yuan Xing's whole body had been trained in Shaolin's "Iron Cloth Shirt" 
platoon fighting. In addition, Cen Weiping was hit first, so the strength of the sword inevitably 
weakened, the edge of the blade of the non-blade touched Yuan Xing's iron like knee immediately 
rebounded away, not able to hurt his skin and flesh in the slightest bit. 
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Just as Cen Weiping's body collapsed in front of Yuan Xing, Ling Quanmei on the other side had already 
swung his sword to drive away Alai and rushed forward to attack Yuan Xing's left side! 


As Wan Xing turned around to face Ling Quanmei, she heard a murderous cry erupting from Lian 
Feihong's room - the voice was very young and definitely not Mr. Feihong's. 


The head of Yuan Xingxin was stabbed by a needle, but he still focused on the sword light in front of 
him. 


OOOO 


The moment the enemy broke through the door and window and entered the room, Lian Feihong was 
still curled up on the bed. 


In the past few days after waking up from the coma, he only felt that his heart had been hollowed out. 
He never even asked his companions where his most cherished set of "Eight Greats of Kongtong" 
weapons had gone. 


Everything that had supported his sixty-two years of life seemed to have been shattered in the battle 
with Lei Jiudi. 


Even Tong Jing couldn't cheer him up. 


——I once boasted that | would train her to become a peerless master... Do | still have the 
qualifications...? 


It is a huge humiliation to be surpassed by a defeated general in the past. What is even more sad is that 
Lian Feihong knows that at this age, it is impossible for him to work hard to defeat Lei Jiudi. 


Therefore, when the two murderous "internal disciples" of the secret sect broke in, Lian Feihong 
couldn't even muster the will to resist. 
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——Maybe, it’s not a bad thing to end like this... 


Two secret sect disciples, Lin Qianyue and Wukang, were very nervous when they took the lead to break 
in: no matter how injured their opponent was, they would still be Mr. Feihong, the famous "Feng 
Suanni" in Kansai... 


However, seeing Lian Feihong lying weakly on the bed with a sick face and fluffy white hair, the two of 
them no longer flinched at all, but were immediately filled with another thought: 


——No matter who it is, who can kill the leader of the Kongtong Sect will definitely become famous all 
over the world! 


The two of them rushed forward with their swords raised. 


Before the sword arrived, the violent energy had already hit Lian Feihong. 


He looked at these two juniors, who were more than thirty years younger than him, rushing towards the 
hospital bed from both sides of the door and window, and suddenly thought of something: 


——Why didn’t Lei Jiudi do it himself? 


Lei Jiudi tracked Fei Ge and found the mansion. He led his apprentice in from behind and was the first to 
kill Ma Mingxi, a disciple of the Xiangnan Sword Sect. Then he went deeper to search for the location of 
the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". The first one he found was Lian Feihong. s room. 


Lei Jiudi looked through the half-closed window from a distance and saw Lian Feihong lying inside. "You 
take care of him." He left only these four secret sect disciples, and couldn't wait to take the rest to 
search again. 


——Lei Jiudi has completely lost interest in this defeated general. 
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At this moment, Lian Feihong watched the two men coming towards him, and seemed to see Lei 
Jiuging's mocking smile behind them. 


——lf you die today, it will be equivalent to admitting that smile. 


Lian Feihong's expression changed instantly. 


—-—It’s not over yet. No. 


Lin Qianyue, who entered from the main entrance, got there first, and stabbed the old man on the bed 
with his sword from the secret sect! 


But this old man is no longer the one he saw just now. 


As long as the mind changes, the body will naturally change accordingly. The reflexes that | had been 
practicing for fifty years came back instantly. 


The tip of the knife pierced the thick bed board. 


Lian Feihong had jumped up from his lying position and was half-kneeling on the bed. A split punch from 
the Kongtong School's "Eight Great Techniques: Hua Zhan Pai" hit Lin Qianyue's right elbow like a whip! 


The sound of bones breaking. 


Behind Lian Feihong, Wukang, a disciple of the secret sect who entered through the window, let out a 
fierce howl and slashed Lian Feihong's back with his sword! Lian Feihong, who had not moved for a long 
time, tried his best to jump away from the bed and feel exhausted. 


——This is proof of living. 
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The smile on Lian Feihong's face reappears like in the game. 


But smiling cannot make the body recover immediately. When practicing Feihong landed, his 
movements were too stiff. His right knee bore his weight, and his aging joints felt pain like being pricked 
by needles. He almost lost his balance. 


Wukang missed with one strike, then stepped back and used the "Mingtang Kuai Dao" to pursue Lian 
Feihong who was hiding in the corner of the room. 


As soon as Lian Feihong stood up, he felt top-heavy and unable to control his body with his hands. But 
he also has solid experience. Seeing the secret sword attack from the secret sect, Lian Feihong 
estimated the distance from Wukang's sword based on his past experience with the enemy. He moved 
his body laterally to the left and leaned back to avoid Wukang's second sword! 


At the same time, Lin Qianyue was holding his broken arm and rolling on the ground in pain. 


The golden opportunity to become famous was right in front of him. Wukang ignored his injured junior 
brother, with a pair of red eyes showing murderous intent, and used his sword to chase Lian Feihong 
and slash him continuously! 


Lian Feihong walked around the room with his back against the wall, dodging Wukang's three moves in 
one breath. Every time he avoided a knife, he felt that the movements of his body and limbs became 
smoother, and the originally stiff joints and muscles were no longer blocked. 


After gaining confidence, Lian Feihong advanced instead of retreating, facing Wukang's fourth sword. 


Wukang was striking Lian Feihong head-on with a single sword on the head of his disheveled white hair. 
Unexpectedly, the opponent rushed in instead, and the speed was beyond his expectation. 


——Didn’t Master say that he was seriously injured...? 
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Lian Feihong, who had already been snatched away from his body before the sword was halfway out, 
slapped the wrist holding the sword with his left hand. Lian Feihong took advantage of the situation to 
grab the arm, brought it downwards in an arc, and pulled it to his abdomen. At the same time, he placed 
his right palm on Wukang's chin and turned around on horseback. 


The wrestling martial art "Moyun Hand" in Kongtong's "Eight Great Skills"! 


Although the finesse of Lian Feihong's knife-throwing technique cannot be compared with Wudang's 
"Tai Chi", it still borrows the power of Wukang's own step forward to chop the knife, coupled with Lian 
Feihong's own turning power and throwing force. When he came out, Wukang flew back outside 
through the broken paper window, and landed headfirst on the ground in the center of the courtyard. 
His body was like a doll that was thrown to the ground, bounced up and turned over, fell down and hit 
the ground before coming to rest, the body remained motionless. 


Lin Qianyue in the room now endured the pain to calm down, holding the arm is trying to stand up, 
unexpectedly hit by a sweeping kick in the right leg bend to fall to his knees, and then by a heavy punch 
in the face to fracture the bridge of the nose, fainting and paralyzed. 


Lian Feihong casually pulled out the single knife that was still nailed to the bed, turned around and 
climbed through the window and out of the courtyard. 


At this time, Yuan Xing had already used Shaolin's "Dragon-shaped Fist" to dislocate the wrist joint of 
the remaining secret sect disciple Ling Quanmei. While Ling Quanmei was suffering from pain and lost 
his sword, Yuan Xing used "Black Tiger Stealing Heart" to kill him. His chest was dented. 


Alai, who had done a good job in disturbing the enemy, returned to Yuanxing unscathed. 


Wanxing looked at Lian Feihong who climbed out of the window, and saw the white-haired face of the 
former head of Kongtong. Although the left side was still bandaged with wound medicine, his clear eyes 
had regained their former brightness. 


But Yuan Xing knew that this was not the time to be happy. 
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The two looked at each other, thinking the same thing. 


——tThe most terrifying enemy is still ahead. 


Two people and one dog started running towards the direction of Jingli's room. 


OOOO 


Just before turning around the corner of the corridor, Pang Tianshun suddenly felt an invisible pressure 
in front of him. He immediately stopped and stretched his arms horizontally to stop Xing Ying behind 
him. 


The two of them were only one step away from reaching the corner, and less than a breath after they 
stopped, a sharp beam of light came from behind the corner and slashed into the wooden pillar in the 
corner! 


——Pang Tianshun might have been injured by this sudden knife if he had not had sufficient experience 
and intuition. 


Pang Tianshun let out a breath, and moved forward with the Nagaho ancient sword in his hand. While 
twisting out the blade, he turned sideways around the corner with arc steps, and the sword edge forced 
the sword hand behind the corner! 


The single sword was pulled out from the pillar with sawdust. At the same time, the sword hand jumped 
back to avoid Pang Tianshun's sword edge. Pang Tianshun took advantage of the situation to occupy a 
position where he could face the enemy head-on. 


Behind him, Xing Ying also ducked out from around the corner, protecting Pang Tianshun behind him. 
She didn't have any weapons with her. She only held the wooden sword she had just practiced with in 
her right hand, and the only flying knife on her body was clasped between her left fingers. 
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Pang Tianshun sheathed his sword and was on guard, and then he saw clearly the three enemies 
standing in the corridor in front of him. 


On one side of the corridor is a row of paper windows of rooms, on the other side there are waist-high 
railings, and outside is a garden full of bamboo trees. You Tianhao, the "disciple" of the secret sect who 
had failed in the sneak attack just now, pointed the tip of his sword at Pang and Xing, and walked back 
to the master step by step along the wooden planks of the corridor. Fellow disciple Xu Fangnan, who 
was at the other end of the corridor, also turned around and came forward. 


The man sandwiched between the two is tall, wearing a black robe, with a long and narrow knife on his 
left and right waist. His white hair is scattered, and there are several deep wrinkles on his forehead like 
tiger spots. 


Pang Tianshun and Xing Ying saw for the first time what the legendary "Yunyin Shenxing" Lei Jiudi looked 
like. 


Lei Jiudi looked at Pang Tianshun with his shifting eyes, his face seemed to be smiling and angry. Pang 
and Xing felt that the evil aura emanating from him was different from the top masters they had seen 
before. 


Lei Jiudi slowly took a step forward towards the two of them. You Tianhao was forced by the master's 
momentum, so he naturally put away his sword and stepped aside - since the master wanted to take 
action personally, it was tantamount to pronouncing the enemy's death sentence, and there was no 
need for the disciples of the secret sect to intervene. 


Lei Jiudi stepped forward again and put his right hand on the handle of the knife on his left waist. 


Just such a small movement made Pang Tianshun sweat all over his body. He had never endured such 
intense pressure in his life. 


Pang Tianshun could no longer show his usual smile of disregarding life and death, just because Xing 
Ying was behind him. 
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Lei Jiudi stopped, with a strange smile on his drooling mouth: "How is it? Do you want to draw your 
sword?" - The tone seemed to ask Pang Tianshun: Are you really going to do such a ridiculous thing? 


After all, Xing Ying was not an ordinary woman, but a direct disciple of the dignified head of the 
Kongtong Sect. Of course, she could tell at a glance how terrifying the head of the secret sect with a 
crazy appearance was. 


With her left hand holding the flying knife, she accidentally grabbed Pang Tianshun's broad shoulder, as 
if saying to him: 


One by one, don’t... 


Pang Tianshun slowly lowered his sword and lowered his head. In front of Lei Jiudi’s overwhelming 
momentum, he had already put on a surrender posture. 


Lei Jiudi's smile opened wider. 


Pang Tianshun lowered his head, but he was actually doing one thing quietly: 


He breathed in slowly and continuously. 


His eyes looking at the floor showed his usual indifferent expression again. 


Pang Tianshun's body went from extremely still to extremely moving in an instant. He breathed out 
strong energy from his lips, and the ancient sword used the momentum of his steps to stab Lei Jiudi's 
heart and chest! 


Lei Jiudi was indeed surprised by Pang Tianshun's attack - not because he was deceived by Pang 
Tianshun's false surrender, but because this man actually had the courage to attack him with a sword! 
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The head of the secret sect quickly drew his sword with his right hand to meet him, but Pang Tianshun's 
stabbing sword left his hand halfway, borrowing the power of the sword to fly forward! The speed and 
distance of the sword suddenly changed. Lei Jiudi's face changed color in an instant, and he used the 


secret sect's "Borrowing Phase? Wandering Technique" to dodge the flying sword as if floating on the 


water and sliding sideways! 


Pang Tianshun's ancient sword was only a few inches away from his hand, and his fingers suddenly 
grasped the long sword at the end of the handle and retracted it, and instantly grasped the hilt again; he 
exhaled the breath that retained the other half of his body, and used it to drive his skills to change again, 
Ancient The tip of the sword cleverly struck the right eye of Lei Jiudi who was dodging sideways! 


—— Using the flying sword as a second false attack and using the energy to change the sword's 
momentum is the Xianglong Sword Sect's highest skill "Dazzling Lightning in the Cloud"! ——Pang 
Tianshun knew that facing a top master like Lei Jiudi, he only had one chance, so he had no reservations. 


As expected, the spitting flying sword phantom caused Lei Jiudi to dodge, and Pang Tianshun launched 
the real attack. Seeing that if Jiudi was unable to react in the middle of the move, the "Dazzling Lightning 
in the Cloud" would definitely hit—— 


——lf his opponent is not this person. 


Lei Jiudi's expression changed drastically, just like the disciple Han Shanhu who was fighting with Yin 
Yingfeng in the back streets of Xiangtan at the same time. His face instantly turned into an evil ghost - 
but the level of evil was several times higher than that of Han Shanhu. 


"The Realm of God's Descendance". 


It was obvious that he had been affected by the feint, but Superman's speed was enough to make up for 
all mistakes. When Pang Tianshun's ancient sword was still a few inches in front of Lei Jiudi's eyes, a ray 
of silver light struck from the side, clashing with the sword that had a history of more than a hundred 
years. The blade makes an astonishing sound! 


Pang Tianshun felt a strong concussive force spread from the sword body to the palm of his hand, and 
his five fingers and more than a dozen joints of his wrist were numb. 
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——lIt means that the sword in the hand is "dead". 


Ying realized that this was not a good moment, and rushed forward to grab Pang Tianshun's shirt. 


But how could her speed compare to Lei Jiudi who had entered the realm of "divine descent"? 


When Xing Ying pulled Pang Tianshun back, Pang Tianshun had been stabbed three times in a row on his 
left shoulder, left chest, and abdomen, and a large stream of blood was pouring out of his body! 


While Xing Ying desperately pulled Pang Tianshun back, she waved her right wooden sword in front of 
him to block him. Two consecutive blades of light sliced the wooden sword down to only half a foot. 


Lei Jiudi had lost interest in these two people, sheathed the knife and returned to his normal expression. 
"God's Descent" consumes a lot of physical energy and mental energy. He was actually forced to use it 
by a Xianglong sect swordsman. Lei Jiudi felt that it was a waste. 


Xing Ying held the injured Pang Tianshun in her arms and looked down. Pang Tianshun is worthy of being 
the number one master among the new generation of Xianglong Sword Sect. In the critical situation just 
now, he still managed to twist and dodge, and the first three swords struck by Lei Jiudi's "divine 
descent" allowed him to avoid critical points. But if Xing Ying hadn't pulled him back in time, he would 
have been unable to dodge the next sword attack, and he would have died. Although the injuries were 
not fatal, they were stabbed three times. Pang Tianshun was bleeding profusely and his body was 
shaking. He looked up at Xing Ying's breathy air. He couldn't speak for a moment. He was obviously in 
great pain. 


Seeing him like this, Xing Ying burst into tears. 


In fact, since they met in Yuanzhou City, Xing Ying has been secretly attracted to the Xianglong 
swordsman who saved her. However, she has a strong personality and does not want to show it. After 
meeting with the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate", she deliberately behaved coldly towards Pang 
Tianshun and deliberately got close to Yan Heng, in order to stimulate Pang Tianshun to take the 
initiative in pursuing him. 
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In addition, Xing Ying could also see at a glance: Yan Heng and Tong Jing admired each other and 
deliberately created an ambiguous situation with Yan Heng, also to take revenge on the kid who stole 
her master. 


Seeing Pang Tianshun covered in blood, Xing Ying was both sad and angry. The fierceness of the Kansai 
Plateau woman in her heart immediately burst out. Her red eyes stared at Lei Jiudi in front of her. She 
suddenly stood up and held the broken wooden sword in her hand. Throw it at him! 


Xing Ying just threw the wooden sword, and took advantage of the momentum to spin her body ina 
circle. The sharp flying knife in her left hand was also thrown out, hitting Lei Jiudi's chest! 


——tThe first throw is just to disturb the enemy, the last one is just to kill. 


Lei Jiudi instantly launched "Yanqing Confusion Step", using the smallest movement range to dodge the 
flying broken wooden sword, then suddenly swung the sword upward, hitting the flying knife that 
followed with the back of the sword, and the flying knife rebounded towards on, nailed deeply into the 
wooden roof of the corridor! 


Lei Jiudi took these two moves, his wandering eyes changed again, and he looked at this young female 
warrior with great interest. Lei Jiudi could tell this hidden weapon technique at a glance: it was the 
"Soul-Sending Flying Blade" in Kongtong's "Eight Great Skills". 


——So he was Lian Feihong’s apprentice... 


At that moment, Ying took down the ancient sword of Xianglong School that Pang Tianshun was still 
holding between his fingers and pointed the tip of the blade, which had just been shattered, at Lei Jiuti, 
assuming the stance of the Kongdong Sword Path. 


Lei Jiudi looked at Xing Ying's posture and movements, as well as the strength of the flying knife just 
now, and estimated that her martial arts skills were not low, even stronger than the swordsman of the 
Xianglong Sect just now. This made Lei Jiudi hate him even more: among the many "internal disciples" of 
the secret sect "Yu Qitang", except for Han Shanhu, who had been serving him personally in recent 
years, probably few could beat the Kongtong female disciple in front of him. The apprentices trained by 
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Lian Feihong are stronger than his own disciples - this is absolutely unacceptable to the narrow-minded 
Lei Jiudi. 


--good. Even your descendants will be destroyed right here. 


Lei Jiudi's silver sword slowly rose. 


The anger in Xing Ying's heart barely covered the chill of fear. She yelled and prepared to draw her 
sword. 


At this moment, Lei Jiudi sensed a fighting spirit coming from the other end of the corridor. He still 
stared at Xing Ying in front of him, but shouted back: "Fang Nan, be careful!" 


Xu Fangnan, a disciple of the secret sect who was standing closer to the other end, suddenly turned 
around and saw a blade of light coming out from the corner of the corridor! 


The light was dimmer than an ordinary sword because the blade was gray-black. Wudang Huyanda's 
"Still Life Sword". Xu Fangnan raised his sword to meet him. When the two blades met, he found that 
the sword's momentum had changed, and its trajectory was drawn into an arc. Ping Ping used the spine 
of the sword to suppress his sword, and there was a dense force on the sword's blade, making the 
sword unable to be withdrawn in time. 


The "Water Cloud Sword", the soft sword of the Qingcheng School Sword Doctrine. 


While Xu Fangnan was being suppressed with a single sword, he heard another strange sound. 


The tip of the "Swift Bee Sword" trembled with excitement, attacking Xu Fangnan's thigh from the 
bottom lane! 


Xu Fangnan was disrupted by the seamless attack between the two swords, and had no choice but to 
jump back to escape the attack. 
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However, the Swift Bee Sword's attack on the leg was actually a false move, halfway through the attack, 
it froze, and when Xu Fonan jumped up after half a beat, the tip of the Swift Bee Sword suddenly 
reached forward again, utilizing the "Half Hand, One Heart" technique taught by Lian Feihong. Xu 
Fangnan was in mid-air and could no longer use his strength to dodge, the vibrating blade cut into the 
tip of his right foot, cutting through the cloth shoes and cutting into three toes, although not broken, 
but deeply cut, Xu Fangnan landed on the ground, and under the severe pain, he could not use his 
strength, and the whole person fell down! 


The sword force of the other "Still Life Left Sword" still pressed against Xu Fangnan's sword and pursued 
him. The blade reached half an inch in front of his throat before stopping. 


Yan Heng lowered his sword and pointed intently at Xu Fangnan who fell to the ground, while his eyes 
were fixed on the back of Lei Jiudi in front of him. Tong Jing, who succeeded with the sword, also walked 
out from his side and waved the "Swift Bee Sword" on the ground to shake off the blood. 


"If you do it, he will die." 


Yan Heng warned Lei Jiudi word by word, each word was as heavy as a thousand stones, with a 
magnanimity beyond his years. 


—There are not many people in the world who are nineteen years old and have such experience as him. 


Lei Jiudi slowly turned around and looked at Yan Heng with a surprised expression - this was the first 
time in his life that someone had said such threatening words to Lei Jiudi. 


"It turns out it was you, the guy who ruined my business that day." Lei Jiudi said. That night during a 
night fight in the woods, Yan Heng's face and body were covered with tree sap for concealment. Lei Jiudi 
could not recognize his appearance at first, but remembered it from the way he held the sword. 


Lei Jiudi smiled, pointed at Yan Heng, and touched his cheek. The still conspicuous knife wound on Yan 
Heng's face was the one made by Lei Jiudi a month ago. 
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— —Boy, have you forgotten that you almost died under my knife that night? 


This is the meaning of Lei Jiudi's gesture. 


Yan Heng was unfazed at all, and the tip of the "Still Life Sword" sank again, almost sticking to Xu 
Fangnan's Adam's apple. Xu Fangnan didn't dare to move at all. He endured the bursts of pain from his 
toes and kept moaning. 


Xing Ying on the other side saw Yan Heng and Tong Jing coming to help, and calmed down a little. At this 
time, she cut off a large piece of the hem of her red clothes with a sword, and pressed it on Pang 
Tianshun's side where the knife was the deepest to help him stop the bleeding. 


Pang Tianshun's breathing calmed down a little at this time, and he looked at Xing Ying with an 
apologetic expression. 


Sorry, | can't protect you. 


His eyes seemed to be saying this to Xing Ying. Xing Ying just shook her head slightly and continued to 
hold his wound firmly, but she still didn't let go of the sword with her other hand. 


——I want to avenge you. | will use your sword to stab three big holes in this old man’s body! 


Xing Ying was about to stand up with her sword in hand when she heard urgent footsteps coming from 
behind. 


The hound Alai took the lead and ran through the garden outside the corridor, jumped over the railing 
and stood next to Xing Ying. When he saw Lei Jiudi in front, he instantly lost his power and did not bark 
again. Lei Jiudi's murderous aura aroused Alai's instinct of fear. His four claws seemed to be nailed to 
the wooden floor, and his gray-black furry body couldn't help but tremble. 
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Shaolin monk Yuan Xing came next. When he saw Pang Tianshun lying on the ground, he immediately 
tore off his monk's robe and tore it into several pieces. He knelt down and pricked Pang Tianshun's 
wound to stop the bleeding. 


Finally, Lian Feihong, who was out of breath from running, walked to Xing Ying. 


"Ying, are you hurt?" Lian Feihong looked at the female disciple with concern. 


Xing Ying turned around and saw Lian Feihong with disheveled hair coming towards him holding a knife. 
His weak and thin face had regained a lot of energy. Her heart moved and she couldn't bear it anymore. 
She pulled Lian Feihong's sleeves with tears, like He shouted like a child: "Master!" 


"Don't cry." In fact, Lian Feihong hadn't even adjusted his breath yet, but he stepped up to block Xing 
Ying: "With Master here, no one can hurt a hair on your head. Unless he kills me first." 


Lian Feihong's voice trembled at the end, and he didn't look at Lei Jiudi. There was still a lingering 
shadow in his heart, and he was still unable to face the enemy who had completely defeated him. 


Xing Ying also felt that her master was afraid of Lei Jiudi, but this only made her more moved. 


Xing Ying recalled that when she was eleven years old, when her family moved as a merchant, they were 
robbed and killed by horse thieves on the way. The whole family was killed. She was also slashed in the 
face by the horse thieves' knife in the melee. 


When the last servant fell, Xing Ying was the only survivor. After the bloody battle, the horse thieves 
aroused their most primitive animal nature. They looked at Xing Tan with sharp claws, which were 
enough to tear her clothes into pieces. 


Then the horseback figure of "Feng Suanni" Lian Feihong appeared from the end of the plateau road. 
"Don't be afraid, no one can hurt you anymore." After Lian Feihong killed the last horse thief who 
couldn't escape that day, he picked Xing Ying up and said the same thing... 
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Just like the day when she was eleven years old, after Xing Ying heard her master's words, she wiped 
away her tears and stopped crying. 


Tong Jing saw the appearance of the master and apprentice from a distance, and suddenly felt envious. 
All her previous disgust towards Xing Ying disappeared. 


Lei Jiudi's eyebrows jumped when he saw the single sword of the secret sect in Lian Feihong's hand. 
Those four disciples seemed to have fallen into the hands of Lian Feihong and others, and Lei Jiudi 
regretted not spending more time to take care of him personally. 


Yan Heng kidnapped Xu Fangnan, a member of the secret sect, but Lei Jiudi still seemed unmoved, 
making him anxious. 


——tThe reason for his anxiety was not only that Pang Tianshun was seriously injured, but also because 
of another reason. 


"If you don't leave, you will never see this apprentice again." Yan Heng warned Lei Jiudi again. 


"Yes!" Tong Jing beside him also said: "Don't think that he can't do it, it's not like he has never killed 
people from your secret sect before!" 


The wrinkles on Lei Jiudi's face deepened instantly. He stared at Yan Heng with furious eyes: "Dong 
Sanqiao... was killed by you, right? | saw the sword wound, it was your Qingcheng Sword." 


Yan Heng didn't answer, which was equivalent to acquiescing. 


Lei Jiudi turned his gaze to Tong Jing. Though he had not turned back just now, he had caught a glimpse 
of how Xu Fangnan had been struck from the corner of his eye. He had never imagined that this girl 
would be so skillful in using false strikes to lure her enemies. 


Lei Jiudi has been inquiring about the whereabouts of his enemy Lian Feihong since he returned to 
Cangzhou after completing his training in Shandong. Later, the Secret Sect disciples learned from the 
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warriors who participated in the martial arts battle in Xi'an that day: Cai Xianjiao of the Kongtong Sect 
took over as the leader, but Lian Feihong ran away and disappeared in order to accept a disciple... 


——What he wants to accept is probably this girl... interesting... 


Tong Jing felt uncomfortable being stared at by this monster, and she shouted again: "What's wrong? 
Why don't you leave quickly? If you don't leave, then -" "Do you think that this incompetent guy can 
threaten me, Lei Jiudi?" 


As soon as Lei Jiudi said this, the most surprised person was not Yan Heng and others, but the two secret 
sect disciples present. 


Although they knew that the leader was moody and almost crazy after returning from Shandong, they 
never expected that their disciples - and the "inner disciples" of "Yu Qitang" - would be like worn shoes 
in his eyes. 


You Tianhao next to you looked at the master in surprise, but Lei Jiudi also faced him with a strange 
smile. When You Tianhao didn't understand why, silver light rose from below him! 


A thick smear of blood splashed on the paper window next to the corridor, drawing a shocking red 
pattern! 


You Tianhao, whose throat was broken, fell down with a look of disbelief. 


Lei Jiudi killed his own disciple with a sword in his hand, everyone present was shocked. Tong Jing was 
so frightened that she trembled all over. 


——This guy...has gone completely crazy! 


Lian Feihong suddenly glared at Lei Jiudi. He never thought that he would create such a monster today 


after defeating this man twenty-one years ago. 
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Xu Fangnan, who was lying on the ground, was so frightened that he wet his crotch on the spot. His 
trembling mouth was open and he could not speak for a long time. 


Yan Heng only wanted to force Lei Jiudi to retreat. He never thought that it would trigger the 
unimaginable violence of his master killing his apprentice. In shock, he gradually moved the "Still Life 
Sword" away from Xu Fangnan's throat. 


Lei Jiudi rolled his eyes around, looking around at the "Six Swordsmen" and others on both sides of the 
corridor, and said with a sneer: "What's wrong? It's just killing someone, haven't you seen it?" 


Xing Ying looked at Lei Jiulun's nonchalant look and shook her head in disbelief. 


Lei Jiudi closed his eyes gently, took a deep breath, opened his eyes and said, "Do you know how | got 
here?" 


Hearing this sentence, Yan Heng, Yuan Xing and others were shocked. 


Lei Jiudi touched his nose: "That's it. | found it by smelling the smell of medicine." He smiled and looked 
at everyone again: "And you all rushed here at the same time, proving that | was not wrong... " 


Yuan Xing was still half-kneeling to bandage Pang Tianshun, but in fact, his bent legs were already 
secretly gaining momentum, ready to jump out at any time. 


The same goes for Yan Heng, Tong Jing, and Lian Feihong, who are already preparing to sell. 


How could Lei Jiudi not feel this sudden surge of murderous intent? But he still smiled as if he didn't 
care, and deliberately showed doubts when looking at everyone: 


"Ah, by the way, where is the guy with the pigtails among you?" Upon hearing this, Tong Jing couldn't 
help but look at the paper window behind Lei Jiudi. 
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From her anxious gaze, Lei Jiudi knew that her guess was correct, and she felt ecstatic. 


Tong Jing has shown her weak point, Wan Xing no longer waits, her strong body suddenly pounces like a 
tiger, and as she exhales, she kicks Lei Jiu's knee with Shaolin's "Iron Sweeping Hall"! 


At the same time, Yan Heng also launched his body into a straight line while taking a step, and his "Star 
Chasing the Moon" as fast as light and shadow was aimed directly at Lei Jiudi's throat! 


Lian Feihong and Tong Jing also attacked immediately, using swords from both sides to attack Lei Jiudi! 


The combined attack of the four people in "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is so powerful that even 
the head of the secret sect cannot underestimate it. 


But Lei Jiudi is no longer in his original position. 


He ran two steps back using the unique retreat method of "Yan Qing's Lost Step". The figure in black 
suddenly fell back and jumped, smashed through the blood-stained paper windows on the side of the 
corridor with his back, and escaped into the room! 


As soon as the paper window broke through, the medicinal fragrance wafting out of the room became 
even stronger. 


Yuan Xing and the other four people jumped into the air and hurriedly pursued him, but before they 
could cross the window sill, they all stayed on the spot. 


In the room, Lei Jiudi was already standing next to the wooden bed, with the silver knife in his hand 
placed on Jing Li's neck, which was lying on the bed and restrained by a belt and could not move. 


All four of them turned pale. Tong Jing burst into tears. 
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The soul of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is currently dying under the enemy's blade. 


Lei Jiudi looked at Yan Heng proudly, imitating the tone he used when he kidnapped Xu Fangnan and 
said: 


"If you do it, he will die." 


Last time in the woods, he also held Lian Feihong hostage, but was rescued at the knife point by the "Six 
Swordsmen". Lei Jiudi regarded it as a great shame and humiliation, and was determined not to make 
the same mistake again this time. 


"No!" Yan Heng waved his hands anxiously, his eyes also turning red. Since leaving Qingcheng Mountain, 
he has not cried again. Yan Heng recalled everything that had happened in the past two years: Jing Lei 
killed Xizhaoxuan on Qingcheng Mountain and saved him; he took him on a journey to practice, and it 
was like the starlight in the dark night guiding him on the path of life; from "Yinghua Pavilion" to "Qing 
Dynasty" Renji", fighting side by side with life and death again and again... 


——Not everyone in this world has a reason to practice martial arts. 


——A true genius must believe that he is a genius. 


——Everything worth doing in the world is difficult. 


Yan Heng knew that the reason why he was alive today was because of this man. 


He remembered that when he first descended from Qingcheng Mountain, Jing Lihad made him 
promise: if Jing Liencountered any danger, he would not come to rescue him, but would save his life to 
take revenge. 


But things are different now. In comparison, whether it is revenge against Wudang or revival of the 
Qingcheng Sect, it is no longer important. At this moment, Yan Heng would rather have the blade 
holding his neck instead of Jing Li. 
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Yuan Xing clenched her fists and bit her lower lip until it bled. He didn't dare to roar, for fear of irritating 
Lei Jiudi to strike immediately, but his heart was like a pot of boiling water. 


--| swear to Buddha: If anything happens to Jing Li, | will never let this devil step out of this room with his 
life! Lian Feihong's white eyebrows drooped down, as if he had lost all hope. 


——This shouldn't be like this... A man like him shouldn't die like this..., 


However, the person who should be the most frightened and angry person in the audience opened his 
eyes slightly at this moment, as if he was coming from a sweet dream. 


He looked at Lei Jiudi above him and even smiled freely. 


"We meet again." Jing Li said to Lei Jiudi easily, as if he didn't notice the sharp edge of the knife, which 
was pressed against the skin of his neck. As long as Lei Jiudi dragged it and cut it casually, he had been 
fighting hard for more than 20 years, The life of pursuing the strongest peak is about to end. 


Lei Jiudi looked down at Jing Li solemnly, feeling very impatient with his usual smile. 


Jing Li raised his eyebrows indifferently and asked Lei Jiudi: "Is your shoulder fully healed?" 


As soon as he said these words, Lei Jiudi felt as if a sharp chill arose inside his left shoulder, which had 
been slashed by Jingli's "Splash Cutting Iron Power". The tiger stripes on his forehead folded up, and his 
anger seemed to be overflowing, and he was about to cut it off with a knife. 


Yan Heng and others were shocked when they heard Jing Li's words to irritate him. 


But Lei Jiudi still held back. Lei Jiudi still wanted to know more about the only enemy who had hurt him 
in the past twenty-one years - and who was much younger than him. 
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"| heard from my disciples that your name is Jing Li, a disciple of the so-and-so South Sea Sect." Lei Jiudi 
once again relaxed his brow and asked: "I've never heard of ...... your saber, who taught you? Who is 
your master? 


When Lei Jiudi said that, his saber slightly moved, and Jing Li's neck was shallowly cut with a red line. 


Jing Li, however, seems to be completely unaware of this, still speaking in a relaxed tone: "| have many 


masters, but it can also be said that there is none. As for the saber move that injured you, it was ...... ‘ 


He recalled the day when he fell on the cliff of Qingyuan Mountain and injured his hands and legs, and 
then was chased by Meixinshu to create the "Spray Cutting Iron Power", and he couldn't help but smile 
again. 


"The sea and mountains taught me, and fate taught me." 


Lei Jiudi was stunned after hearing this. He is similar to Jing Li in that his breakthroughs in martial arts 
career were achieved by self-taught without a teacher, so they can understand each other. Lei Jiudi 
couldn't help but nodded slightly to Jing Li. 


He then looked at the copper shell wrapped around Jing Li's body. When Lei Jiudi had secretly 
monitored the Six Swords of Broken Door in the forest earlier, he knew that Jing Li's body had suffered 
almost disabling injuries. To be cut by such an opponent, Lei Jiudi was even more unconvinced. At the 
moment, Jing Li was obviously undergoing some kind of strange treatment, so he had to be bound for a 
long period of time and could not move. 


--It's unfortunate that you met me at this time... ...... 


At this time, a weak voice came from the window. It turned out to be Pang Tianshun, who stood up and 
walked over with Xing Ying's help. 
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Pang Tianshun took a few breaths and then continued: "Senior, please don't... fight any more. | know 
that senior came to hunt down Brother Jing and others in order to... bring glory to the secret sect's 
reputation. But does senior know... ... At this moment, the imperial court is sending out the imperial 
army to encircle and suppress the Wudang sect?” 


Not only Lei Jiuti, Jing Hui, Yuan Xing, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing had not heard of this news, but they 
were very surprised when they learned about it. 


Especially Jingchi, his signature smile also disappeared. 


——Ilf the Wudang Clan is eliminated by the imperial court... won't | lose the goal of challenging in the 
future...? 


After hearing this, Lei Jiudi's face that had been suffering from dementia for a long time seemed to have 
temporarily recovered. 


Pang Tianshun continued: "Look at the Wudang sect... what do we martial artists do in the eyes of the 
emperor? If you like it, you will be given an iron card. It is a reward in name, but in reality, it has the 
various sects in your hands; a little bit of disobedience will be sent to send troops to attack ...... Lei 
senior, why do you need to chase this court of false honor again?" 


Pang Tianshun endured the knife wound and said these words, but every word was critical. Even though 
he is as extreme as Lei Jiuti, he has to admit that what he said is not unreasonable. 


Except for Lian Feihong, the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" had no grudge against Lei Jiudi. Now, 
although Lian Feihong is not dead, he has been defeated by Lei Jiudi, and the resentment that has been 
accumulated for more than twenty years has been vented. 


Lei Jiudi looked at Pang Tianshun, who was unable to stand firmly, and remembered that he had dared 
to use his sword against her before, and couldn't help but said: "Boy, you are quite capable. 
Unfortunately, it is too late to say this." 
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The secret sect and the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" have formed a blood feud. Dong Sanqiao and 
many other secret sect disciples were killed. This blood debt cannot be resolved with a few words. 


For Lei Jiudi personally, killing his disciples is the next best thing. The knife that was injured by Jingli 
must be taken back no matter what! 


After Lei Jiudi said this, he looked down at Jing Li again. Everyone could see that this half-mad and half- 
mad head of the secret sect had erratic moods, and he could do anything as long as he received a little 
stimulation. He just casually killed his disciple You Tianhao in the blink of an eye. Jing Li's life is now like 
hanging ona thin thread. 


Jing Li, however, still had a calm face. He looked at Lei Jiudi and said, "That's right, we have indeed 
developed an insatiable hatred. You had an apprentice who was very good at using darts, and | killed 
him. Come on, do it quickly." Kill me, the cripple, and no one in the world will remember who slashed 
you!" 


Jing Li's words made the anger in Lei Jiudi's chest even more intense, and the white hair on his head 
seemed to stand up in excitement. Everyone was even more anxious after hearing this. 


Only Lian Feihong's eyes lit up after hearing this. He was the one who understood Lei Jiuti the most, 
even more so than Xu Fangnan, the disciple of the Secret Sect who was still sitting in the corridor under 
the window. Only Mr. Fei Hong understood Jing Li's intention. 


Mr. Lei Jiuti stared coldly at Jing Li for a long time, while everyone else waited with baited breath. 


Then, Lei Jiuti's face relaxed a little. 


He drew his saber and struck the copper shell on Jing Li's left arm. The sound of iron and gold was heard 
before the saber quickly returned to Jing Li's throat and neck. 


"Can you heal this wound?" Lei Jiudi asked. 
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"| don't know." Jing Li answered frankly, "The person who governs me is Yan Youfo. There is probably no 
other person in the world who is more sure than him." 


Although Lei Jiudi went to Jiangnan for the first time in his life, he had heard the name of the strange 
doctor Yan Youfo. 


Lei Jiudi recalled the "spray cutting through the iron" that night. Then he imagined what it would be like 
if Jing split his hands and legs and used that sword move again. 


When Lei Jiudi was thinking, the palm of his hand holding the knife was sweating, and there was an 
excited look on his face that was half a smile. He recalled the great feeling of satisfaction he felt after 
defeating Lian Feihong a month ago. He enjoys defeating any enemy; but the pleasure of trampling an 
enemy who has defeated him before is a hundred times higher. 


"I'll give you five days." Lei Jiudi said coldly. 


Jing Li's smile became even brighter. 


"That's too short." Jing Li shook his head easily, as if he didn't care that his saber was pressed against his 
throat and neck. "| need more time to recover, one month." 


"Ten days." Lei Jiudi said categorically, "My patience only goes so far." 


"Twenty days." Jing Li looked like a trader complaining that the buyer's price was too low: "If you are 
going to do it, do it thoroughly. What are you being so stingy about?" 


"Fifteen days." Lei Jiudi said in a heavy tone. Jing Li felt the sharp pressure on the skin of his neck 
increase again. It seemed that Lei Jiuti would no longer back down. 


Jing Li was secretly happy. Fifteen days was his original bottom line. 
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"There's nothing else to do, let's leave it at that." Jing Li put on an expression of helplessness, "After 
fifteen days, we will decide." 


Yan Heng immediately let go of the stone in his heart. Although it would still be hard to tell if he would 
be able to fight this old monster in half a month, it was still better than being wiped out by the enemy 
without any resistance. 


Jing Li yawned as if he was tired of this topic and said to Lei Jiudi, "Why don't you leave? | need to get 
some rest." 


"| need reassurance." 


When Lei Jiudi said this, Jing Li stopped laughing. 


The head of the secret sect stretched out his left hand and pointed at a person outside the window. 


"She has to stay with me until you and | duel." 


What Lei Jiudi was referring to was Tong Jing. 


"Hol" 


Jing Liand Yan Heng shouted angrily at the same time. 


"Take me!" Yuan Xing puffed up his chest. "Or is he the head of a dignified secret sect who only dares to 
kidnap a girl?" 


"I'm not interested in hairy monks." Lei Jiuti stared at Lian Feihong with an evil smile and said, "| know 
that this girl is Old Man Lian's hope. The thought of holding her in my hands makes me happy. Since 
she's a captive, of course I'll choose the one | think is the most worthy of killing." 
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Lian Feihong bowed his head and was speechless. 


Jing Li closed his eyes and shook his head. He would never be willing to put another person - especially a 
girl - in such danger for him, even if ten more knives were placed on him. 


"Do you think you still have a choice?" Lei Jiudi said, and the right wrist holding the knife shook slightly 
again. There was a second blood mark on Jing Li's neck. 


At this time, Yan Heng heard the sound of a long sword being sheathed beside him. 


Tong Jing handed the "Xunfeng Sword" to Yan Heng. 


"Keep it for me for now." 


Yan Heng was unwilling to take it, but Tong Jing forced the sword into his arms, and Yan Heng had no 
choice but to reach out and hold the sword. Their palms just touched each other. Just like that day 
outside the woods a month ago, Tong Jing's fingers touched his palm and did not leave for a long time. 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing, and she laughed happily at such a moment. Neither of them could look 
away from each other. 


Xing Ying looked at them from the side and regretted everything she had done in the past few days. 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing and knew that she had made up her mind - the look in her eyes was just 
like the one on the boat on the Minjiang River in Chengdu that day. 


Determined to be exactly like him and Jing Li when he learned martial arts. 


"| have a lot more to say to you." 
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"| know. Wait until | come back." Tong Jing said, slowly letting go of the "Swift Bee Sword" and jumping 
over the window sill into the room. "Tong Jing!" 


Jing Li yelled on the bed at this time, losing his usual calmness about everything. It was really unbearable 
for him. He was injured and had to make everyone around him pay the price one after another. 


——First Alan left...and then this... 


Jing Li continued to shout: "Have you forgotten? When you begged me and Yan Heng to teach you 
martial arts, what conditions did | say? You promised: If we tell you to leave, you have to leave!" 


He looked sideways at Tong Jing: "On the contrary, you can't go anywhere without my nodding!" 


"That's right." 


Thinking of what happened that day, Tong Jing's delicate face smiled even sweeter. 


"But, Brother Jing, things are different now. | already have another master." 


She looked back at Lian Feihong and blinked. 


"Old man, listen." Tong Jing said to him: "In my eyes, you are not the head of the Kong'a sect, nor Mr. 


Feihong. You are one of the companions of the 'Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate’. 


Tong Jing's eyes flashed with encouragement as she spoke. 


"Don't give up on yourself no matter what the situation is - this is the rule of the 'Six Swords of Breaking 


the Door’. If you disobey me, you are not sorry for yourself, but for betraying our companions. " 
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Lian Feihong was stunned and raised his head to look at Tong Jing. He thought back on these days and 
how happy it was every time he saw Tong Jing quickly absorb what he taught and put it to her own use. 


——tThe pillar of his life is no longer who he defeats or not to be defeated by, but this girl. 


Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing, his eyes regained their original luster, and nodded vigorously towards 
her. 


After Tong Jing finished speaking, she turned back. Although she still maintained a smile, she actually 
suppressed the huge fear in her heart and walked closer to Lei Jiudi step by step. 


Lei Jiudi smiled foolishly and stretched out his left palm towards Tong Jing. Tong Jing reluctantly 
extended a hand. Lei Jiudi grabbed her arm. Under that huge palm, Tong Jing's arm looked as slender as 
a baby's. 


Lei Jiudi then removed the silver knife from Jing Li's neck and returned it to its sheath. Jing Li lay on the 
bed unable to move, and could only watch with anxious eyes as Tong Jing was captured by the devil. 


Although Lei Jiudi had sheathed his sword, everyone outside the room still did not dare to move. Tong 
Jing, who had no sword in her hand, was like a chicken in Lei Jiudi's hands, and her body could be broken 
in an instant. 


Lei Jiudi pulled Tong Jing out of the room door and out into the corridor with a calm expression, just like 
an old man dragging his little granddaughter. Yan Heng and others were still on full alert. 


"You don't have to follow, right?" 


Lei Jiudi said and exerted a little force, and Tong Jing was squeezed so hard that she exhaled "Yeah". 
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"Anyway, you will always know where | stay. My secret sect is not like a bunch of rats like you, and | 
have never escaped." 


He pulled Tong Jing and was about to turn around, when he suddenly seemed to remember something: 
"Ah, by the way, there is one more thing | haven't done yet..." As soon as Lei Jiudi finished speaking, his 
right hand suddenly slammed to the side! 


Yan Heng and Yuan Xing were covering their vital points while preparing to attack; Lian Feihong ducked 
in front of Xing Ying and Pang Tianshun. 


But the silver light emitted from Lei Jiudi's hand did not fly towards any of them. 


Xu Fangnan, who was about to stand up and leave with his master, saw a three-pointed swallow-tailed 
dart nailed to his throat, and fell down again with his eyes wide open! 


Lian Feihong immediately understood Lei Jiudi's intention and couldn't help but say: "You said he was 
crazy, but he wasn't completely crazy..." If the news that Lei Jiudi killed You Tianhao with his own hands 
reached the ears of his disciples, it would probably make people angry. The disciples of the secret sect 
were dissatisfied, so they took action to kill Xu Fangnan to silence him. As for the "Six Swordsmen" and 
others, he had no worries - since they were enemies, even if they told the truth, the secret sect disciples 
would only think that they were deliberately spreading rumors to slander the leader. 


"Baby, bring back the darts for me." Lei Jiudi ordered. 


Tong Jing suppressed her panic, stepped forward and stretched out her other hand, pulled out the 
three-pointed swallow-tail dart from the fallen Xu Fangnan's throat, and handed the blood-stained dart 
back to Lei Jiudi. 


Seeing Miss Tong being so wronged, Yan Heng felt even more heartbroken. 


Lei Jiudi held the dart between his fingers and wiped it with Tong Jing's sleeve several times. After 
wiping away the blood, he put it back into his belt. In order to prevent leaving evidence of crime, Lei 
Jiudi even took away the darts from the corpse. This man is both crazy and poisonous, and his mind is by 
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no means dull. Among the enemies that "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" has faced before, only Wu 
Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, can compare with him. 


Lei Jiudi dragged Tong Jing and was about to leave the mansion in a big way. He took a step forward 
when Alai, who was standing next to Yuan Xing, barked at the two of them regardless of his fear of Lei 
Jiudi. 


Although Alai followed "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" for the sake of integrity, Tong Jing loved him 
very much during this month and often fed him good food. He seemed to be half of Alai's master. 
Naturally, he did not want to let her be taken over by the enemy. 


The fierce light in Lei Jiuqing's eyes reappeared, and his right hand reached for his belt again. 


Tong Jing discovered it and looked up at Lei Jiudi with tears in her eyes. 


"don't want...... 


Lei Jiudi looked down at Tong Jing and was stunned for a moment. The murderous look on his face 
gradually faded, and he put his right hand back down. He didn't quite understand why he had sucha 
reaction. He just felt that being looked at by this kid made him unable to be cruel... 


——Why did | show weakness... 


Lei Jiudi was annoyed and pulled Tong Jing hard, causing tears to flow from the corners of her eyes. He 
pulled her toward the back door of the mansion. 


Yan Heng watched their backs. Since the day he watched his fellow disciples being killed by Wudang's 
Soldier's Crow Road on the martial arts practice field of Qingcheng Mountain's Xuanmen Shelter, he had 
never felt so powerless. 
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Lei Jiudi said without looking back as he walked: "That boy from the Qingcheng sect, don't think you will 
be idle. The most decent disciple under my sect is the best friend of Dong Sangqiao. In fifteen days he will 
also come to you and wash your neck." 


Yan Heng held the "Xunfeng Sword" and answered word by word: "I'll be with you at any time." 


——| will definitely rescue her from these people. 


After Lei Jiudi and Tong Jing left, Lian Feihong immediately jumped into the room, pressed a medicinal 
cloth on Jing's neck to stop the bleeding, and at the same time untied his belt on the bed. 


Yuan Xing saw Pang Tianshun lying back on the floor in the corridor again, with Xing Ying holding his 
hand tightly beside him. Yuan Xing took some medicinal cloths from the room and waved them in front 
of Alai's nose. After Alai sniffed it, he knew that Yuan Xing meant that he should go find the doctor Yan 
Youfo who was full of this smell. He rushed over, barked twice to express his understanding, and ran 
towards the depths of the mansion. 


Yuan Xing applied the medicinal cloth to Pang Tianshun's stab wound and checked the pulse on the side 
of his neck. 


"Although he bled a lot, it seems he won't die." 


Xing Ying cried with tears in her eyes, her eyes never leaving Pang Tianshun's pale face. If he died today, 
she didn't know how much she would regret it. 


Yan Heng also entered the room and looked at Jing Xi who sat up Gengzi. 


The two looked at each other for a long time without saying a word. 


Yan Heng did not ask Jing Li whether he was sure of defeating Lei Jiudi. It has nothing to do with being 


sure, but having to win. 
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Fifteen days left. They don’t have the luxury of wallowing in self-blame or anxiety. 


"Mr. Feihong, you have to tell me about the one-on-one fight with Lei Jiudi that night, every move he 
made, and all the habits of his movements." Jing Li said, "These ten days | can’t move yet, so | have to 
practice fighting with his illusion in my mind. The more realistic it is, the better.” 


Lian Feihong nodded. Originally, he would never want to recall that defeat, but now that the "Six 
Swordsmen" want to defeat Lei Jiudi, that is very valuable information. 


Yan Heng frowned and asked, "Brother Jing, even if you fully recover in ten days, the muscles and bones 
in these two injured areas have not been used for a long time, and you only have five days to practice 
again, will it be..." 


"Here, wrap it up on me." Yuan Xing smiled and patted his hairy chest, and then made a weird gesture, 
folding his hands behind his waist and sinking down, pulling so hard that his shoulders seemed to 
suddenly fold back, and his body It appears to be extremely soft, which is exactly the "Yi Jin Jing" Kung 
Fu master of Shaolin Temple Bodhidharma learned from Tianzhu. 


The four of them looked at each other and their confidence increased a lot. 


"By the way..." Lian Feihong said, "Tong Jing just called me master in public! Did you all hear it?" 


"Really?" Jing Li smiled and raised his eyebrows: "It seems that's not what she said!" 


"Yes! Yes!" Lian Feihong insisted, and the four men who returned to the old naughty look of "Breaking 
Six Swords" gathered around and laughed. 


In the days since they got acquainted, they have learned one thing: 


In the face of adversity that is difficult to overcome, laughter is an unparalleled power. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 124 Chapter 7: Traveling Companions 


There was a thunder among the fallen leaves in the autumn wind. 


The thunder did not fall from the sky, but was born on the ground. 


The strong impact hit the thick trunk of a big tree, as if even the lifeblood of the heart of the tree was 
shaken. The tree crown instantly felt as if it was hit by a very brief storm, swaying greatly, shaking off 
flowers and leaves like rain. 


It was not a thunderbolt, but a saber. 


A sturdy branch of the wooden saber rested on top of the trunk of the tree, and the fierce saber stroke 
caused the trunk to sink slightly. Although the branch was still, there was still smoke and dust from the 
intense friction, and one could still feel the energy of that saber. 


Xi Xiaoyan's weird right long arm slowly retracted the branch. 


"Do you see clearly? 


That's it." 


He gently swung it into the air several times, repeating the maneuver he had just performed with the 
"Yangji Saber". 


Shimazu Hu Linglan stood by and watched his saber swinging gesture, and raised a pair of beautiful 
eyebrows. "| don't have arms like yours." 


"No!" Xi Xiaoyan waved his hand at her and explained, "It doesn't matter. Yes, because of my weird 
arms, | do use my saber a little differently at the end than normal people. But the way | use my waist 
and pelvis, and the way | relax my body, are still the same. This is the principle of Tai Chi's power 
generation." 


2095 


Xi Xiaoyan's demonstration of the power of the "Yangji Saber" in chopping down trees was really 
something that even Hu Linglan, who prided herself on her fierce swords, could not help but admire. 
She recalled her first encounter with him on the roof of Ying Hua House in Xi'an that day, and how she 
felt when she personally received his powerful saber, and compared to the tree-slicing saber just now, Xi 
Xiaoyan's power had obviously increased a lot, so she could imagine how he had been practicing 
desperately for more than a year after he lost to Jing Li. 


Hu Linglan also had a branch of similar thickness in her hand, she imitated Xi Xiaoyan's action, and at the 
same time, she mixed her one-handed Yinliu saber move "Swallow Flying", and slashed diagonally in the 
air. 


The branch carried a sharp and fierce wind, slicing through the shadows of the trees and the sunlight, 
swirling the fallen leaves on the ground, and creating an extremely skillful trajectory. Hu Linglan's saber 
was not as strong as Xixiuyan's, but in terms of precision and mastery of the path, it was better than his 
rough "Yangji Saber". XI Xiaoyan couldn't help but be impressed. 


Hu Linglan practiced the sword several times, trying to learn Xi Xiaoyan's waist and pelvic movements 
when using the sword, but she still couldn't master it. Xi Xiaoyan watched for a while and was a little 
anxious, but he didn't know how to explain it so that Hu Linglan could understand that although he was 
affiliated with the "Zhengui Dao" who was responsible for teaching martial arts when he was in Wudang 
Mountain, he actually lacked teaching consideration and patience. As his senior brother, Chen Daixiu, 
had said, Xi Xiaoyan was not the material for Zhen Gui Dao, but should be the warlord of Soldier's Crow 
Road. 


Xi Xiaoyan scratched his hair in distress, and suddenly thought: "That's right!" He walked up to Hu 
Linglan, once again put up a parrying posture like chopping firewood, and then said to her: "Press my 
waist, You can directly feel how the knife moves when | draw it." 


Hu Linglan didn't feel embarrassed at all, she nodded and dropped the branch, and then pressed her 
palms on both sides of Xi Xiaoyan's waist. 


Xi Xiaoyan was glad that she stood behind him and didn't see his red face. After all, this is the woman he 
has been longing for all these years. He was so focused on practicing his saber that he said it as soon as 
he thought of it, and then realized that it was a very embarrassing thing to do, but he didn't expect that 
Hu Linglan didn't mind and put her hand on him without saying a word. Concentrating his mind, he 
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looked straight ahead at the imaginary enemy, relaxed his whole body, and began to demonstrate the 
"Yangji saber" slowly, one after another, at the usual speed of 20%. 


Hu Linglan closed her eyes at the back, feeling with all her heart how Xi Xiaoyan's waist and pelvis 
rotated when he exerted strength in his "Tai Chi", and gradually began to realize the mystery of it. 


--She has been practicing martial arts with the Shimazu brothers and retainers since she was young in 
Satsuma, so she is often in contact with men, so she doesn't find Xiaoyan's method embarrassing. 


Hu Linglan withdrew her palms and picked up the branch while saying, "| understand a little. She started 
to swing the branch again to try the saber move. 


Xixioyan retracted his move and stood up, trying not to look embarrassed, "By the way, the saber you 


just showed me, | think | learned it last time ...... : 


"That move?" Hu Linglan made a stroke with a twig. "It's called "Swallow Flight"." She said the name of 
the move in Japanese. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't understand, but just mimicked, "This "Swallow Flying"...... the route of the sword is 
very special. What is it like?" 


Hu Linglan didn't understand what "route" meant, so Xi Xiaoyan explained more, and the two of them 
began to make gestures with the branches on their hands, studying the attack and defense of the sword 
moves, and they were very engaged. 


Huo Yaohua, who was standing by the stream a few feet away, watched all this coldly, feeling a little 
jealous. 


Huo Yaohua sat on a round rock, placed the large saw blade pulled out across her thigh, and wiped the 
blade back and forth with a cloth. What she saw with her eyes was not the knife, but the two people 
who were practicing more and more enthusiastically. 
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Their three horses stood by the stream, drinking water with their heads lowered. There was still some 
way to go before they reached Xiangyang City. When they saw there was water, they asked the horses 
to stop and rest. 


The three of them have been traveling together for a month. In the first ten days, in order to avoid being 
attacked by the martial arts people who were chasing the "Six Swordsmen", the three of them took a 
detour and therefore walked slowly. Later, they gradually discovered that those people had gone south 
and they could finally take the main road. 


It was quite awkward for the three of them to get along together at first. After all, they were not friends, 
and they only went to Wudang Mountain together temporarily for Jing Li's sake. Xi Xiaoyan and Huo 
Yaohua have been together for a while, and they still have some topics to talk about, but they have no 
communication at all with Hu Linglan. They only talk a few words every day about food and lodging. 


Later, Xi Xiaoyan intentionally or unintentionally talked about his views on martial arts and sword 
moves, which gradually attracted Hu Linglan to talk to him. The two of them talked more and more 
enthusiastically during the journey. Later, they went beyond just talking about martial arts, and 
whenever they rested in the middle of the journey, they would do hand-to-hand research on the side of 
the road, and they seemed to be getting acquainted with each other, and they just didn't stop to 
practise for a day and a half. 


On the contrary, since Xi Xiaoyan and Hu Linglan got close because of martial arts training, Huo Yaohua 
and Xi Xiaoyan talked less and less. Huo Yaohua became silent, but Xi Xiaoyan did not notice Huo 
Yaohua's change because he had more interactions with Hu Linglan. 


Just like every time when they stopped for a break, Huo Yaohua watched coldly as the two practiced 
their swordsmanship. She felt sour in her heart. She rubbed her hands harder and harder, and 
accidentally smeared her fingers on the serrations of the blade, and blood came out immediately. 


Luckily, Huo Yao Hua's saber was not sharpened enough to cut her finger. Huo Yao Hua put her finger in 
her mouth in pain and scolded herself in her heart. 


--What's wrong with me ...... 
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Huo Yaohua is not a girl. She had an affair with her master and senior brother when she was young, and 
she also had a short fling with a few thieves after she became a great thief. 


After becoming a thief, she had a brief affair with a few thieves. Later, she was captured by the Dragon 
Warrior King and became half of his favorite concubine. She thought that she would never be true to her 
heart again, but first she fell in love with Jing Li at first sight, and now she became jealous when she saw 
Xi Xiaoyan and Hu Linglan getting close. 


--| know he likes her, why should | be jealous? Besides, this Japanese bitch is good with him, maybe she 
will fall in love with him afterward, | should be happy to see that. ...... 


Huo Yaohua shook her head violently. No, she couldn't cheer up at all. One after another, decent men 
were so enamored with Hu Linglan. Huo Yaohua looked back on her unbearable past and felt like a 
broken flower on the roadside that no one cared about. 


--If it wasn't for her leading the way to Jing Li, I’ll chop this bitch to death while she sleeps at night! 


She continued to watch the two of them using branches to fight each other, faster and faster, just like a 
pair of children playing happily. If it were any other day, Huo Yao Hua would have been watching 
intently, stealing kung fu tips from them, and even secretly observing the weaknesses in their 
maneuvers. But she was not in such a mood at the moment. 


Looking at Xi Xiaoyan's skills, Huo Yaohua recalled the heroic figure of him fighting with a sword to 
protect her that night in the dark streets of Jiangling. 


These days, Huo Yiu Fa had been thinking about Jing Li, but now that she is watching them, she realizes 
that she also has special feelings for this man, Xi Xiaoyan. 


Aman has a special feeling - otherwise, how could he feel that he was possessed by Hu Linglan? 


— —Could it be said that when | followed Xi Xiaoyan that day, | was not just using him to protect myself, 
but | actually felt sorry for him in my heart... 
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Huo Yaohua didn't want to think about it anymore, and she sheathed her saber so fiercely that the 
horses at the streamside neighing softly. She leaned over and splashed water on her face to clear her 
head. 


"All right! Have you had enough?" Huo Yaohua shouted to the two men, wrapped her saber in her cloth 
and hung it back by the saddle. Upon hearing this, they put away their sabers and looked at each other's 
sweaty faces. Hu Linglan's face was flushed from the martial arts, more beautiful than usual, and Xi 
Xiaoyan laughed foolishly at the sight. 


Hu Linglan, on the other hand, was dumbfounded. Only then did she remember that this guy in front of 
her, more than a year ago, was a mortal enemy of the Wudang sect that almost killed her, but now she 
was happily exchanging martial arts with him, which was really unimaginable. After spending some time 
with him, Hu Linglan realizes that this man is so bold and innocent that it's hard to hate him. 


--If he were not a Wudang member, Jing Li and | would have become good friends with him. 


--Jing Liwas once my enemy, wasn't he ...... ? 


Huo Yaohua adjusted the saddle belt and said to Xi Xiaoyan, "Have you forgotten about your sect? We 
have to be on our way." 


After hearing this, Xi Xiaoyan put away his smile and became serious. He has been unable to contact the 
local sect members of Wudang's "First Snake Path". Huo Yaohua concluded that they had been betrayed 
and killed, and something big must have happened in Wudang Mountain. Although Xi Xiaoyan was not 
sure whether this was true (he never saw the body of the "Shou She Dao" disciple), he thought it was 
necessary to go back to Wudang as soon as possible to report the matter. On the other hand, he also 
hoped to get the "Scalping Cream" to cure Jing Li's wound as soon as possible, so that he could fight with 
him. 


Just now, while his horse was resting, he originally wanted to demonstrate to Hu Linglan the key points 
of the sword technique that he had discussed on the way, but once the martial arts enthusiasm started 
to burn, he would get carried away, and it was delayed for a long time, which really made Xi Xiaoyan feel 
ashamed. 
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He pulled up the horse that had drunk enough water. At this moment, he found that Huo Yaohua's face 
was extremely cold. 


"Are you feeling unwell these days?" Xi Xiaoyan asked with concern, "Why don't you practice with us?" 


"Do you think I'm like you?" Huo Yaohua sneered and glanced at him and Hu Linglan: "| have been 
hunted outside for ten years! 


My saber skills are for self-defense, would | take them out so lightly and exchange them with you?" 


Xi Xiaoyan was stunned upon hearing this. He had lived in Wudang Mountain for a long time, where 
martial arts was open and everyone communicated and studied frankly. He never thought that the 
female warrior in front of him lived in a world completely different from his own. Looking back at the 
early days of my departure, the days of being and wandering alone were actually very short, but it was 
already very difficult. However, this woman has endured this kind of life for many years, and he can't 
help but admire and pity her. 


"Don't look at me like that!" Huo Yaohua's face became even colder, like a layer of frost. "| don't need 
it." 


She pulled the horse past Hu Linglan and said to her: "Especially you. Don't forget that we are mortal 
enemies. | will not be stupid enough to reveal the secret of my sword skills in front of you! | just saw you 
secretly. Thank you for your martial arts skills!" She said as she got on her horse and walked towards the 
main road first. 


Hu Linglan didn't know Huo Yaohua's past, but she heard a sense of sadness in her tone just now, and 
felt conflicted for a moment. 


——Don’t sympathize with her... Don’t forget that she killed many people in Luling... 


While she was thinking about it, she hurriedly mounted her horse with Xi Xiaoyan and followed Huo 
Yaohua. 
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Huo Yaohua turned her back to the two of them and secretly touched her waist on the saddle. Hanging 
there was a hunting knife that belonged to Jing Li. She even asked a craftsman to make a new leather 
sheath for the knife. 


Huo Yaohua, who said she was tough, was actually envious of Xixiuyan and Hu Linglan, as well as Jing Li, 
who was not here. Their open martial spirit dares to show itself under the bright sun; in comparison, she 
is as timid as a snake that needs protection from the darkness to survive. 


——Ilf | had known these people earlier, maybe my life would have been very different... 


She touched the handle of the knife and felt that it was the only support in her life. 


OOOO 


Before entering the Xiangyang capital city, the three of them changed into robes that looked like 
merchants in the trees along the road, and wrapped their large weapons into cargo-like packages to 
avoid attracting attention. Although Huo Yaohua had never been to the northern part of Hu Guang 
Province in the past, she still put on a scarf and hat as a precaution, and used a little charcoal ash on her 
cheeks and neck to disguise herself as a man. Hu Linglan, on the other hand, wore the same broad 
robes, straw hat, and scarf as before, still dressed as a merchant from the Western region. 


Entering the city of Xiangyang, Xi Xiaoyan pulled up the hood of his cloak to hide his face as much as 
possible, and it was only when he entered the city that he realized that the surroundings looked familiar, 
and then he remembered that he had been here before - when he had been with Wei Xianggui, who had 
been fighting for the people everywhere. At that time, Wei Xianggui had arranged everything, and Xi 
Xiaoyan had only told him to go to the biggest towns to find out where the Six Swords of Broken Door 
were located, and he hadn't even memorized the names of the places he had visited. 


The three of them disguised themselves not because they were particularly afraid of anyone. The people 
who were chasing the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" were all heading south. The most 
troublesome person is actually Huo Yaohua. She is still a wanted felon in Jing and Hunan. Though the 
officials can't do anything about them, it's not worthwhile to delay their journey because of this, so they 
put on a disguise to avoid this trouble. 
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Xi Xiaoyan vaguely remembered the direction of Xiangyang City's downtown area and pulled his horse to 
lead the way. Soon he reached the busy street and saw a restaurant called "Ling Yue Lou", which is not 
too luxurious, but also looks clean, so he goes in to have a look around. 


The three of them sat at the most inconspicuous small table in the corner of the second floor. After 
settling down, they ordered some ordinary meals and cakes. They did not speak or talk and waited 
quietly for the food to be served. 


When the food arrived, the three of them all ate enthusiastically. After all, riding horses for most of the 
day used up a lot of energy. While eating, Huo Yaohua said, "After you finish eating, reward the 
shopkeeper and ask him to take us to the nearest inn. Don't go out again after we settle down. We'll 
leave tomorrow when the city gates open." The other two nodded. 


Suddenly the waiter brought another big basin, and on it was a fat, white and smoking steamed chicken. 


"We didn't order this..." Xi Xiaoyan looked at the waiter in confusion. 


"This ...... is a gift from the vice master of the Hanjiao Gang to ...... you, Master Chen, to enjoy." The 
store assistant said, fearfully pointed toward a table across the street. 


When the gangsters at the table saw Xi Xiaoyan's gaze, they immediately stood up solemnly, raised their 
glasses to him, saluted him, and downed the drink in one gulp. 


All the guests in the "Moonlight House" also rose up one after another and bowed to Xi Xiaoyan. The 
other two waiters hurriedly brought more food and wine, and when the small table was not enough, 
they brought another table to the side and put it together. 


Immediately afterward, someone else came up the stairs with hurried steps, holding a gift box. 


"The younger one was sent by Gang Leader You of the Bazhou Gang to give a special gift to Master 
Chen...Last time Master Chen showed off his skills in the city, Gang Leader You also watched the battle. | 
really admire Master Chen's martial arts skills! Knowing that the master Chen again came to Xiyang, first 
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sent the little servant to ...... "The man kept saying, put the gift box on the dining table to open, inside is 
a piece of verdant jade ornaments, half a palm-sized. 


The deputy gang leader of the Han Jiao prison, who was sitting opposite, couldn't help but change his 
face after seeing this, because they and the Bazhou Gang were rivals who often competed for the 
interests of freight on the Han River. The mysterious master "Ghost Sword Chen" who dominated 
Jingchu more than half a year ago could change the order of a large town with one punch and one 
sword. He suddenly reappeared after disappearing for several months. No one knew which force he was 
hired by, so all the factions on the road were very nervous. It would be very bad if his enemy was 
fawning over "Ghost Sword Chen"! 


The place below "Ling Yue Tower" was buzzing with people, and it turned out that more people giving 
gifts were vying to come up to pay their respects to "Ghost Sword Chen". 


Only then did Xi Xiaoyan realize that he had been recognized as soon as he entered Xiangyang City Gate. 
Otherwise, how could the news spread so quickly? 


Huo Yao got up and walked to the window to look down. On the street below "Ling Yue Tower", a large 
number of people crowded in front of the restaurant door, and more passers-by watched the 
excitement outside. The scene was chaotic. 


"Uncle Ghost Sword Chen, you are so majestic." Huo Yaohua turned back to Xi Xiaoyan and said with a 
smile. 


After hearing this, 


Hu Linglan couldn't help but giggle under her scarf. 


When everyone heard the voices of Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan, they realized that they were women. 
That Wen deputy gang leader could not help but stumped: it turns out that Master Chen is so flirtatious, 
how come | have not heard of it before? If | had known, | would have sent him a woman. ...... 


"Why are you still laughing? Let's go." Xi Xiaoyan grabbed his luggage and the weapons wrapped like 
goods. He also grabbed a meat bun from the dining table and stuffed it in his mouth, wrapped the rest 
of the buns with paper and stuffed them into his bag, and headed for the staircase. 
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Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua also picked up their blades and left with Xi Xiaoyan. Hu Linglan thought that 
she no longer needed to disguise herself, so she took off her straw hat and face scarf. The people in the 
restaurant were surprised to see such a beautiful woman dressed as a trader from the Western region. 


Huo Yao Hua grumbled as she descended the stairs, "| thought | could finally have a good meal anda 


good night's sleep....... but it looks like we'll have to stay in the wilderness again tonight.,...... : 


Xi Xiaoyan bit into a meat bun, and pushed aside the many gangsters who were about to crowd up the 
stairs, and angrily walked towards the main door of Lingyue House. 


Xiangyang City's triad members all remembered that day when "Ghost Saber Chen" had defeated a 
number of masters of the Rice Market Gang with one saber against four, and naturally did not dare to 
touch him, even if it was just a little bit of the corner of his coat. 


When the three of them left the door of Ling Yue House, those people on the street who wanted to see 
"Ghost Saber Chen" were in an uproar. 


"That's him! "Master Chen!" "This is Ghost Sword Chen ...... ""Where is his saber...... ?" 


Xi Xiaoyan ignored them, and he and the two female warriors retrieved the horses stored next to the 
building and walked quickly towards the city gate. 


It was then that he saw a large group of people appearing in front of the street, as many as dozens of 
people, who seemed to be attracted by the excitement and came to take a look. 


——Could it be the local officers and soldiers protecting armor...? 


Huo Yaohua covered her mouth and nose with a sweat towel, pretending to protect herself from the 
dust on the road. She didn't want to attract any more attention. 
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However, the passers-by on the street surrounded the three people at a distance. They could not blend 
into the crowd and became the inevitable focus. The group of men and horses in front noticed it 
immediately and accelerated their pace. 


Unless Xi Xiaoyan and the others forcefully break through the crowd and leave from the side alley, they 
will have no way to escape from meeting this group of people, but doing so will only cause greater 
commotion. The three of them looked at each other and decided to step forward, secretly placing their 
palms on the knot of the weapon. 


As they got closer, they saw clearly that these people were not dressed as officers and soldiers. 
Although each of them looked tough, their clothes were very expensive and flashy. They seemed to be 
the guardians of some wealthy families. Each one of them wore their weapons more brazenly, and their 
identities were not ordinary. 


Carefully observing the movements of this group of people, Xi Xiaoyan and the other two calmed down 
a little - although these dozens of people all had martial arts skills, they could tell that they were not 
top-notch masters. There are only a few guys who are more luxuriously dressed and seem to be the 
leaders among them. 


There were about 40 to 50 of them, their boots were covered with dirt and dust, and judging from the 
surprised looks on the street, they were not local people, and they had just entered the city today, just 
like Xi Xiaoyan and the others. They looked at the three people with fierce and sharp eyes. Sure enough, 
they were attracted by the excitement and chaos and wanted to see what happened. 


As they passed by, Huo Yaohua saw the faces of several of them, and instantly her face shook as if ice 
had formed on it. 


Hu Linglan, who was behind her, realized it and asked quietly, "What's the matter? 


At the same time, one of the men recognized Huo Yaohua and immediately shouted, "Gather round! 


The group seemed to have been practiced in battle, once they heard the order, they acted together, 
split into two sides and surrounded the three of them in the center of the street. 
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The sudden change of events caused many people to run away in fear. 


"Why--" Xi Xiaoyan turned back to Huo Yaohua, only to see that she had already ripped the knot from 
the blade's wrapping. The bag fell down, and the blood-stained hair on the head of the saber was 
exposed to the afternoon sunlight. 


Huo Yaohua then pulled off the thick merchant's robe that was blocking the fight, revealing a black 
battle dress underneath, revealing her strong and charming body. 


Xi Xiaoyan was about to ask another question when he saw that Huo Yaohua's palm was trembling as 
she gripped the hilt of her saber. He had never seen the fiery woman of the Chu Wolf Saber School so 
scared - except when she mentioned one person. 


And that person had appeared. 


He rode around the corner at the end of the group of fifty. 


It was impossible not to see him: the rider and the height of the horse almost touched the plaques of 
the houses on either side. 


He had a round, bald head, two big, dove-egg eyes that looked like they were about to fall out of his thin 
face, and big, hooded ears that glittered with gold and silver ornaments. On his left cheek, there are 
three spell tattoos. 


Huo Yao Hua's greatest nightmare monster. 


Hu Linglan also unwrapped the cloth belt around her saber. The way she looked at the man was like 
staring at a poisonous snake with its head held high. 


Xi Xiaoyan's expression was also incredulous, the meat bun he was biting in his mouth fell down, and he 
murmured in a hoarse voice: "Brother Wizard...". 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 125 Chapter 8: Natural Enemies 


"The gods must have heard the incantation and prayer | chant every day, otherwise they wouldn't have 
allowed me to meet three people | know here again in one go." 


Wu Ji Hong, the King of the Dragon Warriors, let out a round of evil laughter and looked down at Xi 
Xiaoyan and the others from a height, his face showed the ecstasy that had not been seen since his 
defeat at the Clear Lotus Temple. 


When Huo Yaohua heard that long-lost laughter, she was chilled to the bone. She unconsciously took a 
step closer to Xi Xiaoyan, as if she wanted to rely on his body to keep warm. 


Xi Xiaoyan stretched out his left hand from underneath his cloak and pulled the knot behind his waist. 
He also dismantled the parcel on his back, revealing the long vine-wrapped handle. 


The large group of people surrounding the three men saw each other's swords exposed and drew their 
swords one after another, forming a tight blade formation. They were the bodyguards of Prince Ning's 
Palace in Nanchang. They were either thieves who committed murder and expropriated goods or were 
hard-hitters in the underworld. Several of them were warriors from small sects in various places. They 
were attracted by the royal family's generous salary to join their service. Li Junyuan, a close confidant of 
King Ning, allowed Wu Jihong to select more than 50 people from the guards as his direct subordinates. 
In the past year, Wu Jihong specially trained them, and their martial arts skills surpassed other soldiers 
in the palace. 


——There are several senior members of this team who had joined the royal guard before Huo Yaohua 
left, so they recognized each other just now. 


Hu Linglan stared hard at Wu Jihong on the horse, gritting her teeth with hatred. 


The day of the "Clear Lotus Temple" battle, Bo Long magic king rely on hostages to escape, "break the 
door six swords" finally failed to kill this devil, she knew that in the future he will become a major 
problem, but didn't expect to run into him on this trip. And the companion is not around. Her palm was 
already on the long handle of the Nodachi. 
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Wujihong did not look at her, but only stared at Huo Yaohua from above. Huo Yaohua's palm still 
couldn't stop trembling, and she held the handle of the knife tightly, causing the red-dyed hair on the 
handle to sway slightly. Under the gaze of the Magic King, Huo Yaohua had the feeling that her entire 
body had suddenly been stripped naked. 


As he spoke, he gently stroked his horse's mane with his large, strange palm, in the same manner as he 
had stroked Huo Yao Hua's hair before. When Huo Yao Hua saw it, she wanted to vomit. 


Wu Ji Hong's eyes shifted to Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan was one of the few people who had no fear of Wujihong. In the Wudang Mountains, Wu 
Jihong treated his young son Xi Xiaoyan very kindly in order to take the opportunity to obtain the relics 
of Xi Le's relics. Later, when Wu Jihong left, Xi Xiaoyan was only twenty years old, although he had 
already entered the highest level "Star Condensation Martial Arts Arena", he hadn't yet been selected to 
join the "Zhen Gui Dao". He did not see Wujihong as an enemy. 


Wujihong looked at this long-lost disciple and revealed a rare normal smile. Among the three of them, Xi 
Xiaoyan was the most surprising to Wujihong. 


——How did he come to Xiangyang? 


Wu Jihong followed the order of Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao and led this royal guard elite to Hubei. They 
had two major tasks. One was to receive a batch of guns and ammunition flowing out of the Shenji 
Camp. Prince Ning's Mansion has bribed Qian Ning, the emperor's favorite, with a large amount of 
money, and he will arrange everything in the capital. A batch of "scrapped" firearms will be sent out of 
the capital along with the imperial army heading south to conquer Wudang Mountain, and handed over 
to the royal family's men. 


——Although the Shenji Battalion is very strict in handling firearms and ammunition, a lot of firearms 
are damaged or in disrepair every year during the drills. It is not impossible to do some tricks on the 
number of firearms in order to secretly exchange a small amount of firearms for private storage—— 
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It is only a matter of having the temptation and the courage to commit a capital offense. 


The artillery was powerful enough to determine the outcome of the battlefield. It was of great 
importance to future uprisings and could not be missed. At Li Junyuan's suggestion, King Ning sent Wu 
Jihong, the top expert in the government, to escort him. 


Wu Jihong had a second mission when he went to Wudang, and Dan was a thousand times more 
important in his mind than delivering firearms and cannons to the palace: 


Going to meet someone. 


Wujihong was not wearing the same Wudang sword that he had used in Luling, but another sword that 
had been forged by the royal craftsmen and had a snake's head carved out of brass with open teeth. The 
precious Wudang sword was carefully wrapped in thick cloth and leather rope and placed horizontally 
behind the saddle. 


The reason for his trip was to return the sword to its original owner. 


Wu Jihong had escaped from Wudang for seven years and had been waiting for this day for a long time. 
He absolutely did not want to cause any complications, especially the closer he got to Wudang 
Mountain, the more cautious he had to be. When he arrived at Xiangyang on this day, he was about to 
let his men rest for two days and replenish all kinds of food and water supplies. However, some guards 
noticed a disturbance in the city market, so they came to observe what was going on, but they did not 
expect to meet these three men! 


Wu Jihong carefully looked at Xi Xiaoyan's dress. He looked like he was traveling for a long distance. Is 
he rushing to Wudang Mountain? Wu Jihong recalled that the boy surnamed Xi whom he met back 
then, although he had not yet become a first-class master, he had great potential, and like Yao Lianzhou, 
Ye Chenyuan and other guys, he was a martial arts idiot who did not care about the world, in general 
there is absolutely no reason to go out on a private trip. Could it be that Lianzhou sent him out for 
reconnaissance, reporting or something else? This kind of thing must be the job of the disciples of the 
"First Snake Way", but Wu Jihong remembered clearly that Xi Xiaoyan's martial arts was completely hard 
and heavy. It would be easier for him to join the "First Snake Way" than to teach a cow to swim. 
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As far as Wu Jihong knows, Qian Ning's Jinyiwei and the Ning Wangfu have already followed the 
intelligence provided by the Wudang faction's inner circle to capture and kill the Wudang "First Snake 
Tao" disciples who were hiding in many places, so that the Wudang faction could not foresee that the 
Beijing army was coming to the south for conquest. Therefore, Wu Jihong was very relieved all the way 
from Nanchang to here, but now he suddenly encountered a Wudang disciple, and he had to deal with it 
carefully. 


"Master XI, do you recognize me?" 


Xi Xiaoyan laughed, "You? It's hard to forget, isn't it? 


Wu Ji Hong also smiled and touched his bald head, "Yes, yes. ...... How are the other Wudang disciples? 
Have they all come to the city?" 


"It's just me." Xi Xiaoyan was a simple person. He didn't know that Wu Jihong's tone of pretending to 
reunite old friends was to find out whether he had any Wudang disciples with him, so he answered 
straight away. Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan sighed inwardly. 


When Wu Jihong saw such a strange combination of Xi Xiaoyan, Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan coming 
together, he guessed that there was little chance of others (especially Wudang disciples) coming 
together, and now that this was easily confirmed by Xi Xiaoyan, he couldn't help but smile even more. 


He used to be the leader of the 200-odd "Surgery King Crowd". Although he is strange and vicious, he is 
very meticulous and has the ability to observe people, so he can see that Xi Xiaoyan is inexperienced in 
the world, and he must have left Wudang Mountain not long ago. 


--Although he does not know how Xi Xiaoyan's kung fu has improved in the past seven years, Wu Ji Hong 
still remembers that his physique and potential are better than his contemporaries, and with his strange 
hands, his kung fu must be higher than all the guards of the Royal Household, and he is also better than 
the former "Flag Protectors", Eerhan and Han Sidao, and he may even be comparable to Huo Yaohua 
and Mei Xinshu. Since the "Shu Wangs" were wiped out in the Battle of Luling and Huo Yaohua left 
again, Wu Jihong has been troubled by the lack of generals at his disposal. If Xi Xiaoyan could be brought 
over, it would be enough to make up for his lack of arms and legs. ...... 
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Wujihong's mind moved, and he swung his palm horizontally in the air. The royal guards who 
surrounded the three of them immediately took their sabers back into their sheaths. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua were both surprised to see Wu Ji Hong's gesture of goodwill. 


"Junior brother Xi, it is really God's arrangement that you and | meet here..." When Wu Jihong said, his 
clear eyes were fixed on Huo Yaohua: "I originally had several powerful companions, but sadly, some 
died and some left ...... | am now working for a big man, and my future is unlimited, would you like to 
join me and help me out? 


Xixiao Trip raised one eyebrow: "Join ...... you?" 


Wu Ji Hong spread out his arms on his horse, as if to show him that he is richly dressed, and as if to 
introduce the fifty or so tough men who are gathered on the street. 


"Is it not for the sake of honor that a great man is born in the world? Commit yourself to me, and one 
day you will receive more than you ever dreamed of." 


Xi Xiaoyan's face did not move, but his mouth recited: 


"See not the lure of fame and wealth, hear not the coercion of authority, and seek the way of heaven 
and earth without hindrance." This is the last of the Three Commandments of Wudang. 


When Wujihong heard this long-forgotten precept, his face gradually distorted, and then he burst into 
uncontrollable laughter. "What's so funny?" Xi Xiaoyan's face became angry. 


"Haha... Junior Brother Xi, don't you still believe this? Are the dirty and filthy Wudang Clan still deceiving 
you with these lies today?" 


Xi Xiaoyan took a heavy step in the direction of Wu Ji Hong, and the sound of his footsteps was so 
powerful that it seemed to shake the signboards of the stores on the street. 
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"Who are you calling dirty?" Xi Xiaoyan's anger seemed to be about to erupt from the bird's eye. 


"Who?" Wu Jihong raised his head to the sky and yelled exaggeratedly: "Who else is there besides that 
guy Yao Lianzhou?" After saying the name "Yao Lianzhou", he spit on the ground to show his contempt. 


Xi Xiaoyan is a straight man, but he is not a fool. Wu Jihong looked very serious and seemed to have a 
reason to say so. 


But Xi Xiaoyan couldn't figure out: what could be so dirty about the Wudang Clan, which was pursuing 
"invincibility" openly and honestly? Especially the first person on Wudang Mountain, Sect Master Yao. 


--The man who went to Mount Hua alone. 


Wu Jihong became more and more excited as he spoke: "Do you think the Wudang Sect today is really 
what you believe? No! It's a big lie! Junior Brother Xi, | don't blame you. When the previous leader 
Gongsun was killed by Yao Lianzhou, you were only a new disciple in your teens or twenties, so you 
didn't know what was going on." 


Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan were shocked to hear that the last Wudang Sect Master, Gongsun Qing, was 
killed by his disciple, Yao Linzhou, and could not imagine that the change of power in the Wudang Sect 
could hide such a secret. Huo Yihua had never heard of Wu Ji Hong talking about the Wudang Sect 
because in front of her, he was always the feared "King of Dragon Surgery", not a Wudang disciple who 
had defected from the Sect. 


Although this has never been publicized, it is no secret within the Wudang sect. In the eyes of Wudang 
practitioners, this fight was not a disciple's parricide, but merely a fair duel to determine who would be 
more worthy of the title of Master, in which life and death was the will of God. Xi Xiaoyan had of course 
heard of this incident and knew that this was not the only "inside story" Wujihong was talking about. 


Wu Jihong stared at Xi Xiaoyan and asked, "You should know that after Yao Lianzhou assumed his 
position, Master Shang immediately challenged him, right? 
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Xi Xiaoyan nodded. Back then, Gongsun Qing established the four deputy masters and set up a system of 
"temple preparation" so that anyone in the Wudang sect could have a chance to ascend to the position 
of master, and the first person to embark on this challenge was Yao Lianzhou - and he is the only one 
who has been able to succeed in getting promoted from this path so far. 


When Yao Lianzhou puts on his pure white robe, everyone on Wudang Mountain wonders the same 
thing: who will challenge the remaining three Vice Sect Masters? 


The result was completely within everyone's expectations. It was common knowledge that Shang had 
formed his own party in the Wudang Sect and was at odds with his master, Gongsun Qing. Three days 
later, he makes a challenge to Yao Lianzhou. 


As with all internal challenges, this match was held behind closed doors in the Hall of the True 
Immortals, and only the two opponents went in, with no witnesses. 


--Wudang seeks the "Way", and the "Way" does not need to be witnessed by others. 


No one knows the course of the battle, except that since then, Vice Master Shang has been imprisoned 
in a cave at the back of the Palace of Encountering Truth. Because of his advocacy of deviating from the 
precepts of Wudang set by Gongsun Qing, he was regarded as the biggest traitor of the sect, and 
everything about him was wiped out. It was as if everyone had forgotten that there was ever sucha 
person in the Wudang Sect. 


Xi Xiaoyan knew that the leader of the "Brown Snake", Master Wu Ji Hong, had left the sect because he 
belonged to Vice Master Shang's gang. What is his intention in revisiting this matter now? 


"Could it be that..." Xi Xiaoyan was already uneasy when he thought about the possibility, and even his 
voice was no longer louder than before: "What happened in the battle between Head Yao and Vice 
Head Shang..." 


"It's medicine." Wu Jihong's smile was full of irony and bitterness: "In order to defeat Senior Brother 
Shang, Yao Lianzhou poisoned his diet before the battle!" 
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After hearing this, Xi Xiaoyan felt his heart beat faster and his body broke into a cold sweat. Of course, 
he didn't instantly listen to Brother Wu's words; however, if this is true, all the values he has believed in 
for more than twenty years will be destroyed in a moment. 


"How...how do you know? There are no witnesses to the duel!" 


"It's very simple: one of our companions has been poisoned." He took care of Brother Shang in 
preparation for the fight," said Wu Ji Hong. He stole his brother's leftovers while he was in the Hall of 
the True Immortals." 


"Everything should have been different." Wu Jihong looked at the western sky at this time - exactly in 

the direction of Wudang Mountain. "After Senior Brother Shang defeats Yao Lianzhou and takes over 

the throne, he will lead the Wudang Sect on the road to becoming truly ‘invincible in the world’! It will 
not be the futile and petty thing it is now, but a real force that will dominate the world!" 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Wu Jihong's yearning expression. He had also heard his elder brother, Xi Zhaoping, 
mention that back then, Vice Master Shang had proposed that the powerful force of Wudang should be 
utilized to gain power and rewards in the world, which was completely contrary to the present-day 
Wudang. Xi Xiaoyan never cared about these arguments, he only cared about sabers. 


--But today, seven years later, this storm has erupted again, and no Wudang disciple has escaped. It 
doesn't matter if you've made any choices or not. 


Xi Xiaoyan could see what he was thinking from Wu Zhihong's fascinated face. 


"You're going to Wudang Mountain on this trip? To pick up...... him?" 


Wu Jihong nodded vigorously: "Yes, he is the real leader of Wudang. Junior Brother Xi, you should also 
follow him. This is the way to be loyal to Wudang. Trust me. He will build a new and stronger Wudang 
Sect on the ashes of this false one! Follow him, and one day your name will be carved on a monument 
that will stand for thousands of years! 
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Xi Xiaoyan and Huo Yaohua looked at each other. She had predicted that something big had happened 
to the Wudang Sect, and just now Wu Ji Hong had said something about "the ashes of the Wudang 
Sect", so the two coincided with each other. 


--What's more, if he said he was going to pick up Vice Sect Master Shang ...... and the traitor could be 
free again, there is only one possibility ....... 


"Wudang...what happened?" Xi Xiaoyan has never been afraid of anything in his life, but this matter is 
related to the safety of his master, and his voice can't help but tremble slightly. 


——Ilt turns out they don’t know yet... 


Wu Jihong smiled and did not answer, but asked: "Junior Brother Xi, you came down the mountain 
alone. | think you are also dissatisfied with Yao Lianzhou, right?" 


Xi Xiaoyan was against the five-year "no-war contract" and ran away, but it was totally different from 
Wujihong's hatred of Yao Lianzhou's leadership, so he didn't pay any attention to it, and then pressed to 


ask, "Tell me, what happened to Wudang? Is there something you've done to jeopardize Wudang? ...... 
he said with murderous intent in his eyes. 


"No!" Wu Jihong waved and shook his head with an innocent expression: "How can | get such ability? It's 
the imperial court. The emperor has sent thousands of elite imperial guards from the capital to encircle 
and suppress the Wudang Clan!" 


Xi Xiaoyan, Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan were also surprised. 


Wu Jihong then briefly described how the Wudang sect rejected the "Yuwu Order" and the "Zhongyong 
Wuji" iron plate, thus offending the emperor. Hu Linglan had long heard that Wudang did not want to 
be ordered by the court to attack the "Six Swordsmen", but she never expected that the Ming Emperor 
would mobilize troops to deal with a martial arts sect. 
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——Of course, this is because none of them could have guessed that the concubine beside the emperor 
today had a blood feud with Wudang... 


After Wu Jihong explained the whole story, he sneered and said: "This is all the fault of the Wudang sect 
members; following a loser like Yao Lianzhou led Wudang to destruction..." 


After hearing this, Xi Xiaoyan had no time to get angry at Wu Jihong's cursing. He was just shaking with 
excitement, clenching his fists tightly, wishing that he could grow a pair of wings on his back and fly back 
to Wudang Mountain to fight alongside his fellow disciples. 


For the first time, he regretted running away. 


Wu Jihong added: "This Wudang sect is hopeless. Junior Brother Xi, please join me. When we get Senior 
Brother Shang back, and with the power of Prince Ning's Mansion, we will be extremely powerful and 
rebuild a true Wudang Sect! Otherwise, if you go on alone, you will be hunted by the court for the rest 
of your life, which is not worthwhile." 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Wu Jihong and felt extremely confused. Of course, he will never abandon his 
companions in Wudang Mountain. There is no need to test this. Wu Jihong said that he had nothing to 
do with the Wudang Sect being attacked by the imperial court, which is quite suspicious. But the most 
important thing at the moment was to rush back to Wudang Mountain as soon as possible, there is no 
need to start a fight with Wujihong, so he just remained silent. 


Although Wu Jihong had high hopes for Xi Xiaoyan, he had no patience to persuade him. He stared at his 
mortal enemy Hu Linglan, but he thought that there were too many important things in front of him, 
including escorting the valuable firearms privately purchased by the palace. He did not want this guard 
to suffer unnecessary losses. After all, the "Six Swordsmen" were also imperial prisoners. He had an 
"imperial military order" to deal with them, so he said to Xi Xiaoyan calmly: "I don't want you to agree 
immediately, you can think about it yourself. If you have no way out in the future, come to Nanchang 
Prince Ning's Mansion to find me." 


He turned the horse's head as he spoke, then turned back and said, "Hua, why don't you come with me? 
I'm leaving." His tone was as relaxed as if he regarded Huo Yaohua as his pet. 


Huo Yaohua's body shook violently. Xi Xiaoyan looked back at her. 
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"Have you been out for a long time? Don't you miss the Zhaoling Pill?" Wu Jihong continued to her: "Ah, 
by the way, if you have the courage to run away, you must have secretly given up your drug addiction, 
right? 


But do you think my secret elixir is really that easy to quit? Do you remember how you felt when you ate 
the Zhaoling Pill?" 


His big evil eyes stared at her from afar, his tone seemed to be half dreaming, but every word was like 
an insect with legs crawling into the depths of Huo Yaohua's ears: "After taking it, | felt the blood in my 
chest like a tidal wave. ...... Then my arms and legs, and finally my brain, my whole body seemed to be 
filled up, and | was so full and comfortable that | wanted to run away! ...... My whole body wants to run 
and smash everything in front of me... It hurts... It hurts so much..." ...... 


At this time, Hu Linglan noticed that the palace guards surrounding her had changed, and their originally 
fierce faces had turned into strange expressions; some of them looked extremely hungry and could not 
wait to take out a rope hanging from their collars. There was a small bamboo tube on the rope. They 
opened the stopper of the bamboo tube, poured a pill into their mouths, chewed it and swallowed it. 


On closer inspection, each of the fifty or so guards had the same thing hanging from their necks. All of 
them had already been controlled by Wu Ji Hong with the "Zhaoling Dan", and now hearing his hypnotic 
words, all of them were induced to take the drug. 


Hu Linglan looked at Huo Yaohua again, and saw that her body was shaking even more than before, her 
legs seemed so weak that she could hardly stand, and there were big beads of sweat on her forehead. 


Although Huo Yaohua's body had already quit the need for Zhaoling Dan, her spirit still had a lingering 
dependence on the drug. Originally, she had been relying on her will and her love for Jing Li to suppress 
the drug, thinking that it had been completely cut off, but now she was induced by Wu Zhihong, and her 
body was also affected by it, causing the pain of her addiction to the drug in the first place. 


Xi Xiaoyan saw Huo Yaohua was about to fall, he immediately reached out his left hand to grab her 
elbow. With this strong support, Huo Yaohua came to her senses and looked at Xi Xiaoyan with a little 
gasp. Cold sweat washed off the charcoal ash on her face, revealing a reddish face like she was sick. 
When Xi Xiaoyan saw her pitiful face, he could not help but be touched in his heart. 
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——We have both killed people for each other, and our fates are already connected. 


Xi Xiaoyan let go of her and stepped forward as if he wanted to protect her. 


"She will not go with you." 


When Wu Ji Hong heard Xi Xiaoyan's words, he remained expressionless for a while, and did not turn his 
horse around, but still gazed at the two of them with his head twisted. 


Xi Xiaoyan is one of the few people in the world who can look at the Dragon Warrior King and not be 
moved. 


"She is my companion." Xi Xiaoyan seemed to be afraid that Wujihong didn't understand and said more 
clearly, "Unless she goes with you voluntarily, | won't give her to you." 


When Huo Yaohua heard Xi Xiaoyan's words, it was like a warm flame was instantly born in her heart, 
which drove away half of the coldness of the pharmacy. 


In Huo Yaohua's life, except for the sweet words of her first love, senior brother Weng Chengtian, no 
one had ever said such beautiful words to her. 


——And this time is different. This time the person who spoke meant it. 


Wu Jihong looked at Xi Xiaoyan for a while, then raised his eyebrows and shrugged, turning back without 
caring. 


"That's fine. I'll give you Ah Hua." He turned his back on them and said, as he reined in his horse. 
"Consider it my gift to you, to commemorate our meeting today and to show you how much | value you. 
| hope you will consider joining us." 
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Xi Xiaoyan was surprised to hear his answer. He was already willing to fight with the former Brown 
Snake for Huo Yao Hua, but now he was relieved. 


--The friendship of Wudang's fellow disciples is different. ...... 


The surrounding palace guards were also preparing to disperse and follow Wu Jihong. Among them, a 
dozen of the guards who had just taken the "Zhao Ling Dan" had bright red eyes. They were in high 
spirits and eager to fight, especially the two beautiful female warriors in the surrounding net. 


Wu Jihong also seemed to be urging his horse to ride away—— 


His tall bamboo pole-like body suddenly pulled out of the saddle. As he turned backwards and flew 
forward, he unsheathed the long sword at his waist. He stretched out his body and stabbed out with the 
momentum of the leap. The tip of the sword instantly reached Xi Xiaoyan, and the tip of the sword was 
already half a foot in front of him! 


Xi Xiaoyan was stabilized by Wu Jihong's words, and his physical and mental guard was relaxed for a 
moment. Wu Jihong jumped up from his horse with his superb Qinggong movement. His speed was as 
fast as purple lightning, and with his height and long hands, the sword edge arrived in the blink of an 
eye, and Xi Xiaoyan was not prepared for it, he could only step towards the side to dodge! 


The sword corrected its direction halfway forward and pursued Xi Xiaoyan who was dodging sideways. 
The tip of the blade was already close to three inches in front of his eyebrows—— 


A black shadow flew across the horizon and hit the center of Wu Jihong's long sword, making a violent 
sound. The sword sank due to the blow and lost its strength! 


The speed of the sword was greatly slowed down. Xi Xiaoyan raised his head and turned around at the 
last moment. The sharp edge passed by his right abdomen. He jumped back one step and was out of the 
range of the sword move. 
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Wu Jihong's confident Silent Killing Sword move was blocked, and his body fell to the side. He lightly 
jumped on the ground with his toes to stabilize his body. His big scary eyes stared at Huo Yaohua who 
was intervening. 


Huo Yaohua used a big saw blade with a leather sheath to cut off the sword in time to save Xi Xiaoyan. 
Her body was still affected by drug addiction, and she was a little weak. After the knife was cut, she 
couldn't control it, and the scabbard hit the ground hard. 


The reason why she was able to intercept Wu Jihong's sneak attack in time was not because her reaction 
was faster than Xi Xiaoyan's, but because she knew too much about the Dragon King. 


-——As long as it is something that he believes belongs to him, even if he crushes it with his own hands, 
he will not give it to others easily. 


--This is the Dragon King. 


Wu Jihong stabilized his feet and stepped forward again. He leaned up and turned his wrists. His whole 
tall body seemed to become a thin line. He raised his sword again and used the "Wudang Flying Dragon 
Sword" style to attack Xi Xiaoyan again! 


Huo Yaohua tried her best to strike just now, but her hands were still numb. It was too late to protect Xi 
Xiaoyan. 


But it doesn't matter. Xi Xiaoyan is a man who will only be attacked once at most. 


A black shadow rolled up around him like a whirlwind, covering the light of Wu Jihong's sword, at the 
same time, Xi Xiaoyan's body had already moved horizontally again, avoiding Wu Jihong's "Flying Dragon 
Sword". 


Wujihong's second sword failed to return, he took a step back to protect himself, removed the old torn 
cloak, and stared at Xi Xiaoyan in front of him. 
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Xi Xiaoyan took off his cloak, revealing his long right arm, which had now reached behind his back to 
hold the handle of his saber, and he stood in a horse stance in preparation for the saber, as steady as a 
stone. 


When Wu Jihong saw his posture and aura, his heart trembled. 


——His cultivation level, when... 


"Miss Yaohua, stay away." Xi Xiaoyan said calmly: "He is mine. He belongs to me alone." 


Huo Yao Hua had never heard anyone speak in such a tone in front of the Dragon Warrior King, and this 
person had just called himself "companion". Huo Yohua was so agitated that she obeyed his words and 
stepped back. 


Xi Xiaoyan stared at Wu Zhihong. He was almost assassinated by a sneak attack. If he had been attacked 
in the past, he would have been furious like a wild animal. But after practicing the "Soft Fist" with Shang 
Si Lang in Wudang Mountain and the experience in the Jianghu world, he had learned to control his 
anger and turn it into energy. 


"You are no longer a member of the Wudang Clan." Xi Xiaoyan said word by word. 


"What ...... ?" Wujihong's face turned white in a rare moment. These words hit him where it hurts. 


"That sword betrayed you just now." Xi Xiaoyan continued: "A real Wudang warrior would not do this, 
and there is no need to do this. You have lost the qualification to call yourself a disciple of the Wudang 
Sect." 


Wujihong's big eyes exploded with an intense murderous aura that had not been seen even during the 
battle at the Clear Lotus Temple. 
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——He doesn't feel anything if he is regarded as an evil heretic by anyone outside, and is criticized and 
hated by anyone; but to be despised by his fellow Wudang sect members is a completely unacceptable 
insult. 


Wu Jihong's sword rose again. 


At the same moment, the blade behind Xi Xiaoyan shone brightly. 


Wu Jihong was about to take a diagonal step and attack the right side of Xixiaoyan with "Wudang 
Xingjian" and Qinggong footwork, but he felt an unusual energy coming from the upper left side. With 
rich combat experience, he instinctively retreated. 


When the energy got closer, Wu Jihong realized that he had retreated too little. At the last moment, the 
toes of his feet used up all the Qinggong skills he had practiced throughout his life, and he jumped one 
more step back—— 


The violent blade passed just an inch from his left forehead. Although it did not hit his body, the 
powerful force made him feel like his soul was being chopped open. 


The pure and rigid power of the "Yang Extreme Saber" was so shocking to the enemy. 


Wu Jihong was frightened by the unexpectedly powerful sword and did not dare to fight back rashly. He 
took three more steps to be on guard and looked at Xi Xiaoyan who was holding the long sword on his 
left waist with one arm. 


The knife just now brought back Wu Jihong's painful memories from a year ago: the moment when he 
was cut on the leg by Jing Li's "Splash Cutting Iron Force" in front of "Qinglian Temple" - Jing Li and Xi 
Xiaoyan's saber strokes were so similar in terms of their power and momentum! 


--If | had known, | would have given that bitch to him! If we could win over this guy to support Senior 
Brother Shang, ten Huo Yaohua would be worth it! Unfortunately it's too late now... 
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Some of the guards of Prince Ning's Mansion who were surrounded on the street were filled with 
murderous intent after taking "Zhao Ling Dan". When they saw the leader Wu Jihong take action, they 
all drew their swords and pointed at Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan who were behind Xi Xiaoyan. Attack in 
groups! 


Hu Linglan had already held the Nodachi on her left waist. She turned sideways and faced the guard who 
was rushing forward on the right. She pulled the sheath with her left hand and pulled out the handle 
with her right palm. The exotic blade like a long crescent moon flashed in an instant! 


Before the single sword raised by the guard fell even half a point, the sharp wind and light struck from 
below. His throat and jaw split instantly, and a fountain of blood spurted upward! 


Hu Linglan had just cut the enemy with a "Reverse Kasaya Slash" that she drew with one hand. Her left 
hand immediately discarded the scabbard and grasped the handle of the knife. At the same time, she 
lowered her waist and exhaled. She put the long and big Nodachi back with the smallest movement, and 
then turned backward, utilizing the power of her spinning body to slice the sword horizontally again, 
with a "mountain yin" that chopped the other attacking guard with the saber and his body! Hu Linglan 
chopped two people in a row in the space of a few breaths, and the huge saber in her hand seemed as 
light as nothing, but once it touched the enemy's body, it showed a strong power, and her power had 
greatly improved compared to the time she was in Luling. 


But of course, Wu Ji Hong had no time to pay attention to this. He had an even more formidable enemy 
in front of him. 


Xi Xiaoyan sunk his knees slightly, ready to launch his saber from his left waist. 


On the surface, Wu Ji Hong remained calm, but in his heart, he was urgently thinking of a plan to deal 
with the "Yang Chi Saber". 


The moves of the "Yang Chi Saber" are very direct and simple, so the "Tai Chi Sword" would be the best 
way to deal with it. However, Xi Xiaoyan's saber was so strong that he was not confident that he could 
completely neutralize it with his "Tai Chi Sword" skill. 


--Both the man and the saber will be cut off in one go. ...... 
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Xi Xiaoyan's compelling force rushed towards Wu Ji Hong. Before the saber comes out, it is already a 
warning to the opponent - this is Xi Xiaoyan's saber style, like the sound of a thunderstorm before it 
arrives, but it is still impossible to defend against it. 


About to take the attack, Wu Jihong had not yet thought of a way to fight. Usually, relying on his height 
and long arms, he often has the advantage of long distance, which is enough to easily defeat the enemy; 
although Xixiaoyan is short and stocky, his strangely long arm, coupled with the use of a long four feet 
sword with one hand, completely evened out the distance between the two sides. 


Xi Xiaoyan stepped forward, his right arm swung out from the side of his waist! 


Wu Jihong didn't want to retreat. This was his first battle since entering Prince Ning's Mansion, and in 
front of a group of personally selected subordinates, he was also facing the younger generation of the 
Wudang Sect... 


The light of the blade and the sharp sound of breaking wind reappeared. 


Wu Jihong relied on his fighting instinct to estimate the angle and direction of Xi Xiaoyan's attack, and 
then held out the long sword. It was the "Chasing Shape Interception" of the "Wudang Shaped Sword". 
The tip of the sword skillfully took a diagonal line to intercept Xi Xiaoyan's swing. If the wrist's sword 
posture remains unchanged, it will be like sending the hand to the sword's edge on its own! 


Wu Jihong's "Shaped Sword" was very accurate, and the timing and angle were just right, if the "Yang 
Chi saber" is not withdrawn, it will definitely hit the wrist! 


--If he is fighting against an ordinary arm. 


Xi Xiaoyan's "Yang Chi Saber" was halfway through its swing, when he felt the threat of "chasing the 
shape and cutting off the veins", the double elbow joints of his right arm flexed together, shortening his 
arm ina flash, but the force from the leg and waist to the shoulder remained unchanged, and the "Yang 
Chi Saber", which was originally slashing horizontally at Wu Zhihong's body, turned into a longsword 
that slashed at him! 
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The metal emitted a clanging sound that was enough to sting the eardrums. 


It was the first time that Woo Ji Hong had experienced the power of the "Yang Chi Saber". When the 
swords clashed, a powerful shock was instantly transmitted from the long sword to the wrist and arm. 
Wu Jihong's right arm and long sword were thrown violently to the left, and almost his entire body was 
thrown away as well! The shock then went straight into his heart. As he suffocated, he held his breath 
and tried to tighten the muscles of his palms and arms, so that the long sword with the front four inches 
of his arm broken by the blow did not fly away! 


In that moment, Wu Jihong did not fall into panic. Just like when he resisted the "Six Swords of Breaking 
the Door" alone in "Qinglian Temple", his will to survive drove his head to run rapidly. 


He immediately remembered the scene when he saw Xi Xiaoyan practicing martial arts. 


——This guy’s martial arts skills are all about strength, and he doesn’t like to fight in close quarters! 


Boxing was not Wu Jihong's specialty, but he thought that with his "Tai Chi" skills, he would be able to 
restrain his opponent. Before Xi Xiaoyan could return his sword for a third blow, he used his footwork to 
rush in close, and with his left hand, he attacked Xi Xiaoyan's right eye with his sword finger! 


Xi Xiaoyan's saber was at his side, so he raised his left arm to block Wujihong's sword finger. 


When the two arms touched each other, Wu Jihong thought, "This is exactly what | want", and 
immediately turned his sword finger into a claw, and tried to capture Xi Xiaoyan's wrist with the "Cai 
Shi" of "Tai Chi Fist"! 


But unexpectedly, Wu Jihong's left palm only touched Xi Xiaoyan's wrist, five fingers have not yet taken, 
Xi Xiaoyan has already reacted, the left hand pressure wrist slightly sunk and then rotated outward for 
half a circle, and reversed the palm to block Wu Jihong's arms and wrists. 


--This is ...... listening to the bodily force! 
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This is the "Tai Chi" method of transforming the power and flexibility that Xi Xiaoyan practiced with his 
"Zhen Gui Dao" masters, such as Shang Shilang! 


Wu Jihong's left hand was suppressed, but in surprise, he did not forget to counterattack, raising his 
right leg quickly, his knee forward to hit Xi Xiaoyan in the abdomen! 


——Wu Jihong's legs are longer than ordinary people. The attack distance of this knee strike is 
equivalent to that of an ordinary person's boxing. Attacking from the bottom is even more difficult to 
defend against! 


Through the sense of hearing in his left palm, Xi Xiaoyan already knew that Wu Jihong had lifted off the 
ground, and his palms suddenly turned into a grasp. He grabbed Wu Jihong's wrist and pulled it back. 
Wu Jihong, who was standing on one foot, suddenly lost his balance, and the force of his knee strike was 
also being cracked, he had no choice but to step back to where he was, and use the "pressing force" of 
"Tai Chi" with his left hand to push forward, using Xi Xiaoyan's pulling force to attack his chest, pushing 
him to the ground with one breath! 


Xi Xiaoyan's "Tai Chi" strength-building skills were not practiced for enough time. After all, he was not as 
good as Wu Jihong. He could no longer resolve this move and use the force to press. He could only let go 
of Wu Jihong's arm in time, reducing part of the strength, and his thick and bulky body fell backward, 
but at the same time, he still swung his third saber with his right long arm, diagonally slashing at the side 
of the left side of Wujihong's neck! 


Wu Jihong raised his bent sword in time to receive the blow. He hurriedly moved his sword to resist. 
Fortunately, Xi Xiaoyan was also flying and slashing at the same time. He relied purely on the power of 
his long arms. The swords collided again, his tall body was swept away, and he retreated two steps 
before stabilizing himself. 


At the same time, Xi Xiaoyan fell down, rolled around on the ground and knelt down, holding the long 
knife across his chest in guard, leaving Wu Jihong no opportunity to attack again. 


Wu Jihong's strategy of close combat was in vain. Xi Xiaoyan made up for his own weakness in martial 
arts and worked hard to develop soft boxing skills. Although it was not able to overwhelm Wu Jihong's 
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"Tai Chi", it was enough to protect himself, and together with his "Yang Chi Saber", Wujihong is not able 
to gain any advantage from the close combat. 


--This guy ...... even improved to this extent! 


At this time, he saw behind Xi Xiaoyan, Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua each raised their knives and fought 
with many palace guards. The bodies of six guards had fallen on the street, and the other three were 
holding their bleeding wounds and screaming. 


Huo Yaohua was still affected by drug addiction, and her strength and speed were weakened, but her 
big saw blade still killed one opponent and injured another. The rest are the masterpieces of Hu Linglan. 


Wherever Hu Linglan's Nodachi passed, blood mist flew, and even the guards who had taken the "Zhao 
Ling Dan" did not dare to approach again. 


Facing two beautiful female swordsmen, dozens of big men could only raise their swords to surround 
them from a distance. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua backed each other to cover each other, and each raised their swords to 
defend against the enemies. None of them thought that they would fight side by side with each other 
today. 


Wu Jihong felt very anxious when he saw his subordinates falling into a pool of blood one by one. After 
losing the "Surgery King's Crowd", it was not easy for him to get a troop of his own, and he still has the 
important task of transporting the cannons, how can he accomplish it if he loses this team of guards? 


--Xi Xiaoyan this brat ...... is simply the second Jing Li! How can | be so unlucky to always run into this 
kind of guy ...... Could it be that they are my natural enemies? 


It was impossible for Wu Jihong to defeat Xi Xiaoyan within three seconds, and he didn't know how 
many of his subordinates would die at the hands of Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua during this period. 
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Xi Xiaoyan was evenly matched with the former leader of the "Brown Snake" and became more 
confident, he pulled his saber behind his body, and once again, he staged the "Yang Chi Saber". 


If Jing Li's saber is like a sweeping wave, Xi Xiaoyan's saber is like a roaring ray of sunshine, the same 
kind of overwhelming victory, which made Wujihong even more hateful - he loves to use trickery to 
attack the swiftly coming and going, although his skill is not unmatched by the two of them, it is 
impossible for him to practise such superb martial arts in his life. 


Wu Jihong had no choice but to turn around and run away! 


Xi Xiaoyan wanted to pursue him, but he was far inferior to Wu Jihong in terms of Qinggong and body 
skills. In the blink of an eye, he was separated by two feet. Wu Jihong did not leave, but turned around 
and stopped and smiled at Xi Xiaoyan. 


"What do you mean by that? Xi Xiaoyan asked through gritted teeth. 


"It's nothing. It's just that | don't want to fight you anymore, at least not today." Wu Jihong said, "I'm 
telling you: if | don't fight you, you can't kill me." 


After he finished speaking, he made a gesture, and the large group of palace guards withdrew from the 
surrounding area and stepped forward to join Wu Jihong. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua walked up and stood side by side with Xi Xiaoyan. Three people and three 
swords shined in the sun. 


"| was right." Xixiuyan said coldly, "You are no longer qualified to call yourself the Wudang Sect." 


"We really can't catch you." Hu Linglan also said to Wu Jihong: "But we can kill all your subordinates." 


The palace guards were shocked when they heard this. The light of the Nodachi just now really made 


them frightened. 
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"It doesn't matter." Wu Jihong shrugged, "If you kill one more of my subordinates, | will kill two random 
people in Xiangyang City. They may be women or children. Their lives will be counted on your heads." 


Xi Xiaoyan's eyes grew even more murderous. He stared at Wu Ji Hong and said, "Do you think | care? 
The Wudang sect has no regard for the life and death of anyone but its enemies." 


"Really?" Wu Jihong tilted his lips and sneered: "Junior Brother Xi, there is no need to lie to me. | still 
remember it. When we were in Wudang Mountain, you often told me how you hated your father for 
abusing his wives and concubines. | haven't forgotten the look on your face when you said that." 


Xi Xiaoyan gritted his teeth and remained silent. 


Hu Linglan was shocked to hear Xi Xiaoyan say that he didn't care about anything, but now she was 
relieved to hear that he was just trying to deceive Wu Ji Hong. 


--But ...... he is obviously the enemy of Jing Liand me, why do | care so much about whether he is a good 
person or not...... ? When Huo Yao Hua heard Xi Xiaoyan's words, she originally hoped that he could 
really disregard other people's deaths and continue to pursue the Dragon Warrior King with all his 
might, but after realizing that he was just talking nonsense, a strong sense of shame came over her 
immediately. Once again, she recalled all the bad deeds she had done in Luling. 


——It turns out that | really haven’t given up the drug addiction given by the king of surgery. 


——That is not the "Zhao Ling Pill", but the "poison" in my heart. 


Seeing that Xi Xiaoyan had lost his will to fight, Wu Jihong handed over the destroyed long sword to his 
subordinates and boarded the mount that was dragged over. At this time, more than a dozen palace 
guards turned around and carried away the bodies of their dead compatriots. 


Before Wu Jihong rode away, he said to Xi Xiaoyan: 
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"You are just like Yao Lianzhou, you have too many boring rules in your heart. This is the biggest 
difference between you and me, and it is also the reason why the Wudang Sect is destined to perish." 


He showed an evil smile that seemed not to belong to this world. 


"Then the new Wudang Sect will rise from the hands of people like me. No one will be able to stop us." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 126 Volume 12: The Tribulation of 
Weapons and Swords, Postscript 


Recently, | happened to take out my old work "Killing Zen" and read it for a while. | felt surprised that | 
had changed so much. Although the book was actually completed seven years ago, in my mind, | have 
always felt that it was the last full-length work of "The Poems of Martial Arts Madness", and it shouldn't 
be that far away. They both write about the ancient world, and they also describe the fierce life-and- 
death struggle and the search for the meaning of personal life. "Killing Zen" and "The Poems of Martial 
Arts Madness" are so completely different. When | look back at "Killing Zen", | feel that it is a living thing. 
A book written by myself in another parallel time and space. 


In comparison, | found that the older | get, the more complex my thoughts are, and the more | like to 
look at things from a simple and direct perspective. When you think that your remaining days on earth 
are dwindling, you don’t want to spend more of your life beating around the bush, and you want to 
focus your energy and time on something purer. | gave up "jianghu" and wrote "martial arts". This is 
probably the journey of my mind. 


| don't know whether | wrote "Poems of Martial Arts Madness" because of my own changes, or whether 
"Poems of Martial Arts Madness" changed me; | only know that | will probably never (and cannot) go 
back and write something like "Killing Zen" works. This should be natural, right? There is actually no 
need for creators to dwell on their past selves. After | finish writing "Martial Arts Madness" one day, the 
next book will be another exploration. 


Maybe everyone will find me annoying, but | would like to thank my wife again. She really helped mea 
lot during the writing of this volume. All readers who like this book should also express their gratitude to 
her. 


| also wish my newly married niece a happy heart. 


Qiao Jingfu 


January 7, 2013 
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Volume 13 The Battle of Wudang Introduction 


AFR 28, ABI, WE, D2, SLUR , Hii , RMRE, BZA 
, WRU, IBAGES, TA, FIRE, TRA, HEIR, BET. Wee, —A 
=A, BABS. 


—— (RBEBK.DBBRIME FL) 


The way of hand-to-hand combat is to realize the spirit within and to show the peace of mind outside, to 
see it like a good woman, to seize it like a tiger, to wait for the qi, to go with the gods, to be lost in the 
dark as if it were the sun, to be deviated from it as if it were a rabbit, to chase after the shape of the 
shadows, to light up as if it were a saint, not as far as the law prohibits, the vertical and horizontal 
directions are reversed, and the breath is not heard again. The way of the Tao is that one person is like a 
hundred, and a hundred people are like ten thousand. 


-——"The Spring and Autumn Period of Wu and Yue. The Ninth Biography of Gou Jian's Conspiracy" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 129 Chapter 1: The Madman and the 
Maiden 


The huge dark room was airtight, and the only light inside was an oil lamp, whose flame was almost 
motionless. The paper windows on both sides are covered with black cloth, making it impossible to tell 
whether it is day or night outside, which sometimes gives the illusion that time has stopped. 


Standing indoors, Tong Jing only felt that her whole body was under invisible pressure, and there was a 
stuffy feeling in her chest that could not be exhaled. Her lips were half-opened and she was panting 
slightly. 


She is like this not because the room is airtight. 


It was because of the aura of another person in the room. 


Lei Jiudi, still dressed in black, was meditating in the center of the room, as if he had melted into the 
darkness, with only a face with his eyes closed in concentration reflected in front of the light. Under the 
light and shadow, the tiger stripes on his forehead appeared more profound. Although he was 
expressionless, he already exuded a ghostly aura. 


Tong Jing looked at this man who was forty years older than herself, paying close attention to all his 
movements. Although he was a hated enemy, Tong Jing also knew that the person sitting in front of him 
was a rare top master in this world, and the opportunity to observe him so closely was very rare. 


At this time Lei Jiudi's face moved. The left cheek muscles slowly contracted and twisted, and the entire 
face immediately became skewed, the eyelids twitched slightly, and the mouth opened slightly to reveal 
tightly closed teeth. The expression seemed both sad and ecstatic. 


As Lei Jiudi's face came to life, the evil energy emanating from his body became thicker and thicker. 
Tong Jing, who was already sensitive, felt even more bored and wanted to vomit. 


Lei Jiudi stood up from the cross-sitting position and gradually stepped back, without any sway in his 
body, and his movements were the same as walking forward normally. What he performed was the 
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backward walking method of the secret sect's unique skill "Yanqing Confused Step". It was as if there 
was a thread behind him dragging him backwards, his feet sliding across the ground in a strange way. 


After taking three or four steps back, Lei Jiudi suddenly became violently energetic. He leaned back and 
did a backflip on the ground. His movements were almost without warning. When Lei Jiudi completed 
the back roll, he was on all fours on the ground. His posture was so low that even the knife handles on 
the left and right sides of his waist touched the floor. He bent over and arched his back, scratching the 
ground with his hands and grinning slightly with his teeth. 


Tong Jing looked at it and thought: He seems to have turned into a beast... 


She was right. At this moment, Lei Jiudi has entered the realm of "magic power" and is imagining that he 
is possessed by a divine tiger. His whole body seems to be filled with wild energy and is pulsing 
restlessly. 


Lei Jiudi crawled on his hands and feet, roared and darted left and right in the room, spitting droplets 
from the corners of his mouth. He was completely immersed in fantasy. His madness was really not 
reminiscent of a grandmaster in the "Nine sects" of today's martial arts. . 


Lei Jiudi's state made the evil atmosphere in the room even stronger, and it continued to accumulate in 
the sealed space, with nowhere to escape. 


Tong Jing was even more uncomfortable and had to gently hold on to the wall to stand firm. But she 
endured it and still carefully observed Lei Jiudi's changes. 


——I must see clearly, maybe | can see some flaws in this old man’s martial arts... and then find an 
opportunity to tell Brother Jing... 


Ever since she witnessed Yao Lianzhou using "Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse" in Xi'an's 
"Yinghua Pavilion" and then immediately using it in the decisive battle on the rooftop, Tong Jing has 
understood that her greatest weapon is this kind of insight. 
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Eight days ago, Lei Jiudi captured Tong Jing as a hostage in order to force Jing Li to duel with him. This 
battle is bound to end the grudge between the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" and the secret 
sect. However, whether Jing Li's old injuries on his hands and legs can be healed still remains. It's an 
unknown number. Tong Jing only hopes to increase Brother Jing's chance of winning. This is a rare 
opportunity in front of her. 


Just when Tong Jing was so angry that her legs were a little weak, Lei Jiudi's "magic tiger" jumped to the 
left and flew up to the wall where the inn bed should have been. His face mutated in the air at the same 
time. 


IIn an instant, Tong Jing clearly saw the changes in Lei Jiudi. 


Lei Jiudi escaped from the imagination of the "Divine Tiger", and his figure returned to human form. His 
radiating aura turned into a sharp and murderous aura. He shouted while pushing his feet on the wall, 
and his body flew out in the opposite direction, and two silver blades of light flashed on his side---. 


Lei Jiudi's cross-cutting attack was so fast that it was almost invisible to the naked eye. When he was 
squatting and kneeling on the ground, the silver blades on his left and right hands were still trembling. 


The room suddenly becomes brighter. The black cloth hanging in front of him broke and fell from the 
middle, and the paper window lattice also cracked. The bright afternoon sunlight outside shone in 
through the window, reflecting the fiercely flying dust around Lei Jiudi. 


Tong Jing was not used to such brightness, so she put her hand in front of her eyes and closed her eyes. 
However, Lei Jiudi's lightning-like sword strike just now kept repeating itself in her mind, making her 
forget the previous depression that was almost causing her to fall into coma. 


For along time, Tong Jing opened her eyelids slightly, and then she put her hands down until she was 
sure she had adapted to the sunlight. She found that Lei Jiudi had already stood up, with a pair of secret 
sect silver knives reflecting the cold light in his hands. Lei Jiudi has recovered from his madness. 
Although he still has his usual madness, at least it is not as terrifying as before. 


Now under the bright light, Fang could clearly see the empty room. This was originally the largest and 
most luxurious guest room in the south wing of the "Xiangdu Inn", but all the beds, tables, chairs and 


furnishings were removed and turned into a training room for Lei Jiudi alone. 
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After Lei Jiudi kidnapped Tong Jing, the secret sect openly occupied the Xiangdu Inn, the largest inn in 
Xiangtan, for its own use. It forcibly evicted the store owner and all the staff, and took care of all the 
daily meals and meals by itself. Three hundred secret sect members He even guarded the inn like an iron 
barrel. The Bagua Sect, Xianglong Sword Sect and other powerful figures knew that Tong Jing was 
imprisoned here, but they were helpless. 


Although Tong Jing was imprisoned, Lei Jiudi did not order his servants to tie her up. He fed her, washed 
and changed her clothes as usual, but he never allowed her to step out of the south wing of the inn. The 
members of the secret sect do not need to send extra personnel to garrison, because the rooms around 
the entrance and exit of the south chamber are all closed as living areas for many fellow disciples, so if 
Tong Jing wants to escape quietly, there's no room for her to do so, to say the least. 


It's not like Tong Jing hasn't thought about ways to escape. With her current martial arts skills, she is 
actually stronger than many disciples from other branches of the secret sect's army. The problem is that 
she does not have a sword in her hand, but it is not impossible to sneak one when the other party is 
relaxed. 


The biggest difficulty in escaping is still one character: after Lei Jiu was relegated to the Jilai Inn, he 
never left home and stayed in the south chamber day and night. In order to plan her escape, Tong Jing 
had paid special attention and saw Lei Jiudi passing between the guest rooms at many different times, 
but there were questions about when he went to bed or even whether he slept at all. 


Tong Jing has not forgotten the first time she met Lei Jiudi in the forest that day. How powerful this 
monster master's keen senses were - probably only Jing Liand Bo Long Shu Wang could be slightly 
better. She knew that even if she could quickly defeat two or three secret sect disciples, as long as Lei 
Jiudi was there, she would not be able to reach the wall outside the inn. She had to temporarily put 
aside the idea of escape. 


It was during the days when Tong Jing was secretly planning her escape that she discovered Lei Jiudi's 
practice room. Strangely enough, there were not half a dozen Secret Sect disciples guarding the door 
and windows of the room, so that day she boldly pushed open the door and walked in to take a look. 


——Humph, he only said that | was prohibited from leaving the south chamber, but he didn’t say there 
was anything inside that | wasn’t allowed to enter or see... 
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With such a negative mood, Tong Jing opened the door and stepped into the dark room. Then she saw 
the astonishing scene of Lei Jiudi practicing alone - and understood why he didn't let his disciples guard 
outside the room: Lei Jiudi He didn't want his disciples to witness his madness. 


What surprised Tong Jing was that when Lei Jiudi saw her coming in? He just kept silent for a long time 
and did not drive her out. He even said to her: 


"Close the door." 


Today was the third time that Tong Jing watched Lei practicing. Lei Jiudi never said anything, so Tong 
Jing couldn't understand why he allowed her to watch. She didn't pay any attention to it, so she just 
concentrated on observing it to see if there were any weaknesses that could help Jing Li to win. So far, 
she hadn't found any. 


Only Lei Jiudi himself knew why he wanted Tong Jing to see it: when Tong Jing pushed in the door that 
day, Lei Jiudi was immersed in the illusion of "magical power". His mind was trapped in darkness and 
chaos, but he suddenly felt a comforting warmth. 


Lei Jiudi practiced the "magic skill" of the White Lotus Sect in Shandong to strengthen the power and 
frequency of "borrowing phase", and finally achieved the unprecedented "divine descent" secret skill. 
He achieved a breakthrough in martial arts, but the price paid was not small. In addition to the great 
depletion of "magical skills" on people's minds, when practicing the skills, in order to convince yourself 
that a god is really coming and possessing you, you must temporarily give up controlling your own mind 
and run wild like a wild horse, so that one can enter the fantasy realm of madness; the various kinds of 
fear and doubt that are normally suppressed by reason will also take advantage of the opportunity to 
come to him one after another. Over time, every time Lei Jiudi invoked God, it was like falling into an 
abyss of darkness and turbidity, which was extremely difficult to bear, relying solely on the persistence 
of the pursuit of greatness. 


But when Tong Jing was in front of him, Lei Jiudi felt as if he looked up in the abyss and saw a bright 
lamp emitting warm light. The light soothed him and he didn't feel as uncomfortable as usual. With the 
guidance of this light in his consciousness, every time Lei Jiudi got out of his "Shen Gong" state and 
returned to normal, it becomes easier to return to normal, and the physical and mental fatigue after 
each practice is recovered faster. Even Lei Jiudi himself finds it incredible. 
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Could it be that this girl was born with an aura different from ordinary people? Lei Jiudi himself does not 
believe in the external forces of ghosts and gods. He forcibly practices the "magical skills" of the White 
Lotus Sect, relying entirely on his own strong will. It is not about whether he believes that Tong Jing can 
really exude any "spiritual energy"; he is a practical person through and through. Man, since Tong Jing is 
really beneficial to his practice, he doesn't want to delve into what's going on. 


Since going to Shandong to practice, Lei Jiudi has strictly prohibited others from watching the practice, 
with the exception of his close disciple Han Shanhu. Now an exception was made, and the other party 
turned out to be an enemy. Lei Jiudi couldn't explain it. He only knew that he had an indescribable 
affection for this girl - just as he can't explain how he let go of that flailing hound that day, under the 
pleas of Tong Jing. 


-——Lian Feihong insists on accepting this girl as his disciple. Does she really have any superhuman 
talent? 


Lei Jiudi didn't want to reveal his feelings to Tong Jing. He just glanced at her and then raised his swords 
to face the enemy. This is the first time that Tong Jing clearly sees Lei Jiudi's alert posture in a duel in 
broad daylight. His posture and horse steps are not much different from those of the secret sect 
disciples he has seen before, but there is a very different flavor. , the legs that were standing easily 
seemed to be about to fly into the air at any moment, and the angle formed by the two swords was 
even more subtle and clever. Ordinary postures were actually several times more intimidating. 


Lei Jiudi concentrated his mind, and the stance of his two swords became tighter. The tip of the silver 
blade pointed at the void in the room. Tong Jing felt that Lei Jiudi was beginning to create an imaginary 
enemy in front of him. 


--Of course she knew who that enemy was. 


In front of Lei Jiudi, a human figure seemed to gradually appear in the sky - of course only he could see 
it. The human figure has its back arched like a cat, its left leg at the back is bent deeply, and the knife in 
its right hand hangs casually at knee height. The whole posture is ready to pounce! 


Although the battle in the woods that day took place in the darkest hour before dawn, Lei Jiudi saw Jing 
Li twice use the "Splash Cut Iron Power" - once pulling the iron rope to save Lian Feihong, and once 
chopping his shoulder with his saber - and he had already memorized this stance in his heart. 
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Of course, it is impossible for Lei Jiudi to completely figure out the principle, power and possible changes 
of "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" just by relying on this posture and one experience of receiving a 
move in a melee, but had to rely on his own tens of years of learning and experience in actual combat to 
fill in the gaps. 


In response to the posture of the Jing Li illusion in front of him, Lei Jiuti's greeting stance was also 
adjusted. 


Tong Jing watched from the sidelines, because she couldn't see the illusion in Lei Jiudi's eyes, so 
naturally she couldn't understand the rationale behind Lei Jiudi's change of stance. However, from Lei 
Jiudi's movements, she could still observe the details of the master's movements. 


——Tong Jing didn’t know that she had watched Lei Jiudi practice martial arts for the past three days, 
and every time she had to resist Lei Jiudi’s evil momentum, she was making progress in a new direction 
unknowingly... 


In Lei Jiudi's eyes, the cracked human form in front of him became more and more like a normal body, 
as if he could even hear the other person's breathing. 


Although he did not fully understand the characteristics of "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power", he could 
infer from this posture that it was a self-sacrifice move that put everything on the line with one sword 
and had no consequences. 


So as long as | can take this sword, | will definitely win! 


—— But, can | take it? 


Lei Jiudi recalled the feeling of the knife on his shoulder that night, and speculated on the power of 
"waves cutting through iron". He immediately concluded that he would never be able to block it with his 
two swords. If the knife breaks, the person dies. 
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Then there is only one way left: use his "Yunyin Shenxing" to dodge this sword with his body and 
footwork that is unparalleled in the martial arts! 


The human form in front of Lei Jiudi became more detailed and full of energy. He felt as if a strong bow 
and sharp arrows were held in front of him at close range. The bow was being drawn more and more 
full, and would be fired at any moment... 


——Not only that... Jing Li's injury may really heal... By then this sword will be more violent than before, 
and more difficult to dodge... 


The clothes on Lei Jiudi's back and chest were soaked with sweat. 


Even Tong Jing, who was watching from the sidelines, stopped breathing unconsciously. Although the 
man in front of her was the sworn enemy who was chasing the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" 
and a madman who killed his apprentice with his own hands, Tong Jing could not hate him at this 
moment. They were both warriors, and seeing Lei Jiudi working so hard to win, Tong Jing secretly 
developed a respect for him. 


Finally, it’s time to give up— 


Lei Jiudi stared— 


It was as if an invisible wind swept across his face. 


Lei Jiudi never made a move, nor did he move his legs even half a minute, but slowly relaxed his posture. 


"Tide..." Lei Jiudi murmured with his eyes closed. 


Tong Jing was very surprised when she heard this. Lei Jiudi must have never heard the name of the 
sword move "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power", nor did he know that Jing Split's sword move was 
"borrowed" from the waves. However, he was able to sense the Jing Split sword move from a distance 
based on his imagination. The imagery here is truly wonderful. 
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After Lei Jiudi received this imaginary sword move, he continued to close his eyes and look up and gasp 
for along time, which seemed to have consumed a lot of energy. After his breathing calmed down, he 
opened his eyes and lowered his gaze, staring directly at Tong Jing. 


"Girl." This is the second time Lei Jiudi has spoken to Tong Jing in the practice room since he said "close 
the door" three days ago: "You should have seen Jing Li practice his trick many times, right?" 


After hearing this, Tong Jing glared at Qing Qing, and immediately understood that Lei Jiudi was trying to 
find out from her the truth about Brother Jing's "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power". Of course she didn't 
want to reveal it, so she frowned on a second thought and sighed with fake disappointment: "Brother 
Jing hasn't recovered from his injuries in the past year, he hasn't practiced this saber at all, he's just 
practicing it in his mind, so | couldn't see it, so how can | tell you?" 


Of course Lei Jiudi didn't believe it at all, and stared at Tong Jing's face like a knife, as if he could pierce 
through it at any time. 


"If you don't believe it, | can't help it." Tong Jing shrugged: "If you want to force me to say something, 
just use torture. But let me tell you first, when a girl is in pain, she can say anything. Whether it’s true or 
not, there’s no guarantee.” 


Lei Jiudi, who is experienced in the world of martial arts, could hear Tong Jing's voice trembling slightly 
when she mentioned "torture". He knew that she was forcing herself to be calm but was actually scared 
in her heart. After hearing this, he couldn't help laughing to himself. 


--This child is really fun ah....... 


Since Lei Jiudi became the head of the secret sect, his young disciples have been so respectful and 
fearful of him that they dare not say a word to him, let alone such nonsense? Tong Jing was so bold in 
front of him, and her eyes and expressions were full of aura when she spoke. She was definitely not like 
the group of respectful disciples in the secret sect. Lei Jiudi couldn't help but have a good impression of 
Tong Jing. 


"Execution?" Lei Jiudi's eyes tightened. "That's not necessary." 
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He said and suddenly raised his left hand forward. Tong Jing thought he was going to attack, but was 
surprised when she saw something thrown towards her. 


Tong Jing reacted quickly and already recognized what it was. She stretched out her right hand and held 
the silver knife in her hand. 


"Come on." Lei Jiudi raised the other knife in his right hand, pointing the tip of the knife at the center of 
Tong Jing's brow: "Show up the Jing Li's stance!" 


Although it was not her usual long sword, Tong Jing held the silver sword specially used by the head of 
the secret sect in her hand, and a familiar feeling of excitement suddenly came to her heart: the slight 
sweat on the cloth on the handle; the substantial weight of the steel; The wonderful balance of the 
blade... The person and the sword seemed to be connected to an invisible inspiration, and Tong Jing 
naturally assumed a fighting sword posture. 


Of course, she was unwilling to show Lei Jiudi the posture of "waves cutting through iron". She just 
assumed her usual posture to face the enemy, but she suddenly felt a murderous aura coming towards 
her face. 


Lei Jiudi sank into a horse stance, his right hand saber and left palm on both sides of his chest, as if he 
wanted to strike. 


Under the threat, Tong Jing couldn't help but take two steps back and wanted to quietly move towards 
the door to escape, but Lei Jiudi had already noticed it. With only a slight movement of his feet, his 
momentum blocked the way between Tong Jing and the door. Forced by this invisible pressure, Tong 
Jing had to retreat to the corner. 


Lei Jiudi took a step forward gently, and Tong Jing felt difficulty breathing. She had never faced a master 
of this level alone before, and she felt like a mouse in front of a tiger. The two of them were obviously 
six or seven steps apart, but Tong Jing was trapped in the corner and could never get out. 


Tong Jing's eyes couldn't help but turn red and moist, but she gritted her teeth and raised the tip of the 
knife higher, using the unyielding anger in her heart to counter the terror of Lei Jiudi. 
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—-—Let me show you, even a little mouse has sharp teeth that can bite the throat of a tiger! 


Seeing that the little girl still had the will to resist, Lei Jiudi twisted her lips and smiled. 


——Interesting... She is so interesting... 


Tong Jing's fighting spirit also stimulated Lei Jiudi's aggressive instinct. He unconsciously recited a spell 
in his heart, his face twisted again, and he began to enter the state of "asking gods to possess him" - of 
course, it was not that there were real ghosts and gods, it was just his own self. Exciting imagination. 


The vicious ghostly aura emitted by Lei Jiudi gradually filled the entire room. 


Tong Jing's knife tip trembled slightly. 


At the same time, Lei Jiudi opened his mouth and his voice was like murmuring in a dream: "It's 
useless......You can't fight against me with this kind of moves......Come on, there's only that one 


move......Set up the Jing Li's stance! ...... 


Tong Jing really saw that her posture was being suppressed by Lei Jiudi, so she changed into another 
posture, lowered the silver knife to her abdomen, and pointed the tip of the knife towards Lei Jiu's right 
elbow. 


However, just before her new stance was completed, Lei Jiudi's Wan Ye changed his posture and easily 
restrained Tong Jing's posture. Tong Jing immediately imagined that if she used this posture to draw her 
sword, Lei Jiudi would be able to cut off her wrist without even looking, so she hurriedly changed again. 


Following her movements, Lei Jiudi kept changing the posture of holding the knife on the opposite side, 
deciphering Tong Jing's changes every time. Tong Jing only felt that everything she had learned was seen 
through in front of Lei Jiudi. She was frightened and anxious, and actually felt even more uncomfortable 
than standing naked in front of this old man. 
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What Tong Jing had learned had become irreversible, and with no other solution, her mind went blank, 
so she naturally tried to counter Lei Jiudi's stance. 


Tong Jing's stance with her saber was crooked, not like any of the moves she had learned in the past, the 
height of her saber seemed weak, and her trembling legs seemed to be on the verge of becoming 
unsteady. 


But in the eyes of the top expert Lei Jiudi, he saw the subtlety of this posture: she abandoned all 
appearances and conventions, just for the natural form of the fighting situation at this moment. 


Just like water. 


——Since leaving Chengdu to study martial arts with Jing Xi and the others, Tong Jing has been working 
hard to get rid of the superficial and flashy martial arts she learned in the past and return to the purity 
of martial arts. At this critical moment, she finally did it, overcoming a major obstacle in her martial arts 
life. 


Lei Jiudi saw it and couldn't help being surprised. 


——This child’s talent is extraordinary! 


But at this moment, most of Lei Jiudi's rationality was trapped in the black mist of "magic skill". He 
wanted to defeat Jing Li's "Spray Cutting Iron Power", but he was still muttering: "It's useless...use Jing 
Li." The move...that's the only move..." 


Tong Jing was also confused at this moment, and Lei Jiudi's constant hints in her voice really aroused her 
memory of seeing Jing Li practicing this trick hard. 


To the helpless Tong Jing, that memory was like grabbing a life-saving piece of wood when she was 
drowning. Her knife gradually dropped to her knees, her legs squatted deeper, her shoulders were calm 
and her back was arched... 
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It really imitated the "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" stance, and it was somewhat similar to the Jing 
Li in the memory. 


When Lei Jiudi first saw Tong Jing's posture, it was as if a thorn crack was suddenly in front of him, 
stimulating his murderous intention. The consciousness suddenly jumped completely into the abyss and 
entered the realm of "divine descent". 


In an instant, his face looked like a ghost. 


The murderous aura completely enveloped Tong Jing, who was trembling all over. 


Lei Jiudi originally only wanted to force Tong Jing to reveal the details of "Water Waves Cutting Iron 
Power", but he did not really want to harm her, but at this moment, he lost control under the guidance 
of Tong Jing, and his chest was filled with murderous intent, and he was about to explode at any 
moment—— 


Just before the darkness completely blinded Lei Jiudi's mind, he suddenly felt the warmth again. 


The childlike figure in front of her seemed to be emitting light. 


With this light, Lei Jiudi's mind barely jumped out of the abyss at the last moment. 


He looked up to the sky and howled wildly, and knelt down half-kneeling. His already unhealthy face 
looked even paler, and beads of sweat appeared on his forehead, as if he had gone through a hard fight. 


Tong Jing felt Lei Jiudi's murderous aura dissipate, and she relaxed. Then she carefully observed Lei Jiudi 
and saw that he was in great pain. Although she didn't know what Lei Jiudi had just experienced, she 
knew that she was on the edge of life and death. 


Seeing that Lei Jiudi made herself so crazy and painful in order to pursue martial arts, Tong Jing couldn't 
help but feel pity for the secret sect master. 
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"Actually..." Tong Jing also squatted in front of Lei Jiudi at this time, gently put the silver knife on the 
ground, supported her knee with her other hand and said, "...you don't want to fight Brother Jing, 
right?" 


Lei Jiudi's usually wandering eyes rarely fixed his gaze on Tong Jing. 


"Between us, the Six Swords of the Broken Gate, and your Secret Sect, there is no deep hatred. Yes, a 
number of your disciples have died. But both times it was because you wanted to kill us! We didn't ask 
you to fight. One." 


"The imperial edict is even more boring. The charges of 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' written in it 
are all false. If you don't believe it, people from the Xianglong Sword Sect and the Giant Bird Sect can 
testify. Not to mention those of us who are reckless. Warriors, have you ever been favored by the 
imperial government over the years? Why don't you pass down your martial arts skills from generation 
to generation? Can you become stronger by wearing a gold medal from the emperor?" 


Lei Jiudi listened to the girl who was young enough to be his granddaughter lecture him without 
interrupting her. Considering his intolerant character throughout his life, such patience is a miracle. 


He waited for Tong Jing to finish what he said, and then responded coldly: "What's the use of all these 
reasons? Do martial arts practitioners need reasons when they compete in a duel?" 


When Tong Jing heard this, her heart dropped, and she thought again of Lei Jiudi's personal death of his 
disciple. She understood clearly: Lei Jiudi was demonstrating in Xiangtan City to "patrol the coffins" and 
said that he wanted to avenge his disciples. It was all a lie. He did not care about his disciples so much; 
he made a big fuss just to defeat "Six Swords of Broken Door", and to wash away the humiliation of 
being repelled in the forest. 


The strong desire to win is no different from that of the Wudang Sect. 


--Jing Li is also such a person. 
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Tong Jing couldn't refute a word, she stood up and was about to leave, but Lei Jiudi said again: "It's not 
impossible for me to give up the fight with Jingli. Unless | get something | think is more valuable in 
exchange." 


Tong Jing was very surprised, but found that Lei Jiudi's eyes were staring at her, and he was looking back 
and forth on her body. Tong Jing felt a chill, not knowing what the madman was planning, and couldn't 
help but fold her arms in front of her chest to protect herself. 


Lei Jiudi said with a yin air: 


"You must worship me as your teacher and swear to practice all the martial arts | teach you 
wholeheartedly." 


Tong Jing stared in amazement. 


Lei Jiudi also stood up from half-kneeling at this time. He moved his left hand far away towards the 
ground, and the thin tube in his sleeve spread out filaments, hooking Tong Jing's silver knife on the 
ground. He then pulled his left arm, and like a spell to retrieve objects from across the air, he pulled the 
silver knife. The knife sucked into the palm. 


"You have seen in the past three days how difficult and dangerous my practice has been, completely 
risking my own soul." Lei Jiudi waved his hands and returned the two swords to the sheaths on his left 
and right waists: "Over the past few years, | have never After walking through the sea of hell and fire, | 
have mastered this unprecedented "divine descending" skill. Of course, | want to test the world with my 
sword and defeat the Wudang sect; but at the same time, there is another thing hanging in my heart, 
which is the worry that this rare martial arts will have no successor, and that it would be severed after 
my death." 


"Originally, | have never been keen on inheritance matters, | just let it take its course. But recently, four 
things have changed my mind: The first is that my senior and famous disciple Dong Sanqiao was actually 
killed by a mere dozen or so remaining members of the Qingcheng sect. Killed by someone from the 
Suimen, no matter how strong | am, this shame will never be erased; secondly, seeing Lian Feihong so 
enthusiastic about training you as his successor, | don’t want to be compared with that hateful old man; 
thirdly, after hearing that the Wudang Sect is upright Being attacked by the imperial army seems to be a 
disaster. If Yao Lianzhou dies, | will only have the strongest martial arts, but without the object to prove 
it, wouldn't it be useless if | can pass it on, and future generations will have more opportunities to prove 
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it? , the secret sect "Divine Descendence" created by me, Lei Jiudi, is the most amazing skill in the 
world!" 


Tong Jing listened and felt that although Lei Jiudi was crazy, he had a clear mind and was not a reckless 
person. That was why he succeeded in two sneak attacks with "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". 


This is already the second martial arts master after Lian Feihong who has stated that he wants to be 
Tong Jing's master, but each one acts weirder than the last. Tong Jing never thought that Lei Jiudi had 
such a request, she just felt terrible. 


"You just said... there are four things..." Tong Jing timidly asked: "Then what is the fourth thing?:...:" 


"The fourth thing happened just now." Lei Jiudi's lustful eyes looked directly into Tong Jing's eyes, and 
he felt the vivid aura in her eyes again. "Just now | finally understood why Old Man Lian insisted on 
accepting you as his apprentice, even if he was not qualified to be the leader. It was my correct 
judgment to capture you." 


He put his hands on the waist of the saber hilt, lightly sigh: "In vain | secret sect disciples under more 
than a thousand, but all are no good guys, I'm afraid that none of them can practice my ‘divine descent' 
skill to the extreme - no, there is Han Shanhu, is a piece of material, probably in the future there is a 
chance to be practiced, but I'm not entirely sure." 


"But you... | don't know how to explain it, and | don't want to admit it: if you are willing to practice with 
me, you will definitely achieve great success within five to seven years; at your age, you will very likely 
surpass me in the future, and even surpass this The "God's Descent" technique has been improved to a 
higher level! If | can get a close disciple like you, | won't care about that guy like me. The death of my 
disciples is nothing." 


Such unreserved praise, if it were someone else who was talking about it, Tong Jing would definitely be 
overjoyed at this moment, but now she listened and just remained silent. 


Lei Jiudi was slightly sullen when he saw that she had no response, but in his heart he was expecting 
Tong Jing to agree, so he was unusually patient. 
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After hearing this, Tong Jing felt confused. On normal days, of course she wouldn't have to consider it at 
all and would flatly refuse. She and Jing Li, Yan Heng and Lian Feihong share life and death, and their 
friendship is deep-rooted, and she is determined to learn martial arts from them. This Lei Jiudi acts crazy 
and is very cruel to his disciples. This "divine" martial arts is so evil and harmful to people's nature, how 
can she be willing to follow him to practice? 


But at this juncture, no one can be sure whether Jing Li's injuries can be recovered in time. A battle with 
Lei Jiudi is really dangerous. If she worships a master, she can eliminate the hatred between the two 
parties, which is also a good deal. 


——Huh, | won’t have to study hard anyway... If he sees that | don’t study well, he might let me go after 
a year and a half... 


However, at the same time, Tong Jing couldn't help but admire Lei Jiudi's martial arts. Since leaving 
Chengdu, Lei Jiudi is the top master she has seen - not counting Yao Lianzhou being poisoned when he 
was in Xi'an; King Bo Longshu is not far away from him, but Tong Jing feels that Lei Jiudi is more 
terrifying; Xi Xiaoyan who was on the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion", or Jing Xi who was not injured a year 
ago, can fight Lei Jiudi, but the chance of winning is not high. 


--Yet, | have the opportunity to be his disciple. 


Lei Jiudi's martial arts are indeed evil, but Tong Jing remembers Brother Jing commenting many times 
about the Wudang sect's participation in the secret method of the Object Transfer Cult, and he said that 
he didn't think that there was a difference between good and evil in the martial arts, but only how much 
you are willing to pay for it. ...... 


Tong Jing thought that even if she didn't learn the weird evil kung fu from Lei Jiudi, she would still learn 
a lot of powerful things from him. It would be a lie to say that she didn't feel any excitement at all. 


——This will save Brother Jing from a battle. He still has to wait for Sister Lan to come back... 


——But following Lei Jiudi, doesn’t that mean | have to separate from Yan Heng? ... 
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When she thought of Yan Heng, Tong Jing became even more confused. 


The day Tong Jing volunteered to be a hostage, Lei Jiudi had already seen her friendship with the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate", and felt in his heart that if she wanted her to become his disciple, there 
would be little chance of her leaving those companions; now that he saw her hesitation, he was already 
overjoyed, and did not want to force her right away, so as to avoid causing her to be disgusted. 


"Think about it first. Anyway, there are still several days before the decisive battle." He deliberately said 
calmly: "You can also come to see me practice martial arts as usual these days. This will give you a 
deeper understanding that | will definitely win this battle. Jing Li's life is in your hands." 


After Lei Jiudi finished speaking, he sat cross-legged on the ground and meditated again, falling into 
another meditation. 


Tong Jing looked at Lei Jiudi uneasily for a while, then opened the door and left the practice room. Her 
heart seemed to be tangled with many threads that she could not sort out. 


She walked for a while in the corridor with her head lowered, and was about to go back to her room 
when she noticed a figure behind a pillar next to her. She couldn't help but blush and feel hot at the first 
sight. 


There were two people standing there. It was Han Shanhu, Lei Jiudi's extraordinary-looking beloved 
disciple. He was hugging a female fellow student from the Shanxi branch and making love from behind. 
Han Shanhu had already put one hand into his junior sister's lapel. The junior sister already had a 
drunken expression on her face, but when she saw that she was hit by Tong Jing, she hurriedly grabbed 
Han Shanhu's hand through her clothes. 


"I'm sorry..." When Tong Jing saw that Han Shanhu was not ashamed and looked back at her with a 
smile, Tong Jing couldn't help but blush and hurried away. 


Han Shanhu watched her leave, and the smile disappeared from his face. 
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"Senior Brother Han... why..." The junior sister asked, "Aren't you going to see the leader? Why did you 
follow me again..." Han Shanhu seemed not to hear her words and just looked at Tong Jing's back. 


He eavesdropped on the previous conversation between Lei Jiudi and Tong Jing outside the practice 
room. 


Han Shanhu originally just wanted to say hello to Lei Jiudi, but across a corridor outside the room, he 
heard Tong Jing saying that he was curious about what the two of them could talk about, and even 
though he knew that Sifu was very alert, he still took the risk of sneaking closer to the door of the room 
to overhear the conversation. 


In the end, he heard such words from his master. His heart went cold. 


Just a year ago, when leaving Shandong, Lei Jiudi said to him personally: 


——Shan Hu, you will be the future head of the secret sect. 


And today, in the eyes of Master, | am not as good as this child who is my enemy. 


——He didn't even notice that | was outside... It shows how much he values this girl. 


——He can even ignore Senior Brother Dong’s hatred. Who are we in his eyes? ... 


At this time, the junior sister in his arms was struggling painfully. While looking at Tong Jing's back, Han 
Shanhu unconsciously pinched his junior sister's throat. The force was so strong that she couldn't even 
make a sound. 


——Practice "magical skills" with his master, which also makes him easily lose control of his mind. 


Han Shanhu let go of his hand. The sister broke away from his embrace in fear, looked at him with her 
sore throat and neck, and fled immediately. 
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Han Shanhu ignored her, still looking in the direction Tong Jing had disappeared. 


-I'm not going to be able to do that. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 130 Chapter 2: Attack 


On the east side of the "Yuzhen Palace", the main altar of the Wudang Sect, there is a quiet house 
surrounded by a green bamboo forest called "Yangzheng Hall". It is a place for treatment and rest for 
Wudang disciples who are seriously injured due to training. 


But at this moment, the surrounding bamboo forest was not quiet at all, and there were sounds of 
painful moans from time to time. 


Since the establishment of the Wudang Sect, this "Yangzheng Hall" has never been so crowded. 


A number of hospital beds were temporarily added to the hall, and they were lined up all the way to the 
door, so that all the more than thirty newly injured Wudang disciples could be accommodated. 


The Wudang sect has a group of disabled disciples who, unable to continue practicing martial arts, have 
turned to various logistical matters other than martial arts. Among them, three of them specialize in 
medicine according to the medical elixir skills left behind by the Wudang tradition, which is enough to 
deal with fellow sect members who are injured during daily practice. But they are all overwhelmed now. 


At this time, the foot of Wudang Mountain had been completely blocked by the imperial army, and it 
was impossible to call in the doctors to help, so many other disabled disciples, young students who have 
just joined the school, and even their families come to the Yangzheng Pavilion to help treat and take 
care of these injured warriors. 


Yin Xiaoyan is also among them. She sat beside the bed of a young swordsman who was younger than 
her, wiping the cold sweat from his forehead. The swordsman no longer has his sword. All he had left 
was his left leg, which was wrapped in cloth and still dripping with blood. 


He is Ye Tianyang, the son of Wudang deputy head Ye Chenyuan. 


Wudang doctors had already removed the lead that had penetrated deeply into his left leg, but could 
not stop the wound from worsening. Even through the cloth, Yin Xiaoyan could still smell the strange 
smell. 
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Ye Tianyang's cheeks were red because of the fever, making him look more like a child. Yin Xiaoyan 
couldn't help but put on acloth soaked in cold water to cool him down. 


Ye Tianyang seemed to be half-awake. In pain, he stretched out his hand to hold Yin Xiaoyan's hand. He 
has never held hands with a girl before, and he doesn't know if he will have another chance in the 
future. Yin Xiaoyan did not resist, but quietly let him hold it. Ye Tianyang felt a strange comfort in his 
heart. 


Initially, she had volunteered to help out at Yangzheng Hall. She originally thought that she would be 
afraid. Sure enough, there was blood, broken bones and flesh everywhere, as well as a foul smell and 
the sour odor of vomiting - some of which was spit out by the people in charge of the care. 


But Yin Xiaoyan found herself surprisingly calm. She handled all of the doctor's orders calmly and 
properly, and even became one of the people in charge of command in the Yangzheng Pavilion a few 
days later. She had been used to taking care of people from her previous work at the Ying Hua House - 
but of course that was a different atmosphere and way of doing things. Now, without the lamps and 
beams, the music of harp and wone, and the scent of perfume, Xiaoyan felt her life was more 
meaningful. 


--lt was even the most meaningful moment in her life since she came to Wudang Mountain. 


Ever since the Wudang sect was besieged by the army of the Divine Mechanism Camp, Yin Xiaoyan's 
chances of meeting Yao Lianzhou had become fewer and fewer. Yao Lianzhou spent most of his time in 
the Hall of True Immortality, conferring with Shi Xinghao, Ye Chenyuan and other senior disciples, or 
listening to the intelligence of Fan Zong and other disciples of the First Snake Path. Xiaoyan knew that 
when she followed a man like Yao Lianzhou, such things were inevitable, so she never complained. 


She just felt that she was like a ghost on Wudang Mountain. 


Now, Xiaoyan felt that others needed her, and at the same time, she felt that she was alive. 


With the cold water, Ye Tian Yang seems to wake up a bit and releases Yin Xiaoyan's palm in shame. 
Xiaoyan gives him an understanding smile. 
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"Do you know? ...... That day ...... | killed three enemies! | killed three of my enemies! Three... tell my 
father for me..." 


When Xiaoyan heard the word "kill" coming from this young man's mouth, she couldn't help but feel 
shocked, but she didn't show it and just nodded silently to Ye Tianyang. She didn't know when she 
would be able to tell Ye Chenyuan these words. 


——In the five days since Ye Tianyang was injured, Ye Chenyuan has only been to the "Yangzheng Hall" 
to see his son once. 


After the Wudang sect tried to sneak attack the Shenjiying gunpowder depot and killed and wounded 
many sergeants, Zhang Yong, the eunuch in charge of the army, was furious and ordered an attack on 
Wudang. Guns and artillery are the best weapons to deal with the highly skilled Wudang swordsmen. 
However, the mountain road leading up to the "Yuzhen Palace" is too narrow, which is not conducive to 
transporting ordnance. The long and narrow marching formation is easy to be intercepted and attacked 
by the Wudang sect. Therefore, Lou Yuansheng, the general of the Shenji Battalion who was responsible 
for the actual command in front of the battle, adopted the crudest but most effective method: forcibly 
recruiting thousands of people from the villages near the foot of Wudang Mountain, cutting down trees 
and rocks, and digging and widening the mountain roads. Until arriving at "Yuzhen Palace". 


As soon as the work was started, it was detected by the "Head Snake Road". Fan Zong guessed the 
intention of the enemy and immediately reported to the Sect Master for advice on how to deal with the 
situation. 


With Ye Chenyuan's consent, Yao Lianzhou ordered his disciples to raid the fortification several times. In 
order to avoid being discovered by the Divine Mechanism Battalion, each time, the Wudang martial arts 
practitioners formed a small team and left as soon as they were ordered to do so. Although the attacks 
did not kill many soldiers, they made the other side fearful of the enemy and the people panic, and the 
fortifications were delayed a lot by the waves of sneak attacks. 


However, the casualties among Wudang disciples also accumulated. The most tragic incident was a 
sneak attack that failed due to being noticed in advance. Twelve Wudang swordsmen were ambushed 
by the Shengji soldiers who had lined up in advance, and only two of them escaped with minor injuries 
under the cover of the corpses of their fellow swordsmen. In addition to the thirty or so wounded who 
could no longer fight in the Yangzheng Hall, twenty-two Wudang disciples had never returned. 
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"Stop it." Realizing that the price was too high, Yao Lianzhou gave this order. 


And the Shenji Battalion army has also advanced closer to the "Yuzhen Palace" these days... 


Ye Tianyang still stretched out three fingers proudly. Yin Xiaoyan didn't know how to respond, so she 
just patted the back of his hand and signaled him to have a good rest. 


Ye Tianyang smiled with satisfaction, thinking that the beautiful Yin Xiaoyan was praising him. 


——However, there is one thing he will never know: he was too nervous during the sneak attack that 
day and failed to distinguish between enemy soldiers and civilians. The three people he killed with his 
sword with half-closed eyes were actually farmers from the village at the foot of the mountain... 


At this time, a shadow fell on Yin Xiaoyan and Ye Tianyang, Xiaoyan looked back and stood behind her 
was Hou Yingzhi, who was wearing long and short swords on his body. 


Seeing Hou Yingzhi's arrival, both Yin Xiaoyan and Ye Tianyang's faces immediately glowed. Ye Tian 
Yang's originally tired eyes gained vigor and he extended his palm upwards. Hou Yingzhi shook his hand. 


"XiaoYing ...... you don't have to come....... every day." 


"Don't say stupid things." Hou Yingzhi said, but looked at Yin Xiaoyan. When Xiao Yan saw his gaze, she 
immediately avoided it. 


During the five days that Ye Tian Yang was injured and lying in the "Yang Zheng Guan", Hou Ying Zhi 
came to visit him at least once a day. In fact, since Hou Ying Zhi and Ye Chenyuan secretly practiced 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique", he has left the "Xuan Shi Martial Arts Ground" 
where he practiced with Ye Tian Yang three months ago, and was promoted to the highest level "Star 
Condensation Martial Arts Ground", so the two of them saw each other much less often. These days 
were the days when he and Ye Tianyang saw each other most frequently. 
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--However, it was under such circumstances. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at Ye Tianyang's leg injury and asked Yin Xiaoyan with his eyes. 


Xiaoyan stood up and said quietly beside Hou Yingzhi, "Elder brother Lu has been changing the medicine 
for him, but the wound still can't be healed. ...... It seems..." 


Hou Yingzhi looked at the one-eyed doctor who was treating another injured person a few beds away. 
He was Lu Youliang, one of the three disabled disciples of the Wudang sect who specialized in medicine. 
Next to him, another one-eyed man with a weak left wrist was helping to treat him. It was Jiang Ning'er 
who had received Hou Yingzhi when he first entered Wudang. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at Ye Tianyang's young face again and recalled that he used to walk around in the 
mountains with him. Ye Tianyang was as agile as a monkey when climbing trees - those days will never 
happen again. 


"Xiaoying...my father...when will he come to see me again?... 


Hou Yingzhi looked solemn and couldn't answer for a while. He suddenly remembered what Ye 
Chenyuan said to him that day: 


——It would be great if you were my son. 


Yin Xiaoyan saw Hou Yingzhi's difficult silence and answered on his behalf, "Your father asked Xiaoying 
to come and see you every day." 


Ye Tianyang was a little relieved. 


Hou Yingzhi gave Xiaoyan a thankful smile. 


The three young people chatted like this, making Ye Tianyang temporarily forget the physical pain. 
2159 


Yin Xiaoyan only felt that in this heavy atmosphere of "Yangzheng Hall", she was happiest every day 
when Hou Yingzhi came to visit. 


——Does he think so too? 


——He comes to visit Xiaoye every day, does he also want to see me? ... 


"Xiaoying..." Ye Tianyang seemed tired, but he still reluctantly stretched out his hand and held Hou 
Yingzhi's palm again: "You are my best friend in life." 


When Hou Yingzhi heard this, his eyes were filled with flames. 


Because this sentence reminded him of Yan Xiaoliu. 


A friend he once abandoned in pursuit of the strongest, but now seems to have become stronger than 
him. 


The first time he heard from Yao Lianzhou that Yan Heng was still alive and causing trouble in Xi'an, Hou 
Yingzhi was already very upset. Now he also learned from his fellow Wudang disciples that Yan Heng 
was one of the people wanted by the imperial court's "Yuwu Order". It seemed like there was a thorn in 
his heart that couldn't be removed. 


——He is already one of the "Six Swordsmen" who shocked the imperial court and turned the martial 
arts world upside down. But | am still an unknown swordsman in the Wudang Sect. 


And the violent acts of Yan Heng and others may now indirectly bring about the downfall of the Wudang 
Sect and cut off Hou Yingzhi's dream... Thinking of this, Hou Yingzhi felt a little grudge against Yan Heng. 
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——Ican never lose to him like this... This battle in Wudang Mountain must be won! | want to make a 
name for myself with this battle! Yin Xiaoyan looked at Hou Yingzhi's terrifying expression from the side 
and couldn't help but think of Yao Lianzhou. 


——Xiaoying looks a lot like him at this time... 


——But it’s different... Xiaoying is still working hard to make progress, and still has to face many 
difficulties... 


In comparison, Yin Xiaoyan felt that Yao Lianzhou was so perfect that sometimes it made her feel as if 
she was not living with a "himan". 


"Xiaoying..." Ye Tianyang kept calling, and finally fell asleep, and the hand holding Hou Yingzhi slipped 
away. The two looked at him in silence. 


"| see you seem very tired." Hou Yingzhi broke the silence. "Would you like to sit outside in the bamboo 
forest? Let's chat." He thought for a while and then added: "Just like before." 


Yin Xiaoyan nodded silently, but secretly she felt like a deer. 


The two of them walked out of the "Yangzheng Hall" that was full of unpleasant atmosphere, but they 
did not go deep into the bamboo forest. They just sat down on the stone bench in the open space in 
front of the main entrance. After all, Yin Xiaoyan is the woman of head Yao, and no matter how loose 
the rules of the Wudang Sect are, they still have to avoid suspicion. 


The summer afternoon sunshine fell on the two of them through the gaps in the bamboo leaves, and the 
cool mountain breeze blew slowly from outside the forest. They enjoyed the tranquility silently, but felt 
a little sad in their hearts, as if they had foreseen that such days would soon come to an end. 


Hou Yingzhi smelled the fragrance of Yin Xiaoyan's hair carried by the wind, and couldn't help but feel 
fascinated. He had the urge to kiss her immediately. ——Just like he had kissed Song Li that day in 
Qingcheng Mountain. 
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Hou Yingzhi suddenly remembered clearly why he suddenly kissed Song Li that day. 


That day was the day after it was announced that Yan Xiaoliu had been selected to go down the 
mountain to test the sword and would become a "Taoist disciple" of the Qingcheng Sect. 


He has been unwilling to admit it, but this matter is very clear in his heart at this moment: 


——I want to prove that | am better than Xiaoliu. He is indeed my good friend, but | can't stand that he 
is stronger than me. 


When he thought of this, the burning desire in his chest instantly cooled down, and he was replaced by 
chaos. 


——Then why | want to hug Xiaoyan now is because she is loved by Yao Lianzhou? Actually | don't really 
like her that much? ... 


Yin Xiaoyan could not feel the changes in his heart, and still lowered her head and waited for him to 
speak. But the other party remained silent for a long time. She sensed something was wrong. 


"Xiaoying..." She turned her head to look at Hou Yingzhi, but praised his solemn expression, which was 
not at all the same as when he boldly invited her out just now. 


Hou Yingzhi didn't look at her. He held the hilt of the sword at his waist and stood up from the stone 
bench. 


"I'm sorry, | forgot." Hou Yingzhi took a breath before saying, "I didn't come to Wudang Mountain for 
this kind of comfortable moment." 


After he finished speaking, he walked away, leaving a disappointed Yin Xiaoyan sitting there blankly. 


She was just thinking: 
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——He probably won’t come again tomorrow... 


Yin Xiaoyan sat in despair outside the "Yangzheng Hall" for a long time. She didn't come back to her 
senses until she heard footsteps on the path next to her. 


The disciple of "Shou Snake Way" deliberately made the sound of footsteps so as not to frighten Yin 
Xiaoyan who was lost in thought - with his lightness skills, even if he climbed the bamboo tree above her 
head, she would not be able to detect it. 


"Miss Yin, the Sect Leader is asking you to come over." 


When Yin Xiaoyan followed the disciple back to "Yuzhen Palace", her heart was still filled with the image 
of Hou Yingzhi. 


When Yin Xiaoyan stepped into the "True Immortal Palace", she was surprised to find Yao Lianzhou 
talking to two Taoist priests. 


Originally, seeing a Taoist priest would not be a surprising thing - if it were in an ordinary Taoist palace. 
The Wudang sect has been secular for many years, and none of its disciples practice Taoism. Since Yin 
Xiaoyan came to Wudang, she has never seen Taoist priests from other Taoist temples on the mountain 
visiting her, and had only occasionally run into them on the mountain road. 


However, these two Taoist priests were serving tea in front of them, so they were obviously guests of 
the Wudang sect. 


Chen Daixiu, a disciple of Zhen Gui Dao, also accompanied them, and it seemed that Yao Lianzhou was 
discussing something with them. Yin Xiaoyan could also observe that Yao Lianzhou was treating the two 
guests with rare respect. 


Both of them were wearing very simple Taoist uniforms, without any ornaments on their Taoist crowns. 

They were both in their forties or fifties, with slim looks. Their eyes were powerful but not as sharp as 

those of Wudang sect warriors, and their demeanor seemed to be more stable than ordinary Taoists. 
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At this time, the four of them seemed to have finished talking and stood up from the futon. Yao 
Lianzhou actually first bowed his hands to the two Taoist priests and bowed his head slightly in salute. 


"Thank you." 


"What are you talking about?" The Taoist priest who looked older and had a large mole on his left cheek 
replied, "| am the same as Qi Lianzhi. This is my duty." 


The three of them said goodbye, and Chen Daixiu led the guests away. At the same time, another 
Wudang disciple returned the things to the two Taoists. Yin Xiaoyan was surprised again when she saw 
it. The objects were none other than two long swords. 


——These two outsiders were able to enter the "Yuzhen Palace" with weapons and go straight into the 
"True Immortal Palace"! 


Yin Xiaoyan didn't know anything about martial arts, otherwise she would have seen that the shape of 
the swords worn by the two Taoists was very similar to Wudang swords. After the guests left, Yin 
Xiaoyan came out from behind the pillars of the main hall. 


Yao Lianzhou was still watching the backs of the two Taoist priests. 


"Are they ...... ?" Yin Xiaoyan couldn't help but ask curiously. 


"They belong to the Wudang Sect. In my master's generation," Yao Lianzhou replied. 


These Taoist priests were the same disciples who left Gongsun Qing in dissatisfaction after he returned 
to secular life and reformed the Wudang sect. After being forced to leave, they first lived in another 
Taoist palace on the mountain, "Yuxu Palace", and later established another "Yunluo She" to continue to 
practice Taoism, and still practicing the Wudang School's original martial arts of the Taoist disciplines, 
just compared to the Wudang School is not thriving, and there are only about thirty left nowadays. The 
two Taoist priests just now should be Yao Lianzhou's uncles according to their seniority. The Taoist priest 
named Ling Mingzi with the big mole on his face is the current Taoist priest of "Yun Luo She". 
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Yin Xiaoyan has also heard Yao Lianzhou describe Wudang's past in the past: "| remember you said that 
Wudang has not interacted with these old classmates for more than 20 years. Why..." 


Only then did Yao Lianzhou look at Yin Xiaoyan and hold her hand, as if she was going to say something 
that was difficult to say. 


Yin Xiaoyan grew up in a brothel. She was not a blank-minded fool. She associated things and 
understood immediately. 


"You have to send me away." 


"It's not just you." Yao Lianzhou said: "There are also the Wudang sect's female relatives, children and 
fellow sect members who cannot use force. "The Taoist priests of "Yun Luo She" have agreed to take 
you in because of the former disciples. Their houses are built on higher ground, so that the imperial 
army will not easily attack them, and you will be safe for a while." 


--The Wudang Sect had offended the imperial court, and the other Taoist palaces on the mountain had 
no friendship with the Wudang Sect, and were even more disgusted with the trouble they had caused, 
and because the foothills of the mountain had been blockaded by the army, naturally, none of them 
would help to take in the Wudang's family members, so Yao Lianzhou had to turn to these former 
Wudang disciples to ask for help. 


"You will leave tomorrow." Yao Lianzhou added, "I've already instructed Yun ma to pack up for you." 


As Yin Xiaoyan listened, a chill arose from her back, and her body couldn't help but tremble slightly. 
There is only one reason why Yao Lianzhou wants to send those who cannot fight away first: 


The Wudang Sect's warrior legion must stay at the "Yu Yuan Palace" to fight to the death with the Shenji 
Battalion. 


"Why?..." Yin Xiaoyan has never interfered with Yao Lianzhou's affairs in charge of Wudang, but at this 
moment she couldn't help it anymore, her body was so weak that she was about to collapse, and she 
asked in a pleading tone: "Why don't you come together?" 
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Even Yin Xiaoyan, who has no knowledge of military affairs, understands that the most difficult thing 
about the Shenji Camp is the mountain climbing attack. If the Wudang Sect abandons the "Yuzhen 
Palace" and takes shelter from its attack at a high place, it will be difficult for the Forbidden Army to 
attack them. If it takes a long time, they will have to retreat one day. At that time, Wudang will be equal 
to defeating the enemy without fighting. Even if the Forbidden Army does pursue them, the worst-case 
scenario is that they will retreat. Under such circumstances, Wudang disciples can still cross mountains 
and ridges, and then gather together after escaping from Wudang Mountain to make other plans. 


If this was just a battle between two armies, this would have been the best option given the disparity of 
forces. 


But the significance of this battle goes beyond that. It is about the morals and principles of the Wudang 
Sect. 


"Survival" is not the life belief of the Wudang sect. If they only wanted to live in peace, they would not 
have had to embark on such a harsh path from the very beginning. 


Since the battle with the Forbidden Army, Yao Lianzhou has often consulted the opinions of his two 
deputy masters, Shi Xinghao and Ye Chenyuan - who are actually his seniors. This decision was the only 
one he made on his own. 


——I| should bear the responsibility for the most difficult order. 


When he told Shi and Ye about his decision, they did not show any surprised expressions, as if they had 
been waiting for Yao Lianzhou to say this; Ye Chenyuan immediately searched for the map terrain map 
inside and outside "Yuzhen Palace" was prepared to plan the tactics for the attack; Shi Xinghao 
immediately wrote a letter and asked Chen Daixiu to take it with him to visit "Yunluo She". 


"| only have this choice. Yao Lianzhou said to Yin Xiaoyan, "What maintains this Wudang school today is 
a ‘qi’ that will not yield to anyone. If we choose to flee in the face of the enemy, it is true that we can 
survive, but even if we can regroup in the future, we are no longer wolves, but just a few lost dogs, and 
it is impossible for us to continue to pursue our wish of being invincible. As the head of Wudang, it is 
impossible for me to choose this path." 
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The palms of Yao Lianzhou's hands were heating up when he spoke, but he could not warm the hand of 
Yin Xiaoyan who was holding it. Her hand was still cold and stiff. 


"| don't understand ...... you are the master, shouldn't you think about the disciples? If you do this, are 
you not leading them ...... onto the path of no return?" 


Regardless of victory or defeat, many Wudang disciples will die because of his decision - Yao Lianzhou is 
very clear about this, and has never had any thoughts of taking chances. 


However, Yao Lianzhou was absolutely confident that they would follow without hesitation. The 
atmosphere this month is evident: Wudang disciples are only excited to take on the Shengji Camp, and 
no one is afraid to move forward. 


Yao Lianzhou, as a role model of Wudang, certainly understands what they are thinking. 


"Although it is not our original wish to tangle with the imperial court, we will not back down now that 
the other party has come to our door. There has never been a martial arts sect that can defeat an 
enemy of such a scale. This honor will be higher than being invincible in the martial arts. This battle will 
be recorded in the history books." 


"| don't understand!" Yin Xiaoyan shook her head, tears of anxiety already in her eyes, "The enemy is the 
Emperor, he owns the whole world! If we win this battle, won't he send more troops?" "Shi Xinghao has 
been here before. 


"Shi Xinghao has seen him in the Imperial City and knows his temperament well." Yao Linzhou explained, 
"He is a guy who only likes the strong. If we can defeat the Divine Mechanism Camp in this battle, it will 
definitely shake up the court and convince him at the same time. At that time, Shi Xinghao will go to the 
capital again alone to make it clear to him that our Wudang Sect cannot accept the 'Imperial Order of 
Martial Arts', and to reiterate that we only want to stay away from the imperial court. Shi Xinghao said 
that he is 70% sure that he can convince the emperor." 


"If it doesn't work ...... , it doesn't matter, we'll just keep on fighting." 
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Yao Lianzhou's heroic words could not move Yin Xiaoyan at all. She recalled that day in the dark room of 
Xi'an's "Yinghua Pavilion", accompanying him who was poisoned and fighting against the crowd with his 
lone sword. His heroism at that time, as well as his tenderness that still showed concern for her in times 
of crisis, really made her fall deeply in love with him. 


Now Yao Lianzhou is facing a dilemma that is ten times more difficult. But Yin Xiaoyan could not 
appreciate his arrogance again. She couldn't understand his choice at all. 


"1... don't know..." 


Yao Lianzhou looked at her face. Although he doesn't know how to please people, he is not a dull person 
either. This time he realized that there was an indescribable gap between himself and Xiaoyan. But 
during this extraordinary period, he had no way to distract himself from the situation. At this moment 
he could only hold her hand tighter. 


"I'm sorry. Yao Lianzhou can only say these three words to one person in the world. "I just said that as 
the leader of Wudang, | only have this choice; and as the woman of the leader of Wudang, you can only 
accept this choice from me." 


Yin Xiaoyan lowered her eyelashes and nodded in tears. 


Indeed, this was something she had to accept from the very beginning. 


--But, am | starting to regret it? ........ 


Yao Lianzhou didn't notice the turmoil in her heart and just gently pulled her into his arms for a kiss. The 
two embraced each other under the majestic gilded statue of Zhenwu. 


"Okay. I'll leave tomorrow." Yin Xiaoyan pressed her face against his chest and said, "Don't worry, | will 
guide the family members to settle down in the mountain." 


Yao Lianzhou's solid arms hugged her, hoping to convey the greatest comfort in this short moment. 
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"| will win as usual. Then I'll see you soon." 


Yin Xiaoyan said "hmm" in his arms. 


——However, Yao Lianzhou didn't know that what Xiaoyan was worried about at the moment was the 
safety of another man. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 131 Chapter 3: The Flesh Shell 


There was a very solemn atmosphere in the room that was filled with a strong medicinal fragrance. 


Mr. Feihong, the former leader of the Kongtong Sect; Yin Yingfeng, the leader of Huizhou Bagua; Yuan 
Xinghe, a Shaolin monk; and Tang Hao, the leader of the Xianglong Sword Sect who is based in Hunan... 
can make these people gather together and show tension at the same time There are not many things 
about looks in the world. 


Even Pang Tianshun, who had just healed from his stab wound and was actually unable to walk on his 
own, insisted on visiting the room this morning, is now sitting on a bamboo chair, with the same four 
people, is closely watching the wooden bed. 


In addition to the five of them, dozens of people from the Bagua Sect, the Xianglong Sect, the Ruan 
Family Wuji Sect, the Pingjiang Giant Bird Sect, and even a few sect heroes who came from afar to help, 
gathered in the courtyard outside the room, and kept leaning towards the neck to the window to look 
at, anxiously waiting for the results. 


In front of the wooden bed in that room, the obese strange doctor Yan Youfo had beads of sweat on his 
forehead. He used his dexterous fingers to carefully unlock the locks on the two pairs of copper 
protective shells. He had treated many heroes and heroes in his life, and had seen countless life and 
death injuries, but at this moment he was rarely nervous. Even Yan Youfo himself could not explain why 
he cared so much about this injured person. 


——l’ve obviously never seen his martial arts with my own eyes, and I’m not a close friend of him... But 
this man has a unique temperament that makes him easy to like. 


The concern of many martial arts heroes in front of them is clear evidence. 


Jing Li lying flat on the hard wooden bed, and let Yan Youfo handle him, with a calm expression on his 
face. However, Yuan Xing and Lian Feihong, who had been with him for a long time, both saw the 
turmoil in his heart. 
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Both of them were not surprised - no matter how heroic Jing Li was on weekdays, this was a matter of 
his future life in the martial arts, and he could not just smile lightly and take it in his stride. No martial 
artist can. 


Today is exactly 20 days after Yan Youfo used "knife and acupuncture" to treat the injuries on 
Jingcheng's left shoulder and right knee. Whether the treatment is successful will be revealed at this 
moment. 


——lf it fails, there is no need to mention Jing Li and Lei Jiudi asking for a fight. Tong Jing's safety is also 
in doubt. 


Yan Youfo carefully removed the copper shell that bound Jing Li's shoulders and legs, and unwrapped 
the medicinal cloth. 


"Don't move yet." As he spoke, he applied special finger techniques to massage the muscles and 
tendons around Jing Li's wound. 


Jing Li had been injured for a year, and had been immobilized by the two pairs of copper shells for half a 
month, the tendons and muscles of the two joints were of course very stiff; Yan Youfo had first used 
pressure and massage to revitalize his blood circulation and loosen up his tendons and muscles, 
otherwise, if he moved immediately, he would easily re-injure his old injuries, and might even cause 
new ones. 


Yan Youfo massaged each joint for more than an hour, while Yuan Xing also helped, using a cloth soaked 
in warm medicinal broth to continue compressing the Jing Li wounds to help the blood flow. 


"Don't worry. Even a bad old man like me has gotten better, and you will be fine." Mr. Feihong said 
encouragingly. The sword wounds on his head and face have healed, and a large piece of white hair 
hangs down on the left side, covering up the scar of losing his ear. The knife marks at the corner of his 
eye and the tip of his brow made his left eye look as if it had been tragically split open, and his eyes still 
showed a certain amount of ferocity when he smiled. 


Jing Li responded with a smile and thanked him. But without the restraint of the copper shell, he 
suddenly felt as if his body lacked support, and his face became even more nervous. 
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Through the touch of his fingers, Yan Youfo confirmed that the round muscles around the laceration site 
had been fully relaxed. He took a deep breath and continued: 


"Move and see." 


The moment had finally arrived. Jing Li's face was livid, and he did not force himself to sit up from the 
bed. He just shrugged his shoulders and began to slowly move his left shoulder joint. 


Everyone in the room was watching Jing Li's frowning face. 


Jing Li's left shoulder rose and sank for a while, only to feel something strange. 


The feeling of weakness that had haunted him for a full year seemed to have disappeared. It was as if his 
tendons had been re-tightened from the inside. 


Gathering his courage, Jing Li raised his entire left arm upward this time; making a larger twisting 
movement. Yes, the feeling of recovery in the shoulder is obvious. The power seems to be transmitted 
smoothly to the elbows and wrist fingers. This long-lost feeling made him very excited, and he began to 
try to strengthen the muscles in his chest and back to use his left shoulder. 


Then he let out a low cry. 


The crowd immediately became anxious. Yan Youfo immediately put his hand on Jing Li's shoulder, 
signaling him to stop exerting force, and asked worriedly, "Does it hurt?" 


"When you are lucky," Jing Li's brows relaxed as he said, "But it's very different from the previous pain. 
Previously, it was like being stabbed by a small knife, and the joints lost their strength immediately; now 
the pain is 'dull', with soreness and numbness, and the pain disappears as soon as you relax and pull 
back. 


2172 


He pushed away Yan Youfo's palm and twisted his left arm upward again, with increasing amplitude. 


"If | have to use my left hand to draw a sword at this moment... | think | can do it - at least | should be 
able to draw a sword with all my strength, right?" 


After hearing this, everyone immediately turned their attention to Yan Youfo. The strange doctor 
showed a mysterious excited look. 


"Don't worry about the saber, let's take a look at the leg now." 


Jing Li was still lying down and slowly raised his right knee like he did just now. 


Since it had not been used for too long, the muscles were a bit stiff, but as the angle of flexion became 
narrower and narrower, Jing Li realized that there was still no sharp pain like the joints being locked ina 
deadlock in the past....... Little by little, he had already bent his knee joints completely without realizing 
it. 


It was just such a simple action, but Jing Li was so excited that he wanted to cry. 


--When a cherished thing is lost and regained, it is a joy that is hard to be experienced by others. 


Before Yan Youfo could ask him how he felt, Jing Li had already stood up from the wooden bed and was 
standing on the ground. 


"Idiot! Don't..." Yi Yan Youfo hurriedly tried to pull Jing Li back to the bed, but saw him stretching his 
right leg and lightly stepping on the ground a few times. His movements were very natural and he had 
an excited expression on his face. Yan Youfo swallowed the words back in his stomach. 


Just by standing there, Jing Li felt the long-lost strength in his right leg return, and his knee regained its 
familiar elasticity. Although his movements were still a bit stiff and his toes didn't seem to be completely 
obedient, his recovery was enough to make his heart beat faster. The knee is healing even better than 
the left shoulder. 
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Jing Li faced the window beside the bed, feeling the bright sunshine coming in from outside, and taking 
a deep breath in the summer wind blowing in from the window. "| want to go for a walk!" 


Upon hearing this, Lian Feihong, Yin Yingfeng and Tang Hao looked at each other and smiled. Pang 
Tianshun raised his head and breathed a sigh of relief. Yuan Xing stepped forward and used the cloth 
band that he had prepared long ago to wrap up Jing's right knee to temporarily help support it. 


"Where is my weapon?" Jing Li turned to Lian Fei Hong and asked him. 


Mr. Feihong smiled and handed over his right belt with the wild goose wing sword and bird head dagger 
hanging on it. Jing Li took it with both hands, caressing the two knives back and forth as if meeting an 
old friend after a long absence. 


"You have to promise me that you won't use the knife for these three days." Yan Youfo advised: "You 
must first practice the Yi Jin Jing with Master Yuan Xing to train all the joints, muscles and veins before 
you can practice knife practice. " 


"Don't be so nagging, Fatty Yan! You've said this ten times before!" Jing Li put on his belt, organized the 
position of his saber, and then walked out of the hospital room where he had been staying for too long 
with a slight walking pace. 


Ruan Shaoxiong and many warriors who had been waiting outside the room immediately gave out 
thunderous cheers when they saw Jing Li's majestic figure emerging from the door. 


--He was the man who had once wounded "Cloud Hidden God Traveling" Lei Jiudi. 


Pairs of admiring eyes followed Jing Li as he walked out of the courtyard, but at the same time they also 
had doubts in their minds. Although Jing Li was strong and strong, he was not as tall as they imagined; 
one of the two swords on his waist was ordinary and worn, while the other was an exotic short blade 
picked up from nowhere. There were a lot of weird tattoos on his shoulders. ... 


——Can this person really defeat the secret sect leader again? 
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At this time, the hound Alai came barking and ran, his front paws climbing to Jingli's waist. Jing Li 
stroked its head and neck and said, "Come on, let's go out together!" 


Yuan Xing and Lian Feihong accompanied him, Yin Yingfeng and Tang Hao also followed with their 
disciples, and all of them walked out of the main gate of the mansion. "Yan Heng is ...... still watching 
over the Secret Sect Gate?" Jing Li asked Yuan Xing as they walked. 


"You know how worried he is about Tong Jing." Yuan Xing smiled as he said. 


The Secret Sect was occupying the Xiangdu Inn, and due to the large number of disciples, the 
surrounding area was well guarded, and although the Bagua Sect and Xianglong Sect had gathered a 
large number of troops, they were not sure how to attack and rescue Tong Jing, so they could only wait 
for Lei Jiudi to show up and fight with Jing Li. 


However, Yan Heng was too worried about Tong Jing, and was still secretly monitoring the area outside 
the inn with Xing Ying, Dai Kui, Shen Feng of the Giant Avian Sect, and a few Bagua Sect disciples in case 
there were any changes, and at the same time, continued to look for an opportunity to take advantage 
of the situation, but for the past ten days, they have all worked in vain. 


"Although Lei Jiudi is evil ...... ,' Jing Li said, "I believe he will not harm Tong Jing. This is my intuition." 


Lian Feihong on the other side couldn't help but nodded in agreement, but his eyebrows were still 
furrowed - after all, his beloved disciple, whom he regarded as a treasure, was being held hostage by his 
old enemy at this moment. 


"Where are we going now?" Seeing that everyone seemed to be depressed again, Yuan Xing quickly 
changed the topic. 


Jing Li smiled and said: 


"Of course we want to go to the water." 
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The hound Alai seemed to understand human nature and had sensed where Jingli wanted to go. He led 
the way and barked to guide the direction. Jing Li followed everyone with a smile. 


The movement of walking caused his muscles to loosen up, Jing Li felt that the obstacle in his right knee 
seemed to be smaller, and his pace gradually became faster. 


"Slow down...... " Tang Hao at the back couldn't help but advise him worriedly. However, Jing Li didn't 
pay any attention to it, the more he walked, the smoother his pace became, and he even wanted to run. 


Jing Li's feeling at this moment was just like a bird that had broken its wings for a long time, but 
suddenly it was able to lift its wings and fly again. The world around him seemed to have become 
different. 


The freedom of the body is also the freedom of the soul. 


—-—lIt’s a pity that Alan is not by my side at the moment, holding hands with me and walking together... 


Before reaching Xiangtan River Street, Jing Li could already hear the sound of the tide lapping the shore, 
and couldn't help but walk faster. 


Standing on the river bank, feeling the river wind blowing in his face, Jing Li felt that his heart had 
opened up. Although the sea in front of him was not the sea where he was born and raised, and the 
wind did not have the familiar smell of salt, it was enough to make him smile brightly like a child. 


In the morning, it is the busy time for cargo transportation on the Xiangjiang River. Looking around, the 
coast of Xiangtan City is full of large cargo ships that are about to depart. Countless small boats go back 
and forth to transport the last batch of goods onto the large ships. The warehouses and tooth shops 
next to the river street are also busy. It was so busy, people were running around in circles, and they 
didn't even have time to say hello and chat. Compared with the coldness of the secret sect's "coffin 
patrol" demonstration before, this scene seemed like a world away. 
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Many warriors suddenly appeared on the river street, causing a commotion immediately. No matter 
how busy they were, the clerks and porters of the trading company still stopped and bowed to Jing Li 
and others to say hello. Some bosses also came out of their shops to say hello. They were all protected 
by the local Xianglong Sword Sect and were all familiar with Tang Hao. Tang An also talked to them one 
by one. 


Most of them still had their eyes on Jing Li, commenting on this strangely dressed martial artist. 


"Is that him? ...... ""He's so young...is he really good?" "Look at that hair, it's so strange. ...... ""Looks like 


he's not an ordinary person. ...... 


Some people also shouted at Jing Li from the crowd, "Beat that Lei bastard down! Fight for us Xiangtan 
people!" 


It turns out that the news that Jing Li will have a decisive battle with Lei Jiudi in five days has already 
spread in Xiangtan. Earlier, the secret sect's "Coffin Patrol" caused a great disturbance in Xiangtan, 
causing a lot of confusion and the stench of corpses filling the streets. The locals hated them to the core. 
Although it can be said that this disaster was brought about by the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", 
the people of Hunan had a strong character and did not blame Jing Li and them. Instead, they shared the 
same hatred and expected Jing Li to drive away the head of the secret sect in one fell swoop. 


After all, the "Six Swordsmen" were still prisoners of the imperial court, and the people of Xiangtan 
avoided talking about their names openly. Tang Hao and Xianglong's disciples only euphemistically 
claimed that the person fighting Lei Jiudi was a "master from outside the country" who came to help. Of 
course everyone secretly knew that it was the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", but it was difficult to 
tell, and no one called Jing Li's name at this moment. 


——In the past twenty days since Jing Li was recovering from his injuries, wealthy businessmen from 
Xiangtan had sent various tonics and medicinal materials to the mansion, from all over the country. 
Fortunately, some of them were not suitable for eating, so they piled up all over the room. Now seeing 
Jing Li walking freely, the merchants who had given him gifts all boasted to each other about the merits 
of the supplements they had given him. 


Jing Li smiled and thanked them, and then walked along the bank. However, he saw that in the middle 
of the river bank, near the water's edge, there was a circle of bamboo huts. He didn't know what was 
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being built but had not yet been completed. The shed was covered with dozens of trees. Flags of various 
colors are fluttering in the river wind. 


"What is that? Jing Li asked curiously. 


"That's the ...... ring." Tang Hao replied shyly from behind, "| have already told the local merchants not 
to publicize it too much, but they all refused to listen, saying that this is a great event that Xiangtan 


hasn't seen for hundreds of years ...... ; 


Jing Li suddenly realized: this is the stage set by the locals for his battle with Lei Jiudi. 


"Don't be angry, Mr. Jing." Tang Hao's younger brother Zhang Maoquan also explained on his behalf, 
with a very embarrassed look on his face: "For safety reasons, we did not inform them that the young 
girl was captured. They did not know that this battle was related to her safety, so they were so rash... 
.. If Jing Shaoxia doesn't like it, there's no need to fight Lei Jiudi up there. Let's find a place where no 
outsiders can see..." Jing Li stood in front of the bamboo hut and looked up to see the large ring that 
was already half built and was already almost ten feet high. He immediately recalled the time when he 
was a young man representing his master's school in Quanzhou. 


It is also a stage on the shore. Under the same clear summer sun. His hand unexpectedly touched the 
Wild Goose Wing Sword on his waist, which was a gift from his master, Uncle Pei Shiying. 


He closed his eyes and imagined the crowds surrounding the ring five days later. Then | thought of the 
battle on the rooftop of Xi'an's "Yinghua Pavilion". 


"Don't worry. | like it very much." He opened his eyes and said, "The more people watch, the better | 
play." 


While Jing Li and the others were watching the ring, Yin Yingfeng stayed behind and talked to his disciple 
Fan Qiujiao. 
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"There is something | have to tell you first." Yin Yingfeng looked solemn. "Before Jing Shaoxia takes 
action that day, | will have a fight with Lei Jiudi." 


Fan Qiuqiao's eyes widened in panic after hearing this. 


"As another chapter of the Nine Sects, | openly challenge him to fight. He will never refuse." Yin Yingfeng 
continued: "If | lose this battle, don't seek revenge for me. You are responsible for bringing all the 
disciples back to Huizhou." Among the thirty or so disciples of the Founder's Hall of the Bagua Sect 
Headquarter who came with Yin Yingfeng, Fan Qiuqiao was the most senior. 


"Master, why--" 


"Since | promised Mr. Yang Ming that | would rescue the Six Swords of the Broken Gate, | must do it to 
the end." Yin Yingfeng looked at Jing Liand the others' backs as he spoke. 


"Master, are you confident that you can defeat Lei Jiudi?" Fan Qiuqiao's palms were already sweating 
when he said this. Although he has never seen the martial arts of "Yunyin Shenxing" with his own eyes, 
Lei Jiudi's disciple Han Shanhu almost succeeded in attacking Yin Yingfeng last time, and he has seen the 
terrifying power of "God's Descendance"; Lei Jiudi even almost killed Kongtong Zhang Fan Qiuqiao has to 
worry about the past events of the family. 


"It would be best if | could kill this devil with one sword." Yin Yingfeng said through gritted teeth. He 
cherished his disciples the most in his life, and he couldn't believe it when he heard that Lei Jiudi 
personally killed his disciples. Even if he is defeated, it will at least consume him a little more energy and 
allow Jing Shaoxia to see more of Lei Jiudi's fighting styles, which will definitely increase his chances of 
winning. To force him to use his martial arts, only my "Dong Chu Long Sword" can do it, and only my 
identity can make it impossible for him to escape. Yin Yingfeng smiled slightly and said: "As long as | can 
stop this monster and rescue the young girl, what does my old life mean? You must never reveal this to 
them, they will definitely not want to accept it." 


Fan Qiugqiao looked at his master's skinny monkey-like body, but his eyes felt like he was seeing a giant. 
He understood his master's wishes and could only nod. 


Jing Li, Yuan Xing and Lian Feihong stood side by side on the riverside next to the arena, overlooking the 


sailing cargo ship. "Jing Li, | envy you very much." Lian Feihong looked at the river and couldn't help 
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stroking the left side of his face that had no ears as he said: "How | hope that | will be the one who will 
be on this stage in five days to wash away the shame of Xue with my own hands. It's a pity that | can't." 


"You are wrong, old man." Jing Li said, "You also have a part to play in this battle." 


Over the past ten days, Lian Feihong repeatedly described to Jing Li the situation of the jungle battle 
with Lei Jiudi that night, down to every minute movement, in order to analyze Lei Jiudi's habits and 
tendencies during the battle. Jing Li already had a lot of ideas in his mind, but he had not yet thought of 
a strategy to deal with it. This information can influence the outcome of this battle at any time, and the 
role of Lian Feihong cannot be ignored. 


On the other side, Yuan Xing said: "Do you remember what | said that day? 'If all your injuries are 
healed, you can fight Lei Jiudi!' | still believe that now." 


When it comes to overall martial arts cultivation, you are certainly not as good as Lei Jiudi. But only your 
self-sacrifice skill "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power" is enough to compete with any master. You were 
injured earlier, so this sword attack has not been used to its full potential, so | say this. Now it depends 
on how far you have recovered. " 


Jing Li tried his best again and checked his left shoulder and right knee. His legs and knees are still 
relatively good, but the pain in his left shoulder is still there. He is not sure how much strength he can 
use with this arm when he actually plays? Seventy percent? Sixty percent? But at least it's far better 
than before. 


But before, even with just one hand and one foot, "Spray Cuts Iron Power" never failed. 


How much potential does this sword move that was unexpectedly realized at the critical moment of life 
and death still have? How much has changed? It’s not like Jing Li hasn’t thought about it. But a day 
without knowing whether the body can do it is all talk. 


This time, it was another great test. 
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"Let's go back." Yuan Xing said, patting Jing Li's shoulder, "You still have to fight for time to torture your 
body with the Yi Jin Jing. Don't think that it's easier than recovering from injuries." 


Jing Li looked around at the two of them. It is a great blessing to have a partner like Tao. 


Yuan Xing and Lian Fei Hong were about to leave, but Jing Li pointed to the sailboat on the river. 


"Back in Sichuan, we left on a boat like this. Me, Yan Heng, Lan, and Tong Jing. It can be said that the Six 
Swords of the Broken Gate began there." 


The sunlight reflecting off the river shone in the pupils of his eyes. 


"Beat that guy up, get Tong Jing back, and then we'll go look for Lan together. There is nothing more 
important than this: we, the Six Swords of Broken Gate, must be together again." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 132 Chapter 4: The Traitor 


Yin Xiaoyan lowered her head and stared at the stone tablet in front of her. On it were engraved four 
large characters that had been blurred by wind and rain: 


The road is not far away 


She recalled that cold night, when she was sitting on this stone monument and Hou Yingzhi taught her 
to look for the Big Dipper in the sky. 


She raised her head, and what she saw now was a cloudy sky with dense clouds, which was completely 
different from her memories. 


Her mood was the same: that night, she still didn't know that she had feelings for Hou Yingzhi, and she 
still thought that she would only like Yao Lianzhou in her life. 


Now her heart was as chaotic as the cirrus clouds in the sky. 


The stone monument is erected on a vast slope space in the southeast of "Yuzhen Palace". Next to the 
monument is the path leading up the mountain. 


Hundreds of people gathered behind Yin Xiaoyan. A group of women with children and bags on their 
backs gathered around her. There were more than thirty people in total. In addition, there were about 
forty young disciples who had just joined the Wudang sect for less than half a year, many only eleven, 
two years old, they are not capable of fighting. They will also withdraw to "Yunluo She" along with the 
women and children. 


In addition, the Wudang sect has a large number of disabled disciples, a total of seventy-four people. 
None of them could be used in the decisive battle with the Shenji Battalion. Yao Lianzhou originally 
wanted to send them all up the mountain, but more than seventy people unanimously decided to stay 
and guard the "Yuzhen Palace" together with his fellow disciples. Only thirty of them who are relatively 
strong will help the women and children carry some utensils and food up the mountain, and then 
return. 
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Yin Xiaoyan cleaned up her mood, no longer looking at the stone monument, and turned back to the 
women to pack their clothes. Dressed in a light-colored gauze dress, Xiaoyan, with her slender body, 
gives the impression that she is so light that she seems to be able to fly with the wind, but at the same 
time, she also exudes an air of nobility, and all the female substitutes have no doubt that they regard 
this woman of the Sect Master as the leader. Being a servant girl in a brothel seemed like a lifetime ago. 


Of course, Wudang had more than a handful of children and women, but most of them were settled in 
the villages below the mountain, and the children were only sent up to the mountain when they were 
old enough to practice martial arts. When the Shen Ji Camp suddenly attacked, the Wudang Sect 
naturally did not have enough time to bring them up to the mountain to take care of them, so the 30- 
odd women and their children here all happened to be staying on the mountain at that time. 


——Are the relatives who stayed at the foot of the mountain being persecuted by the government and 
the army? The Wudang disciples had no way of knowing on the mountain and were worried about not 
coming. 


In addition, on the other side of the open space, Yao Lianzhou came with more than a hundred disciples 
to say goodbye, and was talking with Ling Mingzi, the Taoist leader of "Yun Luo She". 


Yao Lianzhou is rarely humble to anyone, but the friendship of these old disciples is something he feels 
deeply about. When the news spread that the Wudang sect had been recognized as treacherous and 
had been attacked by the imperial court, none of the Taoist sects that had been subdued by Wudang 
over the years had come to their aid, and although Yao Lianzhou and the others did not know for sure, 
they had guessed that they had already rebelled; but at that moment, he was particularly touched by 
the fact that Yun Luoshe had come to his aid despite the disagreement between them and Gongsun 
Qing. 


Yao Lianzhou didn't feel it was a pity when he thought that the hegemony Wudang had established over 
the years had been wiped out in an instant. He knew that those foreign training centers were just 
subservient to Wudang's hegemony and their strength was mediocre, so they were not trustworthy. The 
real foundation of the Wudang Sect is still in this mountain. 


Among the disciples standing behind Yao Lianzhou, there are thirteen people who are particularly 
different. They wear the same uniforms as other Wudang warriors, but they always feel different in 
temperament, and the weapons they carry are always spears. They were the former disciples of the 
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Emei Sect brought back by Ye Chenyuan from Sichuan. Three of them, led by the most senior Yang 
Zhenru, have already obtained the qualification of Soldier's Crow Road from Wudang and are wearing 
the all-black Taoist uniform. 


Wudang has so far defeated three of the "Nine Great Sects" of the world, of which Huashan Sect has 
given up their swords and retired, Qingcheng Sect has been wiped out and only Emei Sect has 
surrendered without a fight. The disciples of the "Nine Great Sects" who came to Wudang, except for 
Hou Yingzhi of Qingcheng, are the thirteen former Emei gunmen, who are also the most powerful group 
of foreign disciples selected by Wudang so far. 


After the Shenji Battalion laid siege to Wudang Mountain, some people naturally worried about whether 
these dozen people could be trusted - after all, these former Emei disciples were generals who had been 
defeated by the defeated army. Shi Xinghao raised this question in private. 


However, Ye Chenyuan assured them of their loyalty: "| observed them when | was in Mount Emei. 
Every one of them truly believed in the Wudang way, so | brought him here." 


Yao Lianzhou has no doubts about Ye Chenyuan's judgment. So whenever there was an opportunity, Yao 
Lianzhou would take these thirteen people with him to take the lead in alleviating the doubts of other 
Wudang disciples. 


Yang Zhenru and the other thirteen people understood what Yao Lianzhou was thinking and felt even 
more grateful. They sharpened the tips of their spears one by one, determined to fight to the death to 
defend Wudang. 


--We must not lose our sect for a second time. 


Though they had come to regard the Wudang Sect as their home, they have no feeling at all about the 
separation in front of them. 


This was not the case with the other group of Wudang disciples standing in front of them. They did not 
come forward to say goodbye to their wives, they did not hug their children who were about to be 
separated, they still stood together with many of their fellow disciples, and they only bid farewell to 
their families with distant glances. 
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But what a burning gazes they gave. 


Especially when looking at children. They can still treat their wives indifferently - after all, they are just 
betrothed by their masters, and their purpose is to give birth to the next generation of Wudang. Their 
relationship is not deep to begin with; but children are the future of Wudang and the continuation of 
dreams and ambitions. No matter how tough a guy is, no matter how dedicated he is to pursuing a 
powerful martial artist, he still has to worry about his own flesh and blood. They didn't dare to show 
their love for their son because of Head Yao, so they could only tell themselves in their hearts: 


This battle must be won. Otherwise, the child will have no future. 


Yao Lianzhou could not see their gazes, but he just remained silent. 


It was time to go on the road. Ling Mingzi said goodbye to Yao Lianzhou and led the way with two 
Taoists on their mountain staffs. 


At this moment, Yin Xiaoyan became anxious. She no longer pretended to pack her bags, stood straight 
and looked around, expecting to find that familiar figure among the group of Wudang martial artists. 


However, Hou Yingzhi did not come. 


Yin Xiaoyan's close companion, Yun Ma, slung her bag over her shoulder and said, "Miss, it's time to 
leave." 


Yao Lianzhou approached. Yin Xiaoyan was so anxious and confused that she seemed on the verge of 
tears-though Yao Lianzhou did not fully know why. 


"If you have anything to say, just say it." Yao Lianzhou looked at her for a moment and then said slowly. 


Yin Xiaoyan's lips trembled, and all she could think of was the person who wasn't here at the moment. 
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If she didn't say anything, she wouldn't have another chance. 


"Don't fight, okay?" Yin Xiaoyan summoned up great courage and finally asked, "Let's all go together, 
can't we?" 


Yin Xiaoyan's words were not loud, but they were enough to make everyone around her stop and look 
at her. 


Yao Lianzhou was expressionless. 


"Why don't we go? Why do you stay here even though you know you're going to die?" Yin Xiaoyan 
thought she had already opened her mouth, so she wasn't afraid to go out on a limb: "| know what 
you're going to say ...... You're going to say that this is the creed of the Wudang School, and that it has to 
be like this - | know all of this! But ...... 


She reached out and pulled a woman holding a baby to her side, "...... But don't we have the right to 
speak? We are also members of the Wudang Sect! And he...... " Xiaoyan stroked the face of the child in 
the woman's arms, "He is also Wudang ah! For the sake of the child, let's go together, can we?" 


The woman was so frightened that she didn't dare to look at Yao Lianzhou and turned to her husband 
who was standing in the crowd. 


The Wudang Sect matches its disciples with healthy peasant women to have children, in the hope of 
nurturing a strong next generation of Wudang disciples through the inheritance, and of course, the 
disciples chosen are the elite of the Sect. The woman's husband is Zhong Yanan, a master of the double 
saber of Soldier's Crow Road. Zhong Yanan was just 26 years old, and only two years ago he was 
recognized as an expert in the Soldier's Crow Road. Although he had not yet joined the previous 
expedition, all the masters and instructors saw that he was very talented, and so he was chosen to plant 
the seeds for the Wudang Sect. His son was born less than three months ago, and fatherhood was a 
completely new experience for Zhong Yanan. 


However, what surprised him even more was his wife. To him, marrying a wife was just a duty of a 
Wudang disciple. The dark and strong peasant girl, Ah Ju, was not even pretty, and did not attract Zhong 
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Yanan at first sight. However, after getting along with her, he realizes that she is unexpectedly gentle. 
Zhong Yanan, who was busy practicing every day, did not have many chances to spend time with her, 
but every time he did, he felt a strange warmth-especially after Ah Ju's belly soon became pregnant with 
his child. 


Sometimes, Zhong Yanan even had to remind himself again and again: 


--My life has been dedicated to Wudang. 


On the day of his son's birth, he realized that his excitement was even greater than when he became 
Soldier's Crow Road. Of course, he told himself, "This is because | have added a new member to the 
Wudang Sect! 


At this moment, watching Yin Xiaoyan use her own wife and son to implore Yao Lianzhou, Zhong Yanan 
could not help but feel his heart fluttering, but he forced himself not to show it on his face, nor did he 
look into the eyes of Ah Ju. 


--No...... everything has to be decided ...... by the master. 


Yao Lianzhou, still expressionless, stepped forward to carry the child in Aju's arms. Although A Ju was 
afraid, she didn't dare to resist. Yao Lianzhou held the child in his arms and stroked his red face with his 
other hand, remaining silent. Yin Xiaoyan and A Ju both looked at him nervously. 


Suddenly, Yao Lianzhou held the baby in one hand and raised it above his head. 


Everyone stopped breathing. 


Yao Lianzhou's eyes looked at the pale Yin Xiaoyan. Xiaoyan looked directly at him with the greatest 
courage, her eyes full of pleading. "Since this is your hope, then so be it..." 


Yao Lianzhou said, putting the baby down and gently handing it over to Yin Xiaoyan's arms. 
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"If this generation fails, then we will wait for the next generation of Wudang to claim ‘invincibility’. 


He turned back to the many disciples in the clearing and declared: 


"We will all retreat to the mountain. Tomorrow, we will give up the defense of the Palace of 
Encountering Truth." 


Yin Xiaoyan shed tears of joy. She was now holding a soft, boneless baby, but what she really wanted to 
hold was another young, sturdy swordsman's body. 


OOOO 


A figure walked into the depths of the bamboo behind the "Yangzhengguan" with staggering steps. 


The deeper the man went into the bamboo forest, the smoother his steps became, and gradually the 
traces of his lame leg became less and less. 


This person is surprisingly none other than Jiang Ning'er, a Wudang logistics disciple. The left knee that 
could not be bent originally seemed to have recovered to 90%. There was only a slight obstruction in the 
joint when walking, which was completely different from his usual walking posture of dragging his left 
foot. 


Jiang Ning'er's left hand was still held stiffly in front of his chest, like a bird's claw that had long since 
died of cold. The only left eye shines with a sharp light that is not usually seen. 


Since the morning when Sect Leader Yao announced the change of strategy and collective retreat, the 
Wudang Sect has been in chaos: Shi Xinghao has been directing his senior disciples to pack up the 
important Wudang Sect scrolls, books, and artifacts in the "Hall of the True Immortals" in preparation 
for taking them with them; the other disciples are in the "Palace of Encountering the True" and the 
other premises to pack up the food and the necessary equipment; and they also have to prepare for the 
injured disciples in the "Yangzheng Pavilion" to be brought up to the mountain safely. 
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Jiang Ning'er was responsible for managing a lot of things in the Wudang Sect. His fellow disciples could 
not see him and would only think that he had gone to work elsewhere. His disappearance alone would 
never arouse suspicion. 


After walking for a while, Jiang Ning Er sensed that no one was following him and took more steps. This 
time, his footsteps were almost silent, and it was the Wudang School's world-famous "Ladder Cloud 
Verticalization" lightweight skill. 


His eyes, hands and feet are all disabled. Over the years, he has only managed the daily lives of many of 
his fellow disciples and has not practiced martial arts. If they saw his flying steps now, they would be 
shocked; what's even more surprising is that he actually hid the fact that his left leg was healed for a 
long time. 


——tThis leg was secretly cured four years ago by stealing the secret medicine of the Material Transfer 
Sect, "Sloughing Ointment". Jiang Ning was seriously injured in two or three places, and his left knee was 
the last one to be injured. He simply gave up martial arts practice back then and did not receive any 
serious treatment, so the "Sloughing Cream" was still effective. 


In the morning when Yao Lianzhou announced the retreat on the hillside, Jiang Ning Er was also standing 
among the crowd with the other back-up disciples, and Xing Yi, who was responsible for taking care of 
his dependents, was one of the first to know about the news. 


--But it was not until then that he found a chance to leave the group safely. Such an important piece of 
information must be sent down the mountain as soon as possible. 


While everyone in Wudang is busy, this is the perfect time. As he went deep into the bamboo forest, he 
kept paying attention to the small piles of stones that appeared on the ground. The inconspicuous 
stones were actually the guide markers he had placed earlier. 


Finally, he came to a thick bamboo tree, from which hung a rope covered with bamboo leaves. Jiang 
Ning'er looked up and saw that the small cage was still hanging safely among the leaves, and there were 
moving shadows of birds in the cage. There was enough food and water for two pigeons in the cage for 
ten days. 
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Since the siege of Wudang Mountain by the Divine Mechanism Battalion, Shi Xinghao guessed that the 
disciples of the "First Serpent Road" who had been sent out were bound to be attacked, and that was 
why Wudang had not been able to receive the warning of the attack of the forbidden army. After 
discussing with Yao Lianzhou, he decides to kill all the carrier pigeons used to communicate with the 
spies of the "First Snake Path". 


The carrier pigeon used by Jiang Ning'er to leak information to the outside world was indeed among 
them. This move caused him heavy losses. It's just that the contact person had a careful plan and had 
already prepared Jiang Ning'er to deal with it. He also raised a small number of homing pigeons and 
stored them in an uninhabited place outside the "Yuzhen Palace". Of course, compared to the previous 
time when Wudang had frequent communication with the outside world, it would be difficult and 
dangerous to release the carrier pigeons at this time, therefore, unless there is extremely important 
information, it will not be utilized indiscriminately. 


--And now is the time. 


Yao Lianzhou actually abandoned the main altar and left. Jiang Ning'er was surprised by this decision. 
However, he also knew that this change was not impossible, so he had written down the message 
"Wudang withdraws to the mountain" early in the morning and stored it in the copper tube on a black 
pigeon's paw. The other gray pigeon in the cage was just a backup in case the black pigeon got sick and 
died. 


Jiang Ning'er carefully pulled out a nail on the bamboo tree to untie the rope nailed to it (he only had 
one hand and could not tie the knot), and gently released the rope section by section to lower the 
bamboo cage. 


Inside the cage, the two pigeons were still alive and well. Jiang Ning Er smiled, opened one of the 
compartments and took out the black pigeon, making sure that the copper pipe was next to the bird's 
feet. 


Jiang Ning'er took a few breaths, stretched out his right leg and kicked another bamboo tree nearby. He 
saw a dozen frightened birds flapping their wings among the swaying branches and leaves. Jiang Ning'er 
seized the opportunity and released the black pigeon in his arms, letting it fly away among the birds. 
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After he saw the black pigeon flying away, he quickly pulled the rope and hung the bamboo cage with 
only one gray pigeon on the top of the tree again. He fixed the rope with nails and made sure that no 
suspicious traces were left around before he was satisfied and left by the same way. 


The black pigeon will fly to the house where a Jin Yiwei informant lives at the foot of the mountain. 
When the informant receives the news, he will immediately report it to the Jin Yiwei officer who came 
south with the Shenji Camp; and then relay it to the command of the Forbidden Army. 


What will happen after that? Naturally, the army of the Divine Mechanism Camp can easily take over 
the Palace of Encountering Truth, and then perhaps call in the local army to take over. Will they 
continue to pursue the Wudang Clan? Probably not, Jiang Ningji thought. The Wudang disciples, 
demoralized and displaced by the loss of their headquarters, and with the reputation of being 
preordained criminals, would probably end up scattered all over the world; and even if there was a core 
group of elite Wudang disciples, they would probably not be able to settle down in a single place, and 
they would either change their names, or go into exile, which would be tantamount to extermination, 
and it would be impossible for them to realize their ambitions any further. 


--Maybe there will be a respite when the current Emperor dies, right? But even Shi Xinghao has said that 
the emperor is young and energetic, and I'm afraid that he will sit in the dragon chair for 30 to 40 
years....... What the Wudang Sect has built over the years will have long since disappeared by that time. 


Jiang Ning'er kept walking in the bamboo forest, thinking about the time when he should escape. 


At this moment, he suddenly discovered something was wrong. He shrunk instantly and returned to his 
usual lame walking appearance. 


"Too late." 


A cold voice came from the west side of the bamboo forest. 


Jiang Ning'er's face didn't move at all after hearing this. He had rehearsed this situation thousands of 
times in his mind. 
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——Never give up or relax. The other person may just be testing you. 


A slim figure wearing a brown close-fitting suit stepped out from between the bamboo trunks, and 
although it was obvious that he had already appeared, his footsteps still made no sound at all. There 
were six small flying swords hanging all around his body. 


When Fan Zong faced Jiang Ning'er, there was a slight sadness on his face, but more of it was 
resentment towards the traitor. 


"Junior Brother Fan, is that you? | was just thinking-" Jiang Ning'er told the lie he had prepared with a 
calm expression. 


"You don't have to pretend anymore." Fan Zong interrupted him: "We have already seen the black 
pigeon. The homing pigeon flies with a purpose, which is always a little different from the wild birds in 


the forest. You underestimate the eyesight of the 'Brown Snake’ . 


Jiang Ning'er closed his mouth without saying a word. 


--Fan Zong had anticipated that Master Yao's announcement would most likely cause the traitor to send 
out intelligence, with the release of carrier pigeons being the most likely, so he had long ago arranged 
for his Brown Snake companions to spread out around the perimeter of the Palace of Encounter with 
the Truth and kept a close eye on the sky, and indeed he had some results. However, Fan Zong could 
never have imagined that the traitor was the disabled Jiang Ning'er. Jiang Ning'er had joined the school 
earlier than Fan Zong, and was also a good martial arts expert, and his swordsmanship was also very 
good. Had he not been injured, he would have been a member of the "Brown Snake" today. 


Fan Zong had also witnessed Jiang Ning Er's injuries, which were indeed the result of too much intense 
training, and were in no way intentional self-injury or faking. It was hard for Fan Zong to believe that 
someone who had sacrificed so much for the martial arts would sell out Wudang - and to the imperial 
court. 


But it was true - he had even seen Jiang Ning Er's lightness of touch as he came out of the forest, and 
such hidden power was proof of his identity. 
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"You definitely didn't have a mission before entering Wudang Mountain." Fan Zong said, "Is it something 
that happened in the past few years?" 


Being able to become the leader of the "Brown Snake" means that he is really thoughtful - Jiang Ning'er 
thought so. He did become the imperial guard's spy only four years ago. 


At that time, the Wudang Sect had begun its great endeavor to dominate the martial arts world, and had 
gone out to conquer many small sects, which had attracted the attention of the Jinyiwei's spies, who 
had reported it to Qian Ning. From the very beginning of the dynasty, the government had its eyes and 
ears all over the world, closely monitoring all kinds of activities of the people, and naturally, the martial 
arts sects that possessed power were no exception. Wudang's slogan of "invincible" immediately caught 
the attention of Qian Ning, the head of the Jinyiwei; are the ambitions of the Wudang sect really limited 
to the martial arts? 


Such a powerful and active fighting group can evolve into a scourge that threatens the government's 
governance at any time. Qian Ning then ordered more spies to be infiltrated into the villages and towns 
under the Wudang Mountains. In addition to monitoring the Wudang Clan's actions, he also looked for 
opportunities to recruit informants in the mountain. 


As a result, the spies were able to get in touch with Jiang Ning Er while he was delivering food to the 
Wudang Sect, and convinced him to become a mole. 


The Jinyiwei recognized that Jiang Ning Er's disability made it difficult for him to do much in Wudang, 
and that he had been a member of the sect for a long time and would not be easily suspected. 


Jiang Ning Er was initially swayed but did not decide to defect; in the end it was not the eloquence of 
the Jinyiwei that made it happen, but the influence of another person ...... 


Jiang Ning'er remained silent when faced with Fan Zong's question. In the end, he felt that there was no 
need to hold on any longer, so he just said calmly: "Why do you ask? There is no point in saying 
anything. Betrayal is betrayal." 


Fan Zong couldn't help but nodded slightly. That's right, no matter how many years it is, what difference 
does it make? 
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At this time, two more "brown snakes" Nan Mingyun and Meng Silang appeared one after another from 
both sides of the bamboo forest. There were figures deeper in the forest. It is impossible for Jiang 
Ning'er to escape. 


Seeing this situation, he felt calm. He looked at Fan Zong and asked, "Is Yao Lianzhou's order to retreat a 
lie? 


Is it just to lure me out?" 


"More than that." Fan Zong replied, but did not explain. 


Jiang Ning'er understood: it was also to prompt him to pass the information down the mountain. 


Jiang Ning'er smiled. He was completely deceived by Yao Lianzhou and his woman - no, the girl was 
sincere and not pretending, it was Yao Lianzhou who took advantage of her feelings. 


——| always thought he was just a simple martial artist, but it turned out that he also knew how to play 
this trick... 


"Master Jiang, | still want to know ...... " Fan Zong can not help but ask again: "Why? What did the court 
promise you? Money? Official position? What makes you think it's worth giving up Wudang?" 


Jiang Ning Er sighed and held up his left wrist, "What can | do in this condition, even if | am a disciple of 
Wudang?" 


"How can there be nothing? All the disciples of Wudang have a part to play in the world's domination. 


"Really? Do you really think so?" Jiang Ning Er scanned the forest, "Do you really think that if you don't 
have the talent in martial arts, you can't become the sharpest Brown Snake assassin in Wudang, and 
you're just a mediocre disciple in the mountains, and there's no difference between the two? Can they 
share the same honor of the Wudang School?" 
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Fan Zong and the others were speechless. Jiang Ning Er had indeed hit the nail on the head. There is not 
a single martial artist in the world who is not proud. It was the ambition of not wanting to be left behind 
that drove each of them to train hard and strive for the best. If not for the lack of choices, who would 
really want to be a minor player on Wudang Mountain? 


Fan Zong looked at Jiang Ning'er and recalled that he had never doubted this disabled senior brother 
because Jiang Ning'er was very enthusiastic about all matters of Wudang, big and small, without any 
trace of dissatisfaction. Now that he thought about it, Fan Zong realized how wrong he was. Jiang 
Ning'er doesn't know medicine, nor is he skilled in casting. He has only been responsible for many 
chores in the Wudang sect for many years, but he is still so enthusiastic. This is not a normal sign. Fan 
Zong failed to notice, only because he thought Wudang's spirit was too beautiful and forgot that people 
are still human. 


"But ...... what does this have to do with you betraying Wudang and colluding with the imperial court?" 
Fan Zong asked indignantly. 


"That's because they have rekindled my ambition." 


"What? Fan Zong didn't understand. 


"| have not accomplished a single thing, but | have done enough to destroy the Wudang's hegemony! If 
the invincible Wudang Sect were to be destroyed by my hands alone, would that not be another great 
achievement?" 


Fan Zong and his fellow disciples couldn't help but be dumbfounded. They could not have imagined that 
Jiang Ning Er would have such thoughts. 


--But for aman with a broken body and extinguished ambition, it was only reasonable that such a 
thought would rekindle the meaning of his life. 


After Jiang Ning Er finished his sentence, his one eye was filled with madness, and he let out an 
unstoppable laughter, very different from his usual self, he was indeed intoxicated by this extreme 
ambition. 
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Fan Zong heard Jiang Ning Er's laughter and felt heartache. He waited for Jiang Ning Er to finish laughing 
before asking again, "Do you have any companions? 


"Master Fan, don't let me be so disappointed, okay?" Jiang Ning Er lowered his eyebrows and shook his 
head in laughter, "Do you think | will tell you?" 


Fan Zong sighed, and then said to his companion: "Take him away." "Where else are you going?" 


As soon as Jiang Ning Er's words came out, Fan Zong immediately felt bad, he reached out and picked up 
the hilt of the Flying Sword on his belt, then slammed it down, and the cold blade was already shot out! 


But Fan Zong's flying sword is no faster than Jiang Ning Er's short sword hidden in his right palm to wipe 
his neck. Before the flying sword nailed into his forearm, the blade of the short sword had already cut 
Jiang Ning Er's carotid artery. 


As a disciple of Wudang's swordsmanship, Jiang Ning Er's technique was fast and precise - even if the 
target was himself. This was the only person he had ever killed in his life. 


Fan Zong instantly saw that Jiang Ning Er's wound was absolutely fatal, and did not bother to save him, 
but only stepped forward to look down coldly at his fallen figure. 


Jiang Ning Er's sword had fallen out of his hand, blood spurting from his neck, his out-of-focus eyes 
gazing at the branches of the bamboo forest, and finally muttering under his breath, "I see the ...... 


burning 'Palace of Encountering the Truth’ ...... the destruction of the Wudang School... ... 


Until his blood stopped flowing, Fan Zong lowered himself down, retrieved the flying sword nailed to his 
arm, wiped it clean and returned it to its sheath. Fan Zong then searched the inside of Jiang Ning Er's 
clothes to see if there were any clues. In addition to some useless miscellaneous items, Jiang Ning Er 
was carrying several kinds of medicines, one of which was a small black sealed porcelain bottle, which 
he recognized as Wudang's precious wound medicine "Scalping Cream", and immediately understood 
how Jiang Ning Er's leg was healed. The other pills appeared to be of the same origin, and Fan Zong 
wondered where Jiang had stolen them. 
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--It seems that he has the habit of taking these pills ...... Maybe it's a bad habit that he picked up when 
he was injured in order to stop the pain? These drugs tend to weaken the human heart, which is 
probably one of the reasons why he was persuaded by the court to sell out Wudang, right? ...... 


Fan Zong took all these medicines with him, ignoring the body of Jiang Ning Er. He left with his 
companion "Brown Snakes" and headed for the "Palace of Encountering Truth", preparing to report the 
news that he had found out the traitor to the Sect Master. 


There was no trace of the joy of success on his face, and he just heard Jiang Ning'er's arrogant words 
over and over in his heart. Fan Zong felt like he had heard this way of speaking before, but he couldn't 
remember who it was. 


After all, Wudang is a place where madmen gather. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 133 Chapter 5: The Reverse Change 


"Xiangdu Inn" is located to the north of Xiangtan Main Street, quite a distance from the river bank. The 
weather was also calm that night. Logically speaking, Tong Jing sleeping in the room could not hear the 
midnight tide of the Xiang River. 


But when she closed her eyes, she seemed to hear the sound of the slowly beating tide, which seemed 
to come from a very far away place. 


As soon as she opened her eyes. The room was dark, with only the faint moonlight shining through the 
window. The sound of the waves stopped immediately. 


She closed her eyes again and tried to fall asleep. After a while, the distant sound of the tide appeared 
again, seemingly absent. 


Tong Jing was so frightened that she jumped up from the bed. She hurriedly got out of bed, used the 
moonlight to find the table and chairs, and sat in the center of the room. In order to prevent her from 
setting fire and causing chaos to escape, the secret sect did not allow her to light a lamp in the room, so 
she went to bed very early every day. But it was particularly difficult to sleep today. 


Of course, it was because tomorrow was the day Jing Li and Lei Jiudi were going to have their duel. 


It can be explained by not being able to sleep, but what is going on with Chaoyin? She had just 
concluded that the voice was not real, but came from her own heart - otherwise, how could she not 
hear it as soon as she opened her eyes? 


Tong Jing thought for a long time and finally thought of why she heard the sound of waves. Those are 
memories. 


Memories of taking a boat ride on the Minjiang River. 
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The happy days when she left Chengdu with Jing Li, Yan Heng and Hu Linglan and traveled along the 
river to practice. 


Tong Jing couldn't find any other reason why this memory suddenly hit her, but it was because she was 
too worried about Jing Li. Being imprisoned in this inn, Tong Jing was completely cut off from her 
companions outside, and there was no way to know whether Jing Li had healed his wounds in time to 
face the "Cloud Hidden God Traveling" Lei Jiudi tomorrow. 


——But even if | miss Brother Jing a lot, | can't just hear the sound of the waves in my heart that is so 
real... 


The more Tong Jing thought about it, the more frightened she became: What changes had happened to 
her? She thought over and over again about how she had lived for the past ten days since she became a 
prisoner, and what could possibly cause her to become abnormal. After much deliberation, she came up 
with the same thing: 


——| watch Lei Jiudi practice every day. 


If Tong Jing had some enlightenment, she stood up from the chair and went to the bed, but instead of 
lying down, she sat cross-legged and practiced the exercises. The sitting posture was actually eighty-nine 
times similar to Lei Jiudi's practice of "magical power". 


Tong Jing took courage and began to concentrate on imagining that there was river water under her left 
arm and her arm was floating on the water. After a while, Tong Jing's left arm naturally rose a little, as if 
there was really water to float it. She felt much more relaxed than before when she raised her arm, and 
the bottom of her arm actually felt cold! 


.. It's so amazing...This is..."borrowing"! 


It was the first time she experienced the feeling of successfully "Borrowing Phase". Although she was far 
from being able to coordinate the moves instantly in battle, it was enough to make her heart beat faster 
with excitement, but at the same time she was afraid that she would lose control. 
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Tong Jing had previously asked Yan Heng, Lian Feihong and Jing Li for advice on how to "borrow phase", 
but she couldn't get started with it. Why did she suddenly get it now? Tong Jing understood after 
thinking about it: it was because she had been watching Lei Jiudi practice the "magic skill" that exuded 
evil energy these days, and while she was concentrating to compete, she had unknowingly improved her 
mental skills. 


——Lei Jiudi was right... If 1 follow him, | will definitely learn a lot. 


But at the same time, she wondered: | have made such rapid progress, am | also affected by his evil 
skills? If it goes on for a long time, will it damage your xinxing and become crazy like him? ... 


Thinking of this, she no longer dared to deliberately fantasize about any images, but she still quietly 
closed her eyes and meditated, calming her mood with breath, so that the vision would dissipate in her 
heart. 


Tong Jing has been thinking about it since Lei Jiudi proposed to accept her as his disciple as a condition 
for canceling the duel with Jingli. What she was most worried about was that if Jing's injury was not 
healed by Yan Youfo, it would be difficult for her to challenge the head of the secret sect tomorrow 
alone; but with Jing's character, he would definitely give it a try to save her... 


At this time, Tong Jing thought of Hu Linglan, especially the scene where she said goodbye to her in the 
flower forest. 


——Sometimes in order to love someone, it is necessary to break up with him. 


Although Tong Jing has no male-female love for Jing Li, they have a deep brother-sister relationship. If 
Brother Jing is facing a life and death crisis and wants her to sacrifice, there is no need to hesitate at all. 


——But what about Yan Heng? ... 


When she thought of Yan Heng, Tong Jing felt a pain in her heart, like being stabbed by an awl. Although 
they had only been separated for half a month, she felt as if she had not seen him for half her life. 
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She made up her mind: next time she saw Yan Heng again, she would frankly tell him all her feelings. 


——But is there such a chance? .... 


Her mind became confused. There is no other way to think about it now. It is better to wait until 
tomorrow and see Brother Jing’s condition before making a decision... 


Tong Jing put her things down for the time being, recollected her mind, opened her eyes, and found that 
the window in the room was slightly open. 


Her intuition told her that she was no longer alone in the room. 


Tong Jing immediately jumped up and squatted on the bed in a defensive posture. 


"Your martial arts are better than | thought." 


A voice sounded from a dark corner of the room, deep and melodious, but Tong Jing shuddered. 


The figure stepped out with the secret sect's famous light-body footwork. The moonlight reflected Han 
Shanhu's handsome face with a mustache and beard. 


Tong Jing has been imprisoned in the "Xiangdu Inn" for more than ten days, and she has inevitably come 
into contact with many disciples of the secret sect. Although the two sides are clearly enemies, they still 
respect each other. For the disciples of the secret sect, first of all, the master has ordered not to treat 
this hostage badly, and secondly, he is just a delicate sixteen-year-old girl. It is difficult for them to 
seriously regard him as an enemy of the sect; as for the eyes of the Tong Jing saw, the Secret Sect 
disciples get along with each other, and not what a big evil people, so they are also courteous language. 


Only this Han Shanhu, Tong Jing has been avoiding for many days. 
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In the short time that Tong Jing has been in the martial arts world, she has met many truly outstanding 
men, and she even came close to the top Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou. Compared with Jing Xi, who has 
a bold personality, although Han Shanhu has a dignified appearance, Tong Jing can tell at a glance that 
Han Shanhu is deliberately pretending; and his demeanor is far beyond that of Yan Heng, who is much 
younger than him but has a sincere heart. It's better that Tong Jing only hates him. 


——What she can’t forget even more is that after coming out of Lei Jiudi’s practice room that day, she 
saw Han Shanhu’s lewd smile when he was making out with his female classmate... 


Thinking of that scene, and now that Han Shanhu sneaked into her room late at night, Tong Jing felt her 
face flush and her ears warm, and a chill ran down her spine. 


"Is it fun to watch my master's old man practice every day?" Han Shanhu took a step forward with ill 
intentions. At this time, it was obvious that he had knives on his back and waist: "How about you let me 
practice with you?" 


In the moonlight, Tongjing saw clearly that Han Shanhu's eyes with crow's feet exuded strong hatred 
and desire, like a violent beast about to explode. 


After overhearing the conversation between master Lei Jiudi and Tong Jing that day, Han Shanhu had 
made up his mind; tomorrow was the day of the decisive battle, and Tong Jing might agree to Lei Jiudi's 
admission to the master's sect. Can't wait any longer. 


——This competitor must be eliminated. 


Looking back on the five years of hard training with Master in Shandong, Han Shanhu felt no guilt at all 
for disobeying the Nine Thunder Truths. When Lei Jiudi first learned the "magical skills" taught by 
Taoists of the White Lotus Sect, he encountered great difficulties. Because he was proud of himself and 
never believed in ghosts and gods, how could he hypnotize himself and summon the gods to possess 
him? So he had to use the White Lotus Sect's pills to reduce his sanity and blur his thoughts, so that he 
could enter into the imagination of being possessed by gods and ghosts. 


The origin of the ingredients in these pills is unknown and may cause serious damage to the body and 
mind. Lei Jiudi was hesitant at first. In order to win the love and trust of his master, Han Shanhu 
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volunteered to try it out for him. He did suffer a lot at that time, even more dangerous than practicing 
martial arts and fighting. 


Lei Jiudi was very careful when taking medicine and practicing Qigong, but once he accidentally 
overdosed and fell into a coma. What kind of person is the head of the secret sect? Anyone who kills 
him will become famous all over the world. Back then, some people from the Shandong martial arts sect 
wanted to take advantage of the danger to deal with him. Han Shanhu protected his master alone and 
repelled all the enemies. 


Because of this battle, Lei Jiudi had more trust in Han Shanhu, and then he began to pass on to him the 
secret techniques that he had studied by combining "magical skills" and "borrowing skills", as well as his 
unique personal experience in secret martial arts. After the two masters and apprentices studied 
together, the method of "divine descent" gradually no longer needed to rely on the assistance of elixirs, 
and they finally achieved great success. 


Before leaving Shandong, Lei Jiudi had promised that Han Shanhu would be the next head of the secret 
sect. 


——But as soon as you see this girl, you forget everything! 


Han Shanhu was particularly intolerable. It turned out that in Lei Jiudi's eyes, he was not the most ideal 
candidate to take over the secret sect. Having followed the Master wholeheartedly for so long turned 
out to be nothing compared to a little bit of talent. 


——tThe secret sect is only mine. All those who stand in the way must be nipped in the bud. 


Han Shanhu's right hand was less than two inches away from the handle of the knife on his waist. He 
stared directly into Tong Jing's eyes and said, "Don't even try to scream. | will cut your throat first." 


He sneaked into the room with the intention of silently restraining Tong Jing, so as not to alert his fellow 
disciples in the neighborhood, but unexpectedly he was detected by her. Tong Jing's ability was higher 
than he expected, which made Han Shan Hu even more unhappy. 
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Han Shan was very moved by Tong Jing, who was as delicate as a blooming flower. He originally wanted 
to tie her up and indulge in his bestiality before killing her, but now it seemed that there was no chance. 
In order to avoid being discovered, he decided to strike first with a sharp knife, and to calm her down by 
saying something to stop her from screaming for help. 


--| can't let my master know that | killed her. 


Tong Jing looked at Han Shanhu's ferocious eyes and knew what he was thinking. This look is somewhat 
similar to Lei Jiudi. It seems that Han Shanhu must have also practiced "magic skills", which may have 
affected his character. 


Under this situation, the best way for Tong Jing to save herself is to shout loudly and alert the secret 
sect disciples inside and outside the inn. But at this critical moment, she had no intention of doing so: 
the secret sect warriors were the enemy, and it was a shame for her to ask for help from them. 


More importantly, when facing a strong enemy, Tong Jing's first reaction is how to repel the opponent. 


——After becoming the "Six Sword Breaker", Tong Jing has developed strong warrior habits, and is no 
longer the eldest daughter of the Minjiang Gang who was always cheered by others. 


Han Shanhu sensed her hostility, and his murderous intention became even stronger. 


Five fingers touched the handle of the knife. 


At the same time, Tong Jing's left hand fell forward from beside her leg. 


Han Shanhu drew his sword at high speed and almost succeeded in sneak attack on Bagua Master Yin 
Yingfeng. However, at this moment, he noticed a sharp wind and hit his right wrist for a backhand slash. 
The timing and angle were just right. 


If the knife still cuts out, his hand will hit the mysterious weapon that is flying towards him—— 
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After all, Han Shanhu's martial arts skills were extraordinary. At the last moment, when he was charging 
forward, his legs sank, and his right hand was forced to stop midway. The flying object only cut off his 
little finger holding the knife. 


It flew away with a piece of flesh and fell to the ground. 


It turned out that it was just a piece of porcelain. Tong Jing broke a stolen small plate and picked it up. 
She secretly sharpened the edge with a stone to use it as a hidden weapon for self-defense when 
necessary. 


Tong Jing's attack just now had no time to think about it, it was completely random and she fired the 
porcelain shards with the Kongtong sect's "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" taught to her by Lian Feihong; and 
she intercepted the opponent's wrist with the sword. , the timing and angle of its use are derived from 
the "Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse" of the "Wudang Shape Sword". 


——Unknowingly, she was able to combine the best martial arts skills of the two major schools and 
create her own new moves. At such a disadvantage, she almost severely damaged a master like Han 
Shanhu with one blow! 


The porcelain piece cut the skin and flesh of Han Shan's tiger tail finger, and he could hardly hold the 
knife firmly under the severe pain. He thought to himself that if he didn't stop his move in time and his 
powerful sword met the hidden weapon and hit his wrist vein or finger, he would be seriously injured. 


The hot blood stained between the palm and the handle of the knife made Han Shanhu uncontrollably 
angry, and he was even more certain that killing Tong Jing was the right move - with her talent, if her 
master taught her wholeheartedly, there is no guarantee that her martial arts would surpass mine ina 
few years, how could she? Accept this kind of thing? 


——No matter how talented you are in martial arts, you are still a woman. Women should submit to us 
men! This is not a world you should step into! 


Tong Jing knew that one blow would not be able to stop Han Shanhu, and the second blow would come 
soon. Without a sword in her hand, she lost most of her martial arts skills. How could she fight against 
this crazy tiger-like enemy? 
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--As a martial artist, one can only do one's best to survive and win at every moment; one should not 
think about how much one is losing, but rather what one already has at the moment. 


Jing Li's usual teachings resounded in her mind. 


--To a swordsman, the most important thing is the body, not the sword. 


Tong Jing's fighting instinct was fully activated. Instead of retreating, she pounced towards Han Shanhu! 


Han Shanhu was about to endure the pain in his fingers and backhand the knife again when he saw Tong 
Jing jumping out of the bed and rushing towards him. He immediately judged: Tong Jing was going to get 
into close combat range and use sleight of hand to seize the knife! 


In response to Tong Jing's attack, Han Shanhu retracted his front legs and leaned back, using his right 
knife to strike from the middle upwards. He wanted to keep the distance but stopped Tong Jing from 
rushing towards him—— 


But Tong Jing's move looked like a real attack, but it was just a feint. 


——Kongtong "Flower Method". 


Tong Jing wanted to use a feint attack to force Han Shan Hu to retreat a little, so as to widen the 
distance between the two of them. At the same time, she swung her right hand and another piece of 
porcelain dart flew towards Han Shanhu's face! 


But the purpose of this dart was not to kill the enemy, but to intercept him for a short moment. Tong 
Jing fired the dart and at the same time, her body jumped sideways, trying to escape through the paper 
window on the right! 


Han Shanhu, who had rich experience in actual combat, was deceived by her feints. This was all because 


Tong Jing's "Flower Technique" was taught by Lian Feihong, and his ability to realistically lure the enemy 
was unparalleled by ordinary feints. But after all, Tong Jing was using her bare hands at this moment, so 
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there was no big threat at all. As soon as Han Shanhu realized that it was a feint, he rushed forward, 
dodged the porcelain piece with his head slightly, and swung his sword at her again! 


The porcelain piece scratched Han Shanhu's right cheekbone, cutting a bloody mark. At the same time, 
Han Shanhu's "Mingtang Kuaishou" struck Tong Jing's shoulder and back horizontally! 


Tong Jing was about to throw herself out of the window when she felt the wind of a knife sweeping 
towards her back. In an instant, it was too late to make a judgment. At the last moment, she thrust out 
her chest and abdomen and contracted her back, and the blade of the knife almost passed her behind! 


But she couldn't maintain her posture even with this movement, and her body fell to the ground. At the 
same time, half of her clothes slid down, revealing her white and smooth left shoulder - it turned out 
that Han Shanhu's sharp knife only cut her clothes, which shows how dangerous it was just now! 


One by one also confirmed Tong Jing's fighting qualifications. 


Han Shanhu saw Tong Jingshen's exposed skin, and at the same time there was burning pain on his face. 
His eyes were mixed with animal lust and rage, and he strode forward with a shining silver knife in hand. 


His face was distorted, and he instantly entered a "divine" posture. 


——Beheading such a beautiful girl to death became his most violent desire at this moment. 


Han Shanhu moved extremely fast under the "divine descent", and Tong Jing had no way to escape, and 
she didn't even have time to turn around. For a brief moment, she only regretted why she couldn't 
become stronger... 


The blade fell halfway, but was stopped by a strong force and bounced high! 


A black figure appeared from the broken paper window. 
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This is a very strange thing: the person clearly had to enter through the paper window in order to block 
Han Shanhu's saber, but Han Shanhu only realized that the person had entered through the window 
after the saber had been blocked. 


The only person in the world who can create such an illusion is "Cloud Hidden God Walking". 


At first sight of the master's wild white hair and the angry tiger stripes on his forehead, Han Shanhu 
instantly returned from the "divine descent" state, took two steps back in panic, and put the knife 
behind his arm. 


"Didn't you hear my order?" Lei Jiudi's eyes were enough to make Han Shanhu unable to move. 


Tong Jing knelt on the ground and hurriedly grabbed half of her tattered clothes to cover her shoulders 
and back. Although her flushed face could not be seen in the moonlight, her expression was both shy 
and angry, and her gaze at Han Shanhu was sharper than the blade of the Swift Bee Sword. She forced 
herself not to let the tears in her eyes overflow, never wanting to show weakness in front of this 
detestable enemy. 


Although Han Shanhu was intimidated by Lei Jiudi's aura, he was not ashamed or afraid. He was 
naturally lustful, and he also committed adultery with women during his years in Shandong, but Lei Jiudi 
never paid any attention to it. 


"Master, it's nothing... I'm just playing with the girl..." Han Shanhu said with a smile. 


Lei Jiudi stepped forward slightly after hearing this. That murderous intent made Han Shanhu's smile 
disappear. 


"Are you a fool for thinking that you are a master? Can't you tell whether the knife you just struck was 
meant to kill someone?" The most unacceptable thing for Lei Jiudi in his life is to be looked down upon 
by others, let alone his own disciple? 
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Han Shanhu felt bad, it seemed that the master really wanted to take action. His mind was racing 
rapidly, thinking hard about how to escape. At this moment, he looked at the shy Tong Jing and 
suddenly thought of something. 


"Master, | know! | know everything! You really want to accept this girl as your closed disciple, but she is 
unwilling to join you, right?" 


"So what?" Lei Jiudi's white eyebrows slightly arched, but his murderous intention has not completely 
relaxed. 


At the critical moment of life and death, Han Shanhu boldly said: "Why don't Master promise her to me! 
If she becomes mine, it will be equivalent to entering the secret sect and becoming your disciple!" 


Tong Jing was horrified when she heard this, and then looked at Lei Jiudi, only to see that his murderous 
intent had subsided at this moment, and his half-crazy face showed an expression of contemplation. 


Tong Jing was thinking anxiously and suddenly remembered that Lei Jiudi had personally killed his 
disciple more than ten days ago, so she immediately shouted to him: "This guy is humiliating me. If you 
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kill him for me, | will be willing to do so. I’ll take you as my teacher and learn all your unique skills 


Lei Jiudi was in the middle of practicing "magical skills" late at night. His senses were extremely sharp, so 
he was the first to come to the room. His mental state was already unstable. When he heard the lovely 
Tong Jing said that he was willing to join his family, he was ecstatic, just wanted to get things done 
quickly, and slashed at Han Shanhu's throat with a swipe of his silver knife! 


Han Shanhu never thought that the master would really kill his disciple who broke into the house at will, 
but after all, he was on alert early and jumped back in time to dodge. 


But suddenly he felt Lei Jiudi disappearing in front of him. 


Because it's too fast. 
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Lei Jiudi instantly entered the realm of "divine descent" and charged with "Yanqing Confused Steps". At 
the same time, Lightning drew out the sword in his left hand and struck Han Shanhu three times in a 
row. The speed and density were terrifying, something Han Shanhu had never encountered in his life! 


Han Shanhu's "Divine Surrender" cultivation was far from his master, he couldn't enter in time, so he 
could only barely back up and dodge, and at the same time, he swung his saber to block, but he only 
managed to block one saber, avoiding the second, but the third strike hit his left shoulder, and the blood 
rained down on his left shoulder, and blood flew from the clothes' broken opening! 


In Lei Jiudi's eyes, this outstanding disciple who had followed him for many years and taught him many 
unique skills had become something that could be easily discarded. He only wanted to accept Tong Jing 
as his disciple as soon as possible, and he would not show mercy at all. The two swords in front of him 
slashed at Han Shanhu's head! 


Han Shanhu knew that ordinary moves were difficult to resist, so he held the blade with his left hand 
despite the pain, and used both hands to block the attack with all his strength, catching the two swords 
slashed by these two words, but Lei Jiuti power is too fierce, under the impact of Han Shanhu's knife 
back against his own forehead, blood flowed all over the face! 


Under the stimulation of this pain, Han Shanhu finally aroused his animal nature and also entered the 
realm of "divine descent". His speed and reaction were immediately improved. He also pulled out the 
knife from his back and fought with Lei Jiudi's two swords! 


Several balls of sparks quickly exploded in front of the two of them, shining in Tong Jing's eyes. 


However, Han Shanhu's "divine descent" could only last for a short period of time. After clashing with 
Lei Jiudi seven times, he returned to his original state. When he slowed down alittle, the tip of Lei Jiudi's 
knife hit his right forearm again, and the knife fell off. Landed on the ground. 


Han Shanhu raised his only knife in front of him with his bloody left hand, his eyes full of fear: 


——Master really wants to kill me! 


2210 


But at this moment, the door of the room burst open from the outside in, and a figure jumped in from 
the window on the other side. The secret sect disciples in the nearby room arrived at this time - they 
had only been guarding against enemies sneaking in outside the inn, but Han Shanhu and Lei Jiudi 
caused trouble from inside, and the secret sect disciples' reaction was slower. 


Some of the disciples who broke in through the door were carrying lanterns, and they were all shocked 
when they saw the situation in the room: one was the murderous leader; one was Senior Brother Han 
who was covered in blood; and there was a disheveled girl. quiet. 


"Master, what's going on?" Zeng Qingfeng asked anxiously as he jumped in from the window. At this 
time, more than thirty secret sect disciples had come inside and outside the room. 


At this time, Lei Jiudi was facing many disciples. He had already recovered from the state of "divine 
descent" and his mind was slightly clear, but he was unable to answer for a while - it was impossible to 
say that he had chopped his disciple into this for the sake of Tong Jing, an outsider... ... 


Zeng Qingfeng was experienced in the world. When he looked at the situation in the room, he naturally 
thought of something impure: could it be said that the two masters and apprentices, the master and 
senior brother Han, were actually jealous of this girl? ... 


Other secret sect disciples were also generally confused. 


"Master...| told you before, you can't do this..." Han Shanhu staggered to his feet, looked at Lei Jiudi's 
face, and showed a sincere advice: "For a woman...sigh..." 


All the secret sect disciples were surprised and asked one after another: "Senior Brother Han, this is..." 


"| passed by by chance. | thought that tomorrow Master would have a decisive battle with the man 
named Jing. To avoid any complications, | wanted to see if this woman was peaceful... Unexpectedly, | 
found out that Master and her... were acting in an ambiguous manner. He was so embarrassed that he 
became angry. Then, he actually pulled out a knife on me..." 
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When Lei Jiudi heard this, he became angry and wanted to attack Han Shanhu again, but at this moment 
there were several more secret sect disciples between the two of them. Lei Jiudi has always been aloof 
and self-respecting, and is not a person who likes to explain to others. At this time, Han Shanhu 
distorted the facts so much that he could not defend himself for the moment. 


"No -" Tong Jing shouted anxiously, "It's him! It's him who wants to insult me! Not your leader..." But 
she was the enemy, and no one listened to her at all. 


At this time, Han Shanhu added another lie: "When the master was in Shandong, he went astray in his 
practice. He arrested young girls from time to time to practice the "Double Cultivation Secret 
Technique"... | didn't tell everyone because | wanted to save his face..." 


Everyone in the secret sect had known for a long time that Lei Jiudi had a very strange temperament 
since he came back from Shandong to practice hard training. When Han Shanhu said this, they all 
naturally believed him and stared at Lei Jiudi silently. Some female disciples even showed disdain. 


At this time, there were seventy or eighty Secret Sect disciples outside the room. Through word of 
mouth, everyone knew what Han Shanhu said. This time, three hundred people from the secret sect 
came south for an expedition and traveled a long distance. During the period, they lost troops and 
generals, and they also had to do such disgusting things as "visiting coffins." They had already 
accumulated a lot of dissatisfaction; now that this happened, their resentment was even stronger. It 
broke out and there was a lot of discussion around. 


At this time, Han Shanhu saw that all his fellow disciples believed in him, so he added another piece of 

firewood to the burning fire: "Master, you treat me like this, which makes me wonder why Xu Fangnan 

and other fellow disciples who previously attacked the enemy with you, why? None of them came back 
with you? Did they really all die at the hands of the enemy..." 


Lei Jiudi's face turned gloomy after hearing this, but he couldn't refute a word. Han Shanhu was just 
making random guesses and piling up his words. He did not expect that You Tianhao and Xu Fangnan 
actually died at the hands of their master that day, so Lei Jiudi had no way to defend himself. 


The atmosphere in the inn was very strange. The disciples of the Secret Sect still respect and fear Master 
Lei, who has superb martial arts skills. Moreover, after two battles with the Wudang Sect and the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Sect", it can be seen that Lei Jiudi is still the pillar of the strength of the Secret 
Sect. Without him, | am afraid that " The status of the "Nine Sects" is also at risk at any time; however, 
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how can he be the leader of such a despicable behavior? They were all conflicted. Some even feel that it 
is better to give up such a sect... 


At this time, the experienced Zeng Qingfeng knew that the atmosphere was not good, and the sect 
could fall apart at any time overnight, so he tried to persuade him: "Master Lei, we disciples have known 
for a long time that you have lost your temper in order to practice, and sometimes you may lose your 
sense in doing things... You This is also a sacrifice for the sake of strengthening the secret sect. We, the 
disciples, will never take responsibility for it. | am afraid that the master’s cultivation is the best in the 
history of the secret sect. It is a great honor for us to follow you! There are some things that cannot be 
exceeded..." As Zeng Qingfeng spoke, he stared at Tong Jing coldly. 


"If you are sincere and repentant, then kill this whore on the spot, and we will let it go, and we will 
never talk about what happened here! If you don't want to kill ...... then I'm afraid that many of my 


colleagues will find it difficult to hold you as the head of a door...... : 


After hearing this, Tong Jing looked around at the pairs of eyes illuminated by the lanterns, and no 
longer regarded her as a person. 


But one person sneered. 


Lei Jiudi seemed to have heard a very funny joke. 


He was able to reach where he is today only because he never believed that he would surrender and 
take orders from anyone in the world. 


——Not to mention these worthless wastes? 


Lei Jiudi laughed more and more crazily, and the disciples around him felt ashamed. 


——ls he...really crazy? ........ 
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It took him a long time to stop laughing, and turned back to look at Tong Jing, with a gentle look in his 
eyes. 


"You think you are the future of the secret sect? No. She is. As long as she nods and agrees to be my 
disciple, the hope of the secret sect lies in her! Compared with her, you are not even as good as an 
insect! Even if you want | would trade three hundred of your lives for one of hers, and | wouldn’t even 
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frown 


"|, Lei Jiudi, am the head of the secret sect. If you want to change this, don't just move your mouth! If 
you want to move, use your hands!" After Lei Jiudi said this, he waved his hand, and a three-pointed 
swallow-tailed dart flew into the air. Show your face to Hanshan! 


——kKill you first! How dare you tarnish my reputation with lies! 


Han Shanhu is the person who has followed Lei Jiudi for the longest time in recent years. He has long 
been familiar with his habits. As soon as he heard his words, he felt the killing intent. He was secretly on 
guard. When he saw Lei Jiudi waving his hand, he moved to dodge, but a female disciple behind him 
avoided it. Failure, the swallow-tailed dart shot into her chest, killing her instantly! 


Lei Jiudi looks like a wild beast, raising his hands to kill Han Shanhu again. Several secret sect disciples 
standing in the middle thought that he was coming to attack them, so they naturally raised their 
weapons to fight. This move attracted Lei Jiudi's murderous intention—— 


Bloody flowers and screams. 


The disciples of the Secret Sect simultaneously burst out with cries of fear. Whether Lei Jiudi killed his 
disciples was originally just a suspicion, but now that the lights illuminated two corpses lying on the 
ground, it was clear evidence. 


Lei Jiudi looked like an evil ghost. He stepped over the dead body with his blood-stained swords and 
stared straight at Han Shanhu. 
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Han Shanhu pushed aside the crowd behind him and retreated, shouting at the same time: "This 
madman is no longer our leader! Kill him! Keep the reputation of the secret sect!" 


The faces of Zeng Qingfeng and many other secret sect disciples also became gloomy, and the fear in 
their eyes was gradually replaced by murderous intent. 


Lei Jiudi has always relied on intimidation to govern his family. Whether it is the "internal disciples" of 
the "Yu Qi Hall" in Cangzhou or the estranged disciples of branches from other provinces, there is no 
respect or affection for him. Apart from Lei Jiudi's personal majesty, what maintains them is the glory of 
being one of the secret sects of the "Nine Great Sects" and the traditional dignity of the martial arts 
sect. 


Now in their eyes, Lei Jiudi is a stranger who is not worthy of respect and is even endangering the status 
of the sect. 


——Senior Brother Han is right! To protect the foundation and reputation of our secret sect, this matter 
must be covered up! Kill the man and woman, tell the outside world that they are missing, and never 
mention Lei Jiudi's name again... 


--Even the Cloud Hidden Spirit Walker can't defeat many of us. ...... 


Zeng Qingfeng had made up his mind and echoed Han Shanhu loudly: "Yes! Kill him! Protect the honor 
of the secret sect!" In this kind of civil strife, as long as there is one person who agrees, it is easy to 
infect everyone to join. The secret sect disciples standing closest to Lei Jiudi were afraid of becoming the 
souls killed by his next round of swords. After looking at each other, they overcame their fear, raised 
their weapons, and killed the leader they no longer recognized! 


——Lei Jiudi, who is ungrateful, aloof and arrogant, is really an incompetent leader; and this 
shortcoming is now coming back to him in an unimaginable way. 


Lei Jiudi was attacked by a group of disciples. He howled like a wounded beast. He rolled his eyes and his 
mind once again entered a dark world that others could not understand. 
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OOOO 


Guarding in front of the southeast door of "Xiangdu Inn", there was a group of secret sect disciples. They 
were standing there holding lanterns, the light reflected on their anxious faces, and their hands were 
holding the handles of the weapons at their waists. 


There are now twelve of them. There were twice as many people guarding this door before, but when 
they heard the fierce commotion coming from the south wing, they really couldn't let it go and ignore it. 


Although he did not receive any orders from Head Lei or Senior Brother Han, he still decided to divide 
half of the guards and go to see what was going on. 


The twelve people kept hearing noises coming from the side room, and even heard the sound of 
weapons clashing and someone's screams. They couldn't help but keep looking inside the inn, hoping to 
find something. 


The street outside the door should have been paid full attention to, but instead it was ignored. 


——What is going on? Are there any enemies sneaking inside? So should we continue to defend, or 
should we rush for reinforcements? Who has this ability? ... 


Originally, Master Lei was going to have a showdown with the leader of the "Six Swordsmen" tomorrow 
to end this long battle. The secret sect disciples had full confidence in Lei Jiudi, the "Yunyin Shenxing", 
and were ready to take the reputation of victory with them. They each returned to their hometowns, 
but unexpectedly something changed at this juncture, and they all became nervous for a moment; 
except Han Shanhu, no one else was directing them, so it was difficult to decide how to respond at this 
moment. 


At the moment of confusion, one of them suddenly shouted: "Look!" and pointed his halberd at the 
street outside. 


In the middle of the street, a figure ran towards the center of the street in the middle of the night! 


"Who?" the secret sect disciples shouted at the same time, each drawing his sword to face the enemy. 
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The other party was already ten feet from the gate. Only to see a lantern illuminating a majestic figure, a 
man with a full beard and mustache, holding a long saber in both hands in front of his right shoulder, 
charging towards the door with a steady yet rapid and strange pace, like a giant bird in a hurry. 


--Shanxi Xingyi Men. "Chicken Steps". 


The guest door was bolted with wooden squares from the inside. Four people were guarding the door, 
while the other eight people were on guard outside. When they saw that the enemy was coming, they 
only had one person. They immediately cheered up and prepared to greet the enemy! 


Dai Kui, holding a long sword, had already rushed seven feet in front of the closest secret sect disciple. 


Sniff one by one? Something weird.... 


The secret sect disciples with sharper eyes noticed something bad: there seemed to be a shadow behind 
Dai Kui... 


Before the eight people could figure out what was going on, Dai Kui had already exhaled and made a 
sound, and his deep voice echoed in the night street. At the same time as he took the last step, he used 
his own strength to push the long knife forward vertically with both hands. It was the most basic but 
most overwhelmingly powerful "collapsing knife" of the "Xinxin Sanhe Dao"! 


At the same moment when Dai Kui issued the sword, another figure, covered by his majestic body and 
closely behind him, also flashed out from the right side of Dai Kui, walking faster than Dai Kui! 


Dai Kui's "Beng Dao" not only accumulated the skills of thirty years of Xin Yi Sect training, but also 
combined the mental techniques he gained while practicing with the "Breaking Gate Six Swords". It is 
more direct and shorter than the general frontal slashing method, shortening the enemy's response 
time. 


The Secret Sect disciple who was targeted by the saber had no time to react, but the tip of the saber was 
already in front of his neck, so he could only hold up his Secret Sect single saber horizontally against his 
body, and pressed his left hand on the back of the saber, to receive the saber! 
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But the "three-in-one sword" of "the head and hands, the hands and body, and the body and steps" of 
the mind gate, the whole body and the sword are released as one body, how can it be so easy to 
forcefully connect? Before the secret sect disciple had a chance to display his martial arts skills, the knife 
in his hand was violently pressed against the left clavicle by the "Beng Dao". The two knives broke the 
bone first, and then Dai Kui's tip dragged it along. Next, a path of blood appeared diagonally on the 
secret sect disciple's chest, and he became the first victim in the blink of an eye! 


Dai Kui's two-handed sword has his right hand in front, so the right side is the outer door. When the 
sword is drawn, it is most likely to become a blind position for the enemy. Another secret sect disciple 
on his right was waiting for an opportunity to stab Dai Kui's side to attack him, but he found that the 
black shadow emerged from behind Dai Kui and was attacking him! 


In the dark night, there were two dull and colorless sword edges that were difficult to distinguish with 
the naked eye. 


Out of instinct, the disciple of the secret sect redirected the tip of the sword to stab the black shadow in 
front of his face. However, before the thrust of the sword reached three-thirds of the way, resistance 
was already felt on his wrist - the opponent had already taken a step forward and used the black sword 
to hold the blade of his sword. 


The next moment, the "Still Life Right Sword" had already cut his right knee tendon. 


Another secret sect swordsman on Dai Kui's left wanted to attack at the same time, but he hesitated for 
a moment because he found someone behind Dai Kui. When he attacked again, Dai Kui had already 
transferred the long sword he had dragged down. A "gun knife" move diagonally to the upper left, 
knocking away his single sword! 


The five people in the rear sweep formation hurriedly rushed to replenish the defense, but the black 
shadow changed positions immediately after taking advantage of the sword. It seemed that he had rich 
experience in attacking with a small number. A pair of long black swords whirled through the air, leaving 
and right at the same time. During the attack and defense, another disciple of the secret sect was cut on 
the wrist by the "Still Life Left Sword", and the sword in his hand fell to the ground with a clang! 
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Yan Heng, who was dressed in dark blue clothes, seemed to be controlling two fierce black snakes with 
his hands. The cold murderous aura in his face and eyes was even more fierce than when he was 
trapped in the jungle to survive. 


No one can come between him and Tong Jing. 


The four secret sect disciples who were guarding the inside of the closed door were extremely anxious 
when they heard the fierce fighting outside and the screams of their fellow disciples being attacked, but 
they could not decide what to do. Do you want to open the door right away and go out to help? But will 
the enemy take advantage of the opportunity to rush in? 


They are extremely aggressive and should not divide their defensive teammates. 


Although the secret sect masters outside were attacked and quickly lost three of them, there were still 
five of them at this moment, and they still had a numerical advantage against Yan Hengdaikui. When 
they thought about how the stern leader Lei would be blamed if this gate was lost, they immediately 
summoned up their fighting spirit and spread out using the "lost step" method, going around to the 
sides and rear of the two enemies to launch a siege! 


Dai Kui was facing two secret sect disciples alone. He could only guard the door with the long sword in 
his hand, but he caught a glimpse of the third person taking the opportunity to go around to his left 
rear. His footwork was extremely fast and strange. Judging from his strength, he was the master of the 
secret sect. A disciple of "Yuqi Hall". 


This young expert Guo Huansheng is indeed a disciple of the main hall who came from Cangzhou to the 
south with Master Lei. Although he has not become an official "internal disciple", his footwork and 
sword skills are already at the upper-middle level in "Yu Qitang". Now he is under attack. , which made 
Dai Kui feel very difficult. 


Dai Kui was about to take precautions when he felt a person pass behind him at high soeed—— 


Yan Heng sensed Dai Kui's disadvantage in advance and decisively passed him behind him. He took that 
big step that was so light and silent that he struck out again with the black "Still Life Sword" in his right 
hand! 
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Guo Huansheng, who was about to attack Dai Kui with his sword, felt the sharp energy coming from the 
side. He went down the road at full speed and raised his sword to meet him, blocking Yan Heng's fast 
sword. However, the sword was too fast. Guo Huansheng The sword still couldn't resist it completely. 
The tip of the sword sliced through the flesh on the side of his thigh. Guo Huansheng was in pain and sat 
back in embarrassment. 


In fact, the sword injury Guo Huansheng received was not serious. He fell to the ground because of a 
heartbeat. 


——Why is this sword so fast? 


Two other secret sect disciples who were originally dealing with Yan Heng came from behind to chase 
him. In order to protect his companions, Dai Kui ignored the two enemies he still had to fight, turned 
around and intercepted him with a "cleaving knife" from the Heart Gate. Destroy their way! 


Dai Kui wanted to take advantage of this slashing force to retreat away from the two people he was 
facing. However, he found that Yan Heng's sword power had not stopped, and he stepped forward 
again. A pair of black swords flew, and the two people standing in front of the door, one The knife in Yan 
Heng's right hand was forced away with the sword in his right hand, and the thumb of the other man's 
sword was cut off and flew off! 


Yan Heng's swift and fierce attack killed three secret sect disciples in a row within a few breaths. Even 
Dai Kui was surprised when he saw it. 


——On the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an, | once saw him defeat multiple secret sect disciples alone. 
At that time, he could only escape to protect himself... What has Junior Brother Yan experienced in the 
past year? Progress is so terrifying! 


In the eyes of those secret sect disciples, the combination of Qingcheng Swordsman and Xinyi 
Swordsman, the two coordinated perfectly in offense and defense. In the blink of an eye, only half of 
their eight disciples were still uninjured; but in Dai Kui's own heart You know, it is actually Yan Heng's 
movement skills and quick sword that are filling the empty space he exposed. From the outside, it seems 
that they are working together seamlessly. Yan Heng's reaction speed and on-the-spot adaptability were 
already superior to Dai Kui's. 
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In the middle of the fierce fight, none of the secret sect disciples noticed that another figure appeared 
from the side alley and rushed over. When there were still about ten steps away from the door, the 
leader waved his arm and threw an object, and the object flew to the top of the door. The top of the 
wall was immediately hooked tightly to the tile rafters. It turned out to be a three-pronged hook! 


As soon as the rope was tightened, the rope holder took advantage of the tension to run and jump. 
Once he stepped on the wall, he cleverly used the rope to fly up. The lantern saw a red figure flying 
lightly over the wall! 


The four people inside the door had only been paying attention to the fighting outside. It was not until 
the person who jumped over the wall landed on the ground behind them that they noticed and turned 
around. At the same time, a flying knife was thrown from the hand of the person who entered. One of 
the guards turned around and reacted a little slowly. The flying knife has sunk into his shoulder! 


The disciples of the secret sect saw a woman in red half-kneeling in the garden in front of them. She had 
already held a sword in her hand. Her veiled face revealed only a pair of cold and bright eyes, staring at 
them fiercely. 


A disciple of the secret sect screamed - he was a disciple of the Shanxi branch, and he had already seen 
this Kongtong sect heroine Xing Ying at the "Xifeng Inn" in Yuanzhou City that day. 


At this time there was another sound from the wall. The secret sect disciple looked up and saw a black 
two-fingered iron claw appearing on the wall, hooking hard on the tiles. A slender figure immediately 
climbed up, ran along the wall to the top of the door, and squatted on it like a big bird. He seemed to be 
about to pounce down at any moment, forming a pincer attack with Xing Ying, threatening the 
defenders inside the gate. He was none other than Shen Feng, a disciple of the Pingjiang Giant Bird Sect. 


Xing Ying only thought about Tong Jing's safety, and without waiting, she raised her sword and attacked 
the three people guarding the door. Kongtong used the "Through-Arm Sword" and the "Hua Fa" feint to 
attack the three. People were forced out of the gate. 


Originally, with the strength of these three secret sect disciples, it would be difficult for her to resist Xing 
Ying if they attacked her from both sides, let alone pressure the three of them in turn? But the secret 
sect first experienced changes inside the inn, and the morale of the army was already in chaos. At this 
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moment, the enemy suddenly sniffed through the wall, and the three of them had to worry about Shen 
Feng, who had not made a move. Since Zhen Feng could not use his full strength, Xing Ying took the 
lead. Seizing the opportunity, he immediately forced them to leave their guarding positions with the 
light of their swords. 


Shen Feng and Xing Ying had an agreement long ago. As soon as he saw that Xing Ying had successfully 
opened a gap, Shen Feng flew down and tried his best to lift up the wood that was bolted to the door! 


At the same time, on the street outside the door, two Bagua disciples and a disciple of the Xianglong 
Sword Sect were also running for reinforcements. They, Yan Heng and others, a total of seven people, 
have been guarding a private house opposite the "Xiangdu Inn". Unfortunately, the secret sect guarded 
the inn like an iron barrel, and they never found a chance to sneak in and save Tong Jing; | just heard 
There was a fierce commotion in the inn. Fearing that Tong Jing was in danger, everyone decided to 
break in and save her. 


——This attack must be lightning fast. The longer it is delayed and the enemy notices it, the more 
dangerous Tong Jing will be! 


When Yan Heng heard the sound of the door being unlatched, he rushed towards the door without 
hesitation! 


The person he had just used forcefully to attack was Jian Pei, the "disciple" of the secret sect main hall. 
He was originally the strongest among the twelve people guarding here. He was even more majestic 
than Dai Kui, but he was killed by Yan Heng with a sword. Blocking the sword attack, he was unable to 
save his fellow disciples. At this moment, he stopped in front of the gate. He was very dissatisfied with 
this boy who was a head shorter than him. He adjusted his breathing and struck at Yan Heng again with 
his knife! 


——lf you guessed it right, he is the enemy who killed senior brother Dong Sangiao... It will be up to me 
to avenge the sect! 


Jian Pei put his left hand on his right wrist, and used the "Four Mountain Breaking Sword", a rare heavy 
sword technique in the secret sect, to slash Yan Hengdingmen head-on! 
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Yan's momentum was exhausted before he rushed forward, and he had no intention of taking it back. 
The "Still Life Two Swords" crossed upwards and met the sword head-on! 


Under the violent impact, Jian Pei's sword did not bounce back. He continued to press down with his 
weight from a high position. The "Still Life Double Swords" were restrained by him for a moment and 
could not be moved away! 


Inside the door, Shen Feng had already lifted the door latch halfway, but Xing Ying's swordsmanship was 
really unable to force the three enemies for a long time. One of them leaked out, so he turned around 
and slashed at Shen Feng's back! 


Shen Feng knew that the enemy was coming, but he thought of the debt he owed to Yan Heng and Tong 
Jing that day in Linjiang Fucheng. He gritted his teeth and used his last strength to lift the mu Fang away. 
Then he rolled forward to dodge, but it was already a little late, and the knife The sharp point scratched 
his left back, cutting a long wound half an inch deep! 


At the same time, Yan Heng, who was struggling to withstand the enemy's strong sword outside the 
door, saw from the corner of his eye that the door had been opened a crack, and his mind immediately 
became extremely clear, imagining the swing of some ferocious creature. 


The fingers of his right wrist and forearm holding the sword made a strange tremor at the same time. 
The jet-black blade of the "Still Life Sword" suddenly burst out from its position with a strong short burst 
of power. The hilt of the sword rotated half a circle in his palm. 


The form of this move is 70% like the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" move used 
by He Zisheng when he defeated Wudang's "Tai Chi Sword" - "Shaking Scales"! 


Jian Pei felt a short, sharp shock coming from the knife in his hand, and the blade bounced sideways 
uncontrollably! 


The next moment, "Still Life Left Sword" had penetrated deeply into his heart. 
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Yan Heng didn't waste much time in pulling back the sword, letting go of Jian Pei's body and letting the 
sword fall with it, and continued to rush forward, kicking the door open with his leg, and at the same 
time stepping over the threshold, he had already pulled out his short sword, Tiger Pai, which was 
hanging across his waist with his left hand. 


The first time he saw a secret sect disciple was about to harm Shen Feng who was kneeling injured, he 
didn't even think about it and slashed at the man's sword with his long and short swords. The two 
swords crossed and struck the blade of the long sword of the secret sect. At the base of his body, the 
long sword immediately spun out of his hand, and the "Still Life Sword" rotated upward and arced out. 
The secret sect disciple's right eye turned into a blood hole, and he screamed and fell back! 


——Killing the enemy from outside the door, switching swords to intercept and counterattack inside the 
door, Yan Heng's series of attacks flow like clouds and flowing water, without any obstruction, and he 
has gained the essence of Qingcheng's fast sword. 


Yan Heng glanced at Shen Feng and saw that his back injury was not fatal, so he rushed to the inn ahead. 


"Go and save her!" Xing Ying shouted and at the same time, she raised her sword and hit the remaining 
two secret sect disciples left and right. The two of them were not used to Xing Ying's "Flower Technique" 
feint and did not dare to attack rashly. They were forced to open a path by her sword force. Yan Heng 
nodded, ignored the two people, and hurried past them towards the inn. . 


The closer he got to the south chamber, the more intense the sound of fighting and the shouts of 
different people he heard. Some are full of killing intent, and some are so miserable that one can feel 
physical pain. Yan Heng became even more anxious. 


——Ilf anything happens to Ah Jing tonight, | swear to kill all three hundred secret sect disciples here! 


Even to the Wudang Sect, he had never made such a cruel vow, but was only determined to defeat the 
Wudang disciples. Even he was surprised at his own feelings at the moment. 


——He once rejected Song Li out of revenge for the Qingcheng sect; but now Tong Jing's weight in his 
heart was as important as that of the Qingcheng sect - or even more. 
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At this time, two figures were running towards each other. One look at their steps and they knew that 
they were disciples of the secret sect. Yan Heng's eyes were full of murderous intent, and his swords 
were ready to attack. 


But when the two came closer, Yan Heng saw through the moonlight that their hair was messy: black 
liquid was sprinkled on their faces, and they were running as fast as they could in panic. One person was 
holding a broken sword with only half of it left, and the other didn't know where the weapon was 
thrown. 


"He's gone mad ...... Sect Master, he's really gone mad ...... "The two of them didn't even look at Yan 
Heng, they muttered to themselves and ran away from Yan Heng. As they brushed against each other, 
Yan Heng smelled a strong fishy smell and knew what was splashing on their faces. 


--What's the matter? 


Yan Heng hurriedly crossed the well and courtyard of the inn and walked to the corridor hung with dim 
yellow lanterns. He opened his ears and paid close attention, and rushed towards the direction where 
the commotion and fighting sounds were the loudest - no matter what happened in the secret sect, he 
guessed that Tong Jing was probably involved in the core of the whirlpool. 


Another person appeared in front of him, but this time Yan Heng felt completely different. Just because 
he felt the danger before he could see the person clearly. 


It was like a murderous storm. 


The nerves in Yan Heng's whole body were tense, without any gaps, just like that night in Luling when he 
faced the night attack of King Wave Dragon - although this time he was the one who broke into the 
attack. 


Within ten feet, Yan Heng could tell who was coming without using his eyes. There is only one person in 
the secret sect who can exude such terrifying aura. 
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Sure enough, as he took another step closer, Yan Heng saw Lei Jiudi's messy white hair. When Yan Heng 
saw a powerful enemy, he never thought about how to deal with it. He only thought about Tong Jing's 
safety. 


Yan Heng calmly raised both his long and short swords, in the same manner as the Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords of the He Zisheng before his death. 


This feeling of abandoning life and death and fighting for one person wholeheartedly was very familiar. 
He had tasted it once before: when he jumped into the hole in the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion" and 
received Yao Lianzhou's quick sword. 


——lI will not die. It didn't happen that time, and it won't happen this time either. 


—As long as it’s for her. 


But when Lei Jiudi took another step forward, Yan Hengfang saw another person behind him. 


Someone who was filling his heart right now. 


When Tong Jing and Yan Heng locked eyes, everything in the world seemed to have suddenly stopped 
between them. 


Everything is doomed. Cutting off her sword on the streets of Chengdu; parting on the Minjiang River; 
reunion in Xi'an; Mulan's dough doll; the fire in the ruined temple; running side by side under the red 
flower forest. 


Everything is doomed. 


Yan Heng was relieved to see that Tong Jing was fine, and then he looked at Lei Jiudi again, and found 
that his face and body were covered with large and small sword wounds, and blood seeped down along 
the black clothes, turning into bloody footprints with every step. The exclusive pair of silver knives has 
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lost its left handle, and has been replaced by a single knife taken from an unknown source, and the tip of 
the knife has been bent until it was chopped. 


Looking at Lei Jiudi's face again, his eyes were blurred and his wrinkles were tightened. It could be seen 
that he had been exhausted from using the "Divine Descent" for too long. There was only a little fire left 
in his eyes, and he was still staring at Yan Heng. 


What makes Yan Heng even more strange is that Tong Jing's left hand has been tightly grasping the 
waist of Lei Jiudi's robe, and the other hand is also holding a handle. 


The Secret Sect has a long sword, and the sword is also stained with blood. 


Yan Heng saw that Lei Jiudi was so exhausted and felt that he was no longer a threat, so he naturally 
relaxed his previously tense fighting spirit. 


Lei Jiudi seemed to be able to hold on until this moment because of the hostility emanating from Yan 
Heng. The fire in his eyes immediately died out, and his body could no longer support him. He collapsed 
in the corridor, but his hands still held the knife tightly. 


Yan Heng ran forward, opened his arms holding the sword, and hugged Tong Jing with his arms. 


Tong Jing also lowered her sword and naturally welcomed Yan Heng's embrace. She put her hands 
around his back and closed her eyes to feel this extremely close moment. 


The two of them didn't have any scruples, as it should be. 


—On the day Tong Jing was taken away by Lei Jiudi, Yan Heng said before leaving: "I still have a lot to 
say to you." 


—lIt turns out that there was no such need for a long time. 
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Even the heartbeats resonated, pulsing closely together. 


After hugging each other for a while, Tong Jing noticed that Yan Heng's originally gentle arms seemed to 
have turned into steel. She knew what he saw behind her. 


"wait for me." 


Yan Heng gently pushed Tong Jing away from him, handed her the "Still Life Sword" in his right hand, 
and then pulled out the "Dragon Thorn" from his back. 


The "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" were pointed at the two secret sect disciples who 
were chasing after them. 


Tong Jing held the sword and looked at his back silently, without the slightest worry in her heart - she 
could see what kind of swordsman he had transformed into. 


The two men were following the footsteps and came in pursuit. They suddenly discovered that a new 
enemy appeared in front of them. They were stunned for a moment. However, thinking that this matter 
was related to the reputation of the secret sect, and just now Senior Brother Han also said that it should 
be kept completely confidential, the two people's eyes immediately changed. , determined to kill and 
silence. But they made a mistake: they did not recognize the long and short swords in Yan Heng's hands. 


When Yan Heng launched his sword move, the two of them felt strangely angry. They were supposed to 
attack from both sides at the same time, but the person on the right hesitated a little due to the 
pressure. Yan Heng's sword immediately pointed at the other person with all its strength. 


The man just instinctively swung his sword to protect himself. As a result, the broad and short "Tiger Pi" 
blade knocked it away hard. "Dragon Thorn" drinks blood for the first time tonight. 


The hesitant man then remembered the legend of "Six Swords that Break the Door" and knew that he 
was no match, so he turned around and ran away, preferring to go to his fellow door to report the news. 
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Yan Heng was not willing to let him escape and alert more enemies. With his left foot stepping forward, 
his body and his sword flew forward at high speed, and the "Dragon Thorn" was injected with his whole 
body's strength to furiously stab at the back of his opponent's neck, which was the "Vault Break", the 
most powerful and longest-range attack in the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique"! 


After the second corpse fell, Yan Heng flicked his right wrist and wiped away the blood on the golden 
sword blade. 


Yan Heng's murderous aura had not subsided. When he turned around, he saw Lei Jiudi lying 
unconscious on the ground in front of him. When | think of how Lian Feihong was severely injured by 
him and almost lost his life; the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" were like wild beasts in the forest, 
and he sent a group of disciples to hunt them; and Tong Jing was put in such a dangerous situation 
because of him... Yan Hengyong It took all of his patience to not take advantage of this rare opportunity 
to stab Guita with his sword. 


At this time, several figures came running from the direction where Yan Heng came. They were Xing 
Ying, Dai Kui and two Bagua sect disciples. Xing Ying rushed over as soon as she saw Tong Jing, hugged 
her uncontrollably and cried excited tears. 


"I'm sorry... | almost never have the chance to say I'm sorry to you..." Xing Ying said with a sob. 


Tong Jing didn't expect that Xing Ying apologized to her because she was jealous of her because of 
practicing Feihong. She only smiled at her and held her hand tightly to show his understanding. 


"Just now, five more Xianglong comrades came for reinforcements. Those guys guarding the gate knew 
they couldn't beat them, so they escaped with the wounded." When Dai Kui explained, he saw Lei Jiudi 
lying on the ground, covered with injuries, and thought to himself It was definitely not Yan Heng's fault, 
he was surprised and confused at the same time. 


"Let's go now!" Xing Ying said, dragging Tong Jing towards the direction of Yue Jin. 


Tong Jing looked at Lei Jiudi on the ground, and suddenly recalled the scene just now: In order to protect 
her, Lei Jiudi rushed out of the room and fought bloody battles with countless disciples with one 
person's power. There was a path of corpses along the way; she took the opportunity to pick up the 


sword to help fight, He had been following closely behind him, but was unable to deflect every weapon 
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that attacked him; Lei Jiudi, who looked like a demon, gained blood one after another on his body, 
charging through the crowd and the swords, and still He had to turn around from time to time to save 
her from any harm... 


—lIf he were left here, he would be torn into pieces by his disciples... 


"Take him away!" 


Everyone was surprised when they heard Tong Jing's words. 


Not to mention the fact that the man in front of them is a frenzied enemy; now that they are still in the 
enemy's camp, it is a great burden to bring along an unconscious and seriously injured person. 


Only Yan Heng, who had only glanced at Tong Jing to make sure that this was her wish, without asking 
any more questions, sheathed his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, leaned down to hand over 
the two sabers in Lei Jiudi's hand, and then lifted him up, holding one of his armpits with his shoulder. 


Dai Kui also sheathed his sword and helped to carry the secret sect leader who had been betrayed by 
everyone. 


Yan Heng turned his head and looked at Tong Jing, smiling for the first time tonight. 


"Let's go back." 


Tong Jing only felt that his eyes were brighter than starlight. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 134 Chapter 6 One feather cannot be 
added 


The troops of the Shenji Battalion arrived at Wudang's "Yuzhen Palace", actually, a day earlier. 


After the new wide mountain road was opened, the Forbidden Army, horses and equipment also came 
one after another. Thousands of soldiers and military fortifications were lined up densely outside the 
palace of the Taoist Spirit Mountain, completely changing the atmosphere of the mountain forest. 


The general in command of the battlefield, Lou Yuansheng, was a dark-skinned, short man, hardly 
reminiscent of a fierce military general. But his long-standing frown gave people the impression of 
thoughtfulness. He spent the entire afternoon riding on one of the few war horses in the military 
formation, in order to observe and coordinate everything from a high position, without allowing the 
slightest mistake. 


In fact, ever since the Shenji Battalion troops began to approach the "Yuzhen Palace", they had been 
advancing at a slower pace than usual, maintaining a strict formation to prevent Wudang from taking 
advantage of the opportunity. 


Lou Yuansheng was so cautious because he was the military attache in charge of gunpowder in Shenji 
Camp. When storing and managing gunpowder, the first thing to do is to pay attention to rigorous 
procedures and meticulous attention to all details, otherwise it may lead to catastrophe. Lou Yuansheng 
continued to climb up the ranks in the Shenji Camp because of his excellent performance in this area. 
Zhang Yong, the great eunuch in charge of the Forbidden Army, entrusted him with the important task 
of commanding the battle this time because of his expertise. He wanted to prevent the Shenji Battalion 
from suffering too much damage in the attack on Wudang. He would never allow someone to sneak into 
the military camp and ambush the soldiers like last time. 


Of course, Lou Yuansheng understood very well: the magical gun and artillery army symbolized the 
dignity of the imperial court. Whether they can kill all the Wudang sect warriors is especially important; 
if they deal with a group of barbarians practicing swordsmanship in the mountains and rivers, if the 
Shenji Camp is significantly damaged, it will be equivalent to damaging the authority of the Ming 
Dynasty. 
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As a precautionary measure, when the mountain road was opened to a distance of half a mile below the 
"Palace of Encountering Truth", Lou Yuansheng ordered the people in charge of opening the road to 
spread out to both sides, and flatten the forests on the east and west sides of the Palace. In this way, 
when the Sheng Ji Camp set up a barrier and attacks the "Palace of Encountering Truth" from three 
sides, there was no danger of ambush from the two flanks. 


The trees on the outside of the originally verdant "Yu Zhen Gong" had become sparse and bare, which 
made the situation very miserable. Only the mountain behind the palace was still intact. 


For this reason, the speed of Shenji Battalion's road opening and advancement was extended by at least 
five days. But Lou Yuansheng thinks it is very worthwhile, and it can also be used to show his abilities 
and thoughts to his superiors - a trick when you're an official in the capital. 


--When the people were clearing a bamboo forest outside the Palace of Encountering Truth, they found 
a corpse that had been rotting for days and had been pecked at by birds. They didn't know that it was 
the Jinyiwei's inside man from the Wudang sect. ...... 


After the army arrived at the perimeter of the "Palace of Encountering Truth", Lou Yuansheng had been 
sending his men to observe the situation inside the palace, and they saw that there was no sign of 
people, which was consistent with the news from the internal pigeons earlier: 


--The Wudang Sect had abandoned the palace gate and fled to the mountains. 


Although he received this solid military information from the Jinyi Guards and the deathly silent "Yuzhen 
Palace" in front of him as proof, Lou Yuansheng still couldn't completely rest assured. The army 
advanced in three directions, and it was already evening when it finally surrounded the gate of "Yuzhen 
Palace". In order to prevent the enemy from causing chaos at night, he ordered all fronts to keep a 
distance and guard closely, waiting for dawn before tightening the siege and attacking. 


Lou Yuansheng also sent several agile scouts to climb the wall and sneak into the Taoist palace at night 
to investigate. As a result, they explored several palaces in front and behind the Taoist palace, but no 
trace of anyone was found. 


The generals under Lou Yuansheng also complained: There is clearly an empty enemy stronghold right in 


front of them, but why do they surround the uninhabited land like a fool and delay in occupying it? 
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——Of course, they are still thinking about moving into the "Yuzhen Palace" as soon as possible. They 
can sleep on a high bed and warm pillows tonight, and no longer have to endure hardships under the 
sky. 


However, Lou Yuansheng was unmoved and insisted on waiting for dawn, because he knew very well 
that occupying "Yuzhen Palace" was equivalent to winning this battle. The fleeing Wudang Clan are like 
lost dogs. It would be the responsibility of the Jinyiwei and the local army to continue to hunt them 
down, not the Sheng Ji Camp. Lou Yuansheng thought: after securing the "Palace of Encountering Truth" 
and reporting the victory to the capital, the palace could be handed over to the local guards to protect it 
in about a month, and the Shenji Battalion could return to the imperial court to receive the rewards in 
peace. ...... 


For him, this is the best ending. Thinking of the first bite battle more than half a month ago, Lou 
Yuansheng really didn't want to face these madmen in Wudang again. 


He knew his men didn't want to either. 


It was already halfway through the night. Lou Yuansheng was sitting outside the tent, taking off only his 
upper body armor, holding a water bowl in one hand and looking up at the sky. The night was dark, the 
moon was clear, and there was no sign of rain, so it had no effect on the Shengji Cannon. 


He was waiting for the first light of morning to come. 


OOOO 


In the silence and darkness, Yao Lianzhou, wearing a dark cloak, sat cross-legged. The "single-backed 
sword" he created together with his master Gongsun Qing was placed across his lap, and the silver- 
white mouthpiece and ring on the handle did not reflect any light. 


He did not open his eyes; it made no difference to him whether his surroundings were bright or dim. His 
breathing was adjusted to the longest and deepest. His mind was at its most relaxed and at the same 
time most alert. 
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Many people around him were breathing like this at the same time. The depth of their breaths varied, 
but they did not interfere with each other, but rather harmonized into a harmonious piece of music. Yao 
Lianzhou's own breath was also mixed in. There was no need to speak a single word, but there was a 
warmth of brotherly bonding. 


Yao Lianzhou suddenly recalled his master. It had been like this for the past few days, with Gongsun 
Qing's face drilling into his heart from time to time. 


Was it a mistake for Master to entrust the Wudang Sect to him? Yao Lianzhou thought about it many 
times. In the end, he only remembered one sentence from Gongsun Qing: 


A martial artist must not deceive himself. 


Yao Lianzhou was convinced that he had done so, and that he had led the martial artists of the Wudang 
Sect to fulfill this saying. 


--However, | have cheated Xiaoyan ...... 


Thinking about this, Yao Lianzhou's originally iron wall-like, seemed to have a small crack in the corner, 
but he did not dare to touch it. 


Although it is said to be for strategy, but a lie is a lie ....... 


That day, when he pretended to retreat up the mountain and saw Xiaoyan's comforting and tearful 
expression, he wished so much that he could really satisfy her at that moment. 


But it was impossible. That would be a big lie. To her, to himself, and to Wudang as well. 


--It was my fault. | thought it was easy to love someone. | thought everything in the world could be 
accomplished by my own determination. It turned out not. 
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After that day, Yao Lianzhou did not see Xiaoyan again. When she left, he didn't go to see her off. He 
really didn't know how to face her reproachful gaze, although he hadn't really seen her show such an 
expression. 


--| don't know if she'll be able to forgive me, but maybe she'll understand me? ...... 


A wave of remorse slowly spread through him. His breathing was slightly troubled. 


Others were also surprised when they heard that the leader was like this. 


Yao Lianzhou tried his best to regain his concentration. 


He was thinking: It doesn't matter at this moment. There is only one way in front of you. 


--Survive tomorrow. Then go see her and fix all this. This is the only thing | can do. 


A feeling arose in Yao Lianzhou's heart, driving away the remorse. This is not the first time he has had 
this feeling: in the room of "Yinghua Pavilion", when he wholeheartedly protected Xiaoyan. 


Fight for another person. That kind of surging pleasure is not available when fighting only for yourself. 


At this moment, Yao Lianzhou finally fully understood the reason why she fell in love with Yin Xiaoyan. 


His breathing returned to regularity, with more energy than before. Everyone around him felt relieved. 


"Headmaster." 


But at this moment, someone quietly broke the beautiful silence. 
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Yao Lianzhou frowned in the darkness and recognized Chen Daixiu's voice. 


But Chen Daixiu had his reasons for speaking. 


" Deputy Master Shi has disappeared," he said. 


Yao Lianzhou frowned even harder. 


At such a critical moment, why did Shi Xinghao leave without permission? 


Yao Lianzhou thought for a while and only came up with one reason: 


--He just wants to take advantage of the fact that | can't get away to do something that he doesn't want 
me to stop him from doing. Yao Lian Zhou could only think of one such thing. 


The man in the back of the mountain appeared in his mind. 


OOOO 


With a torch in his left hand and a long tasseled spear as a staff in his right hand, Shi Xinghao walked 
into the stone cell. Although it was the peak of summer, the wall of the cave was filled with a cold and 
humid atmosphere, as if the torch in his hand was going to be extinguished at any time. 


Shi Xinghao, still masked, remained unmoved. It seemed that this gloomy atmosphere was the most 
suitable for him. 


There was a little oil lamp in the cell, but it was very weak. Shi Xing Hao had to walk ten feet in front of 
the iron gate of the cell before he could see the figure sitting on the ground. 
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The figure was sitting on the ground with his back to him, now taking off his upper body clothes, 
revealing his broad shoulders. His skeleton was very large, but his shoulders lacked the development of 
muscles that martial artists should have, and were even slightly loose, as if he hadn't practiced for a long 
time. His back was covered with a large amount of waist-length hair, not straight, but curled like a cloud. 
The strange thing is that although it is thick and long, it does not feel heavy, but seems to be blowing in 
the wind at any time. Flying is very beautiful. 


"It is you." 


The prisoner "Master Shang" said without looking back - he could already tell from the sound of the 
footsteps that it was Shi Xinghao. 


Shi Xinghao stuck the torch into the hole on the wall, held the tassel gun in both hands, and pointed the 
gun at "Senior Brother Shang" through the iron gate. 


"It's coming to an end." Shi Xing Hao's voice with the unique sound of the wind spat out through the 
cloth towel. "You don't need to know the reason." 


The body of "Master Shang" did not move, but only turned his head sideways, revealing his left eye on 
the side of his face, which was half-covered by his messy hair. The pupil of that eye was extremely 
bright, not at all like belonging to a prisoner who had been imprisoned for more than seven years, and 
there was a kind of wild desire in his gaze, as if he was convinced that he would be able to grasp the 
world in his hands the next moment, ignoring the desperate fact that he was being held captive by an 
iron cage and a stone wall in front of him. 


When he turned his head, his long hair swung aside, revealing his broad back. On his back, there was an 
iron ring of the thickness of a finger on each of his left and right shoulder blades, and inside the ring 
there was a chain that extended to a thick leather belt around his waist, and then continued to his feet. 
These rings and chains are usually hidden under his clothes, and are only exposed when he undresses. 


In the center of his back, from the back of his neck to his undershirt, there were five lines of small and 
different lengths of characters tattooed on his back, all of which were curved incantations of the Object 
Shift Cult, which was hard to be understood, and from a distance, it looked like a short poem that no 
one could read. 
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Shih Hsing-hao slowly sat down in a horse stance, holding his spear with both hands in front of and 
behind his left hand, and assumed the "Wudang Throat Locking Gun Technique" stance at an 
unreachable distance from the iron gate. Although this is not the weapon he specializes in, but as the 
head of the "Zhen Gui Dao" responsible for the training of Wudang disciples, and is the only remaining 
elder of the same generation as the Sect Master Gongsun Qing, so his knowledge of the martial arts of 
the Sect is naturally very extensive. Wudang's spear method is similar to the "Tai Chi" method, and once 
Shi Xing Hao's gun stance was set up, the power of the stored energy was not inferior to that of the 
masters in the school who had studied the art of gunplay. 


——Not to mention that there is a target in front of him that there is no way to escape. Shi Xinghao 
didn't even need to aim. 


"Senior Brother Shang"'s shoulder blades were pierced and locked, and it was difficult to use his arms at 
all. He could only perform daily actions such as eating and carrying bowls, and it was impossible to fight 

back with any force; he could not take off the iron rings by himself - he could barely reach them with his 
hands, let alone trying to break them. If he used his body to break away, both bones and joints would be 
torn off, which would be the same as losing his martial arts skills. 


In addition, the chain came down from his waist, and the other end was fastened to the steel ring on the 
floor of the stone room, and its length was so short that he could not walk upright at all for seven years, 
not to mention punching. This was the reason why the muscles in the back of his shoulders were in such 
a state of declinee - such cruelty to a martial artist really broke the precedent of the Wudang school. 


Under the tip of Shi Xinghao's spear, the imprisoned "Senior Brother Shang" was like a domestic animal 
left to be slaughtered. But he still looked like he didn't care. 


"In the end, Yao Lianzhou still dared not do it himself, ending his own dirty deed, and letting you, this 
old fool, do it for him." 


Shi Xinghao's eyes above the scarf were extremely calm, and the tip of his spear seemed ready to pierce 
out at any moment. 


But the gun always stopped. 
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Finally, Shi Xing Hao couldn't help but speak. 


"The person who has been keeping you alive is Master Yao. | secretly disobeyed his order and came here 
to finish you off." Shi Xing Hao paused, took a deep breath, and added, "Just like what happened seven 
years ago, he didn't know anything about it. | was the one who secretly drugged you before the duel. |, 
Shi Xing Hao, am solely responsible for this dishonorable incident." 


"If there really is an underworld, remember these words of mine when you get there, Shang Chengyu." 


"Senior Brother Shang" listened to Shi Xinghao's secret that had been hidden in his heart for many 
years, and his body that was sitting cross-legged slowly turned around. The strange thing was that when 
he moved, the chains wrapped around his body made only a small friction sound. This shows a very 
peculiar listening power - although the power to generate energy to kill was taken away, the softening 
sensation of years of "Tai Chi" was still there. Even Shi Xinghao could not help but marvel at this. 


In the firelight, Shi Xinghao saw his nephew Shang Chengyu's face, which was extremely pale due to his 
long imprisonment. Under the wild eyes, the two bags under his eyes were still dark, just like when he 
was young, only slightly looser than seven years ago. It seems that the life of imprisonment has not 
changed his strange habit of only sleeping for one and a half hours a day. 


Shi Xing Hao can't forget, it is because of this pair of hungry wolves like long-term thirst sleep eyes, 
make Shi Xing Hao more believe: Shang Chengyu is the absolute threat to the future of the Wudang 
school. 


Shang Chengyu, the youngest person (either a victim or a survivor) among the "Thirty-Eight Wudang 
Swordsmen'" led by Tie Qingzi at the time, survived the horrific battle at the age of seventeen; and was 
the first "Brown Snake" after Gongsun Qing's establishment of the three major divisions of the "Crow, 
Tortoise, and Snake". The strongest genius of the post-Wudang reform generation. 


He was also the inevitable successor of the future Wudang master - at least until Yao Linzhou's martial 
arts skills were fully realized. Even Gongsun Qing was convinced of this. 


However, the differences between Shang Chengyu and his master did not begin with Yao Lianzhou's rise 
to power. 
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Initially, it was because Shang Chengyu began to abuse a large number of drugs from the Material Shift 
Cult. Of course, Gong Sun Qing himself also did these things, and even promoted all the disciples to use 
"Xiong Sheng Liquor" to promote the practice of martial arts; however, Gong Sun Qing gradually realized 
that Shang Chengyu did not only use drugs to help his own martial arts progress, but also used the drug 
addiction to control some of his fellow disciples, gathered a group of people such as Wu Jihong, Mei 
Xinshu, and other people around them, as if they were his own "personal soldiers", and created factions 
in the Wudang. 


As Shang Chengyu's martial arts became more and more advanced, even surpassing his master's, he 
gradually became more and more unscrupulous and often openly disagreed with Gongsun Qing. One of 
the things that Shang Chengyu was most opposed to was the third of his master's "Three 
Commandments of Wudang". 


"What does it mean to not see the temptation of fame, power, money and wealth? What's wrong with 
fame, power, and money ...... ? Don't we want to pursue the greatest power? Is it not power to be able 
to motivate others?" 


"If you don't even have the courage to pursue and accept these powers, how can you talk about 
"invincibility"? How can you still say that you want to seek your own way in heaven and earth?" 


Shang Chengyu's words of "invincibility" to his own group of close disciples gradually went farther and 
farther away from Gongsun Qing's. 


Naturally, his voice reached the ears of his uncle, Shi Xinghao. Shi Xinghao warned Gongsun Qing and 
advised him to expel Shang Chengyu from Wudang. 


"This guy will lead Wudang astray." Shi Xinghao was convinced of this. 


But Gongsun Qing refused. More than ten years after the reform of the Wudang Sect, there is no longer 
any case of expelling disciples. Gongsun Qing firmly believes that only the level of martial arts can 
determine the future of Wudang. 
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"| can't exclude him based on my own likes and dislikes." Gongsun Qing said at the time: "If in the end, a 
person with such thoughts turns out to be the strongest guy in the Wudang sect, there is nothing we can 
do about it." 


In the end, when Gongsun Qing created the three vice masters, Shang Chengyu was one of them who 
was chosen purely on the basis of his martial arts skills. 


However, Shang Chengyu knew that his master still did not like him: Gongsun Qing chose to die under 
Yao Linzhou's sword instead of him. 


This is a huge shame for Shang Chengyu. Before Gongsun Qing was in the coffin, he immediately 
challenged the new head Yao Lianzhou. "You will be the shortest-lived leader of Wudang since its 
founding." 


Shang Chengyu declared to Yao Lianzhou so openly. 


At that time, Shi Xinghao thought: Gongsun Qing had anticipated such consequences before his death, 
right? He deliberately used this form to determine the future course of the Wudang Sect... 


Three days later, the two had a seclusion duel in the "True Immortal Palace". 


The result was that Shang Chengyu was knocked unconscious by Yao Linzhou. 


Shi Xinghao then searched Shang Chengyu's room and found a batch of gold and silver, as well as letters 
to and from court officials, which said that Shang Cheng-yu had secretly been appointed as a general, 
and once he became the head of the sect, he would lead the Wudang sect to train soldiers for the 
imperial court, and all the disciples would leave Wudang Mountain to join the civil service. Anyone who 
disobeys the order and does not accept the title will be expelled from the school. ...... 


Shang Chengyu wanted to sell out the Wudang Sect, and there was evidence of rebellion. At that time, 
this matter was not publicized in the Wudang Sect (although all senior disciples knew about it later), and 
only Yao Lianzhou, Shi Xinghao and Ye Chenyuan discussed how to make a decision. Yao Lianzhou 
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ignored Shi Xinghao's objections and instead of executing Shang Chengyu, he ordered him to be 
permanently imprisoned ina secret cell at the back of the mountain. 


"After all, he is the Vice-Chief of Wudang established by his master." Yao Lianzhou said at the time, 
"Since | didn't kill him in the competition that day, | can't execute him now. If anyone else wants to kill 
him, they will have to go through the challenge of the Temple Preparation System to seize his position 
as Vice Master. 


But no one has ever challenged Shang Chengyu. 


Under the arrangement of Shi Xinghao and Ye Chenyuan, everything about Shang Chengyu was erased 
from the Wudang sect. His cronies such as Wu Jihong also fled down the mountain one by one. People 
gradually forget that the Wudang Clan has this third deputy leader... 


But Shi Xinghao could not forget it. 


So on the eve of the battle with the court's Shen Ji Camp, he still tried to end it without Yao Lin Zhou's 
knowledge. 


He knew that Head Yao would not agree. Yao Lianzhou's idea is: if Wudang defeats the Shenji Camp, 
there will be no problem keeping Shang Chengyu; if Wudang is destroyed, it doesn't matter whether 
Shang Chengyu lives or dies. 


However, Shi Xinghao could not keep this thorn in his side. Because that day, before the "True Immortal 
Hall" competition, he was the one who secretly added the colorless, tasteless, not fatal, but rapidly 
fatiguing secret medicine "Pulse Condensing Powder" to Shang Chengyu's diet. 


At this moment, Shang Chengyu, who was in the iron cage, stared at Shi Xinghao's eyes beyond the tip 
of the gun pointing directly at his own brow. 


"Why?" He asked coldly, his usual mockery gone, replaced by intense anger. He knew that Shi Xinghao 
was telling the truth - there was no more need for deception at this moment. 
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"Because | know you." 


Shi Xinghao said what he had been pressing in his heart for a long time. 


"Although you have practiced martial arts to this point, martial arts is not what you want to pursue. If 
you take over the Wudang Sect, you will definitely lead us down a wrong path. You will use Wudang's 
force to pursue worldly fame, wealth and power. 


You will turn the Wudang School into something else. In my eyes, anyone who does that is a traitor." 


"| did forge those letters from the court. But they are not lies. Those are the things you will do. | only 
stopped you before it was too late." 


"For this, you have disrupted the system of 'temple preparation’ decided by Master ...... , Shang 
Chengyu's gaze was as cold as ice, "making the Wudang Sect based on falsehoods; and sabotaging a 
once-in-a-century duel between Yao Linzhou and me. Don't you think it's a shame to be a martial 
artist?" 


"This is my choice." Master Xinghao replied, "It's not that | don't have confidence in Sect Master Yao's 
martial arts - after killing Grandmaster Gongsun just now, he is at his peak physically and mentally, and | 
believe that you are not a match for him. But | can't take any risks. "Invincible" is Brother Gongsun's 
dream, as well as mine. | cannot allow it to deteriorate. I'm willing to bear any guilt for this." 


In fact, in these seven years, Shi Xing Hao has been troubled by this matter. When Yao Lianzhou first 
started to send the Soldier's Crow Road to conquer the martial arts world, he entrusted the more 
experienced Shi Xinghao to lead the army for the sake of military stability - the "Tiger Respect Sect of 
the South Sea" in Quanzhou was also destroyed by his hands. However, less than a year later, Shi 
Xinghao resigned, and Ye Chenyuan led the Soldier's Crow Road army, while he himself stayed in the 
Wudang Mountains, precisely because he thought that he had poisoned Shang Chengyu, and was no 
longer qualified to be the general of the Wudang sect. This shadow has become a curse in Shi Xinghao's 
heart. 


That's why he wants to end it. No matter whether there is still a Wudang Sect in the future or not. 
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The secrets that had been hidden in his heart for a long time had been told. Shi Xing Hao seemed to feel 
the pressure on his back disappearing, his waist was straighter than before, and the posture of holding 
the spear was more sharp. It seemed that some kind of energy that had been lost seven years ago had 
been injected back into his aging body. The only thing left to do was to thrust the tip of the spear into 
Shang Chengyu's flesh. 


Shang Chengyu still stared at him: "What qualifications do you have to bear any responsibility? Seven 
years ago, you poisoned and plotted against me; seven years later, you are going to kill me in this way 
today - Shi Xinghao, you are a joke." 


Shi Xinghao did not waver at all. "| have nothing more to say to you." 


The extremely sharp stainless steel gun is already filled with energy that can shoot at any time. 


No matter how old his master Xinghao is, he is also the deputy head of the Wudang sect and one of the 
top Tai Chi boxers in the sect. He accepted the challenge from "Palace Prep" Liao Tianying only a year 
ago, and ended up crushing his leg with a heavy throw from "Tai Chi" It proves that it still has superior 
strength that is as immovable as a mountain. 


Although Shang Chengyu's martial arts surpassed his master Xinghao seven years ago, he had been 
imprisoned for a long time and his shoulder blades were blocked. His body was weakened and he could 
not generate strength. He was also chained in one place and could not walk upright. Master Xinghao 
was seven feet away, stabbing him with a spear through the iron cage. This was not a fight in the first 
place, but a unilateral execution. 


——Can do anything for the Wudang Sect. This is the test given to Fan Zong by Master Xinghao, and it is 
also the oath he made himself. The tip of the gun reflecting the flame of the torch suddenly became 
blurry. 


Shi Xinghao used his "Taiji" power on the spear, and the spearhead, together with the red bolt, whirled 
around and pierced through an opening between the iron bars! Shang Chengyu instinctively raised his 
palms to block it... 


However, halfway through the thrust of the spear, it changed from spitting out to curling up - Shi 
Xinghao used the strength of the silk to pull the barrel of the spear back, and then used the reaction 
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force after twisting his body to quickly thrust the spear out again, this time at a faster speed than 
before. One shot, and it hit Shang Chengyu's thigh instead! 


— —Under this absolute advantage, Shi Xinghao still used feints to deceive Shang Chengyu; and attacked 
his unexpected vital points, weakening him before gradually killing him. Shi Xinghao wants to minimize 
all possible mistakes. 


--Because he knows how terrible Shang Chengyu is. Even in this state. 


Shi Xinghao stabbed the spear with both hands. However, the barrel of the spear did not have the 
expected feeling of breaking the human body. 


There is no resistance to the tip of the gun being blocked. 


Instead, ...... no feeling at all. 


It's like stabbing the moon in the water. 


Not feeling is also a feeling. Shi Xinghao was very familiar with this feeling in an instant: when he was 
sparring with fellow Wudang disciples of similar levels. 


The introduction falls into the void. 


Shang Chengyu stood up from the ground, his stance was very low, almost like half-kneeling, and with 
his hands hanging down to his waist, he had already grabbed the front end of the spear shaft, unloaded 
the spear into the empty space at the side of his legs, and continued to use the "Taiji" power to pull the 
spear shaft through by the force of Shi Xinghao's forward thrust! 


--Just now, when Shi Xinghao launched the false strike, Shang Chengyu could only clumsily stretch out 
his palm to block it; but when facing the real move, he actually performed such an accurate "Tai Chi Fist 
Cloud Hands"! 
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--In other words, Shang Chengyu saw through Shi Xinghao's false move from the very beginning, and 
countered it with a fake "block"! 


Under the guidance of Shang Chengyu, Shi Xinghao lost his balance and had to take a big step with his 
right foot to stabilize his posture! 


Although it was an unexpected situation, with his master Xinghao's deep Tai Chi cultivation and his 
mastery of listening skills, he would have been able to react and resolve this sudden disturbance in a 
timely manner. However, at this moment, he was in such a hurry to "save the move", which he had not 
experienced for a long time except for the time when he was practicing against Yao Lianzhou. The power 
of Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi", although sealed for a long time, is still above Shi Xinghao! 


——The name of Shang Chengyu was given by his master Gongsun Qing: "Tai Chi" formula describes the 
highest state of fighting with others. The moment of contact, you can feel and respond immediately. 
You can take advantage of both movement and stillness. It is the ultimate in sensitivity and agility. "One 
feather cannot be added, and a fly can be dropped". -——Hence the name "Chengyu". 


Instantly Shi Xing Hao thought: Shang Chengyu's shoulder blades were pierced by the iron ring and he 
was unable to explode with force, so he could only use the technique of releasing force and leading; if | 
use violent force to draw back the gun, he can't take advantage of the momentum to push hard, and he 
doesn't have the strength to compete with me and pull. | will definitely be able to solve the problem! 


Once the idea is clear, the body can immediately implement it. This is the qualification of a master. 


Shi Xinghao stepped back from his horse and leaned forward at a ratio of seven to three. His arms pulled 
the gun barrel sharply, like a whirlpool in the sea. He wanted to use his strength to break the spear out 
of Shang Chengyu's grasp! 


But at this moment, he felt an extremely sharp force, riding on his pull! 


--how? impossible! ... 
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Once again, it was a surprise. Shang Chengyu actually attacked him through the barrel of the spear! 


In that moment, Shi Xinghao still had a choice: to give up his spear and retreat, and then make a plan. 
However, having practiced "Tai Chi" for more than thirty years, his reaction has long been in his bones, 
and now that he is being pushed by someone, his lower foundation will be destroyed, and Shi Xing Hao's 
first reaction is to neutralize it, transferring the original pulling force to the side, in order to divert Shang 
Chengyu's fierce force away from him! 


This was a fatal mistake. 


Shang Chengyu's force was not really to send Shi Xinghao backward, but rather to make him do the "Tai 
Chi Fist" response and stay in his original position for a moment longer. 


Because Shi Xinghao didn't realize that his previous step had already entered the reachable distance 
inside the iron gate ...... Just when Shi Xinghao also wanted to use "Introduction Failed", Shang 
Chengyu's strength was already gone. Disappear in a flash. There is no feeling in the gun anymore. 


Shang Chengyu had already given up the gun, and suddenly jumped forward, rushing to the iron gate! 


Shi Xinghao's third surprise: the iron chain under Shang Chengyu's waist was broken long ago, only left 
in the ring on the floor of the stone room - he was able to stand and walk freely from the very beginning, 
but only used it at the last moment! 


While Shi Xinghao was astonished, Shang Chengyu's long arms stretched out from the iron gate. His left 
hand grabbed Shi Xinghao's forward left wrist holding the gun, and his right hand grabbed his left elbow. 


——At this moment, Master Xinghao thought: Since the chains at Shang Chengyu's feet have been 
broken, 90% of the iron rings pierced by the pipa bones on his back have long been destroyed, so the 
ban on Fa Jin has been lifted... 


The two looked at each other. 
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The eyes with sleepy bags showed the arrogance of the winner looking down on the loser. 


When Shi Xinghao finally let go of the spear and tried to use his bare hands to fight, Shang Chengyu's 
hands were already "pushing", and under the pressure of a spinning and pulling and a sealing, Shi Xing 
Hao's left elbow joint was broken by the violent and short force, and the tendon was ruptured! 


Shang Chengyu's right hand slapped off Shi Xinghao's elbow joint, and then hit the left arm like a snake 
climbing a tree, above the shoulder and arm, and hit Shi Xinghao hard in the center of the door with his 
fist! 


After all, Shi Xinghao is the top boxer in Wudang. The cloth on his face was knocked off by a punch. At 
the same time, he still endured the pain and put his right hand in the shape of a snake, trying to take 
Shang Chengyu's left eye! 


But this blow was the end of the force. Shang Chengyu easily avoided it by turning his head sideways, 
and at the same time, his right fist turned into a claw shape and grabbed Shi Xinghao's throat! 


Under the fierce pinch, Shi Xinghao's breathing and blood were blocked, making it difficult for him to 
exert energy. 


Shang Chengyu had always had a cold expression during the battle, but now he finally showed a violent 
and angry look. The great resentment of being imprisoned for seven years. 


With a burst of anger, he gnashed his teeth and exhaled, and the beast-like cry echoed in the stone 
prison. 


He pulled hard with both hands and stepped on the iron gate with his right foot. The strength of this 
"Tai Chi" was extraordinary. It actually pulled Shi Xinghao's upper body into a narrow gap in the iron 

gate. The bones of Shi Xinghao's shoulder joints were all injured. Because of this power, it was pulled 
and pinched to pieces! 


Only then did Shang Chengyu let go of this Wudang Vice Master. Shi Xinghao was sandwiched between 
two iron branches that hardened into an arc. His mouth was cracked to the chin and his breath was 
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weak, and blood flowed from the crack. But a pair of old eyes that refused to give in still managed to 
stare at Shang Chengyu, as if they wanted to kill him with their gazes. 


It's a pity that there has never been such martial arts in the world. 


Shang Chengyu vented all the resentment in his chest with this blow. He actually took a step back, 
folded his hands on his chest, and quietly admired the half-dead Shi Xinghao trapped in the gate, just 
like observing a piece of craftsmanship created by his own hands. 


The two iron rings that were supposed to be worn on his back had fallen off due to the fight just now. 
There were still holes where his shoulder blades had been pierced. Because they had been hung by the 
iron hoop for so long, it was impossible for them to regenerate flesh. A section of the two shackles is 
missing, and they are only lightly attached to the small holes on the back. If you look closely at the 
broken edge of the iron ring, it seems to be corroded by something. 


After "appreciating" Shi Xinghao for a while, Shang Chengyu stepped forward again and put his hand 
into his clothes. 


At this moment, Shi Xinghao could still muster the last strength, lowered his head and bit Shang 
Chengyu's forearm hard! 


In fact, Shang Chengyu only needed to lightly punch with his other hand to loosen Shi Xinghao's teeth 
and kill him at the same time. But he didn't even move, letting Shi Xinghao continue to bite himself, and 
looking at him with respect. 


Although he hated Shi Xing Hao who framed him, he still respected this kind of will. 


Until Shi Xing Hao was finally exhausted and let go of his teeth, he hung his head, only to see the teeth 
marks on Shang Chengyu's arm that had been bitten through the skin, with a few beads of blood 
emerging. 


Shang Chengyu continued to search in Shi Xinghao's lapel and finally found a bunch of things hanging 
around his neck: a key. 
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"It was Jiang Ning'er who told me that the key is in your neck." 


Shang Chengyu said to Shi Xinghao, whose eyes were filled with tears. 


——Of course, Jiang Ning'er secretly gave the material transfer liquid that can break iron rings and 
chains to Shang Chengyu. But its power is not enough to destroy the prison lock. 


Shang Chengyu put the key into the hole of the lock, then closed his eyes before slowly turning it. 


The lock, which had not been moved for many years, took a little effort to finally unlock with the 
rotation of the key, making a crisp sound. Shang Chengyu closed his eyes and smiled. 


What a wonderful sound. 


The gate creaked open. Shang Chengyu turned around at this time, picked up a dirty and tattered robe 
and put it back on himself; then he picked up the mask that Shi Xinghao had used for many years, rolled 
it into a long strip to tie up his long hair on his back; finally, he pulled out the spear from between the 
iron gates and used it as a walking stick. With his other hand, he took a torch from the wall. 


The light of the fire illuminated his face, which was aglow with great joy. Although he was over forty 
years old and had eyes that looked tired and sleepy for a long time, the strong desire on Shang 
Chengyu's face made him look like a young man in his early twenties, as if he was convinced that his life 
had not yet really begun. 


Now, he was going to go out and seize everything that was rightfully his. 


He did not take another look at Shi Xinghao, who was already breathing more out and less in. He never 
looked back at the stone prison where he had lived for seven years. Those are all in the past, his life is 
ahead of him. 
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The firelight led him onto the dark stairs. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 135 Chapter 7: Death Battle 


The dawn light emerged from the ridges of the mountains to the east, gradually becoming brighter from 
faint, and the figures of nearly four thousand soldiers surrounded on three sides outside the "Yuzhen 
Palace" also became clear. The iron sheets on the heavy armored soldiers and the white blades of 
countless swords and guns reflected a brilliance like fish scales. 


More than 1,000 machine guns and three-eyed blunderbuss, as well as eighty field cannons, were neatly 
arranged and divided into three columns: center, left and right, each at the front of the battle 
formation. The muzzles the size of wine bowls were aimed at the solemn palace walls and gates on 
three sides of "Yuzhen Palace". This large pile of cold-looking guns and cannons is displayed in Wudang 
Lingshan Mountain, like an unimaginable extraterrestrial thing, and is incompatible with the ancient 
color of the mountain forest Taoist palace. 


Behind these iron weapons was the unrivaled power of nearly 5,000 kilograms of gunpowder. There is 
no other army like this in the world. 


From before the end of the night until this moment, the Shenji Battalion army had been in preparation 

for war for an hour. The soldiers' armor and robes were covered with sweat. The command flag has not 
been raised for a long time. Four thousand people silently surrounded the motionless "Yuzhen Palace", 

as if they were facing a big black hole. 


But no one complained among the sergeants, they just waited silently for orders. They are worthy of 
being the most disciplined elites of the imperial army in the world, and each one is one of a hundred. 


The 800 infantry soldiers of the fifth military battalion, which was inferior in combat strength, were 
assigned to the left and right sentries of the formation; 


As for the 3,000-strong cavalry battalion, most of them stayed in the main camp at the foot of the 
mountain to protect the safety of Eunuch Zhang Yong and the two admiral eunuchs because the 
mountains were unfavorable for horse movement. Only 300 warriors were selected and converted into 
heavy armored infantry. Waiting at the front line of the Chinese army. 


General Lou Yuansheng was riding on his horse, still waiting patiently for the sky to get brighter. He 
wanted to eliminate all possible mistakes. 
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When the sky finally satisfied him, Lou Yuansheng looked at Chen Quanli, the deputy general and 
military attaché beside him. Chen Quanli was in charge of the scouts in the army and monitored the 
situation inside the "Yuzhen Palace". He asked his subordinates for the latest reports, and the result was 
that "everything is as usual, nothing has happened" was conveyed to Lou Yuansheng. 


Lou Yuansheng gave the order, and the herald beside him waved a white flag. The three formations in 
the middle, left and right of the army also raised a large white flag embroidered with a black line flying 
tiger. 


As the attack flag appeared, the Chinese army's 300 heavily armored soldiers, together with 200 infantry 
on the left and right, protruded from the formation at the same time and rushed towards the "Yuzhen 
Palace". The footsteps of seven hundred pairs of combat boots broke the tranquility in the mountains. 


The heavily armored soldiers carrying swords, shields and spears followed Lou Yuansheng's strategy and 
took the lead in entering the main entrance of "Yuzhen Palace". 


In front of them was an open square, paved with flat bluestone floors. Although it was empty, there 
seemed to be the aura of the Wudang Clan lingering on it, and the soldiers couldn't help but become 
nervous, as if there were still invisible enemies in front of them. 


A magnificent building in the distance across the square is the core of the "Yuzhen Palace" - the 
"Zhenxian Palace", and it is also the primary target occupied by the invading troops. 


They cautiously maintained their formation and moved forward, walking onto the Wudang Clan's 
martial arts square and approaching the "True Immortal Palace". 


Meanwhile, on the left and right sides of the palace, 400 infantrymen climbed up the ladders and walls 
from the side gates and passed through the halls on both sides of the palace to support them. On the 
way, they also had to search and clear the Wudang remnants that might be lurking in the houses, and 
thus they advanced a bit later than the heavily armored troops in the middle. 


There are no signs of any enemies in the "Yuzhen Palace" so far. The invading sergeants also felt relieved 
- they had all heard their comrades who had survived the previous battle at the foot of the mountain 
recalling how terrifying the Wudang swordsmen were, and they never wanted to fight hand-to-hand 


with them. 
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The military attache in charge of commanding the infantry was even more relieved, because soldiers 
under their different banners all knew that the Jin Yiwei had received the flying pigeon message from 
Wudang's internal intelligence. 


--It is true that the Wudang faction has escaped. ...... 


They were all eager to complete the task of cleaning the "Yuzhen Palace" assigned by Lou Yuansheng, 
and urged the soldiers to rush forward to take the "Zhenxian Palace" in their hands. 


Just as the first line of heavy armored soldiers rushed to the center of the square, suddenly someone 
screamed "Ah", and the entire body in armor and the weapon in his hand disappeared from the square! 


Such magical things immediately aroused suspicion among the soldiers. The people in the front stopped 
in panic, but those in the rear did not see what happened and still ran forward. Their armors collided 
into a ball, and chaos suddenly broke out! 


At the same time, several more soldiers at the front were also missing. 


--What's going on here? ....... 


The heavy armored soldiers in the vanguard had just recovered from the shock and saw clearly what had 
happened: it turned out that a bluestone slab laying on the ground in front of them had collapsed, 
revealing a hole underneath that was as deep as a human body. 


The moment the soldier stretched his head and looked down, a dart had been driven into the face of 
one of them! 


The soldier fell down covering his face, and his comrades saw inside the pit. The heavy armored soldier 
who had fallen in earlier was grabbed from behind by a man in brown clothes, and his throat was slowly 
cut with a short sword. The heavily armored soldier raised his face in despair, spitting out bloody foam 
from his mouth. 
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"Brown Snake" Tian Yan let go of the body and smiled at the soldiers above. , 


"I've been waiting for you for a long time." 


Meanwhile, at the back of the square, row after row of stone slabs were pushed away from the bottom, 
and countless figures emerged from the ground. 


It was like a demon army burning from hell. 


In the front row of trenches, a row of athletic Wudang disciples were the first to climb out, mainly 
members of the "Head Snake Path", and they threw all kinds of flying knives, sharp markers, flying 
stones and other concealed weapons at the heavily-armored soldiers in front of them! 


Suddenly confronted by the enemy's hidden weapons, the heavily armored soldiers hastily stopped their 
steps, and those at the front half-kneeled down and put up their shields to resist! 


In fact, with the thick armor on their bodies, the hand-thrown weapons used by the Wudang disciples, 
no matter how strong they are, will probably not be able to penetrate them. It was also difficult to 
accurately aim at the unarmored parts of the body under such confusion and distance. Heavily-armored 
soldiers, who would have done little damage if they had not blocked or avoided the enemy's attacks 
with their equipment, have been trained to resist the enemy's flying arrows or javelins, and it is difficult 
for them to change their habits in the field. 


--This habit gave the Wudang warriors a precious opportunity. 


The warriors who climbed out of the trench one by one took this opportunity to form a formation, 
seized the initiative, and took the lead in attacking the heavy armored formation directly ahead! 


The Wudang conical formation moved at a speed far higher than any infantry. The heavy armored 
soldiers had only been able to withstand a round of hidden weapons, and the warriors were already less 
than fifteen feet in front of them! 


2255 


The sergeant saw a snow-white figure leading the way in the center of the cone array. 


At that moment, they had the illusion that this person was exuding brilliance on the battlefield, 
unyielding to the human world. 


In his hand was a blade they had never seen before: a wooden handle with a silver-white cloud pattern, 
with a large ring at the top; a peculiarly curved hook of the guard, which formed a swastika with the 
handle and blade; the frosty blade was like a saber or a sword, with a slightly curved edge reflecting the 
sun, and the tips of the blades trembling as its owner ran. 


Before they even had a confrontation, they already felt it: 


This person is in a highly different world than themselves. Facing his sword would be the greatest 
mistake of their lives. 


Following Yao Lianzhou on both sides were thirteen people, including Yang Zhenru, a former disciple of 
Emei "Iron Peak House", and twenty Wudang masters who mainly practiced spears, including Li Dong of 
"Soldier's Crow Road", with a total of forty-two lances, which were already aiming at the heavily- 
armored soldiers; immediately behind Master Yao, there were two top fighters of "Zhen Gui Dao" and 
"Tai Chi" - Gui Dan Lei and Chu Lantian, both of whom had their arms and fists wrapped in leather that 
could withstand sabers; further back, there was the tall and sturdy plain saber player, Fu Yuan Ba; Shang 
Silang, who was carrying a thick ghost-head saber; and Wei Dong Liu, a young double swordsman whose 
arm had already recovered from an arm injury; and at the very end, there was Chen Dai Xiu to back 
them up. Together with other close combat experts from Soldier's Crow Road and Zhen Gui Dao, there 
were more than eighty men in total. They did not utter a single shout, but just brought a heavy 
murderous aura to form a sharp knife that stabbed straight into the heavily armored enemy line! 


What a dream team. 


Yao Lianzhou led the charge, and in the next instant he was already in front of the heavily armored 
soldiers. 
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The soldier who stood closest to Yao Lianzhou, carrying a shield and a one-handed saber, looked directly 
into the face of the Wudang master as he approached. Yao Lianzhou's long, dark hair was swaying as he 
rushed forward, and his fair and clear face was filled with a coldness that froze the hearts of the people. 
The soldier was actually one head taller than Yao Lian Zhou, but he felt that he was being looked down 
by Yao Lian Zhou. 


He should not have been in this situation. This is absolutely unfortunate. 


——But on the other hand, being able to die like this is a rare and extremely unique opportunity in the 
world. 


The soldier didn't even have time to move his weapon. Yao Lianzhou's movement of stabbing the 
"single-backed sword" into his throat was as casual as tapping a brush on paper. 


The soldier's life became a touch of ink in the legend. 


Yao Lianzhou used the serpentine step of "Wudang Xingjian" to lightly traverse between the heavily 

armored soldiers, and every time his feet hit the ground, a flower of blood was precipitated from his 
hand. Three soldiers were hit by the "Single Back Sword", only one of them survived, but his tendons 
were severed at the back of his knees, and he fell to the ground struggling in pain. 


This kind of combat power was beyond the soldier's imagination. 


Li Tong, Yang Zhenru and other forty-two people who followed Yao Lianzhou to the formation also 
provoked bursts of blood mist on the front. 


Their personal combat power was also very different from that of the soldiers, but they did not attack 
for merit. They just maintained their position and defended the two sides of Master Yao to prevent him 
from falling into the enemy's sea of heavy armor alone - the number of people is the opponent's biggest 
advantage. 
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Yang Zhenru, one of the thirteen former Omei gunmen, was even more motivated to fight; his arms 
danced his spear like a dragon, and his strength was so strong that he even pierced through several 
pieces of heavy armor! 


——They joined Wudang as surrendered soldiers. Although they had no grudges with their new sect 
members on the mountain, they still had lingering depression deep in their hearts. Today they finally 
had the opportunity to formally fight to defend the Wudang sect and prove their strength. Loyalty 
should be expressed freely. 


As for Li Tong and other Wudang's original marksmanship masters, their power is astonishing when 
used. Wherever the spear array strikes, it is like a murderous wave. It turned out that after Yang Zhenru 
and others joined, they selflessly taught the secrets of the Emei Spear and Stick to fellow Wudang 
disciples. With the essence of the two factions learning from each other, Wudang Spearmanship has 
made great progress over the past year. 


Gui Danlei and Chu Lantian, who were following Yao Lianzhou, just followed the master's high-speed 
pace attentively. The number of fallen soldiers in front of the "single-backed sword" increased to five, 
but these two rare boxers in this world have not yet made a move. Simply because their only mission in 
this battle is to protect the leader personally. 


——This is the order Shi Xinghao gave them before he disappeared. 


Protected by a heavy shield and iron armor, a strong soldier desperately rushed into the gun line on the 
left side of the Wudang sect, successfully pinned down two lances, and was about to swing his saber 
when he reached the gunmen's close range. At the same time, a very tall man shot out from the gap 
between the gunmen. He swung a broad blade head-on as he exhaled. It was Fu Yuanba, famous for his 
strength in Soldier's Crow Road! 


The "Wudang Saber" was as powerful as a landslide. The soldier had no time to react, and his helmet 
and head were split open! 


The same was true on the other side. There was only a slight gap in the spear formation of Li Tong and 
others when the enemy rushed in. Wei Dong Liu immediately raised his swords to compensate for the 
gap, and one of the arms was chopped off from the armpit by the blade of his sword, which was not 
protected by the iron armor, and flew up into the air with blood! 
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Yao Lianzhou's men were obviously less than 30% of the other side, but after a confrontation, the battle 
situation was so one-sided and ridiculous. This scene can hardly be described as a "battle" 


--Rather, it was a "clean-up." 


At this time, two hundred light infantrymen from each side who attacked "Yuzhen Palace" from the east 
and west sides passed through the alleys between the numerous palace buildings and rushed to the 
square filled with murderous intent. They suddenly saw: the strongest heavily armored comrade directly 
to the south was being attacked head-on by Wudang warriors who suddenly appeared out of nowhere, 
causing a rain of blood to fill the sky. 


The two armies rushed to the rescue. The forty or fifty infantry archers on each side immediately 
formed a shooting formation, preparing to shoot Yao Lianzhou's cone formation from both flanks! 


But before the many archers of the Eastern Army had time to set up their arrows, another mysterious 
team appeared from the trench in the center of the square, rushed towards them at high speed, and 
suddenly entered the melee range! 


Jiang Yunjian replaced the missing deputy master Xinghao and led nearly a hundred Wudang disciples to 
charge, of which only twenty or so were elites of the Soldier's Crow Road or Zhen Gui Dao level, while 
the rest were Wudang disciples who were relatively new to the martial arts and had not yet 
demonstrated their full potential. However, the momentum with which they are charging towards the 
bows of the forbidden army is not inferior to that of the main force led by Sect Master Yao. 


——Every person who stays in Wudang Mountain believes in the sect's philosophy of "invincibility" and 
is willing to practice these four words with sword and body. 


——No matter who the enemy is. 


Jiang Yunlan's appearance is the same as when he attacked Jing Li in the dark streets of Chengdu two 
years ago: he is dressed in tight black clothes, with a bird-claw-like arm armor on his left hand, and a 
sharp steel longsword in his right hand, but he runs even faster than he did when he served as the 
"Soldier's Crow Assassin" that night! 
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His ugly face with the missing nose exuded an extremely stern and murderous aura. This was the first 
time he had worn the Soldier's Crow Road armor since Chengdu. The hatred of that night was still fresh 
in his mind. In the past two years since he disqualified himself from Soldier's Crow Road, Jiang Yunlan 
has been practicing hard every single day, in order to meet another Wudang hunter in the future. 


— —But first | have to break through this disaster... 


Jiang Yunlan is recognized as one of the strongest leaders among the Wudang School's core generation 
of disciples, with better executive power than the thoughtful Chen Daixiu - his resolute decision to 
summon a large number of disciples from foreign dojos to the rescue in the Xi'an battle is a testament to 
that command. So when Shi Xinghao was not there, he naturally stepped in to fill the void, and no one 
disputed it. 


"Come on! The title of Wudang disciple must be earned with blood!" 


When Jiang Yunlan led his fellow disciples to charge, he kept his expertise in sharp-tongued words and 
shouted to encourage everyone. 


The archers on the opposite side hurriedly quickened their arrows and moved towards the oncoming 
Wudang warriors. The infantry responsible for guarding the archers also stepped out to cover with 
swords, shields and spears. 


But this is as ridiculous as holding a piece of cloth to block the incoming waves. 


Wudang sabers and swords raised another wave of blood. The bow broke and the strings snapped. 


Among the Wudang warriors who followed Jiang Yunlan was the young Soldier's Crow Road swordsman 
Jiao Hongye. Ever since he was severely wounded by Tong Jing in the Ying Hua Pavilion with the 
"Chasing Forms and Intercepting Veins", his sword hand has never fully recovered. So he took advantage 
of his injury and used a four-foot sword that was longer than the previous one. The sword only had a 
five-inch front edge, and the middle and rear parts were as blunt as iron plates, which could be held 
with the left hand utilized to help of the weakened right wrist. This two-handed sword combines many 
spear skills without completely abandoning the swordsmanship he had practiced in the past. With this, 
Jiao Hongye reopened a new path in his personal martial arts career. 
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At this moment, he was carrying his sword with both hands, and he kept making circles while moving. 
Soon, two infantrymen died under his sharp sword. In addition to Jiao Hongye, three Wudang first-line 
masters, Liao Tianying, Luo Senquan and Zhong Yanan, are also in the formation, and they are also 
invincible. 


As these elites took the lead in charging, the infantry and bow formation to the east instantly collapsed 
and could no longer threaten Yao Lianzhou's main formation. At the same time, another Wudang team 
of more than 70 people also attacked the imperial infantry on the west side of "Yuzhen Palace". 


At the front of this army was a black figure that looked like it was in flight, with the left and right hand 
blades, one in blue and the other in vermilion. 


Who else but Ye Chenyuan, the chief general of Wudang. 


Behind him on both sides, guarded by "Soldier's Crow Road" top swordsman Wen Zhao and double 
sword master Tang Jian, this formation is no different from the night battle at the foot of the hill during 
the earlier raid of the Soldier's Crow Road. 


Before the foot soldiers of the forbidden army could see the enemy clearly, the "Kanli Water and Fire 
Sword" had already broken through the wind and revived. 


A bit of blood rained on Ye Chenyuan's face. His two lines of tattoos under his eyes did not move a bit. 


Years ago, Tieqingzi Gongsun Qing led his subordinate "Wudang Thirty-eight Swords" to break through 
the Object Transfer Sect and only five of them survived. 


After returning to the Wudang Mountain, the five agreed to find the surrendered Thing Migration 
Cultist, Shi Rile, and tattoo each of them with a Thing Migration Cult tattoo on their bodies or faces to 
commemorate the tragic battle that changed the fate of the Wudang sect. 


Later, among these five people, Chen Daixiu's uncle Chen Chunyang died of illness; Zhou Chao was 
accidentally killed by a junior when he was competing in the sect. The oldest, Mo Lingyun, died three 
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years ago. Today only Ye Chenyuan and his junior brother Shang Chengyu who are imprisoned in the 
back mountain are still alive. 


The five of them decided to get tattoos back then, not only to commemorate their survival from that 
fierce battle, but also out of admiration for the enemy. On that day, they attacked the "Great Joyful 
Cave" of the Object Migration Sect, and learned first-hand how fierce the Object Migration Sect is in 
battle, and how all of them had entered the inhuman state of "no thoughts of life and death". Although 
they later realized that this was actually the result of the Materialistic Cult's use of drugs to anesthetize 
its followers, the five of them were deeply impressed by this group of enemies, and wanted to take this 
realm as the goal of their martial arts training, so they tattooed themselves. 


—— Later disciples such as Wu Jihong and Gui Danlei also knew this allusion and imitated them in 
tattooing their faces, hoping to be on par with these admired predecessors. The Xi brothers are an 
exception. Their Wuyijiao tattoos were tattooed by their father when they were young. 


Ye Chenyuan's usual coldness is like that of a demonic god, wherever his black robe and "Water and Fire 
Sword" pass, there is a trail of death one after another. 


——The number of people on his side is smaller than that of Jiang Yunlan's team to the east. The reason 
is very simple: Ye Chenyuan's killing power alone is enough for twenty disciples. 


Seeing Ye Chenyuan, who is now as calm as water, it is hard to believe that his only son, Ye Tianyang, 
just four days ago, died of blood poisoning due to an injury, ending his young and short-lived life. 


In Ye Chenyuan's eyes, no any pain of losing his son could not be seen. He just focuses on swinging his 
sword at every enemy without any emotion. 


Unlike the infantry on the east, the forbidden army's bow formation on this side was not in order, there 
were still a dozen or so infantry bowmen who were slightly backed up by more than ten feet, but this 
was not a mistake, the dozen or so had enough time and distance to bend their bows and arrows to 
shoot at Ye Chenyuan and the dense crowd of Wudang disciples behind him! 


Ye Chenyuan noticed this crisis, and with a thought in his mind, he squatted down with his legs, and his 
black-clothed body immediately flew out. In two leaps, he actually covered a distance of ten feet; he 
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took advantage of the momentum and suddenly stabbed out his right hand "Sword of Leaving Fire", the 
tip of the blade with a reddish light, instantly in front of the group of foot bowmen! 


TThis flying attack was none other than the Qingcheng School's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword Technique" trick "Sky Break", which he learned from the Secret Development and Hou Yingzhi's 
help - Ye Chenyuan naturally activated without thinking in this critical situation, and the trick was even 
mixed with his well-versed "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" key points! 


Before the sword edge penetrated the enemy's body, Ye Chenyuan felt an indescribable joy in his heart. 


To be able to use this sword, he had no regrets. 


The three archers fell down in the blink of an eye. Some of the others tried to shoot Ye Chenyuan at 
close range. But it is completely impossible to hit him in this state. The arrows were lost as if they were 
shot at a shadow. Then, the longbow and the human body were chopped together. 


Ye Chenyuan had perfected this round of Leap Killing and felt that he was at the peak of his 
unprecedented state. At the same time, he wondered in his heart: 


If | challenge Sect Master Yao at this moment, what will be the result? ...... 


But now | am using such a sword on such a group of enemies. What a waste. 


Without any worries on either side, the eighty-man vanguard led by Yao Lianzhou pushed forward with 
all his might towards the heavily-armored array in front of him, and the conical formation had already 
penetrated deep into it. 


The original snow-white and flawless robes of his Sect Master were stained with blood. 


BThe two warriors behind him, Gui Danlei and Chu Lantian, were also about to start taking action. Their 
leather-wrapped fists and arms were stained with the blood and broken bones of two or three people 
each. 
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The entire cone array has penetrated deep into the heavily armored soldiers. Among them, Hou Yingzhi 
is also wielding his long and short swords, killing the enemy with courage. 


Two days ago, Hou Yingzhi was authorized by Ye Chenyuan to be a Soldier's Crow Road practitioner, and 
he is now wearing a black Taoist robe. 


It has only been more than two years since he entered Wudang, and he has become a member of the 
"Three Great Departments" of the Wudang sect, formally joining the elite, which is a rare thing even if 
he was a master. The only other people on par with him were the "Omei Dojo", Yang Zhenru, and three 
others - Yang Zhenru was an "inner disciple" of the Omei Sect's headquarter, the "Iron Peak House", 
passed down by the headmaster, Yu Qinglin; and Hou Yingzhi, at the time of his departure from Mount 
Qingcheng, was only a mid-level "disciple of training". 


The Wu-Dang Clan gave Hou Yingzhi this status, of course, not because of an expedient grant in the face 
of a major crisis, but because his strength was truly recognized - even if there is no more Wudang Sect in 
the world tomorrow, this threshold will not be relaxed a little bit. 


Hou Yingzhi was able to make such a rapid progress, of course, by the guidance of the "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Sword Records", as well as the secret training with Ye Chenyuan for a long time. 


However, it was not Ye Chenyuan's idea to give him the black battle suit before the big battle. 


Two days ago in the evening, when Hou Yingzhi dug the last trench of the "Palace of Encountering 
Truth" with many of his fellow disciples and stood in the plaza covered with mud and dirt to see the 
results of his hard work over the past few days - and probably his own burial place - Ye Chenyuan 
walked up to him with a neatly folded black Taoist robe. 


At the first sight of the black clothes, Hou Yingzhi was so excited that he could not speak. 


At this moment, he was convinced that he had surpassed Yan Xiaoliu, the "Taoist disciple" of Qingcheng 
Sect. 
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--This is the Wudang Sect, which is even more powerful than Qingcheng. 


"Master Yao asked me to give you this." Ye Chenyuan said as he handed the robe to Hou Yingzhi. 


Hou Yingzhi was surprised. He had always thought that he had no status in Yao Lian Zhou's eyes, but he 
did not realize that the Sect Leader had actually been paying attention to his martial arts progress. 
When he tried on the black clothes of Soldier's Crow Road, Hou Yingzhi had already forgotten all the 
grievances he had against Yao Lianzhou in the past two years. 


However, it does not mean that he is willing to fight for this man from now on. 


At this time, in the bloody battle, Hou Yingzhi witnessed Yao Lianzhou's wonderful sword skills for the 
first time. He was as amazed as anyone, but not completely surrendered. 


——One day, | will be this strong! 


In the military formation, Hou Yingzhi wielded a variant of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword Technique" that combined Wudang sword skills and his own insights, sending another forbidden 
soldier wearing heavy armor to another world. In this moment, he was not thinking that he was fighting 
for the Wudang Sect, but for himself. 


--Live through this day. And then continue on my path of ascension. 


The group of heavy armored soldiers in front of them were originally three thousand battalions of elite 
cavalry, and they were extremely strong. However, without the horses, their individual combat power in 
infantry battles was further from that of the Wudang warriors, even with excellent equipment and more 
than three times the number of entries, it was still not possible to make up for the situation. In 
particular, Wudang's Yao Linzhou's arrow was too sharp, and where it cut into the soldiers' formation, a 
gap opened up, making it difficult for the soldiers to organize a response formation. Soon the two sides 
merged together and turned into a mixed battle. 


This was exactly what the Wudang sect wanted the most. 
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The heavy-armored Forbidden Army had lost more than fifty people. Among the Wudang disciples led 
by Yao Lianzhou, only two were killed and one was injured. 


——Such terrifying martial arts really exist in the world! 


The soldiers all recognized this fact. 


Outside the Palace of Encounters, General LOU Yuan-sheng was at a loss for words. 


Although many things were happening at the same time, in fact, all the changes happened in a short 
period.Just before he watched seven hundred infantry soldiers cautiously enter the "Yuzhen Palace", the 
next moment there was a loud killing sound inside. Lou Yuansheng originally thought that there was 
indeed an ambush from the Wudang Clan. These three infantry armies should be able to protect 
themselves for a while, especially the heavy armored troops in front. With their training and 
sophisticated equipment, they should be able to compete with these mountain warriors for a while, and 
press the building. Yuan Sheng ordered them to retreat at full speed, but they did not appear at the 
palace gate. This shows that the enemy's surprise attack was so fast that they were unable to react and 
were quickly entangled by the enemy. 


——Lou Yuansheng was only a soldier after all, and he still underestimated the superhuman strength of 
Wudang masters in hand-to-hand combat. If he had seen the first confrontation at the foot of the 
mountain that night, he would never have made the mistake he made today. 


But this Forbidden Army general could still quickly judge the current situation: at this moment, under 
Wudang's fierce attack, the three infantry troops fled out of "Yuzhen Palace" at any time; Wudang sent 
warriors to pursue them closely, and mixed with the fleeing soldiers, they could easily break into the 
three large formations on the outside of the Palace, spreading the melee throughout the entire army, 
and minimizing the power of the long-range cannons. 


Thinking of this worst-case scenario, cold sweat trickled down from underneath Lou Yuansheng's helmet 
to his cheeks. 


--This is the plan of the head of the Wudang sect, right? ...... 
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Yao Lianzhou, who was wielding his sword like the wind in the square of the "Palace of Encountering 
Truth", producing corpses one after another, was indeed thinking so at this moment. 


A tall soldier carrying a heavy iron spear, with a sense of desperation, stabbed Yao Lianzhou's chest. Yao 
Lian Zhou's face was filled with a stern aura, and in a flash of thought, he made his first defensive move 
with his single backed sword, with the back of the blade facing the front of the iron spear. 


The soldier suddenly felt that the spear in his hand was like a living thing out of control. 


The next moment, the iron spear was guided by the "single-backed sword" and pierced another soldier's 
belly armor. Yao Lianzhou followed the arc of the sword and raised the sword diagonally, and the 
double-edged tip of the Single Back Sword easily slashed the throat of the soldier holding the spear. A 
crimson color was added to the white robe of the Wudang Master. 


Yao Lianzhou suddenly used the highest secret of the Wudang School, the "Tai Chi Sword Technique", 
skillfully transforming the energy and guiding it, causing the weapon in the soldier's hand to turn around 
and kill his comrade, which in the eyes of all the soldiers was another even more horrifying magic than 
the fast sword he used earlier, and they couldn't help but gasp in shock. 


To Yao Lian Zhou, the movement of the soldiers wielding their sabers in front of him did not even qualify 
as a"stance", and if it was a normal day, such a level of opponent would not have been able to arouse 
his high fighting spirit; however, when he wielded his "single-backed saber" at this moment, he 
displayed a full range of speed, accuracy, and momentum, and the marvelous power of the saber was 
unreservedly presented before the eyes of the soldiers, as if it was a demonic illusion. 


--It even made them feel strongly: we are fighting against something that is not human. 


What Yao Lianzhou did was to quickly destroy the enemy's morale. 


—— Collapse... 


General Lou Yuansheng outside didn't need to see the battle situation in the palace. He could only feel 
from the sound of killing that his subordinates were approaching the edge of the limit. 
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At this moment, he hoped that the seven hundred people might as well fight to death in the "Yuzhen 
Palace" - even though such a huge loss. 


He will also be liquidated when he returns to Beijing someday, but it is better than facing a greater 
disaster... 


— —Or should | take the initiative right here to prevent it from happening? ... 


Lou Yuansheng took off his battle helmet with red tassels, wiped his sweat and bit his lower lip to think, 
and then said to his military attache: 


"Fire." 


Several military attachés around him glared at the general. But Lou Yuansheng did not waver at all, 
decisively waved his palm towards "Yuzhen Palace" again and nodded vigorously. 


The herald conveyed the instructions to the three artillery formations respectively. The armies on three 
sides raised many red flags with unicorn patterns at the same time. More than 3,000 soldiers outside 
the palace all understood what was going on. 


No one said a word. 


Behind the three rows of field cannons, the artillerymen lit the charges together amidst the sound of 
orders. 


OOOO 


When she heard the sound of thunder in the distance at the foot of the mountain, Yin Xiaoyan's slender 
body jumped, feeling that her soul had briefly separated from her body at that moment. 
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Before dawn, she was already standing on the protruding rock dozens of feet outside the "Yunluoshe" 
mountain gate, holding on to the big tree and looking down. Beside her lay an extinguished lantern. 


This rock is facing the direction of the "Yuzhen Palace" to the south of the mountain. Although she could 
not really see the "Palace of Encounter with the Truth" because of the barrier of the trees in the 
mountain range, at least she felt that she was a little bit closer to the other side of the mountain. 


The sound of distant cannons rang out one after another. 


Xiaoyan felt that the sound was like one shot after another hitting her heart. Her heart was about to 
break. 


--Why...... Why am | here? ....... 


While tears were streaming down her face, Xiaoyan took steps unconsciously. Walking gradually turned 
into running. 


Her figure was hidden among the trees on the way down the mountain. 


OOOO 


When the sound of artillery fire from three sides suddenly sounded, Hou Yingzhi was facing another 
Forbidden Army soldier wearing heavy armor, the blade of the long sword in his hand 


It was about to sink into the gap in the opponent's breastplate. 


But in an instant, Hou Yingzhi saw the intense fear in the soldier's eyes - it was obviously not the 
Wudang Sword that he was afraid of. A series of booming cannons suddenly took away the hearing of all 
the soldiers in the square, which gave people the illusion that the world had become extremely 
peaceful. 
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Therefore, no one heard the sharp whistling sound carrying huge energy in the air. 


The instant the shells fell, human bodies exploded in all directions. There were soldiers of the forbidden 
army and disciples of Wudang. 


The force of death is absolutely fair. 


Gui Danlei saw the shells explode on the ground, creating a powerful force that would savagely blow 
away and tear apart the body. Such power is beyond the imagination of martial arts masters. Even if Gui 
Dan Lei uses "Tai Chi" to completely destroy the enemy's balance and then hits him with 100% of his 
power, he cannot compare with such explosive power. 


--Not to mention the fact that the power of a single blow could only kill or injure one person. 


Although it was the first time for the Wudang Sect to face such an unfamiliar weapon, they were well 
prepared after all. As soon as they heard the sound of artillery fire, Yao Lianzhou's cone formation 
completely disbanded, retreated at full speed, and jumped into the trench where he had previously 
hidden! 


"Yuzhen Palace" was suddenly bombarded mercilessly by 80 bowl-mouth iron cannons from the Shenji 
Battalion. The surrounding area was in chaos. The gate tower, walls, and roof of the palace were hit one 
after another, and the tiles collapsed and flew everywhere. Explosions of beacon smoke filled the sky, 
and the Taoist palace, which was originally solemn and elegant and as powerful as the imperial city, 
instantly turned into a ghost land! 


The three infantry groups trapped in the "Yuzhen Palace" also tried their best to escape, casting the 
most vicious curses on General Lou Yuansheng in their hearts. 


While the artillery bombardment was launched outside the palace, many green flags embroidered with 
flying dragons were raised in the military formation. The Shengji gun squad, which had been preparing 
for the battle, immediately marched forward and over a thousand gun ports were aimed at the exits on 
three sides of the palace. 
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This is the order that General Lou decided long ago: once the artillery attack is launched, the gun array 
will be strictly guarded on all three sides. Anyone who rushes out will be shot to death, regardless of 
whether we are the enemy or not. 


——Lou Yuansheng’s judgment is: If field guns and artillery are used, the outcome will be decided. There 
is no room for benevolence, and the Wudang Clan must be prevented from rushing into the formation, 
and all of them have to be buried in the fire of the Palace of Encounter with the Truth! 


Some of the heavy armored soldiers in the last row had just escaped the artillery fire and ran out of the 
front palace gate. They were shocked to see densely packed fire blunderbuss in front of them. In their 
astonishment, the flames erupting from the blunderbuss mouths had already shone into their eyes, and 
their armor was bursting with holes pierced by the lead bullets, and their sturdy bodies collapsed in one 
fell swoop. ...... 


At the same time, the cannonballs fired into the center of "Yuzhen Palace" continued. In the first round 
of artillery bombardment, more than twenty Wudang disciples were shattered to pieces, and the rest 
rushed back into the trench. 


There were also some Forbidden Army infantrymen who had already gone deep, but when they saw 
that it was impossible to retreat safely from the original route, they ran forward regardless of everything 
and jumped into the pit. In the deep trench, they immediately met Wudang disciples again. In such a 
narrow space, they had nowhere to hide, and they quickly became the dead souls under Wudang's 
weapons. 


Wudang disciples hid in the trenches and tried to shrink their bodies as close to the walls as possible to 
reduce the risk of being injured by artillery fire. 


However, even the strongest Wudang people can only resign themselves to this force that is completely 
beyond the capabilities of their martial arts. 


The Wudang Clan dug trenches as cover, which could only reduce the chance of being hit by artillery fire 
and passively prolong their lives. But Yao Lianzhou and others calculated that although the Shenji Camp 
had opened up a wider mountain road, it would not be easy to transport military equipment up the 
mountain; they would not have thought that Wudang had a plan to deal with artillery, and the number 
of artillery shells stored on the mountain was not sufficient. They bet on this, hoping to survive the 
Shenji Battalion's bombardment. 
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Yao Lianzhou squatted in the trench, and the martial artist disciples who had been in the battlefield just 
now were also beside him. Gui Danlei and Chu Lantian took the opportunity to pick up two enemy 
shields when they retreated. They were holding them to the left and right at the moment, covering the 
head of the leader, thinking that if the artillery fire happened, they could be thrown into the trench or 
blocked. 


Everyone greeted the cannonballs that kept coming in silence. Some people's ears were bleeding from 
the shock. They all displayed a quiet rage. 


Not being able to do anything with one's own strength in battle, and waiting for fate to decide - sucha 
thing Wudang warriors are never accustomed to. 


Chu Lantian and Gui Danlei looked at each other and smiled bitterly, and then said: "If | had known that 
such a day would come, | would have broken the emperor's neck in the 'Leopard Room' that day, and -" 


Suddenly there was a close explosion. Yao Lianzhou and Gui Danlei were hit by an invisible and strong 
impact, both of them slammed into the wall of the pit and then rebounded to the ground, only to feel 
their insides churning. 


Yao Lianzhou's long hair was disheveled, and blood came out from the corner of his forehead. He knelt 
on the ground, shook his head to clear it, and then looked at his side. He saw a huge body with a cracked 
back lying on the ground, motionless, having lost one of its arms. 


The broken arm, still holding the shield, was thrown to the other corner of the trench. 


Six Wudang spear masters were also blown apart at the same time as Chu Lantian. Li Tong, who had lost 
his head, was holding a half-broken gun. 


A huge sadness surged into Yao Lianzhou's heart. 


Not only because of the loss of precious disciples, but also because of the fact that "Tai Chi" boxers of 
Chu Lantian's level have spent many years training hard day and night to study the martial arts to the 
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most profound level; all these blood and sweat is wasted in a moment, turning into nothing. The souls of 
the martial artist seemed to have become worthless under the bombardment of the artillery. 


Yao Lianzhou, whose ears and nostrils were bleeding, let out a cry that no one could hear. 


As the shelling continued, more heavily armored soldiers rushed out from the front palace gate. 
However, the defensive cannon array continued to fire, and no one could survive the cannon fire. A pile 
of corpses was piled up in front of the palace gate. 


Suddenly another wave of people rushed out of the palace gate, more people than any before. This 
time, the heavy armored soldiers knew that there were guns outside and were well prepared, raising 
their shields and running. The first round of gunfire could only knock down half of them, while the other 
half still rushed forward in thick smoke. 


As long as we return to our own lines, our comrades will see who we are and will never kill us again - this 
is the hope of the escaped soldiers. 


The commanding military attache of the Shenji Gun Formation waved a flag at this time, and the last 
group of people in the formation lined up, each holding the gun in his hand and lighting it up. Unlike the 
previous ones, the front ones had thicker chambers, each with three barrels arranged in a zigzag 
pattern, and all of them were three-eyed guns capable of firing three rounds in a single strike, which was 
more powerful! 


The shorter and shorter the twist of fire is, the countdown to death. 


When the soldiers saw the three-eyed firearms from about ten feet away, their eyes showed despair 
and they could only raise their shields as high as they could. 


The volley of fire, which was several times more violent than before, was like an invisible scythe, cutting 
down many soldiers like grass. 


But there are still people standing. They had been following the fleeing heavy armored soldiers like 
shadows, and then they appeared, and suddenly increased their speed and approached the gun array! 
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——lIt is the top light skill of the Wudang Sect's "First Snake Way". 


Before the Sheng Ji soldiers, who had just finished firing their three-eyed guns, could recover from the 
shock of the handguns, they realized that the group of people were charging at them at a very high 
speed. They retreated in a panic, trying to let another row of gunmen make up for the gunfire, but due 
to their anxiety, the front and back became a mess! 


There are actually as many as 400 people in this gun formation, and each row is 80 people wide. Only a 
few of the enemy are concentrated in the center and the two wings have more room to shoot; but the 
speed of these people is too fast, and they have already reached the gun formation. At such a close 
range, if the gunmen on both sides moved to aim, they would fire at each other, so they could not fire a 
single bullet! 


--The lack of maneuverability and the limited direction of attack are the shortcomings of the Shingijin 
array. 


As the additional soldiers in the center were about to fire, two of them were nailed deep into their faces 
and chests by cast iron darts, and they screamed in agony as they threw away their grenades and 
collapsed! 


Those who rushed towards them at high speed were none other than Wudang's most elite assassins - 
the seven remaining members of the "Brown Snake". 


Each one of them wore the brown Taoist clothes that they had sacrificed their blood, sweat and 
personal honor for. And they knew in their hearts that this was the last time they would wear it. Each of 
them had practiced the "Ladder Clouds Flying" for many years to the limit, and had also fully utilized the 
tacit understanding they had cultivated with each other for a long time. 


The seven of them formed a diamond-shaped formation, with Tian Yan, Meng Silang and Huang Tong 
forming the head of the character "Pin", using flying iron darts and sabers to open the way. On the left 
and right sides were Zhang Qian and Long Xiaoqiao, who were the strongest of all the Brown Snakes, 
with an iron shield on each side, and a pair of iron sabers at the back. 
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All of them were there to escort the person in the center. 


The swordsmen responsible for guarding the gun array could not react in time, and the seven-man 
formation passed through the gun soldiers in one breath. A dozen people fell with blood spattered 
wherever they passed. 


After the "Brown Snake" rushed into the crowded main formation, they didn't have to worry about the 
machine weapon shooting, and went all out to invade the depths of the army. In addition to walking 
fast, the seven people also have accurate and keen eyesight. They can instantly determine where the 
enemy's position is weakest, and immediately draw the best route in their minds to break through. The 
seven people thought and acted in unison, and their formation was not scattered at all when they 
charged. 


The Shen Ji Forbidden Army had never seen such a powerful breakthrough. When the thousands of 
troops met these seven men, it was like snow meeting a red-hot blade. 


The direction of "Brown Snake"'s penetration is becoming increasingly clear. The sergeants nearby who 


were exclaiming knew where the opponent's target was. 


In the middle of the formation, where there are eight banners erected. 


The soldiers immediately gathered in the center where the general was. The military formation became 
thicker. The seven-man breakthrough started to become difficult. With continuous running and 
charging, even the "Brown Snake" will inevitably lose its physical strength. This affected the three 
forwards who lost their accuracy with their hidden weapons and had to rely more on slashing with 
swords to clear the way. 


Meng Silang was stabbed in his left arm and could not lift it up, so he could not throw darts and had to 
rely on his saber to kill the enemy; Tian Yan had a wound on his forehead, and the blood kept seeping 
into his eyes. 


But no one thought to stop for even a moment. Because they know they only have one chance. 
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Long Xiaoqiao and Zhang Qian on both sides suppressed many spears and lances that were stabbed 
horizontally; Nan Mingyun, who had never had to take action, began to splash blood with his sword. 


When he was still more than twenty feet away from General Lou Yuansheng, the first "Brown Snake" 
fell: Huang Tong was hit on the shoulder by a hammer swung from the side, and his whole body flew 
away. Dozens of soldiers, holding swords and guns, surrounded the place where he fell. 


The remaining six people did not look back to see Huang Tong's outcome, and still focused on moving 
forward. 


——Although their hearts felt like they were broken. 


When they reached a distance of more than ten feet, Meng Silang and Long Xiaoqiao also fell down one 
after another, allowing the other four companions to pass by. 


The iron shield of Long Xiaoqiao was missing, and the figure that had been hidden in the center of the 
formation was revealed: "Brown Snake" Chief Fan Zong, with his proud flying sword clasped in both 
hands, his eyes as cold as ice. 


This death-defying breakthrough was not Yao Lianzhou's idea, but Fan Zong's secret plan. The other six 
"Brown Snakes" also agreed and took action according to the opportunity. 


Fan Zong knew that this blow violated the order of head Yao "not to commit any fatal act". But this time 
he would rather rely on his personal judgment: in a large battlefield, the "Brown Snake" can be most 
effective, and this is the only way left. 


--To be able to do anything for Wudang. Give all our blood, bones and souls. 


At this time, Lou Yuansheng also knew what was happening. But he decided not to dodge - if the 
commander moved, the entire military formation would also move in the chaos where orders could not 
be effectively communicated, which would probably destroy the situation surrounding "Yuzhen Palace" 
and allow the enemy to take advantage of it. He would rather choose to believe in his own 
overwhelming numerical protection. 
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By now, he could already see the figure of the offender from his saddle. The distance was only seven 
feet. 


Tian Yan, who had a severed gun stuck in his ribs on the left side, was spitting out blood. Knowing that 
he could not hold on any longer, he mustered his last breath, broke away from his companions, and 
charged forward to the left! 


He used his unparalleled light skills combined with "Wudang Xingjian" to kill three people in one breath. 
Such power made the surrounding soldiers mistakenly think that the enemy had changed their marching 
direction, so they moved closer to Tian Yan! 


This precious gap allowed Fan Zong and the other three to advance another two feet before 
encountering resistance again. When Tian Yan was killed behind, Zhang Qian's men with their iron 
shields tripped over a dozen lances and could not get up again. 


At this time, Fan Zong could see Lou Yuan Sheng's face from a distance. 


Nan Mingyun rushed forward, brandishing his double iron swords to clear the way, and kept killing 
General Lou's bodyguards. His legs were already burning with fatigue, but at this moment he felt that 
the body did not belong to him. 


Relying on the brilliant path of blood created by Nan Mingyun's double swords, the distance between 
Fan Zong and Lou Yuansheng was less than four feet. 


Fan Zong didn't feel guilty for not helping Nan Mingyun in the battle: this was the agreement of the 
seven of them, and the other six of them did their best to preserve the strength of Fan Zong, the 
strongest "Brown Snake", until the end. 


When the two of them approached to a distance of two feet, Lou Yuansheng was a little shaken; he had 
only been focusing on the battle situation, and he actually forgot that he was just a military attache. 


——ls it really worth risking your own life for such a meaningless war for such a court? ... 
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But there was no room for him to change his mind. 


Nan Mingyun encountered another array of wavelength spears. Although he chopped off six of them 
with his sharp double swords, three spears were still pierced into his body. 


——Ilt has reached its limit. 


Fan Zong gritted his teeth at this moment and flew over Nan Mingyun's shoulder. 


Nan Mingyun seemed to have known that he would do this, and the two of them did not need to 
rehearse it: Nan Mingyun spat out a large mouthful of blood, and put his last strength into his fists, 
which were still gripping the hilts of his swords, and struck out at Fan Zong's feet in the air! 


Fan Zong used his unique "Tai Chi Listening Power" to borrow the power of Nan Mingyun's strike, 
together with his own "Ladder Cloud Vertical Leap", under the multiplication of the two forces, his long 
and light body, just like the cannonball fired from the God's Machine Iron Cannon at high speed, flew 
over the distance of one zhang in a single gulp. 


The enemy general was finally in the flying sword's killing range. 


Lou Yuansheng knew something was wrong at this moment, so he said urgently to the deputy general 
beside him: "Ma Junming, it's up to you——" 


At the same time, a personal guard in front of Lou Yuansheng fired more than 20 spears at Fan Zong 
who was in the air. 


With Fan Zong's physical skills, it is not completely impossible to dodge this attack in mid-air. 


But in his eyes, all other people and weapons in the battle formation no longer existed. 
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Only he and the general on horseback were left. 


Fan Zong took advantage of the momentum left by the combined force of the two men to leap forward, 
and threw out the two flying swords in his hands. 


The blade is like a meteor. Only blurry lights and shadows were seen passing by. 


Lou Yuansheng dodged sideways on the saddle. But Fan Zong's two flying swords had already 
anticipated his possible feats, blocking the angle at which he could dodge. 


A flying sword was nailed into the left side of Lou Yuansheng's chest, but it was blocked by the armor 
and the tip of the sword could only penetrate half an inch of his chest muscle. 


It was the second sword that really killed him, grazing the inner edge of his helmet and penetrating 
deeply into his right eye. 


The remaining energy of the flying sword caused Lou Yuansheng, who was immediately out of breath, to 
fall towards the back of the saddle. 


At the same time when the flying sword fell out of his hand, Fan Zong's body was also penetrated by 
more than twenty spears, his brown coat was dyed crimson, and his whole body was instantly held in 
the air by those spears stabbing from three sides, as if he was a brittle sacrifice. 


Fan Zong died a little later than his prey. But he could not see whether he had succeeded or not. 


For a brief moment, his mind only recalled the sunny morning many years ago when he had first killed 
for the Wudang sect. It turned out that his fate had already been written on that day. 


But would anyone remember this story of bloodshed and grandeur in the future? 


He didn't know. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 136 Volume 13: The Battle of Wudang 
Postscript 


This volume of "Poems of Martial Arts Madness" is titled "The Battle of Wudang". Friends who are 
martial arts fans of my generation or older will definitely smile knowingly after reading it: "The Battle of 
Wudang" is the Hong Kong TVB The subtitle of the third series of the TV series "Lu Xiaofeng" broadcast 


= 


in 1978 was adapted from the original work "Ghost Villa" by Senior Gu Long ("432 LU HE"). 


This version, starring Liu Songren as Lu Xiaofeng and Huang Yuanshen as Ximen Chuixue, was very 
popular among the people at that time (that's why the third series was filmed). It was an era when 
martial arts dramas dominated public entertainment, and the night the finale of "The Battle of Wudang" 
broadcast was also a deep memory of my childhood. | don't remember much about the plot (I was only 
nine years old at the time), but | do remember that there was a large group of relatives and friends 
gathered in the same room, and after a quick dinner, they all gathered around the TV and watched the 
finale, as if it was some kind of important ceremony. | don't think we'll ever have a time like that again. 


At first, | didn't decide on a name for this volume, so | just wrote the words "The Battle of Wudang" ona 
piece of paper. Gradually, the more | reached the end of the book, the more | felt that | couldn't 
separate myself from the name, so | decided to use it as a tribute to that wonderful era. 


There is another good story about the TV series "Lu Xiaofeng: Battle of Wudang"... It is the classic theme 
song "Oath to Enter the Mountain of Swords" sung by Zheng Shaoqiu San. Probably because Senior Gu 
Long loved Senior Huang Zhan's lyrics so much, he later simply changed it Included in the book "Phoenix 
Dances in Nine Heavens", the book arranges for Lu Xiaofeng to knock on a bowl and sing. It is truly 
unprecedented that the original work of a martial arts novel pays homage to the adapted work. 


As | was about to finish writing this volume, | was shocked to hear that Master Liu Jialiang, the great 
master of kung fu movies, passed away due to illness. In the 1970s and 1980s, Master Liu launched the 
"Hard Bridge, Hard Horse, Real Kung Fu" movie craze, and in his early days as a martial arts director for a 
series of passionate and masculine works directed by Chang Cheh, they all had a profound impact on 
me. There are many elements inspired by this book. | would like to pay tribute to Master Liu with this 
book. 


Qiao Jingfu 


July 2, 2013 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic Chapter 137 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 137 


Volume 14 Mountain-Fire-Sea Introduction 


Confucius said: If you hear the Tao in the morning, you will die in the evening. 


-- "The Analects of Confucius--Li Ren IV" (##za- 217 2) 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 139 Chapter 1 - Severed Life 


The wooden sword that was as fast as the wind stopped at the last moment, the tip of the sword froze 
in front of a left hand, only two minutes away from the center of the palm. 


On the five-fingered left palm, an extremely deep old saber scar was clearly visible, running straight 
down the center of and cutting off several major palm lines. A very bad sign in palmistry. 


——However, if this palm had not received the knife that day, its owner would not be alive today, let 
alone good or bad in the future. 


After the competition came to a standstill, the left hand slowly moved away, revealing the young face 
behind the palm: a face covered with staggered scars, and even the tip of the nose had been severely 
cut off. It was so fierce and miserable that people didn't want to look directly at it. 


Twenty-year-old Jiang Yunlan was not ashamed of his ugly face. His eyes flashed with a sly and confident 
gaze like a jackal, looking at the opponent in front of him. 


In his other hand, Jiang Yunlan was holding a Wudang Sect wooden sword of the same style as his 
opponent's, which was also stationary in front of him. The difference was that the tip of his sword 
stopped in front of his opponent's neck, lightly touching the skin of his throat. 


Chen Daixiu, who had the wooden sword pointed at his throat, stared at Jiang Yunlan angrily, his eyes 
full of dissatisfaction. He swallowed his Adam's apple, and his throat was pressed against Jiang Yunlan's 
wooden sword. Chen Daixiu frowned unhappily and took a step back. 


Jiang Yunlan regarded the opponent's retreat as proof of his victory, and slowly lowered his wooden 
sword with a smile. 


"You didn't defeat me." Chen Daixiu said coldly, with a scholarly face filled with the pride of a Wudang 
sect warrior. Chen Daixiu is two years older than Jiang Yunlan, but because of her gentle and intact 
appearance, he looks younger in comparison. 
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Jiang Yunlan didn't reply, but glared, frowned, sighed and shook his head, with an expression like "What 
are you talking about?" 


"My sword is just as fast." Chen Daixiu was unmoved and insisted, "If it were a real sword duel, even if | 
were stabbed by you, my sword would also penetrate through your left hand and into your neck at the 
same time. You wouldn't be able to avoid it - no, you didn't dodge at all." 


"So what?" Jiang Yunlan shrugged, "I killed you. That's all." 


Chen Daixiu shook his head vigorously: "That's just dying together. This is not considered 
swordsmanship." 


"What can kill is swordsmanship." Jiang Yunlan looked at Chen Daixiu with disapproval and contempt. 


Chen Daixiu was about to refute again when a hoarse and majestic voice interrupted him. 


"That's enough. The martial arts training ground is a place for sword use, not a place for training your 
tongue." 


The two young swordsmen were speechless, sheathing their wooden swords and facing the speaker. 


He was a man in his late fifties. His thick beard and hair were almost completely white, but his figure 
was surprisingly strong and well-developed. His swollen chest and shoulders were fully stretched out by 
the blue-dyed Taoist uniform, not at all like a body of his age. 


The man's complexion was as tanned as bronze, and his face was as rough as if it had been worn by 
stones; his big eyes protruded like fish, with both pupils squinting outwards; his neck was radiant with 
blood, and his whole face seemed to be filled with a masculine aura that had no place to dissipate. On 
his left cheek there is a large ugly scar, as if burned by strong acid or boiling soup, the deepest part of 
the wound has lost its skin, revealing a small piece of the cheek bone corroded into black. From the top 
of the forehead to the center of the eyebrow, there is a line of symbols of the object transfer religion, 
which looks like a small sword hanging upside down over the eyes. 
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Jiang Yunlan and Chen Daixiu do not dare to say half a word. Because the person standing in front of him 
is none other than Mo Lingyun, the current chief senior brother of the Wudang Sect. 


——One of the only five "Wudang Thirty-Eight Swordsmen" who survived the bloody battle in the 
"Great Happy Cave" of Wu Yijiao fifteen years ago. 


Among the many members of the Wudang Sect, Mo Lingyun is a very special one: He is forty-eight years 
old this year, one year older than his master Gongsun Qing, and he did not start practicing martial arts 
until he was twenty years old. However, he became one of the few elite members of the Wudang sect 
by virtue of his perseverance and outstanding will, and he survived the horrible and bloody war. The 
scar on his cheek was caused by the acid that corrodes steel splashed by the Object Migrationists at that 
time. Even the proud martial artists of Wudang were impressed by Mo Lingyun. 


Mo Lingyun's strange, slanted eyes rolled back and forth as he stared at the two men in front of him, 
and then he spoke in a raspy voice, "Do you think that competing with swords in the Wudang School's 
dojo is a game? Do you think it's a game to compete in a sword fight in the Wudang sect's dojo? Don't 
you believe every pair of eyes here?" 


Jiang Yunlan and Chen Daixiu listened and looked around Mo Lingyun. In the "Xuan Shi Martial Field" 
surrounded by huge stone statues of celestial soldiers and generals, there stood dozens of Wudang 
disciples. Although the white-robed figure of Sect Master Gongsun was nowhere to be seen, the number 
of spectators was still significant. 


Ye Chenyuan, the cold-faced god of war who wields two swords and was one of the "Thirty-eight 
Swords" of the past; Wu Ji Hong, the gifted elder swordsman; Gui Dan Lei, a giant man who is highly 
talented among the younger generation of disciples and who has already been practicing Tai Chi Fist; 
and the rest of the crowd are the elite disciples who have already competed in the martial arts arena 
before. Just now, the two of them were the last match. 


Chen Daixiu looked ashamed after being scolded by Mo Lingyun. Jiang Yunlan didn't say anything, but 
his eyes still showed his unwillingness to admit defeat. 


Everyone on Wudang Mountain knows about Jiang Yunlan's rebellious and talkative character. How 
could Mo Lingyun not know this? But he knew that if he continued to scold him, he wouldn't be able to 
make this kid give in within a day, so he restrained his anger. 
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"Okay, that's the end of today's competition. 


You all go back." 


Hearing this, the disciples clasped their fists and saluted Mo Lingyun and Ye Chenyuan, the two most 
senior substitute teachers, and dispersed down the mountain. 


Jiang Yunlan put the wooden sword back into the armory next to the "Xuanshi Martial Arts Field". He 
never looked at anyone. 


As he walked out of the armory and closed the door behind him, a cold voice came from behind Jiang 
Yunlan. 


"Come here." 


Before Jiang Yunfu turned back, he knew that it was his most admired senior brother, Ye Chenyuan. 


Facing Ye Chenyuan, Jiang Yunlan softened slightly and looked into the eyes with spell tattoos 
underneath. 


"Why did you fight like this just now?" 


Hearing Ye Chenyuan's question, Jiang Yunlan sighed. He never admits defeat, but he doesn't deceive 
himself yet. 


"My swordsmanship is no better than Chen Daixiu's." Jiang Yunlan admitted bluntly: "Only in this way 
could | have a chance to stab him. In the end, | succeeded." 


"But with this choice of yours, you will die regardless of whether you succeed or not." Ye Chenyuan said, 
"Chen Daixiu is right, this is not swordsmanship, or at least not Wudang swordsmanship. The Wudang 
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School trains swordsmen, not dead soldiers. It is not a victory if you cannot be the last one to survive. 
Wudang Sword is the sword of victory." 


Jiang Yunlan shrugged his shoulders, "| only care if my sword can pierce my opponent's throat. | don't 
care about anything else." Ye Chenyuan looked at Jiang Yunlan's stubborn expression and was 
speechless. 


Jiang Yunlan clasped his fist and left. Before he left, he stood again, looking at the statues of gods on the 
Xuan Shi Martial Arts Ground, illuminated by the setting sun, and spoke to Ye Chenyuan at his back. 


"| know what Senior Brother Ye said is right. But | just thought: maybe one day, the Wudang Sect will 
also need swordsmanship like mine." 


Hearing Jiang Yunlan's words, Ye Chenyuan's heart trembled. 


When Jiang Yunlan moved again, Ye Chenyuan responded to him. 


"If you really have to use that kind of swordsmanship, think of a way so that no one can pierce your left 
hand." 


After Jiang Yun Lan left, Mo Ling Yun came over to Ye Chenyuan. 


"Junior Brother Ye, what do you think?" Mo Lingyun asked. 


"Chen Daixiu has good swordsmanship and a calm temperament. | think it would be more suitable for 
him to be included in the "Gui Zhen Dao" who is responsible for studying and training martial arts. He 
already has such strength." 


The new Wudang Clan's plan to establish three major divisions, "Crow, Turtle, and Snake", has been 
progressing smoothly in the past few years, and the personnel of each division have gradually taken 
shape. Today's competition is also to assess young disciples and select the best ones to join various 
departments. 
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"Where is Jiang Yunlan?" When Mo Lingyun asked, he kept looking at the young swordsman's small back 
as he came down the mountain. 


Ye Chenyuan meditated: Jiang Yunlan's talent is undoubted, but after five years of training, his quick 
sword is enough to compete with Chen Daixiu, a disciple who has been training in Wudang Mountain 
since childhood; but his swordsmanship is extremely monotonous, and his offense and defense are also 
very unbalanced, so if he continues to do so, it is difficult to become a great talent. 


"His sword is fast because he is anxious." 


Mo Lingyun nodded. Both of them knew Jiang Yunlan's origins: Jiang Yunlan's father, Jiang Kun, was a 
powerful man in the Zhengyang Mansion near the border of Shaanxi Province, and had a lot of 
waterway escort business. In order to prepare for the Wudang "First Snake Road" network and set up 
eyes and ears in various provincial capitals, Chen Daixiu's uncle Chen Chunyang (also one of the 
surviving "Wudang Thirty-Eight Swordsmen") went to various places to build connections in the world, 
and Jiang Kun was one of them. The two became friends as a result. 


Five years ago, Jiang Kun was killed by his rebellious brother Cen Yibo during a gang infighting. The scars 
on Jiang Yunlan's face were caused by the abuse by Cen Yibo's men at that time. In the end, the sabers 
wanted to eliminate the root of the problem, but in a moment of crisis, Jiang Yunlan blocked the fatal 
stab with his left palm and fell into the river, where he disappeared; three months later, he followed his 
father's instructions and went alone to Wudang Mountain to find his uncle, Chen Chunyang, and to pay 
his respects to him. 


At that time, Gongsun Qing had not seen Jiang Yunlan's talent. He only knew that a fifteen-year-old boy 
who had never formally learned martial arts could still block a knife with his bare hands and escape with 
his face covered in trauma, and then traveled across the country to Wudang alone, so he accepted this 
disciple without hesitation. 


——Will is itself a kind of talent. 


For five years in Wudang Mountain, Jiang Yunlan only focused on practicing one thing: offensive but not 
defensive fast swords. Perhaps because of such concentration, he made rapid progress, and his strength 
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quickly surpassed that of many senior brothers who had started before him. At the same time, the scars 
on his face increased a lot. 


Everyone knows what drives Jiang Yunlan to train so hard. But no one mentions it. 


If the Wudang Clan wanted to avenge Jiang Yunlan, it would be easier than squeezing a bug to death. 
But this is not how Wudang Martial Arts works, and Jiang Yunlan has never made such a request to his 
master. 


Apart from training, Jiang Yunlan rarely spoke to his fellow disciples. He doesn't have any friends in 
Wudang Mountain. 


He has never regarded Wudang Mountain as his home. 


Mo Lingyun continued to look down the mountain. Jiang Yunlan's figure finally disappeared among the 
woods. 


"If this continues, he will leave soon." Mo Lingyun sighed. 


"There's nothing we can do about it." Ye Chenyuan said, "Wudang is not a place where you force people 
to stay. If he doesn't have the heart, there's no point in staying." 


Mo Lingyun shook his head: "What a pity. He should have been a rare talent..." 


As he spoke, Mo Lingyun suddenly coughed violently. He quickly pulled off a sweat towel from his waist 
and covered his mouth and nose. 


After coughing for a while, Mo Lingyun's breathing calmed down. He slowly removed the sweat towel, 
which was stained with a few drops of blood. Ye Chenyuan caught a glimpse of it from the side and 
frowned sadly. 
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Mo Lingyun had been infected by the enemy's corrosive poison during the battle of the Object Transfer 
Cult, the poison flowed through his bloodstream and damaged his internal organs, although he survived, 
he was unable to recover for more than ten years. The fact that he can still maintain such a strong body 
despite this long-term internal injury shows how amazing Mo Lingyun's willpower is. 


——It’s just that the internal injury never let go of Mo Lingyun. About two years later, his body began to 
decline rapidly, and he never did anything in the Wudang sect. A year before the Wudang "Soldier's 
Crow Road" expedition to Sichuan, the start of the attack on the "Nine Sect", Mo Lingyun due to old age 
and injury. 


Mo Lingyun looked at the blood-stained towel in his hand, with a slight sadness in his eyes. 


"Wudang must quickly become stronger...How | wish | could see with my own eyes the day when 
Master's ambition to be ‘invincible in the world’ is realized..." 


On the second night after the competition, Jiang Yunlan secretly left Wudang Mountain. 


He's had enough of waiting. After competing with Chen Daixiu, he knew for sure that he had the ability 
to take revenge. This was his only purpose in learning swordsmanship, and there was no need to stay in 
Wudang for any longer. 


The only person who noticed this and waited for Jiang Yunjian with a lantern in front of the mountain 
gate was Chen Daixiu. 


Jiang Yunlan was a little surprised to see Chen Daixiu but only smiled slightly. 


"If you want to dissuade me, don't." 


Chen Daixiu shook his head: "I'm just looking for you to find out one thing: Why do you hate me so 
much? Did | offend you in any way?" 
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Jiang Yunlan was shocked, "Why are you asking such a fucking stupid question? It's not like we have to 
be friends for any reason." 


"No." Chen Daixiu said flatly: "| just want to know what | did wrong, and whether there are any mental 
obstacles that | don't even know about. On the path of seeking the Way, even this small obstacle may 
become a big problem in the future. | have to get rid of it as soon as possible." 


These words warmed Jiang Yunlan's heart. His original disdainful smile tightened. 


"It has nothing to do with you." Jiang Yunlan said slowly, "I did it on purpose. | just thought that if | could 
make you angry, | might be able to increase my chances of winning in the competition." 


Jiang Yunlan originally wanted to add "I don't hate you", but he could never say this. 


Chen Daixiu was relieved after hearing this. But when he thought that Jiang Yunlan was leaving now and 
would never have the chance to see each other again, he did not show a smile and just looked at the 
long sword in Jiang Yunlan's hand silently. 


It was an ancient sword with a sharkskin sheath, not from Wudang. With Jiang Yunlan's qualifications 
and status, he had not yet been given a sword by his master, and this ancient sword was one of the few 
valuable items he had hastily seized when he had escaped from Xunyang Mansion and ventured into his 
father's private house. The others were all pawned on the way, but only this ancient sword of unknown 
origin has been brought to Wudang Mountain. 


Jiang Yunlan took another step forward without looking at Chen Daixiu. 


When passing by, Chen Daixiu handed the lantern in his hand to Jiang Yunlan. Jiang Yunlan took it 
speechlessly. 


"| wish you find what you want." Chen Daixiu said behind Jiang Yunlan. 


Jiang Yunlan waved his hand without looking back. 
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OOOO 


However he didn't find it. 


That is a very strange fate. It was only on the day Jiang Yunlan arrived in his hometown of Xunyang 
Mansion that he learned that Cen Yibo and his group had just been annexed by another larger gang 
more than a month ago; Cen Yibo and everyone who had harmed Jiang Kun's family were all there. He 
was killed in a fierce battle between Jianghu and Jianghu. 


Standing by the river where he escaped death that day, Jiang Yunlan silently looked at the scar on his 
left palm. A great emptiness came over him. 


He slowly took off the ancient sword from his waist and wanted to throw it into the river. But he 
couldn't let go of his hand several times. 


He looked at the sword held tightly in his hand. 


——I wish you find what you want. 


At this moment, Jiang Yunlan cried. He watched his father being killed, a piece of his nose being cut off, 
and he used his palm to resist the vicious knife... He never cried in those moments. 


But now, he was crying. 


A month later, Jiang Yunlan returned to Wudang Mountain with the ancient sword, knelt down sincerely 
in front of the mountain gate, and asked to return to the Wudang Gate. 


OOOO 
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The golden morning light was blocked by the thick fog raised by the continuous artillery fire, and could 
not be cast into the dark trench. 


Jiang Yunlan was like a crouching beast, squatting at the bottom of the trench, curling up as much as 
possible and raising the iron armor claws of his left hand to protect the top of his head, clinging tightly 
to the trench wall to reduce the risk of being hit by the powerful and invulnerable iron cannons of the 
God's Machine. 


There is no other way. Even the strongest martial arts in the world cannot withstand this kind of attack. 


To the martial artists of the Wudang School, especially the warriors of the Soldier's Crow Road, who 
were responsible for fighting in the south and the north, it was a great humiliation that was hard to 
bear. 


However, in order to win, you have to swallow any shame - on the battlefield, the winner is the one who 
survives to the end. Jiang Yunlan squatted on the ground, staring at the soil. Continuous shells roared 
down, and bursts of dust from the explosions fell on him, staining his black clothes and hair grayish- 
yellow. 


The more than eighty people from the east side of the "Yuzhen Palace" who had been fighting with him 
were all crouching in the trench like him, and they could only hope for luck. 


Jiang Yunlan and his men had just engaged in a melee with the infantry and bow troops of the forbidden 
army that invaded the east side of the "Palace of Encountering Truth", and while they were having a 
good time killing them, they heard the Shenji artillery array outside of the palace launching a three- 
pronged bombardment. Jiang Yunlan immediately led nearly a hundred people one by one to rush back 
to the trench in the central square to take refuge. However, in just a short distance of 30 to 40 feet, 
eleven Wudang disciples were killed by bombardment, including Luo Senquan, the elite swordsman of 
the Soldier's Crow Road, who was blown to smithereens, and the twisted Wudang single sword was 
blown to pieces, feeding off the arm of another Wudang disciple. 


The earth and sky seemed to be shaking. But Jiang Yunlan did not make a single move, his iron claws still 
holding the top and the back of his head, his right hand tightly gripping the long sword behind his back, 
and he looked at the ground calmly. 


——| won't die like this. 
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This is not my destiny. 


Although Jiang Yunlan's martial arts skills were not the best in the Wudang Sect, his ability to lead and 
make decisions was trusted by many of his fellow disciples. Only five years younger than Master Yao 
Linzhou, he may not be able to use his martial arts skills to become a Vice Master, but he is highly 
regarded by his elders as an important asset in helping Master Yao to continue his success in Wudang. 


When he returned to the school that day, he had already determined to dedicate his life to Wudang. 


——How could you die in this pothole? 


--Endure. The opportunity for victory would surely come. 


Finally, a shell landed in the trench, less than 20 paces away from Jiang Yunlan. 


The five Wudang disciples who were killed by the blast did not even have time to cry out. Tragic cries 
came from those who were injured by the blast. 


A broken palm was blown towards Jiang Yunlan and landed right in front of him. Blood splashed onto his 
scarred face. 


Jiang Yunlan did not move a bit, his eyes did not even blink, still looking at the ground. 


Only his lower lip was bitten and bleeding. 


--Our Wudang Sect is not so easy to kill. How many more are there? Bring it on! 


OOOO 
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The hilt of the Wudang Flying Sword was still stuck in Lou Yuansheng's right eye. Blood was pouring out 
of the eye socket, drowning half of the face of the commander of the Divine Mechanism Camp. His 
other eye, which had already lost its vitality, stared blankly at the dusty sky. 


The deputy general Ma Junming was so shocked that he knelt down on the spot and looked down at the 
general lying under his horse. He couldn't believe the scene before him. 


This is indeed unimaginable: the Shenji Battalion, the most courageous of the imperial guards of the 
Ming Dynasty, was actually attacked by just seven people at the central commander's formation, and 
assassinated the marshal on his horse! 


--Monsters ...... 


The last head of those seven "monsters" was still being held up in the air by more than twenty spears 
and guns, as if it were an animal sacrifice in some strange ceremony. 


The personal guards of the commanding battalion who were holding the barrels of their spears were 
also so shocked that they forgot to put down Fan Zong's body on the gun heads. 


It was not until who roared first that the twenty-odd guards swung their spears and guns and threw Fan 
Zong to the ground, and then they came together in a circle and frantically stabbed and cut at Fan Zong, 
who was already out of breath. 


Every time they stabbed, the guards howled, as if they wanted to vent all their grief and fear on the 
corpse. 


--They were afraid because failure to protect the commander was a serious offense for the guards, even 
punishable by death. 


The guards were like a herd of beasts grabbing for food, and the many spears and guns kept falling, 
tearing Fan Zong's body to pieces. 
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This strong aura of terror quickly infected the nearby generals, paralyzing the entire Divine Mechanism 
Battalion. 


The "Yuzhen Palace" in the distance was still exploding with bursts of smoke and dust. The three-sided 
artillery array continued to bombard "Yuzhen Palace" in accordance with Lou Yuansheng's original 
instructions. 


"General Ma! General Ma!" A calmer officer in charge pushed Ma Junming, who was kneeling on the 
ground, and helped him up: "What should we do next?" 


Although Lou Yuansheng's last words before his death were interrupted by Fan Zong's fatal flying sword 
assassination, everyone around him heard that Lou Yuansheng had entrusted the military power to Ma 
Junming. Many military attachés under the handsome banner are waiting for his orders. 


It is precisely at this chaotic moment that the leader of an army is tested to see if he is a lion or a lamb. 


Ma Junming is one of the guards officers selected from a hundred, so he is not a mediocre person. 
However, the Wudang Clan's seven "Brown Snakes" had such a daring assassination method that no 
army in the world had. Ma Junming, who had little actual combat experience, had a blank mind at the 
moment and was unable to think of any strategy at all. 


He took a look around the army and his eyes were filled with horror. Among the many generals, it seems 
that another group of Wudang sect assassins will appear at any time. ...... 


The command of the army was in disarray, and the generals on the periphery had no idea what was 
going on, but could only continue to carry out their original orders. 


The field artillery formations on the east, south, and west sides continued to throw artillery shells into 
the "Yuzhen Palace". The commanding military attache encouraged the soldiers to load their cannons 
more quickly so that the rain of bullets would fall even denser. 


--Blow up all those madmen inside! Don't let half of them get out! 
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Shen Ji's generals wanted to rely on the powerful cannons to win from a distance, and did not want to 
face the Wudang School's swords in person. 


The "Yuzhen Palace" palace was shaken to the point of collapse by the bombing, and countless 
shattered bricks, wood, tiles and stones turned into a billowing thick fog, swallowing up the entire Taoist 
palace. 


However, this battle situation was the worst mistake that the Shenji Battalion should make - if Lou Yuan 
Sheng were still alive, this would never have happened. 


Fan Zong and the other seven people sacrificed their lives, on the surface only killed one person, but the 
actual effect is quietly changing the flow of the battle ...... 


OOOO 


Huo Yaohua took out the cloth from her waist and wiped the sweat from her red face. At the same time, 
she walked quickly through the rugged forest hillside without stopping. 


After wiping off her sweat, she raised her head and looked at the broad-necked figure in front of her. 


Xi Xiaoyan led the way, walking silently without looking back once. Every step he took was extremely 
heavy, as if he was crushing the tree roots and soil on the ground, but with his strength he walked very 
fast, each step was a big step, and Huo Yaohua had a hard time following behind him. 


Huo Yohua looked sideways at Shimazu's Hu Linglan, who was walking alongside her. Like her, Hu 
Linglan's hair was drenched in sweat, and the cloth on which her saber was slung was tightened around 
her chest as she climbed up the mountain, Hu Linglan frowned and exhaled to keep herself from lagging 
behind. She also looked at Xi Xiaoyan's back, and then turned her head to look at Huo Yaohua. Both 
female swordsmen were a little worried about Xi Xiaoyan. 


This is a deserted mountain east of Wudang's "Encountering the True Palace", and there is no mountain 
path. The three of them chose to rush to the Palace of Encountering Truth from the east in order to 
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bypass the army of the Divine Mechanism Battalion, which was attacking from the mountains to the 
south. 


Xi Xiaoyan was so anxious after hearing the news from the merchants in Xiangyang that the forbidden 
army was attacking Wudang that he finally arrived at the village east of Wudang Mountain last night. 

The horses were too tired and it was dangerous to ride in the dark, but Xi Xiaoyan didn't want to wait 
and arrived at the foot of the mountain before dawn on foot. 


Although Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua were not ordinary women, they were tired of chasing them for 
such a long distance. But looking at Xi Xiaoyan who seemed to be driven by a demon, the two of them 
didn't complain at all. 


There is a protruding steep slope ahead, which seems difficult to climb up. Huo Yaohua was looking 
around to see how to take a detour, but she saw Xi Xiaoyan stretched out his long strange arm, grabbed 
the protruding tree roots, took advantage of his original steps, roared and climbed up violently, and with 
his left foot bending down, he stepped ona stone, and then continued to walk upwards again. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yohua had no choice but to climb up the steep slope with both hands and feet. The 
back of Huo Yaohua's hand was scratched by a stone while climbing, but she didn't grunt, she patted the 
dust on her hand, and went with Hu Linglan to catch up with Xi Xiaoyan, who had already gone far away. 


Hu Linglan looked at Xixiaoyan's back, recalling how he had trouble sleeping and eating in the past few 
days, she deeply felt how deep his relationship with the Wudang Sect was. 


--If it were for the Satsuma Kingdom, for the Six Swords of Broken Gate, for Jing Li, | would do the same. 


Hu Linglan had always regarded the "Wu Dan" as an enemy, a sworn enemy of her beloved Jing Li. 
However, after getting acquainted with Xi Xiaoyan, she suddenly realized that enemies are also human 
beings, and they also have human feelings, and they will also fight for what they love. 


--So what is the point of us attacking each other in a duel ...... ? 
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Huo Yaohua looked at Xi Xiaoyan, but in her heart, she was extremely envious. She was expelled from 
the master's door, never found a place to call "home", and never had to love and protect anyone from 
the bottom of her heart. 


——tThe only exception may be that when he and Xi Xiaoyan were in Hanyang City, they stayed at the 
mansion in Dyeingfang, where they were attacked by local martial artists who mistook them for the Six 
Swords of the Broken Door, and the two of them fought side by side to guard the gate of the mansion. 
viet - At that time, Huo Yaohua really felt like she was guarding the door of her house with her own man. 


Looking at Xi Xiaoyan in front of her, Huo Yaohua couldn't help but think: 


——We felt very close at that time... 


At that moment, a sound like thunder came from far away in front of the forested mountains. 


Xi Xiaoyan, who had been climbing at full speed, suddenly stopped. 


The two female swordsmen behind also heard it. They had previously inquired about what kind of army 
the Forbidden Army Shenji Battalion was. Now that they heard the continuous roar, they knew what it 
was. 


Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan expected that Xi Xiaoyan would have an excited reaction when he heard the 
sound of the cannon. 


But no. Xi Xiaoyan only paused for such a brief moment, and his body immediately started again. 
Without making any sound or looking back, just kept walking towards the west where the sound of 
shelling came from. 


When Hu Linglan saw it, she couldn't help but think: This guy has matured a lot compared to when he 
was at the "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an. No wonder he was able to compete with King Bolong that day. 


--If Jing Li were to fight him again, it would be hard to say whether he would win or lose. ...... 
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"It's already started ...... ," said Huo Yaohua, breathing heavily beside her. 


Hu Linglan nodded. Hearing the sound of cannons meant that the Wudang sect had actually chosen to 
go head-to-head with the Ming army. What a crazy thing to do. But Hu Linglan, who knew the Wudang 
Sect well, felt that the result was not surprising. 


While following Xi Xiaoyan to Wudang Mountain to get the "Metamorphosis Relief Cream", Hu Linglan 
had been worrying about how to get the medicine from the Wudang Sect - after all, Jing Li and the "Six 
Swords of Broken Door" are the arch-enemies of the Wudang Sect. Now that the Wudang Mountain is in 
a state of war, Hu Linglan has the chance to sneak in and get the medicine. Hu Linglan felt conflicted 
about this. 


At the front of the hill, Xi Xiaoyan clenched his teeth tightly, his body radiated amazing heat and 
continued to climb up. He poured all his energy into his steps, forcibly suppressing the boiling anger in 
his chest and controlling himself from being consumed by his emotions. 


However, in the corner of his heart, a sharp cone called "remorse" was still stabbing him. 


--| shouldn't have left Wudang Mountain. At this moment, | should be standing there side by side with 
my brothers. 


Xi Xiaoyan let out a low voice, and with the help of his hands, he climbed up a rocky hill and got out of 
the forest. Suddenly there was a wide open space in front of him. Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan also 
rushed up, but they saw Xi Xiaoyan standing on the same spot. In front of them was a gentle hillside, but 
it had become bare, the original dense forest had been cut down and leveled, the trunks of the dead 
trees had fallen all over the ground, the scene was as miserable as the end of the world. 


More than a hundred civilians who were recruited by the Divine Mechanism Camp to level the trees on 
the east side of the Palace of Encounter with the Truth were originally lying in the open among the 
fallen trees, but they were awakened by the sound of the shelling, and were looking in the direction of 
the Palace of Encounter with the Truth, when they suddenly realized that there were these three 
monstrous beastly men and women appearing on the backside of the hill, and all of them froze in their 
tracks. 
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Inside the crowd were fifteen infantrymen of the forbidden army, armed with shields, spears and guns, 
responsible for guarding the area, who immediately pointed their spears and shouted, "Who are you--" 
when they saw the three. 


The sound of artillery muffled their cries. But that's not why they kept quiet. Instead, he saw three 
broadswords on the backs of the three of them. ——They are martial arts practitioners! 


Hu Lingguan and Huo Yaohua had already pulled out their wild swords and saw blades, and stood side 
by side beside Xi Xiaoyan. 


"Don't take action. Save your strength." After Huo Yaohua said with a smile, Hu Linglan, who had the 
same intention, had already crossed Xi Xiaoyan and stepped forward. Xi Xiaoyan didn't answer, just 
stood there and looked at them. 


After three broken spears, two broken shields and seven fallen corpses, the remaining eight infantrymen 
fled in fear. 


The people who had been watching also fled, wondering how in the world there could be such deadly 
women. And there were two of them! 


As the two wiped the blood from their sabers, Xi Xiaoyan came up behind them and spoke. 


"It's time to say goodbye." 


Xi Xiaoyan's words were still loud and clear in the midst of the shelling. Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua 
could not help but stop wiping their sabers and stared at his resolute face. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't have to bend down, he just crouched down and picked up a branch from the ground 
with his long arm. He used the branch to draw a simple map of the route on the sand. 


re If you go around like this, you should be able to avoid the 'Palace of Encountering Truth' and head 
to the back of the mountain. Halfway up the mountain is the Cang Yun Martial Arts Stadium. Next to the 
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stadium is a dormitory with a pharmacy, and the Xuan Xie Cream is stored in a locked ebony cabinet. At 
this time of the year, there probably won't be anyone there to guard it." 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Hu Linglan. Hu Linglan nodded to him, signaling that she remembered. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Hu Linglan's beautiful and heroic face. The regret that originally stung his heart 
disappeared without a trace at this moment. ——If you are really going to die this time... it would be 
worthwhile to be able to spend such a period of time with her before you die. 


Since traveling with Hu Linglan, Xi Xiaoyan often thought: Why didn't | get to know her first? 


Then she wouldn't have become Wudang's enemy because of Jing Li, and we...... 


But Xi Xiaoyan realized that this kind of thinking is boring. If it wasn't for Jing Li, he and Hu Linglan would 
never have met. Everything is fate. 


Just as he was destined to be a Wudang disciple. 


At this time, Xi Xiaoyan discovered that Huo Yaohua was staring at him eagerly, with a twinkle in her 
eyes. "You don't have to think too much." Xi Xiaoyan said, "This is not your battle. Just follow her to get 
the medicine." He smiled and added, "Isn't going to see Jing Li the thing you've wanted to do since the 
beginning?" 


Without waiting for Huo Yao Hua's response, Xi Xiaoyan said to Hu Linglan, "Take her to see Jing Li, this 


is the price for my guiding you to get the 'Sculpting Cream’. 


Hu Linglan looked at Huo Yaohua and then nodded to Xi Xiaoyan. 


"Tell Jing Li to heal his wound. | will come to find him later and defeat him in an honorable way." 
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After Xi Xiaoyan finished speaking, he threw away the branch in his hand and pulled off his cloak, 
revealing his Soldier's Crow Road black clothes, which had been worn white in many places, and walked 
in the direction of the battlefield. 


Two women watched him from behind. 


Huo Yaohua looked at Xi Xiaoyan's leaving figure and suddenly remembered the scene when he stood 
up and drew his sword to protect her on the dark street on that cold night in early spring in Jingzhou 
City. 


"do not die!" 


Huo Yaohua couldn't help but call out. 


Xi Xiaoyan did not stop because of these words and still moved forward. 


However, they could not see: under Huo's call, Xi Xiaoyan's face tightened for a moment, and then the 
corners of his mouth lifted up, revealing an inexplicable smile of relief, undaunted by the fear of life and 
death. 


--| have no regrets after hearing this sentence. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 140 Chapter 2 The Charge 


Wudang's "Yuzhen Palace" is known as the "Loess City", and its grandeur can be seen from this 
nickname. When the Yongle Emperor Zhu Di "Jing Nan" seized the throne, he ordered the overhaul of 
the Wudang Taoist Palace because he was unjustly appointed to the throne. He also visited the founder 
of the Wudang Sect, Zhang Sanfeng, in the hope of stabilizing people's hearts with faith and 
consolidating his own authority. From the Bronze Hall on the top of the Golden Summit to the bottom, 
various palaces in Wudang Mountain were built according to the specifications of the imperial palace. In 
particular, the largest "Yuzhen Palace" is so majestic that it reflects the imperial city of Beijing from a 
distance. 


However, at this moment, the "Yuzhen Palace" was violently attacked by the Shenji Battalion army 
founded by Emperor Yongle who came from afar from the capital. Hundreds of palaces were blown into 
pieces by artillery fire, and they looked as if in ruins. 


The central main building in the palace wall, the "Zhenxian Hall", still stands firmly on the high platform. 
The roof tiles of the palace are full of holes blown by the blast. The southeast corner was even 
bombarded and burned down. Many precious classics and records of the Wudang Sect are stored there. 
The files were reduced to ashes. 


Another shell hit the "Zhenxian Palace" and penetrated the roof tiles directly in front, hitting the statue 
of Emperor Zhenwu in the main hall. The head shaped according to the appearance of Patriarch 
Sanfeng, together with the left shoulder, were shattered by the bombing. The gilded fragments 
exploded in the air of the hall like fireworks, then disappeared and scattered, leaving a headless and 
one-armed statue, still standing alone on the Xuanwu beast, a tortoise and a snake, and holding up the 
sword of the god towards the ruptured roof of the hall. 


The next moment, the sound of cannons gradually became sparse. 


It was not because anyone in the Divine Mechanism Battalion had ordered a halt to the shelling, but for 
a more immediate reason: some of the cannons in the three iron artillery arrays surrounding the round 
wall of the Palace of Encounter with the Truth had already run out of ammo. 


——It is necessary to transport a large number of Shenji blunderbuss and other heavy equipment up to 
Wudang Mountain. The march is already arduous, and troops must be distributed on the way to prepare 
for the Wudang swordsmen to take advantage of the mountain terrain to make a surprise attack. In 
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addition, in order to level the woods on three sides, the Shenji army must also be divided. Troops were 
sent to command the civilian fortifications. In the end, some troops were left in the main camp at the 
foot of the mountain to protect Eunuch Zhang Yong and guard the logistics supplies... After Lou 
Yuansheng weighed it up, he decided to only transport about half of the artillery shells and supplies up 
the mountain. 


——This amount of ammunition should have been more than enough to deal with the lightly armed 
Wudang sect warriors——if the command of the Shenji Battalion had not been confused or made 
mistakes. 


Another deputy general under Lou Yuansheng, Chen Quanli, who specializes in scouting and 
reconnaissance, is an experienced veteran. After General Lou Yuansheng ordered the battle to start, he 
went to the west side of the Palace of Encountering Truth to observe the battle situation; when Fan 
Zong and the other seven Brown Snakes attacked the Chinese army, Chen Quanli was aware of it but did 
not take it personally, thinking that with the solidity of the Chinese army's commanding formation and 
the elite personal guards, they would be able to deal with it. 


However, when there was no new order from the general quarters despite the continuous shelling, 
Chen Quanli began to feel uneasy and rushed back to the center. 


When Chen Chuanli arrived at the central command post, he saw the bloodied body of General Lou 
Yuansheng and heard the shelling in front of him. 


Ma Junming stood in fear and did not look at Chen Quanli. When Chen Quanli saw him, he immediately 
realized what was going on. 


Chen Quanli, who had always been calm, instantly turned purple with anger. He rushed forward and 
slapped Ma Junming hard, knocking the deputy general who was supposed to take over as commander 
in chief and knocking him over. Everyone in the commander's formation was stunned. 


"Stop firing! Get into gun formation!" 


Chen Quanli roared at the officer in charge. 
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Although the Shenji lron Cannon is extremely powerful, its accuracy is limited and cannot be relied upon 
alone to annihilate enemy soldiers. Especially when faced with enemies like Wudang that are small in 
number but advance and retreat quickly, they can only be used for suppression and must be combined 
with more flexible firepower, along with saber and rifle infantry for cover, in order to truly utilize the 
power of the Sheng Ji. 


Under normal circumstances, when the command to stop artillery is given, the soldiers in the front will 
not stop firing immediately. Each iron cannon will fire two more rounds to form a suppression; and the 
cannon soldiers who were originally in the rear during the artillery attack will take advantage of this 
opportunity. Reorganize, wait for the bombardment to be completed, then make up for it and advance 
the attack. In this way, there will be no gap for the enemy to take advantage of between the 
bombardment and the change of gun array. 


But now the Shenji Battalion does not have such a margin: many iron cannons did not cease fire on their 
own initiative as ordered, but ran out of anmunition themselves. 


--The difference is like the difference between a martial artist reorganizing on his own, or being forced 
to stop because his strength has run out. 


This slight difference can be the difference between life and death on the battlefield. 


The moment they realized that the other side's shelling had become sporadic, the eyes of many Wudang 
disciples hidden in the trenches of the square of the Palace of Encounter with the Truth suddenly lit up. 


--It was like hearing the horn of a counterattack. 


Of the more than two hundred Wudang fighters, the one who was most able to capture this opportunity 
was Jiang Yunlan, who was hiding on the east side of the square trench. 


The anger and bitterness accumulated in his chest for a long time exploded instantly, Jiang Yunjian's 
originally curled body suddenly unfolded like a spring. When he jumped up, his left arm stretched 
upwards, and the fingertips of his iron claws reached the top of the trench. By exerting force on his arms 
and straightening his waist, he flew up to the ground lightly. 
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Although the bombardment has weakened, there are still shells flying down the wall of "Yuzhen Palace" 
one after another with terrifying whistles. One of them landed on the open space less than three feet 
away on the left side in front of Jiang Yunlan. The powerful blast of wind hit Jiang Yunlan and blew away 
the mud and dust that covered his body. 


Jiang Yunlan, however, did not even blink. He welcomed the violent airflow, his face seemed to be 
enjoying the gentle spring breeze. With his hair flying, Jiang Yunlan shouted loudly to his fellow disciples 
behind him. 


"kill!" 


Dozens of figures emerged from the ground one by one, as if they were evil spirits returning from hell. 
Each one exuded fierce murderous aura, picked up the dust on their bodies, and ran forward after Jiang 
Yunlan. 


Amidst the roaring shelling, they didn't really hear Jiang Yunlan's cry, but saw his actions and climbed up 
together. 


Jiang Yunlan braved the sparse but still deadly bombardment and ran straight outside the "Yuzhen 
Palace", convinced that he would never be hit by the bomb. 


And so did the people behind him. Each pair of eyes shines like stars and moon in the smoke, full of life 
energy, as if their lives are just for this moment. 


Led by Jiang Yunlan's team, more figures appeared one after another from the underground trenches. 


Jiang Yunlan led nearly eighty fellow disciples and quickly crossed the square. The ground was scattered 
with bricks and wood rubble that had been blown down, and the stone floor was also filled with holes. It 
was now a rugged ruin with no flat land, but all the martial artists ran across it with exceptionally nimble 
and agile steps, like a group of ghosts gliding along the high and low ground in the daytime. 


Of course there was more than just wood and rocks scattered on the ground. There were corpses that 
had been blown to pieces, including Wudang disciples and Forbidden Army soldiers who died tragically 
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under their own artillery fire. Some of the heavy armored cavalrymen of our 3,000th Battalion couldn't 
withstand the power of the artillery shells, the armor was blown to the point of depression and 
distortion, tightly wrapped around the bloody body, the soldiers stared with lifeless eyes, looking at the 
sky with anger. 


At this time, the number of cannonballs continued to decrease, but one fell right in between the 
warriors! 


Four people were blown away and fell down, but got up again without serious injuries; but the other 
five people were killed by the bombardment. 


The other disciples, including Jiang Yunjian, did not look at them, but continued to run through the thick 
smoke. 


——Just because a fellow disciple died, we can’t stop for even a moment. Because the only thing that 
can comfort the souls of the dead lies ahead. 


At the same time, in the siege line outside "Yuzhen Palace", Shenji gunmen were rushing to the front of 
the field artillery array. The commanding attaché was anxiously shouting orders, hoping to organize the 
gun array as soon as possible to fill the gap after the bombardment stopped. 


A section of the southeastern wall of "Yuzhen Palace" was previously hit by a blown-up drum tower, and 
the wall had collapsed into a gap that could be passed through by two or three people side by side. As 
soon as Jiang Yunlan jumped out of the trench, he had already discovered the gap with his sharp 
eyesight, so without hesitation, he led his fellow soldiers to rush towards that end. 


The defense line of Shenji soldiers had always expected that the enemy would only appear from the 
front and side gates of the Taoist palace, so when they hurriedly set up the gun array, they also targeted 
the gates, and under the cover of the smoke from the artillery shelling, very few of the soldiers noticed 
the existence of the gap in the fence wall. 


Suddenly a figure in black appeared through the gap, the soldiers were not expecting it, they tried to 
turn the array in a panic; however, the array was only half set up in a hurry, and the sudden shift added 
to the confusion, some soldiers were even at a loss as to what to do and stood at the same spot. 
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Jiang Yunlan, who had crossed the wall, was thrilled to see the enemy's figure again. 


--In his eyes, they were all fat prey. 


Letting out a low hiss like a wild animal, he rushed towards the closest pile of firebombers, his left 
hand's iron claw armor wrapped around his face for protection, his sharp, fierce eyes peeking out from 
just above the scales of his arm armor, staring firmly at the enemy. The silver sword in his right palm 
shone with the light of the morning sun. 


The light of the sword instantly chills the soldiers who see it. 


Jiang Yunlan, who rose to prominence in the Wudang sect with his fast swords, after years of hard 
training, his skills and footwork are fast enough to compete with his fellow disciples of the "First Snake 
Path," losing only to the most elite "Brown Snake" light-weight masters. After the night battle with Jing 
Li and others in Chengdu, his kung fu has advanced to a new level, and his speed has reached a point 
where even Ye Chenyuan has to be cautious in dealing with him. 


Jiang Yunlan knew that with his temperament, he was not suitable for practicing the highest martial art 
of "Tai Chi", which combines strength and softness with ease of speed; the only way left was to use his 
sharp reflexes and speed to create another path to the peak, so that he could hopefully compete with 
the other Wudang elites in the future. 


--One day, | will be the only Wudang Deputy Master who doesn't know Tai Chi! 


When the fireman of the Divine Mechanism saw that this fierce swordsman, dressed in solemn black 
clothes and wearing a monster-like iron claw on one arm, had instantly approached to within 20 paces, 
the dozen or so people standing at the very front no longer cared about the formation, and without 
waiting for the order of the officer, they hurriedly lit the fire twists of the hand-coal and pointed the 
muzzle at Jiang Yunlan! 


Seeing the deadly muzzle pointed at him, Jiang Yunlan shouted, his legs stomped violently, and his body 
shot forward like an arrow, quickly shortening the remaining distance of ten feet or so! 
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The light of the silver sword was already reflected in the eyes of the soldier. 


But in the next moment, it was covered by another cluster of even more intense light. 


At a distance of only seven feet, flashes of light erupted one after another from the fire gates of the 
Shingijin's guns. 


The Shenji Battalion's standard eight-coin heavy lead shot out from the gun's mouth with a speed and 
power that no warrior's gun or sword could match! 


Jiang Yunlan, who was in mid-air, had no thoughts at this moment. 


It was as if his life did not even belong to him. 


He felt a tearing shock in his abdomen, and then a large piece of flesh on his left thigh was severely cut 
away, along with the black cloth of his pants—— 


A lead bullet hit Jiang Yunlan in the middle of his face and hit the arm armor that was protecting his 
face. The power of the lead bullet was not completely dissipated. It refracted diagonally upward from 
the dented armor plate and hit Jiang Yunlan's right forehead! 


Fortunately, the power of the lead bullet had been weakened by the iron armor. Then, it hit the skull, 
which is the hardest part of the human body. Because the angle of the impact was slightly shallow, it 
failed to penetrate the skull. It only scraped along the skull and hit Jiang Yunlan's right forehead. A piece 
of flesh and hair were cut off! ——This is luck that cannot be repeated. If only the iron claw armor had 
counteracted the force of the lead bullet a little less, or if the angle of the refracted lead bullet had hit 
the skull a little deeper, Jiang Yunlan would have been shot through the skull and his liver and brain 
would have been in a mess right now! 


--Perhaps it was just as he thought: that was definitely not his fate. 
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At the moment when the grenades burst, the gunners could not tell if they had killed the enemy. 


The next moment they knew. 


They saw the sword light leaping. 


The man in black rushed into the midst of the gunslingers. The person standing at the front suddenly 
had a bloody hole in his throat. Another man had his face torn apart by four sharp iron claws. 


Jiang Yunjian killed two people in a row before landing, but he did not stop because of this, but leaped 
forward again. The blood gushing from his forehead covered his right eye, but his other eye was already 
staring at the second row of gunners deep in the enemy formation. 


In the gap in the wall behind Jiang Yunlan, Liao Tianying, a master of "Tai Chi", carrying a Qi Mei Iron 
Stick, Zhong Yanan, a double saber from Soldier's Crow Road, and Jiao Hong Ye, holding a two-handed 
longsword, together with seventy-odd Wudang disciples, were coming out of the wall one after another. 


In order to buy time for them, Jiang Yunlan knew that he had to rush again. 


——Even though he knew he was about to face a second round of attacks. 


Jiang Yunlan ignored the group of musketry soldiers who were already firing, and then leaped towards 
the second row of musketry soldiers. 


Sure enough, the second group of musketry soldiers were also in panic, and without caring about 
accidentally injuring their compatriots, they hurriedly lit the muskets on the spot and aimed their guns 
at Jiang Yunlan! 


——They knew very well how terrifying the warriors of the Wudang Sect were in close combat, and they 
only thought about the need to eliminate this guy who rushed into the gun array as soon as possible! 
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The continuous blast of the second row of firecrackers sounded. 


But this time Jiang Yunlan was better prepared, he predicted the timing of the fireworks, and at the first 
moment he suddenly performed the snake step of "Wudang Xingjian", turning sharply to the right side 
to avoid the lines of fire from the many fireworks. At the same time, he flexed his left arm to protect the 
side of his head and face with the iron armor, and his body also rotated to the right! 


Most of the lead bullets were missed. However, it is not possible for any human being to remain 
unharmed by a volley of hand guns at such a close range. 


Jiang Yunjian's left arm was hit again, this time the arm armor was hit solidly. The firepower bent the 
armor piece and cracked the arm bone through the armor piece. At the same time, a rib on Jiang 
Yunjian's left waist was shattered by a lead bullet. 


Behind Jiang Yunlan, three soldiers were wounded by stray bullets. 


The pain that tore his heart and lungs did not stop Jiang Yunlan. His tragic experience at the age of 
fifteen had cultivated an amazing mental strength to withstand pain. 


With a frenzied howl, Jiang Yunlan followed the trend of body rotation and slashed out his silver sword 
in a circular motion. A helmeted head flew away with blood. 


Blood rained down on the faces of the soldiers. The shock was enough to cause even more chaos in the 
soldiers' ranks. The soldiers at the front and the back didn't see the grenade wounds on Jiang Yunlan's 
body for a moment and thought that the grenade bullets had no effect on him. They were puzzled: 


——Could it be that the people of the Wudang Sect have practiced immortal arts and their bodies can’t 
be damaged even by fire blunderbuss? 


In their eyes, Jiang Yunlan, who was dressed in black and looked strangely ugly, looked like a monster 
from beyond the sky. 
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And Jiang Yunlan's sword even solidified the image of "monster" in their minds. The remaining energy of 
his decapitating sword had not yet disappeared, and when he sat down in a horse stance, he twisted his 
shoulders, arms and wrists and palms, and then guided the frosty blade of his long sword to swing out in 
the opposite direction, and successively slashed the back of the legs, knees and waist of the two 
soldiers, and they all collapsed with a cry of grief. Jiang Yunlan's swordsmanship was so fast that soldiers 
could not catch it with their naked eyes. From their point of view, it seemed that anyone who stood 
even a little closer would become the prey of the silver demon sword, and everyone fled in a hurry. 


Jiang Yunjian finally calmed down after slashing three times with his sword. Just as he was about to take 
a breath, he felt severe pain from his broken ribs when he inhaled. No matter how strong Jiang Yunlan's 
willpower was, he could not suppress his body's natural reaction. The intercostal muscles contracted 
involuntarily due to pain, and he couldn't breathe in, and then his left leg, which had been injured by the 
wound, went limp, and he stumbled for a moment before he could barely stand still. 


This body shook, and the grenadiers surrounding him saw the weakness. 


--He is wounded! 


Confirming that the Wudang swordsman in front of them was still a human, the soldiers were 
emboldened. The sabers and shields that were responsible for protecting the soldiers, along with a 
group of Sheng Ji soldiers who were using their hand-cycles as war hammers, approached Jiang Yun Lan 
together. 


--This guy can be killed! 


Jiang Yunlan attracted the attention of all nearby soldiers. This is exactly what he wants. 


Just when the soldiers were about to attack Jiang Yunlan, suddenly there was a loud sound, a soldier at 
the front flew up, his eyes popped out in mid-air, spitting out blood and crashing into his comrades, and 
the impact was so fierce that it knocked five or six soldiers over! 


Where the soldier originally stood, an iron bar was trembling. 


Liao Tianying, the Wudang "Zhen Gui Dao" expert who was carrying the iron stick, sat on his horse and 
slowly exhaled. This is exactly the standard exhalation of "Tai Chi". 
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——With Jiang Yunlan’s blood-baked time, and the terrifying sword that attracted the attention of all 
the soldiers, the Wudang team from behind has quietly arrived! 


Zhong Yanan then flashed out from behind Liao Tianying. Zhong Yanan, who is tall and strong as an iron 
ball, holds a pair of wide and short machetes that match his body shape in both hands. As soon as he 
pounces out, he bends his knees like a tiger, and the two swords roll and fly towards the enemy's path! 


Although the soldiers of the Forbidden Army are well-trained, they only deal with ordinary battle 
formations. How have they ever faced such strange lower-level sword skills? Wherever the machete 
passed, the three gun soldiers collapsed one after another. They were all hit in the legs. The last one's 
knee was almost severed by the tendons, and he lost the belt sword he had just pulled out, and 
collapsed in a pool of his own blood and that of his comrades. 


At this time, a spearman wanted to take the opportunity to stab Zhong Yanan on the head of the low 
figure. The tip of the spear was halfway out when Liao Tianying came forward and put an iron rod on the 
barrel of the spear. 


For an instant, the spearman felt a strange tactile sensation on the barrel of the gun in his hand: it was 
as if the weight of the spear suddenly disappeared. 


The next moment, his spear was involuntarily thrust sideways, sinking into the waist of a gunner. 


Liao Tianying used "Tai Chi" energy to pull the spear, and then trembled in a circle. The heavy stick 
thrust straight out, shattering the spearman's sternum, causing his body to fly backwards, and creating 
another disaster among the soldiers. 


The strange power of Liao Tianying's "Tai Chi Stick" was beyond the imagination of all the soldiers, and 
its shocking effect was definitely not inferior to Jiang Yunlan's quick sword. 


Liao Tianying, who once served as the Wudang Sect's "Palace Guard" and challenged for the position of 
deputy leader, is indeed superior to Jiang Yunlan in martial arts. During that challenge, he unfortunately 
broke his leg due to his master Xinghao's more advanced "Tai Chi". Although he had recovered, he had 
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never fully regained his former flexibility and strength. It seemed that it would be difficult for his martial 
arts to reach new heights. But Liao Tianying had no regrets. At least he challenged him. 


--How many people in the world have been so close to the seat of "Vice Master of the Wudang Sect"? 


Now, facing the greatest crisis of the sect, Liao Tianying fought without any concern for his own safety. 
His achievements in the Wudang Sect are the meaning of his life. If Wudang is destroyed, he will have 
never lived. 


"Soldier's Crow Road" swordsman Jiao Hong Ye also rushed to the side of Liao Tian Ying and Zhong 
Yanan to help in the battle. His four-foot long sword, which was blended with the art of gunplay, cut the 
throats of two Divine Mechanism soldiers and stabbed the eyes of another one with a vigorous swing of 
his hands. Compared to the previous light and flexible sword technique, Jiao Hongye's newly created 
two-handed sword, although slightly lacking in subtlety, is more suitable for use in this kind of large 
battlefield in terms of killing power and distance. Jiao Hongye was very conflicted in his heart. He 
wondered whether he should thank Tong Jing for injuring his right wrist with "Chasing the Shape and 
Cutting the Pulse" that day, so that he had the sword technique he had today? 


With these three masters leading the way, seventy Wudang disciples joined the battle circle one by one, 
and they were like a growing sword, stabbing into the Divine Mechanism's military formation. 


The soldiers who were going to attack Jiang Yunlan were so shocked by this force that they no longer 
cared about attacking him and just fled. The entire right flank of the attacking army was tilted in 
confusion due to this sudden attack. 


Zhong Yanan, whose body was already stained with the fresh blood of six enemies, rolled over to Jiang 
Yunlan's side and glanced at Jiang Yunlan's condition. Jiang Yunlan's face was covered with blood, and 
his face was as white as paper. The red and white colors contrasted strongly, making the face full of 
scars even less human. Although the blood stains on his body were covered up by the black clothes of 
"Soldier's Crow Road", from the shallow and rapid rise and fall of his breathing, Zhong Yanan realized 
that Jiang Yunkuo's injury was definitely not light. 


ial eee am fine, don't stop ...... down!" Jiang Yunlan reluctantly shouted, to the last two words, is all rely 
on the will to endure the heavy trauma of the rib cage spit out. 
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——Can’t stop. If you stop here, all your efforts will be wasted! 


Jiang Yunlan's teeth bit his lip, and the corners of his mouth were bleeding, while he took the first step 
again. 


——Don’t stop...that’s the key, don’t stop once you start. 


Until | loose my breath. 


He felt a coldness in his lower body. It was the blood from the wound in his abdomen that had soaked 
his pants. 


--Good. | can still feel. That means I'm alive. 


The first step was the hardest. Jiang Yunlan lifted his trembling right leg, the sole of his boot just off the 
ground, scraping against the dirt before he could step forward. For the second step, he had prepared 
himself for the pain of the gash in his left leg. But he realized the pain was less than he had expected. He 
knew why: too much blood had begun to dull the pain. He smiled bitterly, holding the handle of the 
silver sword tightly with his right hand, resisting the temptation to use the sword as a crutch to support 
his body. 


——This is not how the Wudang Sword is used. 


Seeing Jiang Yunlan raising his sword and taking steps again, Zhong Yanan smiled, thinking this was a 
sign that he had recovered. 


——Not knowing that this is the last step forward in his life. 


As soon as his body began to move, Jiang Yunlan took advantage of the momentum and gradually 
accelerated his steps. Walking also caused what was left of his body's blood to flow. His face regained 
some vitality, and the light in his eyes rekindled. 
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"Kill... ah!" 


Jiang Yunlan threw his head back and howled furiously, as if he wanted to call on the souls of the 
Soldier's Crow Road warriors. 


His steps suddenly quickened and returned to their original soeed. He endured the pain of broken bones 
and raised his left arm with shoulder strength. The iron claw armor was placed on the long sword, and 
the two weapons were held overlapping in front of his chest. 


Under the leadership of Jiang Yunlan, Zhong Yanan, Liao Tianying, Jiao Hongye and nearly seventy 
Wudang disciples rushed deeper into the gun array. They had just witnessed Jiang Yunlan miraculously 
survive two volleys of fire blunderbuss. At this moment, they were convinced that as long as they 
followed this black figure, nothing in the world could kill them. 


At the same time, the Shenji Gun Formation was also moved over to deal with this serious threat that 
was deeply embedded in the formation. Another group of infantry soldiers from the Fifth Army Camp, 
who were originally on guard on the east side of "Yuzhen Palace", also rushed to help. 


Thousands of soldiers and armor engulfed the more than seventy Wudang disciples. 


The bloody whirlpool kept rising in the battle formation. 


Wudang weapons were stained with blood. In terms of personal melee combat capabilities, there is a 
huge gap between the Forbidden Army soldiers and Wudang disciples. Even though most of the more 
than seventy people are relatively new disciples who are still in the early stages of their training careers, 
due to the rigorous training of the Wudang Sect, they have been able to stay in the sect for such a long 
time, and their martial arts attainments are already extraordinary, if they were from an ordinary sect 
that was second to the "nine sects" outside, they would already be the elite of the sect, and might even 
become famous in the martial arts world. Even the most junior members of these sects still have the 
power to fight one against three in the face of the forbidden army. 


However, the battlefield is a far crueler place than the martial arts duel field. Because the competition is 
not purely personal ability. 
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At this time, they were facing off against dozens of times more enemies. 


Jiang Yunlan is still at the front of the team. He led everyone to charge toward the thickest part of the 
enemy's formation. Because his intuition told him that that was the core of the military formation. 


—The deeper we go, the greater the chaos we create. 


——Then, others will have a chance to win... 


Jiang Yunlan's speed became as fast as usual, as if the blood lost made his body lighter, which just offset 
the energy consumption. 


Since taking action again, twelve Shenji Battalion soldiers have died under his sword. He didn't even 
wipe away the blood covering his right eye. He seemed to be able to know exactly where the sword 
edge should stab without using his eyes and just relying on his feelings. 


Another divine machine soldier became a victim of his sword. Jiang Yunlan floated in front of him quickly 
like a ghost, but he had no room to escape. He didn't even make any resistance, and his throat was 
pierced. 


A shield soldier next to him took the opportunity to attack and wanted to chop Jiang Yunlan on the back 
of the head. Zhong Yanan had just beheaded an enemy and arrived in time, holding up the sword with 
his left hand to block the saber. 


Before Zhong Yanan could counterattack with his right sword, Jiang Yunlan waved his left arm, 
extending two fingers of his iron claws directly into the shield soldier's eyes, and the tip of his claws 
penetrated into his head. Jiang Yunlan's left forearm bone had obviously been broken by the bullet, but 
he moved it without any scruples, as if the arm no longer belonged to him. 


With the blood on the tips of his claws, Jiang Yunlan ran towards more enemies. Both Zhong Yanan and 
Jiao Hongye saw Jiang Yunlan's running back, which seemed weightless, like that of a disembodied 
ghost. 
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——Or, in other words, like a body that has long been hollowed out. What drives him to continue 
fighting is another energy besides life. 


None of his classmates saw that Jiang Yunlan's left eye, which was not covered by blood, was now wet. 


He is crying. 


Because he knew where he was heading with the seventy people behind him. 


The inevitable place of death. 


Even the strongest martial artist cannot cope with an endless stream of enemies from all directions. 
Some of the Wudang men began to fall. As their numbers dwindled, their advance was no longer as 
sharp as before, and they gradually slowed down. 


Jiao Hongye ignored a spear from the left side, and although he still killed his opponent with his long 
sword, half of his body was already stained with blood, and his left foot was gradually dragging on the 
ground. 


On Liao Tianying's right shoulder was nailed the tip of a knife that was broken by his iron rod. 


The number of Wudang disciples still standing was reduced to less than forty. 


The Divine Mechanism soldiers on both sides of the encirclement suddenly and rapidly closed the 
distance. The Wudang disciples saw that there were more than a hundred gun ports densely lined up 
not twenty paces to the south. 


As the firebombs continued to explode, Jiang Yunlan did not look back, but continued to charge forward. 
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After finally killing the forty-second enemy today, Jiang Yunlan saw an open space in front of him. 
Opposite is a whole row of gun soldiers. 


Only then did he stop and look behind him. None of the people following him were gone. 


Liao Tianying fell among the corpses of his fellow disciples, looking into the void with angry eyes. 


Jiao Hongye was lying only five or six steps away from him, his hands still holding the long sword that 
was covered with blood scabs. 


Zhong Yanan, whose body had already been ruptured, had not yet lost his breath. His eyes could no 
longer see, but in his mind he thought of his wife Aju's ordinary but healthy appearance. And the child 
she held in her arms. 


--What happened to them now...... 


Jiang Yunlan saw that the enemies behind him were also spreading out to avoid the line of fire of the 
gun. He looked ahead again at the distant enemies. They were already lighting their fire twists. Jiang 
Yunlan knew that it was impossible for him to take away any more of them. 


But he had no regrets. He knew what he had accomplished and what would happen after he closed his 
eyes. 


He could see the figure in white advancing through the fire. 


"This is just the beginning." 


Jiang Yunlan said, grinning his blood-stained teeth. 


No one heard him. 
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The popping sound of the gun and the flames of light. 


Jiang Yunlan's body danced the last dance of his life. 


In the instant before he died, Jiang Yunlan's mind flashed back to that sunny morning when he climbed 
Mount Qingcheng together with Ye Chenyuan and more than thirty of his fellow disciples wearing 
Soldier's Crow Road's black uniforms. 


Under the blue sky and white clouds, the blades they wore shone in the sunlight, and every breath of 
the early winter air was so sweet; no one talked to each other, but seemed to be cherishing and 
concentrating on that moment. 


On that day, the Wudang Sect was about to conquer the first goal of the Nine Great Sects. No one could 
stop them from making history! 


--Life, it's so good. 


Between the blooming blood flowers in the sky, Jiang Yunlan's cracked and twisted body collapsed. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 141 Chapter 3 - Departure of the Tiger 


Just as Jiang Yunlan and more than 70 warriors were fighting their way out of the "Yuzhen Palace", Hu 
Linglan and Huo Yaohua were walking in the dense forest deep in the back mountain of Wudang. 


The two of them had just left the Wudang Sect's "Cang Yun Martial Arts Field" and were now hurriedly 
retracing their original route to avoid the battle between the Wudang Sect and the Forbidden Army, and 
were preparing to leave Wudang Mountain on the eastern slopes from where they came from. 


Three pieces of precious "sloughing ointment" were tightly wrapped in oilcloth and were currently 
stored in Hu Linglan's lapel. When Hu Linglan was walking, she couldn't help but feel for the strange 
medicine hidden under her clothes. She thought that Jing Li's hope for recovery depended on this, and 
she couldn't hide the excitement in her eyes. 


--| did it! | helped him... With this, his martial arts destiny can continue... 


Previously, they relied entirely on Xi Xiaoyan's instructions to avoid the battlefield where the artillery 
attack was breaking out and found the location of the "Cang Yun Martial Field". They were not sure how 
long the Wudang Clan could last in this war. If the battle situation at "Yu Zhen Palace" changed and the 
battle between the two sides moved and spread to the "Cang Yun Martial Field" and the back mountain 
area, they would lose the opportunity to get medicine. Therefore, although they were tired, they 
continued on their way at full speed. 


As expected, there was no one inside or outside the "Cang Yun Martial Arena". The two of them 
immediately found the room next to the empty martial arts training ground, but after entering the 
room, they saw that the storage cabinets in the warehouse had been emptied one by one, and while 
they were lost in despair, they found that all the items in the martial arts ground were all wrapped up 
and piled up in the corner outside the room, including various medicines. 


——It turned out that in order to defraud Jin Yiwei's traitor Jiang Ning'er earlier, Yao Lianzhou 
pretended to order the Wudang Clan to retreat up the mountain, so all the items in the martial arts field 
were packed away. After that, Yao Lianzhou was determined to fight the Shenji Battalion, and the 
packages of supplies were left at the martial arts training ground and ignored. 
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"Cangyun Martial Arts Field" is the lowest level among the three major martial arts training grounds in 
Wudang, and it also has the most sufficient stock of first-aid medicines. However, for disciples with 
insufficient experience and skills, the risk of injury is also high in fierce and harsh competitions and 
exercises. maximum. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua hurriedly opened the package to find out whether the "slaughter ointment" 
was really hidden. They felt extremely nervous and anxious. Especially Hu Linglan, who has gone 
through thousands of mountains and rivers to get here, and doesn't want to see the flame of hope 
extinguished. 


--Please ...... find it for me...... 


Huo Yaohua had seen the "Transformation Ointment" collected by the Dragon Warrior King, so she 
remembered its appearance and smell, and it was she who was the first to discover the three pieces of 
ointment in the oilcloth parcel. 


If it were Huo Yaohua in the past, she would have kept the plaster by herself first, just in case Hu Linglan 
got it and left her alone; but at that moment, Huo Yaohua handed the "Sloughing Ointment" to Hu 
Linglan without even thinking about it. . 


At that time, Hu Linglan carefully held the plaster with both hands, stared at it carefully for a while, and 
then looked into Huo Yaohua's eyes. "Thanks...." 


Since leaving the "Cang Yun Martial Field", the two have not exchanged a single word. They just kept 
walking and listened to the intensive sound of cannons in the distance. 


Hu Linglan really couldn't think of what to say. Of course, she knew very well how much Huo Yaohua 
adored Jing Li, and even fled from the Dragon Warrior King for that reason. Even without the old grudge 
of Lu Ling, Hu Linglan should have drawn her saber and fought with this woman. 


However, after meeting her at Hanyang City, Hu Linglan found it difficult to raise her saber against Huo 
Yihua. Especially after the last encounter with the Dragon Warrior King, when the two of them fought 
side by side. 
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--But ...... do | really want to take her to see the man...... | love? 


Hu Linglan smiled bitterly. She has already promised Xi Xiaoyan this matter. However, there is more to it 
than that. There is a more profound reason - a reason that Hu Linglan does not want to admit but has to 
admit: from Huo Yao Hua, Hu Linglan saw herself in the past. 


When Hu Linglan fled Satsuma and chased Jing Li for thousands of kilometers. Her heart was filled with 
fierce admiration, resentment for being escaped from marriage, and hatred for her brother's death. At 
the time of her departure, she did not know which of her feelings would win out in the end, nor did she 
know how Jing Li would react when he saw her in front of him. It was only with such a great anxiety that 
she embarked on that long journey, and it was only a year later that she found Jing Li in Chengdu. 


Hu Linglan realizes that Huo Yihua's situation is very similar to her own. ...... 


The most similarity between Hu Linglan and Jing Li is that they always choose to do what they think is 
right. This was the case when she decided to leave Kagoshima, and it was also the case when she parted 
ways with Jing Li. Now her intuition is telling her that bringing Huo Yaohua to Jing Li is the right thing to 
do. 


--At least, | should give her a chance. ...... 


Once the decision was made, Hu Linglan was secretly relieved. Now is the time to be happy. The 
"Sloughing Cream" has been obtained, and her journey is about to end. All that's left is to find Jing Li and 
the "Six Swordsmen" companions, and the rest will wait until later. 


Huo Yihua's thoughts were even more confused than Hu Linglan's. She had been silently leading the way 
through the mountains and forests, but her heart was in a whirlwind. When she was at the Cang Yun 
Martial Arts Arena, she even had a moment of hope that she wouldn't find the Metamorphosis Cream - 
then she wouldn't be qualified to ask Hu Linglan to take her to Jing Li anymore. ...... 


No. She screamed to herself in her heart. | can't run away. Isn't it my wish to meet Jing Li? Didn't I say | 
want to show him the changed me? No matter whether | can get Jing Li or not, at least | hope he won't 
hate me anymore. 
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--If what he remembers in his heart is always that witch Huo Yaohua, | will regret it for the rest of my 
life. ...... 


The two of them continued walking without words, each with their own troubled thoughts. 


When they passed by a thick cluster of trees, a chill suddenly passed through their hearts. 


It was as if a frog in the forest sensed the approach of a poisonous snake. 


--Someone is there! 


And not far away. Though the two were slightly distracted by their deep thoughts, the person who was 
able to approach these two rare female sabers so silently was by no means simple. 


They pulled the knot of their chest straps with a swift maneuver, catching the saber sliding down their 
backs, their palms pressed against the hilts in readiness. 


A figure appeared from the trees less than fifteen steps to the left in front of them. The very tattered 
gray robe blended easily into the surrounding dark woods, so it was no wonder that it was difficult to 
detect. The person who came here was quite tall, with extremely broad shoulders, but it was still 
obvious that he was very thin under the cover of his tattered robe. He was holding a long stick in his 
hand as a walking stick, and upon closer inspection, he discovered that it was actually a tasseled gun, 
but the gun and the red tassel were covered with plaster, obviously to hide the reflection and color. 


Huo Yao Hua looked at the man's face. The man's long, curly, cloud-like hair, tied up at the back, was 
dirty but still very good-looking and impressive. Between the curled hair on his forehead, a pair of eyes 
with dark circles could be seen. The eyes were deep and heavy, as if he had not slept for ten days and 
ten nights, but were surprisingly sharp. His pale face looked like he was over forty, but his eyes made 
him look young. 


Huo Yaohua's heart shook when she met this man's eyes. Under that gaze, Huo Yohua felt as if she was 
naked. 
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This feeling was not unfamiliar. It was the same feeling when she was being looked at by the Dragon 
Warrior King. 


Hu Linglan, who was standing at the back, had a similar feeling. She suddenly wished Jing Li was around. 


It is difficult for them to determine who the man in front of them, who looks like a beggar, is. No matter 
how you look at it, he is definitely not a member of the imperial forbidden army, right? Besides, there 
would never be such a scary character in the army. Then it is the Wudang sect? However, they knew 
that the entire Wudang army was fighting to the death with the invading Imperial Army. What on Earth 
was this man doing in this deserted forest? 


Hu Linglan had fought with many Wudang practitioners before, and knew them better than Huo Yaohua. 
The aura of this man's posture is indeed similar to that of the Wudang masters, but at the same time, he 
carries a strong desire and an evil aura that is not found in any of the Wudang masters she has 
encountered before. ...... 


——Except for one: King of Wave Dragon and former Wudang "Brown Snake" chief Wu Jihong. 


The man looked at the two of them in turn, and finally his eyes fell on Huo Yaohua, staring firmly into 
her eyes. 


It was a short moment, but Huo Yaohua felt it was very long, as if the man's gaze was burning her. She 
almost couldn't help but draw the knife... 


The man suddenly spoke, his voice a little hoarse, as if he hadn't talked to anyone for a long time. 


"Are you from Wu Jihong?" 


Huo Yaohua was shocked when she heard this sentence. 
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Many things suddenly became clear to her. 


At the same time, Hu Linglan knew who was in front of her: when she met the Dragon Warrior King in 
Xiangyang City, she had been talking about him in her conversation with Xi Xiaoyan. Although Xi Xiaoyan 
didn't want to mention it again, but Wudang is after all Jing Li's big enemy, Hu Linglan listened very 
attentively on the spot and remembered that the King of Magic called this person "Senior Brother 
Shang", while Xi Xiaoyan even honored him as "Vice Sect Master. ...... 


--ls he second only to the Wudang Master? 


Hu Linglan knew from that conversation that this "Brother Shang" and Yao Lianzhou were enemies, and 
that the Dragon Warrior King had come back to Wudang Mountain to greet him...... 


As Hu Linglan thought about this, the palm of her hand, which was holding the long handle of her 
Nodachi saber, was already wet with sweat oozing out on the cloth on the handle. 


Although Hu Linglan's swordsmanship and martial arts skills have made great progress recently, but in 
front of her is a top master of "Wu Dan", and she is not sure how far behind she is. 


As soon as Hu Linglan was sure that the other party was an enemy, she couldn't help but feel the 
murderous intention in her heart, and she was ready to draw the sword in her hand. 


At the same time, Shang Chengyu immediately noticed Hu Linglan's thoughts, tilted the eaves pole in his 
hand slightly, and pointed the gun head at her from a distance. 


This small action, however, caused Hu Linglan's back to break out in cold sweat. Just because Shang 
Chengyu moved the tip of the spear in this way, the subtle angle pointed at her weak point in the 
drawing stance, if Hu Linglan uses her sword like this, he will definitely break it! Shang Chengyu's action 
seemed to be telling Hu Linglan: | have seen through your sword skills. 


--This person's martial arts ...... are terrible! 
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But the shock in Hu Linglan's heart is far from being comparable to that of Huo Yaohua. 


During the years of following Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, Huo Yaohua had heard his 
praise for this "Senior Brother Shang" countless times. Although King Shu never talked about the 
grievances between the Wudang Sect and the fight for the position of leader, why he escaped from 
Wudang, and where is "Senior Brother Shang"... But every time King Shu mentioned "Senior Brother 
Shang's performance, Huo Yaohua remembers respect and fear deeply - because only at that moment 
can she see the true nature of King Bolong. 


At that time, Huo could not help but wonder if this "Brother Shang" was just a deity imagined by the 
Magician King himself. However, this character was now standing in front of her. 


Huo Yaohua was not sure for a moment, how could the other party think that they were people sent by 
King Shu. 


Huo Yaohua's doubts were immediately seen through. 


"It's the color of your eyes. There are faint traces of taking the 'Zhao Ling Dan' inside." 


Shang Chengyu didn't have to wait for Huo Yaohua to ask questions, he pointed at her face and 
answered first. This kind of insight makes Huo Yaohua horrified. ——Huo Yaohua has been quitting 
"Zhao Ling Dan" for some time. The remaining traces of drug use in her eyes are actually very slight, but 
Shang Chengyu can see it from a distance. It turns out that he has been imprisoned in a dark cave for 
the past seven years, but his eyes have not been damaged, instead, he has developed a sharper sense of 


vision. 


Just like the time she met the Dragon Warrior King in Xiangyang City, as soon as she heard Shang 
Chengyu mention the "Zhaoling Pill," the memory of the drug's addiction that remained in her body was 
triggered, causing Huo Yohua's body to chill slightly. Saang Chengyu's voice and way of speaking had the 
same effect on her as the Dragon Warrior. 


Huo Yaohua understood why: Dragon Warrior King Wu Ji Hong's mind-blowing power had been learned 
from this man in the past. 
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Huo Yaohua thought: although the Magician King seems to be crazy, he is actually very meticulous. He 
came to Wudang to greet Shang Chengyu because he has been in contact with him for a long time - 
especially since the Magician King has already defected to the King of Ning in Nanchang, and the King of 
Ning's House is in close contact with the important ministers of the Imperial Court's Jinyiwei, so it is not 
hard to communicate with him in secret. That's why Shang Chengyu took them as his men sent by the 
King to search for him and greet him - after all, the two of them, dressed in strange clothes and wearing 
sabers, are neither disciples of the Wudang School nor court officials, which is the most probable 
identity. The traces of Zhaoling Dan in Huo Yaohua's eyes became the "proof". 


Realizing the situation, Huo Yaohua thought hard about what to do next, and had to make a decision as 
soon as possible: this was the place where the two sides were supposed to meet, and the King of Magic 
would show up at any time in the back of the mountain! 


Huo Yiu Fa didn't have to look back at Hu Linglan to know what she was thinking. Both of them are 
strong female martial artists, and their most immediate thought is to join forces to repel Shang 
Chengyu. Huo Yaohua had already felt Hu Linglan's intention to draw her saber. 


After the deadly fight in Luling and the time spent with her, Huo Yohua knew very well that Hu Linglan's 
strength was not equal to her own cultivation, and that if the two of them attacked together, it would 
be rare to find a person who could resist on his own. 


However, rare is not the same as non-existent. The first person that came to Huo Yao Hua's mind was 
the Dragon Warrior King. But in front of her was a man whom even the King of Dragon Arts regarded as 
a god. 


Although Huo Yaohua also heard from King Shu that "Senior Brother Shang" had been imprisoned by the 
Wudang sect for many years, and his martial arts might not be as good as before, but at this important 
juncture, Huo Yaohua really didn't dare to bet on this "maybe". 


What was even more frightening was that Shang Chengyu, whose clothes were in tatters, was exuding a 
violent aura that was oppressing them and making it difficult for them to breathe. 


——Shang Chengyu’s madness was caused by the fact that he had just killed the top master Shi Xinghao. 
It was obviously extraordinary. Huo Yaohua thought for a while and immediately made a judgment: 
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——This person is not easy for both of us to deal with. 


--Even if we can hopefully repel him, if the King of Dragon Magic appears during the fight ...... we will 
definitely die. 


At this moment, Hu Linglan was like a mouse driven into a blind corner by a cat. She was forced to show 
her sharp teeth and draw her sword at any moment. 


Huo Yaohua knew that she had to make a decision quickly. 


Huo Yaohua said, bowing her head and half-kneeling down towards Shang Chengyu. 


"Master Wu Jihong, King of Wave Dragon Arts, ordered us to find...Senior Shang to respectfully welcome 
him down the mountain." 


Hu Linglan was extremely surprised to see Huo Yaohua like this. 


Shang Chengyu noticed Hu Linglan's expression of surprise, but thought that he was dressed in sucha 
filthy outfit, and Wujihong's men would naturally be surprised to see him, so he didn't think anything of 
it. 


"Dragon Warrior King"? Haha, Ji Hong has been on the outside for a few years, and he got a nickname 
like that?" Shang Chengyu sneered disdainfully. He thought to himself: "The title of 'Dragon Surgery 
King' is somewhat similar to the legal name of the leader of the Object Transfer Sect back then, so it is 
not surprising that Wuji Hong has adopted this title. The fact that Huo Yihua could call out this title 
proved that she was one of Wujihong's men. 


At this time Huo Yaohua stood up and looked back at Hu Linglan. 
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"Why don't you go and invite the King of Arts and other disciples over? Just let me accompany Senior 
Shang here." Hu Linglan was even more surprised when she heard this, but she immediately understood 
what Huo Yaohua meant. 


——She told me to go first. 


The two looked at each other. Only now did Hu Linglan see the deep fear in Huo Yao's eyes. 


——She must know a lot about this man to be so scared... 


Hu Linglan was not convinced. Surrendering without a fight was not what she had been taught by the 
Satsuma warriors since she was a child. Her hand still didn't let go of the hilt of Nodachi's sword. 


However, Huo Yaohua spoke again. 


"Go quickly. He's been waiting a long time." 


Hu Linglan's fist holding the knife froze. Of course she could tell who this "him" Huo Yaohua was talking 
about. 


——Nothing is more important than giving Jingcrack the "Sloughing Cream". 


This is the true meaning that Huo Yaohua wants to convey through her eyes and voice. 


Hu Linglan was not stupid either. Like Huo Yaohua, she thought that King Bo Longshu would appear in 
this forest at any time. If the King of Arts and the man in front of her were side by side, they would have 
no chance of escaping together. 


——tThen Jing Li’s hope of recovering his martial arts will be shattered... 
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——But as soon as | leave, she will... 


Sacrificing others to escape on your own is completely against Hu Linglan's life principles; however, on 
the other side of the scale is her lover Jing Li. 


——lf the "Sloughing Cream" was on her body at this moment, | would probably tell her to leave... 


Hu Linglan struggled internally for a while, and her palm slowly left the handle of the knife. She accepted 
Huo Yaohua's decision. 


The two beautiful female swordsmen looked at each other. Hu Linglan saw deep sadness in Huo 
Yaohua's eyes. She knew that was Huo Yaohua's regret: she was only one step away from being able to 
see Jing Li. 


At the same time, Huo Yaohua also saw the surge of gratitude and reluctance in Hu Linglan's eyes. 


——How strange... We are not companions at all. 


——| just fell in love with the same man. 


The gaze between the two was actually very brief, but they actually exchanged many unspeakable 
feelings. 


Hu Linglan nodded finally and said before leaving: 


"| will come back to you." - Live. One day | will come to you. 


This is what Hu Linglan really wants to say. 
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Huo Yaohua could hear it. 


After saying that, Hu Linglan continued walking towards the east of the mountain forest without looking 
back. After walking more than ten steps, she couldn't help but touch the "slaughter cream" hidden in 
her arms again, and finally couldn't help but shed tears. 


Huo Yaohua watched Hu Linglan disappear among the trees and prayed that she would return to Jing Li 
safely, and that the "Metamorphosis Cream" could really cure Jing Li's wound. 


As for whether she would have the chance to see Jing Li again, she dared not think about it anymore. 


Shang Chengyu and Huo Yaohua were the only two people left in the forest. At the same time, the 
sound of the distant shelling from the Palace of Encountering Truth gradually subsided. 


Shang Chengyu's sleepy eyes once again kept looking at Huo Yohua's body. 


Huo Yohua tried her best to avoid the deadly gaze. 


"Let me see your saber," Shang Chengyu suddenly said. 


Huo Yaohua obediently pulled out the big saw knife, holding the thick iron plate-like blade in both 
hands, and respectfully handed one end of the knife handle to Shang Chengyu. 


Shang Chengyu took the saw blade. He has not held such a heavy weapon for seven years, and the 
torture of long-term imprisonment has greatly atrophied his muscles. However, with his unworn 
physical coordination skills and one person's intelligence, Shang Chengyu can dance this weapon that he 
has never seen before. The broadsword he used was extremely smooth and easy, as if it was originally 
made for him. 


——Or to put it more accurately, the saw blade is just another toy in his hands. 
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Watching Shang Chengyu's saber dance, Huo Yaohua was even more certain that she had made the right 
decision. 


At this moment, Shang Chengyu suddenly seemed tired of playing, and casually threw the big saw blade 
aside. The blade was stuck on the ground, and the lock of hair dyed with human blood at the end of the 
handle was floating slightly. 


Shang Chengyu's lustful eyes fell on Huo Yaohua's body again. 


"Tax off the clothes." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 142 Chapter 4 The Stirring of Life 


When the sun shone on the Wudang leader's Taoist robe again, the white robe had already turned into 
light gray due to dust. 


Yao Lianzhou, with his long hair disheveled, stepped onto the ruined square of the Palace of 
Encountering Truth. Everything around him was so quiet. 


--It was only because both of his eardrums had been pierced by the shock of the shelling just now. Both 
ears and nostrils were still covered with blood that had not been wiped away. 


Yao Lianzhou looked around. The disciples who had survived the shelling climbed up from the trench 
one by one. Some began to run toward the southern gate of the "Palace of Encountering Truth". Those 
dusty bodies, as if awakening from a long winter's hibernation, charged forward past Yao Lianzhou one 
by one with their long-lived energy and desire to kill. 


Beside him appeared a strong and sturdy figure. Gui Dan Lei, still carrying a large shield, his messy hair 
and beard were grayed by dust, as if he had suddenly aged ten years. Gui Dan Lei patted Yao Lin Zhou's 
shoulder. Yao Lianzhou couldn't hear what he said. 


But it was unnecessary. From the eager look in Gui Dan Lei's eyes, he already understood what he 
meant. 


A line of blood trickled down from the corner of his forehead, reddening Yao Lianzhou's left eyebrow. 
He finally woke up and knew where he should go at this moment. 


In his life, there was only one path. 


Standing on the cracked stone floor, Yao Lianzhou retraced his steps, and with the other 127 still 
breathing Wudang warriors, he ran towards the final confrontation. 


OOOO 
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Huang Bengong is convinced that today is his lucky day. 


At the most dangerous moment just now, the enemy's blade passed less than an inch across his chest. 
At that time, Huang Bengong couldn't react at all. He just watched the light of the sword slash towards 
him. The three-eyed handgun he had been holding and the thick wooden handle of the gun were easily 
cut off by the sword. Huang Bengong felt almost no special feeling in his palm at that time, and then 
found that the handle of the blunderbuss in his hand had been split into two. 


After serving as a soldier for six years—four of which were in the elite guards of the capital— Huang 
Bengong had never seen such a terrifying knife. When he realized that he was not dead, Huang Bengong 
saw the person who cut out the knife in time. He was a young boy, twenty-five or six years old at most. 
But he has such sword skills. 


The boy soon collapsed in the blood with his companions. 


At this moment, Huang Bengong was still holding the bronze body of the three-eyed fire gun, staring at a 
broken corpse on the ground with many comrades. 


It was the first and the last enemy to charge into the formation. The black clothes were smoking. The 
armor on his left arm, which looked like a bird's claw, and the long sword on his right hand were both 
twisted by the bullets. The strange face without nose, full of old and new scars, looked up to the sky. 


Huang Benkong and many of the other soldiers around him, stared at Jiang Yunlan's body for a long 
time, fearing that they would see this man rise again. 


--After all, they had seen this man break through the firing line twice without dying, like a ghost. As 
divine machine soldiers, they knew the power of the firebombs better than anyone, and they knew it 
was impossible. 


Some of their comrades who had been attacked before had warned them to watch out for those in black 
and to run for their lives if they saw them. Now they finally know what their comrades mean ...... No, it 
is even more terrible than imagined. 
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After waiting quietly for another moment, Huang Benggong finally confirmed that Jiang Yunlan, who was 
lying on the ground, was dead. Then he breathed a sigh of relief and looked back at his own formation 
that had experienced the enemy's surprise attack. 


More than seventy Wudang people made a brief but extremely violent charge, like a sudden wave of 
coquettishness, ruthlessly tearing apart the entire right wing of the Shenji Battalion's defense line, all 
the way into the central army. Not only did they bring nearly five times the number of the Forbidden 
Army to another world, they also caused the entire Shenji Battalion's front to become seriously tilted 
and out of order. 


The Shenji Army Formation was originally carefully laid out by General Lou Yuansheng according to the 
terrain outside the "Yuzhen Palace". Each team could support each other and coordinate their advance 
and retreat, but these functions are now cut off. 


As a young gunman, Huang Bengong naturally didn't think about this. He only knew that many of his 
comrades in the same gun team died tragically under Wudang swords, but he was lucky to be alive. 


——Damn...what the hell are we here to fight? ... After a lot of hard work, he was promoted to the 
imperial guard of the capital, and he was still the most treasured magical army of the imperial court, 
which was thought to be free of wind and waves, compared to the local troops who often have to fight 
against bandits and thieves. In his spare time, he would review the emperor's young men, and to set off 
a few systematic cannons for them to have fun. ...... Why would we come to fight this kind of battle...? 


Huang Benggong's original name was Huang Mu in his hometown. He spent money to change his name 
to a more elegant name when he came to the capital to serve as the Imperial Guard, hoping to help him 
get promoted in the future... 


At this time, in the formation, many generals in charge of commanding the musket units realized the 
danger of chaos. They shouted anxiously and asked the officers holding the orders to wave various flags 
and order the units to reorganize and deploy their defenses. 


However, Huang Bengong, like many soldiers, was still in the shock of the previous confrontation. The 
rigorous training he usually received was temporarily forgotten, and his reaction was extremely slow. 
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Although the soldiers had begun to move into formation, their movements were very messy and slow. 
This is the most vulnerable moment for the Shenji Camp. 


The Wudang Clan's last and strongest offensive came at this moment. 


OOOO 


Lin Junli, the gunman responsible for guarding the front entrance of "Yuzhen Palace", was one of the 
first to discover the abnormality. 


During the initial bombardment, the magic gun team at the main entrance followed General Lou's order 
to shoot everyone who rushed out of the door regardless of friend or foe. Fan Zong and other seven 
Wudang "Brown Snakes" then broke through from here and wreaked havoc. Under their hidden 
weapons and swords, the gun array suffered heavy casualties, and the remaining gun soldiers could not 
calm down for a long time. 


The open space in front of the palace gate was littered with dead bodies, and the smoke from the 
shelling still lingered, making it look like a scene from hell in broad daylight. Lin Junli and his comrades 
were guarding such a deadly place, and they felt even more uneasy. 


Lin Junli looked at the corpses on the ground. Many of them were iron armor soldiers of his own side 
who had died in vain under the machine guns. 


One of them had half of his face knocked off by a grenade, and his miserable death was exposed to the 
sunlight, with half a row of broken teeth open, as if he was still making silent screams. When Lin Junli 
saw it, he couldn t help but wonder: could this person be killed by me ...... ? 


He and his comrade held the still-hot grenade, their palms trembling slightly. Even if they returned from 
this battle unharmed, this sin would stay with them for the rest of their lives. 


At this time, the eastern side of the Shenji army was caught in a fierce battle. The gunners from all the 
teams around Lin Junli were also looking around. They heard the killing sounds over there, which 
seemed to be gradually approaching the center of the army, and they couldn't help but worry. 
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They had all witnessed the horrific martial arts skills of Fan Zong and only seven others. No one knows 
for sure how many people are in the Wudang Sect. But just imagining ten times as many of these 
"monsters" would be enough to send chills down their spines. 


Just then, Lin Junli seemed to see a mysterious figure flashing in the distance in front of the palace gate. 


"Ah......" he couldn't help but cry out. 


"What's the matter? A comrade beside him turned around and asked. 


Lin Junli was not sure if what he saw was an illusion. When he looked at the corpses in the clearing just 
now, he had thought several times that he saw survivors still crawling, only to realize that they were just 
the red tassels on the armor or the corners of tattered clothes that were blown by the wind. 


--Or do | really see their grievous ghosts ...... that are moving around? 


Therefore, Lin Junli did not respond to his comrades for a while, but just continued to watch the palace 
door. 


This time, he saw three figures moving at the same time. 


"There's someone!" Lin Junli shouted. 


The five or six gunmen around him also looked at what he pointed at. 


"where?" 


"Inform the commander quickly!" 
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But at this time, Jiang Yunlan, Liao Tianying, Zhong Yanan and others were still making a fuss on the right 
wing of the Shenji Army Formation. Most of the soldiers’ attention was attracted, and no one paid 
attention to Lin Junli’s warning. 


Then they finally saw the figures of the martial artists clearly. At the front, a black-clothed man with two 
swords was rushing towards them through the jungle of corpses, and he was already within 50 paces. He 
was followed by dozens of leaping shadows. 


Strong fear struck Lin Junli's heart. He judged that it was too late to arrange the musket array and fire at 
this moment. Something in his heart seemed to have collapsed in an instant. Lin Junli let out a terrified 
scream and turned to run backwards. 


Under his infection, several gun soldiers around him also fled in panic. And then there's more. 


OOOO 


Upon hearing the screams of Lin Junli and the other soldiers, a two-hundred-strong Five-Army Battalion 
riflemen stationed to the west of Lin Junli responded in time. They rushed up to them and quickly 
formed up in formation, bending their bows and aiming their arrows at the new enemies at the main 
gate of the Palace of Encounter with the Truth. 


Mai San was one of the infantry archers. According to his regular training, he stood in the second row 
with an unstretched bow and arrow. Once the archer in the first row in front released his arrow, he 
immediately stepped forward and changed rows before shooting. 


Across the crowd in the front row, Mai San looked forward and saw dozens of enemy figures 
approaching. 


He had never seen anyone run so fast in his life. 


—— It’s so close! 
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Estimating from experience, Mai San knew that their bow team could only fire two rounds at most, and 
then it would inevitably turn into a close combat - that would be the beginning of a nightmare! 


Mai San prayed in his heart that the more than a hundred comrades in the first row could be the first to 
shoot down this group of enemies. 


The commanding military attache ordered the arrows to be fired. More than a hundred arrows flew 
densely towards the group of warriors who were charging towards them! 


But at this moment, Mai San saw a very strange sight: just as the arrow had just left the bow and shot 
out, the dozens of figures on the opposite side seemed to be attacked by a swarm of bees, each 
spreading out at strange speeds and angles to avoid them. The bodies of the warriors dodged through 
the gaps between the arrows one by one, and more than ten arrows were cut down from mid-air by the 
sword. Only one person had a slight dodge, and fell down after being hit by an arrow in the thigh. 


——What an amazing vision and judgment! 


Then Mai San saw something even more terrifying: the running momentum of the dozens of people was 
completely unimpeded by this round of arrow strikes, and everyone continued to rush forward 
according to their evasive movements, just like swimming fish avoiding rocks in the rapids. 


The distance between the two sides quickly shortened by half. 


At this time, the archers who had just fired their arrows retreated, and Mai San nervously changed 
positions with his comrades from other sub-platoons, getting ready to shoot. 


Just as Mai San was about to draw his bow, he suddenly realized that a black-clad double-swordsman 
was already seven feet away from him! 


It was too late! 
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Mai San, like Huang Bengong, had also heard about the terror of the enemy's "men in black" in the 
military. Fear filled his heart in an instant. 


When Mai San drew back his bow and was about to dodge, the swordsman waved his right arm far 
away, and a long sword shot forward, piercing Mai San's chest! 


Wei Dongliu, who charged first, and the archers were already at a distance where they could clearly see 
each other's faces. The archer saw with horrified eyes: Wei Dongliu's pupils were actually yin and yang 
in color, his left eyeball was like a black ball, and the white of his right eye was as red as a red tide. With 
such a strange appearance and dressed in black, Wei Dongliu was nothing less than the incarnation of 
the God of Death in their eyes. 


Wei Dong Liu grinned his two upper rows of canine teeth, his nose was wrinkled with a row of deep 
creases, his dusty hair was spread out in a messy manner, and with his eyes of yin and yang, his 
murderous aura was extremely shocking. 


His left eye, which looks like a black ball, was actually hit by a horse during the last night battle with the 
cavalry of the forbidden army, and a large amount of blood stasis was accumulated in the eye. Although 
his eyesight was not impaired, the blood stasis did not dissipate for a long time, and even gradually 
turned into a deep black color. As for the blood red color of his right eye, he drank a lot of "Xiong Sheng 
Liquor" before the battle, which stimulated his body's function and caused the change. 


Wei Dongliu did not know whether his left eye would deteriorate and become blind. At the moment, he 
was only proud of his appearance. 


——tThere is nothing better than making your enemies fearful. Let’s talk about the future after surviving. 


Wei Dongliu jumped up and threw out his right sword, killing the archer Mai San who was standing 
closest. This skill coincided with the "flying method" of the Kongtong sect. In fact, he has never seen 
Kongtong martial arts, but created this style based on his long-term training and fighting experience. 
After being injured in the last confrontation with cavalry using spear guns, Wei Dongliu felt deeply that 
the attack range of his two swords was not as good as when facing various battlefield weapons, so he 
thought of this flying sword technique while he was injured, and when he used it for the first time in a 
real battle, it worked right away. 
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——tThe experience of fighting against the Forbidden Army these days has stimulated many Wudang 
disciples to make great progress in martial arts, and also created many new moves and mental 
techniques. They just don't know if the fruits of these practices will be preserved in the end. ...... 


After throwing his flying sword, Wei Dongliu landed on the ground and took two steps forward, his left- 
handed sword immediately slashed across the middle of the road, and the bow of the other bowman 
was instantly broken and his stomach cracked! 


--Wei Dongliu's left arm was broken by the forbidden army's horses during the last night attack, but with 
the help of the medicines of the Object Migration Religion, it was quickly healed in just a short period of 
time, but it is still not fully healed. The forearm The thick strip of cloth was still tightly wrapped around 
him for support, but the injury did not diminish the ferocity of his swordsmanship. 


As blood spattered, Wei Dongliu had already turned around and stepped beside Mai San. At this time, 
Mai San, who had a sword in his chest, had not yet fallen. Wei Dongliu stretched out his right hand to 
grab the sword inserted in his chest. The weight of the body's collapse caused the blade to break away, 
and Wei Dongliu immediately responded with both swords in hand. 


From flying sword, to chopping, to retrieving the sword, Wei Dongliu's action of killing two people ina 
blink of an eye was like flowing water, and he already had the style of Soldier's Crow Road's leader, Ye 
Chenyuan's Vice Sect Head. And he is still only twenty years old. 


--Wei Dongliu was also a member of the Soldier's Crow Road's Sichuan Expedition led by Ye Chenyuan, 
and he had a great battle record in the conquest of Qingcheng's Xuanmen She, and it was the third 
master of Qingcheng Sect's "Taoist disciples", Chen Yuanzhi, who was killed by his two swords. 


The infantry and archery team of the Fifth Army Camp were not good at hand-to-hand combat. At this 
moment, they were overwhelmed by Wei Dongliu's momentum. No one in the front row dared to shoot 
at him at close range, so they all retreated and ran away. 


The figure of another swordsman appeared immediately behind Dong Liu and used the "Wudang Flying 
Dragon Sword" move. The body and the blade became one, and the tip of the sword accurately 
penetrated the back of the neck of an archer who turned around and wanted to escape! 
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This swordsman is Chen Daixiu, a senior disciple of Zhen Gui Dao, who is always in charge of planning 
and coordinating, and he is no longer in the back to command this time, but takes the lead in the front 
to use his fast sword. Chen Daixiu's "Flying Dragon Sword" stab only penetrated into the flesh by an inch 
or so, he then pulled out his longsword, and when his body landed on the ground, he greatly spread his 
horse stance, angled his body downward, and drew the blade of his sword towards the lower part of his 
body, and then cut the tendons in the knee bend of the other foe, and that archer collapsed with a 
scream of misery. 


——It is also a chain of fast swords. Compared with Wei Dongliu's violent opening and closing, Chen 
Daixiu's swordsmanship is cleaner and neater, without spending any extra effort. It is like writing with a 
sword, using blood as ink, and his swordsmanship is as precise as his character and mind. 


With Chen Daixiu's support, Wei Dongliu had no more worries. He revived his swords and charged 
forward again. 


There were several brave archers nearby who knew it was too late to retreat, so they each abandoned 
their bows and drew their swords. This action of preparing for a fight was like a provocation in Wei 
Dongliu's black and red eyes, and he immediately moved towards these people. 


The bowmen who drew their swords were breathless when they saw this messenger of death rushing 
towards them. Before they could raise their swords, one of them had his throat slit by a bottom-up 
slanting sword, and the other one's wrist holding the sword was struck by a chopping sword, although 
the leather wrist guard used for archery covered it, the blade could not penetrate into it, but the fierce 
force of the cleaver still broke his arm bone through the wrist guard, and the bowman screamed 
miserably and bent down, at the same time, the blade of the sword cut upwards and sliced open his 
face! 


The remaining archers saw Wei Dongliu laughing when he killed two people in a row. They were so 
frightened that they dropped their knives and ran away. 


Chen Daixiu on the other side was very different. His ordinary and gentle face was expressionless. He 
just calmly drove the tip of the sword into the vital points of the soldier's body one after another. Each 
blow was extremely precise. 


Chen Daixiu didn't think much about anything. He didn't even regard the soldiers in front of him as 
enemies. The only thing he thought about was to protect Wudang. As the nephew of Chen Chunyang, a 
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former elite of the Wudang sect, Chen Daixiu grew up in Wudang Mountain since he was a child and 
officially started learning martial arts at the age of nine. Just like Master Yao, Wudang is everything in 
his life, but his experience is not as harsh as Yao Lianzhou's. On the contrary, it seems much more 
ordinary: getting started is a smooth process, his swordsmanship is solid, and he sits firmly in the "Turtle 
Suppressing Road". Ranked among the middle and top, but never the best among his peers. He often 
assisted Shi Xinghao in planning the Wudang Sect's organization, but these achievements were rarely 
seen by his peers... 


Compared with his peers, the only special thing about Chen Daixiu is that he likes to read, and whenever 
Soldier's Crow Road is about to go on an expedition, he will ask those who go out to bring back some 
books. But what Chen Daixiu likes to read is not articles and poems, but books about craftsmen, farming, 
weather, and arithmetic. He didn't know why, but he just felt that reading these books that did not have 
any principles of benevolence and justice, but described the operation of things, gave him a sense of 
peace of mind. 


As he grew older, Chen Daixiu gained the trust and respect of his peers in the Wudang Sect - as 
evidenced by the fact that when he went to Xi'an to rescue Master Yao, everyone in his party followed 
his instructions. However, Chen Daixiu knew that this kind of "respect" was different from the charm 
exuded by Gui Danlei, Jiang Yunlan and Fan Zong. They were the role models that their fellow disciples 
looked up to. Chen Daixiu knew that he was not the same. Sometimes he would secretly envy them, but 
at the same time, Chen Daixiu knew that a group like the Wudang School had to have people like him. 


"Invincible in the world, dominate the martial arts world." The Wudang Sect was a chariot desperately 
charging toward the mountain, and Chen Daixiu didn't mind being the unseen axle underneath the 
chariot, keeping it from losing its balance and tipping over as it moved forward. 


So he continued to wield the calm sword. 


Wei Dongliu next to him was completely different. When he was hiding in Wudang Mountain and 
training hard, he, like Chen Daixiu or anyone else, unconditionally believed in the ideals of Gongsun Qing 
and Yao Lianzhou to be "invincible in the world". But since the first expedition to Sichuan with the 
"Soldier's Crow Road" and the two swords finally drank blood on Qingcheng Mountain, Wei Dongliu's 
mind changed. Nothing excites him more than proving his strength through killing. It was this pure 
feeling that he wanted to taste again and again. Whether or not the Wudang Sect was truly "invincible" 
was no longer important to him. He only wanted to wield his sword with true killing intent. He felt 
existence through the death of his enemies and his own survival. Other than that, life seems so insipid. 
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Therefore, when Yao Lianzhou decided to stay at the Palace of Encountering Truth to fight against the 
Shen Ji army, Wei Dongliu was overjoyed - not because he honored the orders of the Sect Leader or 
believed in the precepts of the Wudang Sect, but because he truly embraced the battle with 
exuberance. 


So he raised a shower of blood among the soldiers, while showing an uncontrollable smile. 


With the two swordsmen, one fanatical and the other calm, opening the way, more than a dozen 
Wudang disciples followed and rushed through the gap into the crowd. 


The infantry archers retreated uncontrollably, and ended up escaping between the divine machine 
gunners they originally wanted to rescue. The two groups of soldiers collided with each other. Huang 
Bengong and his comrades were caught in the crowd and were at a loss. 


Wei Dongliu and Chen Daixiu led their fellow disciples in pursuit, firmly biting the front of the Shenji 
Camp's defense line, making it difficult for the opponent to use firearms to shoot. The Shenji Battalion 
had more than a hundred times the number of people, but due to the chaotic formation and the 
intimidation of the Wudang Sect warrior's combat power, it was like a large group of lambs that had 
been read into by wild wolves. 


The Wudang disciples who came from the "Yuzhen Palace" continued to successfully rush into the 
enemy formation, and in the blink of an eye the number had increased to forty. They ignored more than 
ten times the number of enemies around them - as long as they reached the range where swords could 
attack, the soldiers were no different from wooden targets on the training ground in their eyes. 


Hand-to-hand combat, which favored the Wudang school, continued to expand. The ground outside the 
main gate of the "Palace of Encounters" turned redder. 


OOOO 


On the second level of the Shenji Battalion's defense line, many military attachés watched helplessly as 
the soldiers in front of them were slaughtered, but they still did not feel the profound crisis. 
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——Only a few dozen people... together with the wing troops of the Fifth Army Camp, we have more 
than 3,000 people! These guys will be consumed quickly..... 


However, Captain Zhang Xiu didn’t see it that way. He is familiar with military literature and knows many 
battle cases from previous generations. Among them, the precedent of defeating an army ten times or 
more by relying on a few dead soldiers is not as rare as imagined. 


The key to victory or defeat is morale. This is the teaching of the former art of war teacher Master Yan 
Ming: Panic has always been very easy to spread among the crowd, especially in the military when faced 
with life and death. If a small setback on the front line is not stopped in time, the collapse of morale may 
explode quickly and eventually spread throughout the entire army. It was like a mudslide during heavy 
rain. It was just a small avalanche on the top of the mountain at first. Then it accumulated strength and 
rolled bigger and bigger, and finally became a huge tide of mudslides that could turn over mountains 
and down trees. 


"A person who believes that he can't win is just cowardly." The teacher told Zhang Xiu that year: "If ten 
thousand people believe that they can't win at the same time, it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. In 
battle, it is common to see a small army fighting a big army, but this is what happens in many cases: it is 
not that the small team can really fight against a hundred, but that the big army is defeated by its own 
heart." 


"But teacher, when there is an extreme disparity in the number of soldiers between the two sides, even 
if the side with the majority makes a mistake, isn't it enough to consume the opponent and overcome 
the mistake?" Zhang Xiu asked at that time. As a teenager, he was looking forward to becoming a 
general commanding tens of thousands of people in the future. 


"Have you ever seen children fighting?" Master Yanming explained to him with a smile: "When there are 
many people bullying few people, everyone on the other side feels very safe; but as long as one of the 
companions is beaten until his nose bleeds, everyone will panic, because they didn't expect to be hurt in 
the first place. As a result, one or two children will start to retreat, and eventually they will all run 
away." 


Yan Ming explained to Zhang Xiu: When there is a huge disparity in the number of soldiers, the soldiers 
on the side with the majority tend to rely on each other and shirk their feelings. They think that the 
army is victorious, so why should he be the one who takes the risk to fight? So no one moved forward 
decisively when they were in danger of defeat, and they sat back and watched as their morale continued 
to deteriorate, and finally fell into an irreversible situation. 
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"Human beings fight. Whether it's swords, guns, swords, halberds, artillery or rocks, it's not just people's 
flesh and blood that are struck, but also people's hearts." 


At this moment, looking at the bloody wind caused by the forty enemies and listening to the panicked 
cries of the soldiers, the teacher's words rang in Zhang Xiu's heart again. 


He pulled out his sword and fired up the musketry unit he commanded. At only twenty-four years old, 
with neither rich battlefield experience nor any special connections, Zhang Xiu has been promoted to 
captain of the Shenji Battalion. He naturally has extraordinary talents. This decisive action is the 
evidence. 


More than 250 fire gun infantrymen commanded by Zhang Xiu all started running at the same time at 
his order. They put their guns on their backs and drew their long knives to protect themselves, preparing 
for hand-to-hand combat. Although close combat is not the skill of the Divine Machine Soldier, Zhang 
Xiu knew that it would be difficult to use his gunfire at this time, so he decided to make this change. 


Zhang Xiu led the musketeers carrying swords, bypassed the fierce battle from the west, and ran at full 
speed to the rear of the Wudang sect warriors. 


——Outflank them, cut off those who come after them first, and prevent the gap from widening; then 
surround and kill the dozens of people in the formation, first stop the bleeding for your own side! 


While Zhang Xiu was running with his men, he looked to the east side of the opposite side from a 
distance and found that there was also a group of soldiers moving in the opposite direction to surround 
the gap. The two groups coincided with each other and were working together from the left and right to 
close the gap in the defense line! 


——Someone has the same idea as me, that’s great! 


The commander of the other group of gunners on the east side was Cheng Ling, the commander of the 
Shenji Camp gunnery team, who quickly led eighty of his subordinates to seal the gap. Unlike Zhang Xiu, 
Cheng Ling acted even more quickly because he did not ask his men to draw their swords, but directly 
ordered them to use long-handled handguns as war hammers. 
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Using firearms as hammers is a last resort measure that actually makes Tuo Ling feel distressed: It is 
obviously an advanced weapon that combines intelligence and ingenuity, but it has to be wielded like a 
club like a barbarian tribe fighting. What a waste! 


Cheng Ling is one level lower than Zhang Xiu, but like him, he is an outlier in the Forbidden Army: unlike 
many of his senior colleagues who only think about how to get promoted and make a fortune, both of 
them are focused on studying the art of war and thinking about how to strengthen the army to protect 
the Ming Dynasty. The world is at peace. Zhang Xiu was interested in learning marching strategies, while 
Cheng Ling was obsessed with improving the use of muskets and artillery. He often practiced with his 
subordinates to improve the accuracy of the muskets and the speed of loading and firing. Although his 
suggestions were often not accepted by the second level due to his low official rank, Cheng Ling still 
studied tirelessly and never gave up. 


When he learned in the capital that he was coming to attack the Wudang Clan, Cheng Ling was one of 
the few military attachés in the army who truly agreed with the war. He firmly believes that firearms will 
dominate the battlefield and wisdom will prevail over all strength. Cheng Ling couldn't understand why 
there would be a group of people hiding in the mountains, trying to figure out how to cut each other's 
bodies open? It's simply not necessary. In the future, when you kill an enemy on the battlefield, you 
won't even know what the enemy looks like. 


——Let this battle tell the world this truth. 


However, faith is faith, and it is reality every moment on the battlefield. Under this situation, Cheng Ling 
judged that it was necessary to stop Wudang's backup from rushing in as soon as possible so that the 
Shenji Battalion's defense line could reorganize its situation. He decisively ordered his men to dispatch 
immediately - in this kind of chaos, only a fool can hope to wait for others to react correctly. 


The two gun teams were divided from the east and west sides, and gradually closed towards the gap. 
Zhang Xiu and Cheng Ling can almost see each other. 


Nowadays, the government is corrupt and the military is lax, but not all are the ambitious people. Zhang 
Xiu and Cheng Ling are the rare latecomers to the forbidden army who have dedicated themselves to 
revitalizing and improving the fighting strength of the Ming army. 
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--But they don't realize that from the perspective of their spirit and ambition, they are not so different 
from the enemies of the Wudang School ....... 


At this moment, the gunslinger who was charging ahead let out a miserable cry. The sabers and 
handguns fell to the ground, followed by the bodies of the soldiers. 


Both Zhang Xiu and Cheng Ling saw it: a large cluster of lances suddenly appeared on the gap in the 
defense line that they were about to close. 


Unlike the previous Wudang sect's fast-charging style, the sharp, solid lances formed a tight semicircular 
formation with the front, left, and right sides, and pushed forward at a consistent pace, like a large 
hedgehog with long spikes all over its body, intruding into the battle formation! 


Unlike the hedgehog, the spikes were not static: while each spear held its position, it also flipped 
outward like a dragon, constantly picking and stabbing, and the shadows of the spears were so thick 
that no one could see clearly how many people were in the formation. 


The lance array was so tight and active that no one could stand in the way of the two archery squads 
and the whole platoon of the soldiers who were standing nearby was stabbed down in the blink of an 
eye, just like weeds meeting scythes! 


"Charge!" Zhang Xiu waved his sword and urged his men to continue fighting: "We must rush over! 
Meet the people over there!" 


Zhang Xiu's heart ached when he shouted. He knew he was driving his men to their deaths. But the key 
to victory or defeat is right in front of you, and there is no room for retreat. As soon as they retreat, the 
musketry team on the east side will probably retreat as well, and other soldiers around them will flee 
when they see it - as teacher Yanming said, fear is contagious; conversely, other soldiers might join them 
when they saw them risk their lives, thickening the defenses. 


Even the most formidable enemy will eventually be consumed by numbers. 


--Even with stacks of corpses, they must be stopped! 
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On the other hand, Cheng Ling personally led the 50-odd soldiers who were closest to him to kill them 
with their weapons! 


However, he realized that his men who rushed ahead of him were falling much faster than he expected. 
Half of the soldiers who followed Cheng Ling's charge were reduced in no time. 


Cheng Ling himself had already reached a distance where he could see the faces of the gunmen. At that 
moment, he could see clearly: the lance formation consisted of only about thirty men, but the soldiers 
who were killed and wounded on both sides of their path had already exceeded a hundred. 


--What kind of power is this? 


Cheng Ling stared in disbelief. At that moment, he saw one of his men in front of him shouting and 
raising his pistol, desperately trying to make a gap, but one of the lances reacted as if it were a living 
thing, skillfully pivoting the downward slashing pistol and using its force to guide it to the side, the heavy 
barrel of the pistol cracked another soldier's head into pieces. At almost the same time, the soldier who 
had struck the pistol was stabbed in the heart by another pistol. 


As Cheng Ling watched this kind of gunplay, he mentally withdrew his contempt for martial artists. 


The next moment, his throat was pierced by a Wudang lance that he had once despised. 


OOOO 


Yang Zhenru stretched out his arms, and the power of the "Emei Big Arm" exploded instantly. The force 
reached the tip of the spear and penetrated deeply into the chest and abdomen of the soldier seven 
feet in front. The soldier's entire body was shaken by this sudden force. The man folded his arms and 
lifted his gun. His body was separated from the tip of the spear with a fountain of blood, and he flew 
three feet away before falling down. 


Leading the Wudang disciples around him, Yang Zhenru stepped on the road paved with corpses and 
continued the killing without knowing when it would end. 
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He was standing at the forefront of the twenty-nine-man spear formation, and everyone followed his 
pace. 


In fact, everyone did not discuss it, but naturally formed an array with Yang Zhenru as the leader. Li Tong 
and seven other Wudang Sect spearmen were killed in the trench. At this moment, it was clear to 
everyone that Yang Zhenru had become one of the best marksmen among them. 


And Yang Zhenru stepped into this position without hesitation - even though he had only been in 
Wudang Mountain for less than two years, and his qualifications were far inferior to many of his peers 
here. 


——This is not the time to be humble. His only goal is victory. 


In Yang Zhenru's heart, the meaning of this battle is very different from that of other sect members. 


Since being besieged by the Shenji Camp, the Wudang Clan members have long expected that once the 
news spreads, the Wudang Clan, which has conquered the martial arts in various places in the past few 
years, will take the opportunity to rebel and restore the original sect name - the first of which would 
surely be the biggest one inside. 


Sure enough, Yao Linzhou soon received a series of pigeon letters from Sichuan: Emei Sect had 
announced that it had separated from Wudang, and Yu Qinglin, the "Eight Guns of the Divine Dragon", 
had reappointed himself as the head of Emei Sect. 


--Wudang's "Snake Way" disciples have been assassinated by the Jinyiwei, but the south-west has not 
been hit as it is not connected to the southward movement of the forbidden army, so intelligence from 
there continues to be available. 


Earlier, when Yao refused the Imperial Court's offer of an iron plaque of "Loyalty and Courage in the 
Martial Arts", Yang Zhenru had already thought that the situation in Wudang might soon become 
unfavorable, and that his old school would be revitalized. Now everything has come true. 
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The Emei Sect opened the mountain gate and surrendered to the Wudang Expeditionary Force without 
firing a single shot that day, and Ye Chenyuan ruled the headquarters "Tiefeng Tower" for a period of 
time. These things are known to everyone, and the reputation of the sect for hundreds of years has 
been greatly damaged. But Emei warriors are strong after all. Qingcheng, another major sect in Si 
Province, has disappeared and is now independent again. Although the brand name has been tarnished, 
who in Bashu dares to laugh at Emei to his face? What's more, no matter how bad the situation in Emei 
is, it is better than Wudang, which is facing total destruction. 


Yang Zhenru could imagine how the former seniors and fellow disciples on Mount Emei were thankful to 
have survived this difficulty; and how they were laughing at the dozen or so traitors who had defected 
to the Wudang Sect. 


--They deserve to die for betraying their master! 


They must say so. 


Yang Zhenru didn't feel any guilt. From the time he left Mount Emei to the time he charged into the 
battlefield outside "Yuzhen Palace", he had never regretted for a moment - he knew the same was true 
for the twelve people who came with him. 


After receiving the news of Emei's re-establishment, Yang Zhenru also wondered what had become of 
his master, Yu Qinglin. After all, he had been a mentor to Emei, and had spent more than ten years 
together. Yang Zhenru, a former Emei elite disciple, used to have a very deep bond with his teacher, but 
after leaving "Tiefeng Tower" for a while, Yang Zhenru discovered that the appearance of his master in 
his memory was... His appearance has gradually faded, and every time | think of him, what | remember 
is the scene of him bowing down to Ye Chenyuan. Yu Qinglin in Yang Zhenru's heart will always stay at 
that moment. 


——And | cannot accept to continue to follow a person like this. This is the biggest reason why | left. 


At this moment, Yang Zhenru and twelve fellow sect members who had also transferred from Emei to 
Wudang opened their spear formations to kill and advance, using their marksmanship that combined 
the essence of Emei and Wudang to their fullest. They only had one reason in mind: 


--To win. To save Wudang. Proving that our decision that day was the right one. 
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At that moment, a soldier of the forbidden army fired a cold arrow right into the lance formation. A 
former Emei gunner was unable to dodge and was hit by an arrow in the side of the neck, the barrel of 
his gun fell out of his hand, and he fell down. 


However, the Wudang lance formation was not disrupted by the loss of one man. Other nearby gunmen 
quickly filled the gap left by that man, and the formation was restored to a tight semicircular arc. They 
did not look at their fallen companion, they stepped over his body and continued to move forward. 


In front of Yang Zhenru's eyes were six Shingijian soldiers with large shields and long swords. They were 
the shield-swordmen responsible for protecting both sides of the gun formation to prevent enemy 
attacks. The magical guns and firearms are very precious, and the wing guards responsible for protecting 
them are also elite warriors, and their bravery is not inferior to that of the heavy armored cavalry of the 
Three Thousand Battalion. 


However, what they encountered was a completely different level of force. 


Facing those large shields, Yang Zhenru raised the barrel of his gun again. Then activated the "Emei Big 
Arm" technique. When it comes to the art of spears alone, the Wudang Sect is not as sophisticated as 
the Emei warriors. Although the "Wudang Throat Locking Spear Technique" is also exquisite and spicy, 
its changing skills and power are far inferior to those of the Emei Spear. 


However, these days, the spear skills of Yang Zhenru and others have improved greatly on Wudang 
Mountain. After they put in the training, they began to understand: Although Wudang martial arts such 
as "Tai Chi" are excellent, the reason why the Wudang sect is unparalleled in the martial arts world is 
not purely because of the harmful skills of the martial arts moves, but because of the proper training. 
Even if it is the simplest one-shot spear move, its effectiveness becomes different under the fierce and 
closer training of the Wudang Sect. Yang Zhenru discovered that many of the Emei spearsmanship 
moves he had learned in the past had a new understanding and improvement after being trained by the 
Wudang sect. They then selflessly shared their experiences with their fellow Wudang sects, and 
continued to compete with each other to prove it. After thirteen people like Yang Zhenru joined 
Wudang, Wudang's spear skills were greatly enriched, and the spearmen within the faction became a 
unique and strong army. 


At this moment, the several shield swordsmen blocked the shields tightly in front of them at the same 
time. If it were Yang Zhenru in the past, he would only try his best to find a gap between the shields and 
pierce the spear, but now he turned the stab into a sweep, and the front end of the spear struck one of 
the shields! 
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This move seemed forced, but before Yang Zhenru swept out the barrel of the gun, he actually paid 
close attention to the body posture of the shield swordsman. His eyes seemed to be able to see through 
the shield and see how his body frame was arranged when he raised the shield. Seeing how his body 
frame moved when he raised the shield, Yang Zhenru swung the gun diagonally. The angle of the strike 
was exactly the side with the weakest strength when the soldier raised the shield to resist. As a result, 
although the big shield blocked the blow of the gun head, " The strength of "Emei's big arm" penetrated 
the shield and completely pressed against the soldier's left shoulder joint. How could the shield soldier 
withstand such strength? The shield hit his head. 


He then fell sideways and backward, bumping into several other sword and shield players! 


— —Yang Zhenru’s judgment and countermeasures are unprecedented in the sect. They are completely 
based on tactics developed through a large number of actual battles. 


Because of this collision, the shield formation of the six people was loosened, each with gaps exposed. 


The eyes of Yang Zhenru's fellow disciples around him suddenly lit up, just like a hunting brain seeing a 
mouse or rabbit on the ground. They hardly needed to think, and each of them stabbed their spears into 
the gaps in the shield formation. 


The lance formation stepped over the fallen sabers and shields and the newly added corpses and 
continued to advance. 


The two musketry teams brought by Zhang Xiu and Cheng Ling failed to hinder the advance of the 
Wudang spearmen at all. More than 60% of the soldiers were killed or injured by the sharp spear points. 
The remaining musketeers were also forced to retreat, including those who were unwilling to do so. 
Zhang Xiu hurriedly evacuated with a dozen of his subordinates. He thought that he had to retreat 
temporarily, summon another group of soldiers from behind, and try to block it again. 


Yang Zhenru and other twenty-eight people in the spear formation had now reached the end of the 
forty Wudang warriors who had previously entered the formation, and were about to meet up. When 
Yang Zhenru saw those fellow disciples less than two feet away in front of him, he immediately shouted: 


"open!" 
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Under Yang Zhenru's order, the spear array quickly split into two. The twenty-eight people divided into 
left and right teams with a tacit understanding, and moved forward while waving their spear poles 
towards both sides. The long spears of the Wudang Sect had frightened all the soldiers of the Forbidden 
Army. As soon as the spear array was opened, the soldiers hurriedly fled further. The gap opened by the 
spear formation in the crowd of soldiers expanded instantly. 


Yang Zhen gave this order just because these twenty-eight spearmen were still not the main force 
among the main force. Their job is just to clear the way. 


One width! One's corpse path welcomes the arrival of the strongest. 


The last forty people entered the core of the battlefield without any hindrance. 


The people were advancing in a formation, there are two figures surrounding each one. One in black and 


one in white. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 143 Chapter 5: The Strongest 


The Shenji Camp was founded by Emperor Taizong Zhu Di. The regiment camp was rebuilt after the 
heavy setbacks of the Civil War. Although it has been eroded by corruption in the past dynasties (such as 
the lack of troops being filled, and the military service was usurped by the children of the powerful), and 
became less robust compared to when it was first established, the core combat strength can still be 
maintained, and the training, equipment and discipline are still the best in the Ming army. 


However, at this moment, in a battle that has nothing to do with the safety and security of the country, 
this precious asset is being depleted at an alarming rate. 


General Lou Yuan Sheng's army had already deployed the best of his troops at the front in order to 
achieve a quick victory, but now they were hit by an unprecedented disaster. 


This disaster is called "Wudang". 


The generals did not understand why the 3,000 battalion of iron armored soldiers who attacked the 
"Palace of Encountering Truth" fled in such fear and panic, forcing General Lou to order an artillery 
barrage at the expense of the generals. 


Now they understood - when the swords of the Wudang sect came to their heads. 


The fleeing Shengji soldiers quickly discerned which enemy was most to be avoided: a figure in white in 
the enemy's thicket. They realized that wherever the white garment approached, the number of soldiers 
standing was reduced the fastest, and their cries were the least. 


--Death came so quickly that the soldiers had no time to cry out. 


"Killing is like cutting grass" was thought to be a metaphorical description, but the soldiers could not 
have imagined that it would be realized before their eyes. 
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But just when they thought they had avoided the white god of death's path, many of the soldiers 
encountered another storm of death. 


This time, the eye of the storm was a man in black. Everyone in the Shenji Battalion had long heard the 
saying "Escape from Wudang men in black", and there were quite a few people wearing black on the 
battlefield at this moment. But this one is very different. The pair of long swords, one green and one 
red, as well as the movement like a flying ghost, seemed to make the blood in the body of the witness 
freeze instantly, and then the whole body stiffened to meet the sword edge. Even if they didn't fall prey 
to the two swords of water and fire, they still had to evade the other two black-clothed swordsmen 
guarding him on his left and right, as well as the 20-odd Wudang "Soldier's Crow Road" martial artists 
right behind them. There is no scenario closer to despair than watching this group of people come at us 
head on. 


From the time of Jiang Yunlan's charge to the present moment, the center and east front of the Divine 
Mechanism Army had already been smashed up, as if someone had inserted a saber and kept twisting it. 


By this time, Yao Linzhou had already merged with Yang Zhenru's gun line, as well as Wei Dongliu and 
Chen Daixiu who were further ahead. 


Yao Lianzhou, whose ears were still bleeding and unable to hear the sounds around him, was walking at 
the forefront of the front line. The soldiers he passed either died under his single-backed sword or were 
killed by Chen Daixiu, Wei Dongliu, Fu Yuanjie, and Shang Shilang who were guarding behind him on 
both sides; Gui Danlei, who was still holding the battle shield, followed Yao Lianzhou. He had not yet 
had a chance to take action outside the "Yuzhen Palace" - because there was still no Imperial Army 
soldier who could break through Yang Zhenru. The two-winged spear array of twenty-eight people 
attacked from behind. The remaining disciples provided support between the spear formations, making 
the entire Wudang formation even more impenetrable. 


As for Ye Chenyuan, he took Wen Zhao, Xi Liang, Hou Yingzhi and others as guerrillas. Any side or rear 
sneak attack to Yao Lianzhou and others organized by the Shenji Army was defeated by them first. 


The Wudang team, which only had more than 120 people, formed a set of killing instruments that were 
more sophisticated than the divine machine firearms, constantly creating victims among enemies that 
were ten times more numerous. 
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From the time they left the main gate of the Palace of Encounters, as many as 300 Forbidden Army 
soldiers were killed or wounded by their blades, while only five Wudang disciples were killed in battle - 
such astonishing killing efficiency was unheard of, even by veterans of the forbidden army who had 
been on the border. 


In the quiet world, Yao Lianzhou rushed through the blood flowers he created and continued to move 
forward. No one knows how peaceful his heart is at this moment. He did not care about the "Yuzhen 
Palace" that was bombed into ruins; he did not think of Chu Lantian or Li Dong who were killed in the 
trench; he did not regret the Wudang foundation left by his master Gongsun Qing... 


There was only a small, tender and beautiful figure in his heart. And he knew that the only way to get to 
her was the road in front of him. Step by step, he swung his sword and stepped out. 


In Yao Lianzhou's heart, even the hatred and contempt for the enemy disappeared. Swinging one 
elegant sword trajectory at them, one after another, was just something that had to be done. 


To get out. To see her again. 


In the midst of the violent chopping, Yao Lian Zhou's face was incredibly peaceful, even with a subtle 
warm smile. The single-backed sword was swung like a honey pen, casually and effortlessly, but it 
caused cruel destruction every time it fell on the soldier's body. This strong contrast made the soldiers 
facing him feel even more horrified. Yao Lian Zhou seemed to be the embodiment of a god and a demon 
at one in this moment. 


It was in this subtle state of mind that Yao Lian Zhou's swordsmanship actually rose to another level in 
the face of a large number of enemies with mediocre martial arts skills. Sometimes a single swing of the 
sword was able to hit the vitals of two soldiers in a row, as if the two men had deliberately lined up and 
sucked the blade of the single-backed sword through them - this was not the case, but rather Yao 
Lianzhou had found a way of striking his sword and a route that no one else could see. 


Even Wei Dongliu and Chen Daixiu, who were at the side, could not help but admire Yao Lianzhou's 
swordsmanship when they witnessed it in the midst of killing their enemies. It was not that they had 
never seen Yao Lian Zhou perform martial arts in the past. But to bring Wudang swordsmanship to such 
an extent was something that even these two elite swordsmen had never imagined. They were even 
glad that they were at the back of Sect Master Yao's side - no one wanted to stand in front of sucha 
sword. 
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It was a great irony that Wudang martial arts had reached such unprecedented heights at a time when 
the sect was on the verge of collapse. 


If Ye Chenyuan knew that Yao Lianzhou's sword skills had changed like this, but he couldn't see it in 
person, he would be very sorry. But of course, he had no such leisure. 


Ye Chenyuan's double swords also exceeded their own limits on the other side. Through the piles of 
corpses, he gradually integrated the Qingcheng School's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique" secret skills that he had cultivated in recent years into his own Wudang swordsmanship. 
Although it was not the best time, Ye Chenyuan could not hide the excitement in his heart. 


——Thank you, He Zisheng. Leave such a good thing to me. 


The number of soldiers who were killed or injured by the "Kanli Water and Fire Sword" was less than 
that by Yao Lianzhou's single-backed sword, just because Ye Chenyuan had been suppressing the power 
of swinging the sword. Although it is a great temptation to give full play to your sword skills on the 
battlefield, Ye Chenyuan is also very aware: although his martial arts are still in their prime, his forty-six- 
year-old body has long passed its physical peak, and there are still hundreds of enemies in front of him. 
What's more, even if he maximizes the speed of his sword, the ordinary naked eyes of these soldiers 
have no time to see it. As long as Ye Chenyuan exerts about 60 to 70% of his strength and speed, the 
soldiers will still be unable to avoid the sword's edge. Therefore, Ye Chenyuan maintained a steady pace 
when charging. This made the Forbidden Army soldiers even more frightened - because they could see 
the arrival of this black-robed god of death. 


The Soldier's Crow Road swordsman, Tang Chong, who was guarding Ye Chenyuan's right side, was also 
a dual-sword fighter, and had always received Ye Chenyuan's instruction. At this time, he caught a 
glimpse of Deputy Master Ye's sword skills while he was killing enemies, and found that some of them 
were unprecedented sword techniques, which seemed to be unknown in Wudang swordsmanship, and 
he was quite puzzled. 


On the other side of the table, although Wenzhao was using a single sword, he also realized this point. 
Wen Zhao also discovered that a group of black-clothed people were behind him. 
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In the group of black-robed disciples behind him, Hou Yingzhi, who wields two swords, one long and one 
short, and who has just been promoted to the Soldier's Crow Road, has some similarities in his 
swordsmanship with Deputy Master Ye's new sword skills. 


But now is not the time to ask such things. Wen Zhao and Tang Liang continue to concentrate on 
protecting Ye Chenyuan on both sides, three people five swords to bring a succession of deaths. 


Hou Yingzhi and the other twenty-one Soldier's Crow Road disciples have been following Ye Chenyuan 
and the other three, killing all over the battlefield. Hou Yingzhi had forgotten how many enemies he had 
killed, but only knew that he had reached a double-digit number. In the meantime, he also assisted his 
seniors twice to block the blades coming from the side. So far, Ye Chenyuan's team has not lost a single 
man. Hou Yingzhi is proud to be one of them. 


——Maybe... we can really win this battle... 


However, every time new hope appeared in Hou Yingzhi's life, setbacks always followed: when he 
watched Yan Xiaoliu become a "Taoist disciple" in Qingcheng, he was confident that he, who was of a 
similar age, would soon follow suit. However, the Qingcheng Sect was wiped out immediately. Not long 
after he joined the Wudang Mountain Gate with great ambition, he was ignored by the leader Yao 
Lianzhou. He finally obtained the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual" and secretly 
practiced hard with Ye Chenyuan to improve his martial arts and became the "Soldier Crow", but the 
Wudang Sect was immediately plunged into such a serious crisis...... 


This time is no exception. Just when Hou Yingzhi felt that the war situation is favorable to the Wudang 
faction, the change came. 


--Although, it was something that had to happen sooner or later. 


Gun sound. 
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Hou Yingzhi, who was raising his senses to the highest level on the battlefield, seemed to have a 
premonition. Before the blast sound of the firecracker was heard, he had shrunk his body and crouched, 
hiding in the shadow of an enemy soldier next to him. 


Many were hit and fell in the barrage of the machine-guns. Some of them were from the Wudang sect, 
but more of them were soldiers from the forbidden army. 


The Shenji soldier who was affected by the shooting cursed with anger and shock: "Who fired the gun?" 
"Which bastard gave the order?" "We are all our own people here..." 


After all, the Wudang team rushed into a dense enemy jungle, surrounded by a wall of forbidden 
soldiers. This burst of gunfire from the outside only hit two Wudang soldiers. One was shot in the 
abdomen and could not move, and the other had blood flowing from his left arm. As noted: the other 
nineteen people who were shot by fire cannons were soldiers of the Forbidden Army. They became 
Wudang's shields and were killed or injured by their own firearms. 


Everyone in Wudang lowered their posture. Only Yao Lianzhou, who had lost his hearing, still stood 
upright on the battlefield. When Gui Danlei saw it, he hurried forward and raised his big shield to cover 
the leader. 


The second round of gunfire rang out again, and it was still a shot that completely disregarded the life 
and death of his comrades. This time, only one Wudang disciple was shot to death, while twenty-two 
other forbidden soldiers fell to the sound of the gunfire. 


The disciple who was shot dead was one of the spearmen led by Yang Zhenru. He was less than ten feet 
behind Chen Daixiu when he was shot. Chen Daixiu turned around and frowned. 


Under this kind of attack, the Wudang disciples were hit very rarely, on the contrary, the forbidden army 
sacrificed a lot. But even so, Chen Daixiu knows that this change is extremely unfavorable to the 
Wudang: Wudang sect only about 120 people left, even if each attack with one or two disciples for ten 
or twenty enemy soldiers killed or wounded, the overall loss of combat power will be extremely 
uneconomical. When the number of Wudang soldiers is reduced to a certain level, it will become 
incomplete and unable to fight anymore. On the contrary, the number of soldiers in the Forbidden Army 
can still sustain such casualties. 


2362 


There is another point: by using gunfire without distinguishing between friend and foe, the number of 
people in the center of the battlefield will gradually dwindle, and the risk of Wudang Clan members 
being shot will greatly increase... 


——tThe other side has a powerful general! 


Chen Daixiu thought so. But he guessed wrong: the first to order the reckless firing of the gun was not a 
general or a captain, but only a small lieutenant, Zhang Xiu. 


After escaping from the Wudang gun array, Zhang Xiu led the remaining soldiers to retreat a little, and 
then gathered some of the Divine Mechanism soldiers who had been scattered due to the melee, and 
temporarily filled them into his own team, gathering almost 400 men. 


At the same time, Zhang Xiu closely watched the Wudang faction's attack in the formation, and saw that 
the Shengji soldiers were completely powerless to resist in close combat, just like a wall of sand meeting 
the tide. 


The morale of the Divine Mechanism battalion had fallen to the limit, and at this rate, the entire 
battalion was about to collapse. Therefore, without hesitation, Zhang Xiu immediately divided his 
soldiers into three rows. 


When they heard Zhang Xiu's order to release the guns, the eyes of the soldiers widened. 


"| will bear all the consequences alone!" Zhang Xiu slapped the back of his saber against his chest. His 
voice was strong and firm. The soldiers could not hear the grief behind it. 


——Someone must take the lead in making decisions about some things. 


--forgive me. 
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After the two rows of muskets were fired, Zhang Xiu reached out and stopped the third row from firing. 
Firstly, it was to maintain alert and give the first two rows of soldiers more time to reload. Secondly, he 
also wanted to examine the changes in the battle situation after the shooting. 


——How many of them did you shoot down...? 


Zhang Xiu did not expect to be able to kill a large number of Wudang people at once, and his own 
casualties were bound to be heavy. But if the cannons were not fired, the Forbidden Army would still 
suffer a lot of casualties in the melee, and the deaths would be worthless. Although the current tactics 
are cruel, as long as Wudang's lineup is weakened to a certain extent, the final victory will surely come. 


Although Yao Lianzhou cannot hear the sound of gunfire, he relies on other keen senses to make up for 
it. From the location of the dead man who was shot, he quickly judged where the firing array was. His 
sharp eyes penetrated the crowd and caught a glimpse of Zhang Xiu's musket array. 


Ye Chenyuan and others were closer to the gun array than Yao Lianzhou. Yao Lianzhou pointed at the 
gun array with his sword and glanced at his senior brother. Ye Chenyuan had a spiritual connection with 
him in his heart (1) 4838), and he immediately knew what he was thinking with a look from the 
distance. He immediately led the Soldier's Crow Road to Zhang Xiu's side! 


The battle situation was quite chaotic, Zhang Xiu observed for a round before realizing that something 
was wrong: apart from the large number of soldiers, a group of black-clothed men were rushing towards 
this side! 


Zhang Xiu instructed the cannon soldiers who had already rotated forward to prepare for firing. He 
watched the enemy's tracks closely with his eyes, calculating the moment when the swordsman in black 
would break through the crowd of soldiers and appear in front of him - without the protection of his 
own soldiers at that time, the gun formation would exert its maximum lethality! 


——However, the Shenji Battalion's fire-twisting muskets rely on ignition to explode. The timing of 
shooting cannot be fully controlled, and orders must be made in advance. The commander can only 
estimate the best time to fire. 
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Seeing that the Wudang "Soldier's Crow Road" people were about to emerge from the crowd of soldiers, 
Zhang Xiu swung his saber down, and the solders ignited the fire twists, then raised their muskets 
together and aimed forward! 


Ye Chenyuan, however, had already fought with the Sheng Ji soldiers before and he was well aware of 
the weakness of the hand gun. Just before breaking through the group of soldiers, he led his disciples to 
stop temporarily! 


Zhang Xiu's soldiers lost the chance, under the successive bursts of fire, most of the lead bullets hit the 
soldiers in the middle, and only two of Ye Chenyuan's men were scratched by the bullets! 


Ye Chenyuan shouted, waved his double swords and stepped over the downed soldiers, killing Zhang 
Xiu's 400 men with terrifying high speed! 


Zhang Xiu's soldiers could not prepare themselves to shoot again, and they could no longer resist. The 
black-clothed group swept in like a black fog of death - the sound of gunfire again. 


What was fired was not the musketry led by Zhang Xiu, but another musketry team about ten feet away 
on their right. 


Zhang Xiu's eyes showed excitement. This is what he has always calculated and expected: many military 
attachés commanding at the front of the Shenji Battalion probably understand that if they don't bear 
the pain and use fire blunderbuss to attack here, the entire army will be in danger of defeat, but no one 
dares to take action first. Zhang Xiu boldly took the lead, and he estimated that others would follow. 


Previously, the Wudang team's charge to kill the divine machine soldiers was like a sickle cutting grass, 
but now the two sides have reversed. 


Without any covering, they met this attack from the side, and the number of Soldier's Crow Road 
fighters following Ye Chenyuan was reduced by half in the blink of an eye. In total, more than 180 years 
of martial arts training had disappeared from the world in an instant. 
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Hou Yingzhi, who was in the midst of the chaos, could not be sure whether he had been shot or not, but 
only felt the warmth of his companion's blood on his body. He was unable to think for a moment, but 
could only continue to run forward after those who had not yet fallen. 


Hou Yingzhi's heart was trembling. Unlike before, he no longer thought about the victory of the Wudang 
sect. He only wanted to live. Having traveled such a long way to get to this point, he definitely did not 
want to become just another broken body on the battlefield. He couldn't. His sword still had to be 
wielded. 


--| want to be strong. A superior swordsman who is above all others. 


This was the wish he had made before Yan Xiaoliu. This path must not be cut short. 


--| cannot lose to him. 


Thinking of Yan Heng, a wave of energy was re-infused into his weak legs. Hou Yingzhi raised his long 
and short swords and stepped up to catch up. 


He couldn't judge the situation at the moment, he only knew two things: standing still would be fatal, 
following Ye Chenyuan would be the most likely way to break through the enemy line. 


--Find a chance to escape from this battlefield. 


--Even if you have to abandon Wudang, there is no other way ....... 


With his mind made up, Hou Yingzhi followed the pace of the other Soldier's Crow Road and rushed 
towards Zhang Xiu's team. 


At the same time, the right side of the gun team has already changed rows, the gunner is lighting the fire 
twist to shoot again. 
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Ye Chenyuan was still a foot away from Zhang Xiu's team. There is no way to escape from this shot. 


Just as the burning flames were quickly shortening, Yao Lianzhou rushed over with more than a dozen of 
the fastest-moving people and rushed into the group of gun soldiers who were preparing to shoot! 


Yao Lian Zhou's single backed sword killed three of them in one go, while the rest of them, including Wei 
Dong Liu and Chen Dai Xiu, also raised their own bloodshed and tried their best to stop this round of 
shooting! 


The other gunners also panicked because of this shock, and the posture of aiming their muskets was 
destroyed. However, the ignited twists were not extinguished, and now they were fired randomly in all 
directions among the chaotic array of guns, and cries of terror and screams of misery were raised 
everywhere. Three Wudang disciples following Yao Linzhou were also shot down at close range. 


Because of this volley, only one-fifth of the original handguns were still sniping at Ye Chenyuan and 
others. Two more good Soldier's Crow Road fighters fell down, but the damage had been greatly 
reduced compared to the previous round. 


What's more important: Ye Chenyuan managed to escape. 


Under the two guard flanks of Wen Zhao and Tang Liang, Ye Chenyuan's black clothes fluttered, and he 
once again executed the "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" mixed with the key techniques of "Dome 
Breaking", and his whole body threw himself into Zhang Xiu's attacking formation like a flying raven! 


The two blue and red sword lights of the " Kan Li Water and Fire Sword" swung alternately, greedily 
sucking the blood of human beings. 


Zhang Xiu stood blankly in the formation, completely shocked by Ye Chenyuan's extraordinary killing 
sword. He even looked fascinated by it. 


——Such power... If there are fifty - no, thirty such warriors in the Forbidden Army, placed in each team, 
there will be many uses... 
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Only Zhang Xiu does not understand: Ye Chenyuan's one-in-a-thousand talent, Wudang School's 
superior martial arts training, coupled with the precious experience of dueling many masters, these 
three are rare in the world; all three coexist in one person, it is also unexplainable chance. To replicate 
Ye Chenyuan in the world is actually more difficult than to train an army of ten thousand people. 


And this living miracle has come to Zhang Xiu at this moment. 


Ye Chenyuan's face with two lines of tattoos was always cold. But when he thrust the Kan Water Sword 
into Zhang Xiu's throat, he felt a little respect in his heart: although he was only a mediocre lieutenant, 
his decisive command did almost kill Ye Chenyuan. 


Zhang Xiu left the tip of the "Kan Water Sword", which emitted an icy blue light, and fell to the ground, 
the blood gushing out of his throat quickly taking his life away. 


——This war not only consumed many Wudang sect warriors who had trained hard for many years, but 
also consumed many young elites of the Ming army. 


——And all this is for dignity. 


As Zhang Xiu lay dying on the ground, his vision and hearing gradually left him. 


However, at the last moment, he felt a vibration coming from the ground on his back. 


Zhang Xiu, who is the military attache of Shenji Camp, is very familiar with this special vibration. 


It was an artillery attack. 


Zhang Xiu had a smile on his face before he died. The shock told him that there were people in the army 
who thought the same thing. This proves him right... 
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The next moment, Zhang Xiu's body was blown to pieces. 
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Captain Zhang Xiu was not wrong. General Chen Quanli, who had temporarily taken over the 
commanding officer's position, was thinking the same: if the Wudang faction continued to wreak havoc 
like this, the morale of the Shenji Battalion would collapse at any time, and once it fled, it would spread 
to the entire army. 


--Even if they have to break their arms, they must be stopped at this juncture! 


However, compared to Zhang Xiu, Chen Quanli, as a deputy general, was better able to view this crisis 
from the perspective of the entire army's layout: once Wudang broke through the front line of defense 
of the Shenji Battalion, it would then attack the field artillery units on the second line. In terms of close 
combat resistance, artillery is worse than gun soldiers. Wudang can occupy all the iron cannons at any 
time or deprive the soldiers of operating them. The Shenji Battalion without field artillery will 
undoubtedly lose morale and fighting spirit! 


——lIf you want to stop bleeding, you must use the strongest fire. 


——No matter the sacrifice is huge. 


Chen Quanli specializes in intelligence reconnaissance, and his mission always puts decisiveness first. It 
is common to give up and sacrifice scouts, so he will not be lenient when giving orders. 


——What's more, General Lou is dead. When it comes to investigating the guilt, there is nothing worse 
than this. 


Decisively annihilating Wudang is the only way to survive! 


When Chen Quanli gave the order to fire the cannon, no one dared to say a word against it, for the same 
reason. 


At this moment, Wudang rushed into its own formation. It was impossible for all the three-sided artillery 
units originally deployed to surround the "Yuzhen Palace" to attack Wudang. 
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The artillery was fired at the location, but Chen Quanli did not dare to use too much firepower to avoid 
causing out-of-control casualties, so he only used the ten closest heavy artillery guns and fired them one 
after another. 


Outside the main entrance of "Yuzhen Palace", the sky was filled with smoke from artillery fire. The 
Shenji Gunslingers and the infantrymen of the Fifth Army Battalion mixed in were running around to 
escape for their lives, and the shouts of anger were even more intense than when Zhang Xiu and others 
fired their guns. 


——Those damn bastards who are generals above! If | survive, | will definitely kill you with one blow! 


However, many soldiers who thought this way could not escape the fate of being killed by bombs. 


Some of the soldiers, seeing that they couldn't escape, shot from the same spot in the direction of 
where they thought Wudang was. They only thought that if they killed all the enemies as soon as 
possible, the general would stop the shelling and let them save their lives. 


The shelling was interspersed with intermittent gunfire. Bodies and body parts were scattered 
everywhere. A scene from hell. 


In all this carnage and chaos, warriors are as fragile as ordinary people. 


Yang Zhenru's legs were broken at the knees, but before the blood drained out, he still used the spear 
he brought from Mount Emei to support himself and tried to get up, but he could only kneel on the 
ground. He died holding the gun, his motionless body like a statue. The mutilated bodies of his former 
Emei disciples and many spearmen were scattered around. 


Chen Daixiu's back was full of shell fragments, and his spine was broken from the impact. Still holding his 
sword, he crawled forward with his hands for a while until he encountered a Shingiji-gunner. 


The gun soldiers used their guns as hammers and struck Chen Daixiu on the head. Chen Daixiu wanted 
to use the "Wudang Form Sword" method to stab his opponent's wrist first, but this action, which he 
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had practiced countless times on weekdays, could not be done with his broken body at this moment. 
Wudang long sword in his hand seems to have the weight of a thousand pounds, the tip of the sword 
only slightly upward an inch; then Chen Daixiu's head cracked open. 


Fu Yuanba's right chest and abdomen were each hit by a fire gun, but he still dragged his horse-killing 
knife with his thick body and searched for the location of Master Yao in the smoke. 


——We must protect him... As long as Leader Yao is alive, we will not lose this battle! 


Fu Yuanba's belt was soaked with blood. He shuddered and moved on. 


In the smoke, he saw a squirming figure lying on the ground. Fu Yuanba took another two steps to take a 
closer look, only to realize that they were actually two people. 


"Soldier's Crow Road's companion, Shang Shilang, was wrapped around a soldier's back, his legs crossed 
and clamped tightly around his waist, and his hands were strangling the soldier from behind with a thick, 
blunt, ghostly-headed saber. The soldier is making a last feeble struggle, and then his whole body is 
paralyzed. Shang Silang did not let go until the soldier rolled his eyes and became unresponsive, then he 
slowly let go of the soldier and climbed to his feet. 


At this point, Fu Yuanba saw clearly: it turned out that most of Shang Silang's face had been dented by 
the blast, and one eye had disappeared between the blur of flesh and blood, and the other eye was 
stuck with a piece of sharp stone, and he had lost his eyesight completely. 


"Are you next?" Shang Silang's ghost-like face even laughed and raised his saber toward Fu Yuanba. 
Although he couldn't see, he could sense Fu Yuanba's approach. 


"Silang, it's me." Fu Yuanba said. As soon as he opened his mouth, he realized that his breath was 
weaker than expected, and there was severe pain in his right chest and back. The bullet pierced the right 
lung, leaving only the other half of the lung still able to breathe. 


Fu Yuanba didn't realize that not only was Shang Shilang blind, but his ears had been damaged by the 
shell. Shang Si Lang suddenly rushed forward, stabbing Fu Yuan Ba in the face with his ghost head saber! 
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Fu Yuanba instinctively raised his saber to block the attack, but upon contact, he realized that the saber 
in his hand seemed to be sucked into a bottomless pit. Of course, Fu Yuanba knew what this feeling was. 


--The transforming force of "Tai Chi". 


Fu Yuanba practiced the "Wudang Chopping Horse Saber" and was not as skilled as Shang Si Lang in "Tai 
Chi" in understanding and unleashing the force. In desperation, he just wanted to use the sword to 
break free, but he was injured by the bullet and the blood had entered his lungs. , suddenly couldn't lift 
a breath, and spit out blood from between the mouth and nose with a "wow" sound! 


In fact, Shang Si Lang had already lost his mind due to the shock of the shelling, but his fighting instincts 
were still there. When he dislodged Fu Yuan Ba's sword with his ghost head saber "Tai Chi", he pounced 
forward, and with his left hand, he grabbed Fu Yuan Ba's shoulder, and with his two rows of teeth, 
which had already been crippled by the bombing, he bit into his throat and neck! 


Fu Yuanba's throat was bitten, and he immediately showed a ferocious expression. The remaining 
murderous energy in his body was stimulated. He threw away the knife and grabbed Shang Shilang's 
head with both hands, and inserted his thumbs into his eyes that had long been invisible! 


Shang Silang endured the severe pain and continued to bite tightly with his teeth. He had nothing else in 
mind but killing the enemy in front of him. 


Two fellow disciples who have studied advanced martial arts for many years are now fighting in the 
most primitive way like a pair of beasts in this absurd situation. 


Fu Yuanba and Shang Silang maintained this posture and died one after another, and both fell down 
entangled. 


OOOO 


Wei Dongliu pushed away the two corpses, wiped the dust off his face with his sleeve, and slowly 


climbed to his feet. 
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He inhaled deeply and exhaled again, feeling where his body was hurt. Except for a cut on his cheek 
from the rock blown away by the shell, Wei Dongliu's whole body did not suffer any deeper injuries, 
even his ears were not damaged. 


Wei Dongliu shook up his swords and found that there seemed to be something strange about the 
sword in his right hand. He lowered his black and red eyes and took a closer look. It turned out that the 
center of the sword spine was hit by a lead bullet from a fire gun. The lead was still embedded in the 
steel, and the blade was slightly bent due to the impact. The thin skin of his right hand cracked and bled, 
presumably from the force of the blow to the sword. He didn't remember this, and he didn't understand 
why the longsword didn't fall out of his hand. ...... Maybe it was just a swordsman's instinct? 


Bombings and gunfire continued to erupt intermittently all around. But Wei Dongliu had no fear and 
stood upright. He thought to himself: Since he couldn't die just now, nothing will happen to him. 


Looking at the dead bodies lying around, Wei Dongliu actually admired the commander of the Shenji 
Battalion in his heart. In Wei Dongliu's mind, this war was just a duel. Regardless of whether you use 
martial arts, firearms or even magic, a duel is about trying your best to kill the other with the weapons 
you are best at. There is nothing fair or unfair. He didn't even have a deep hatred for the soldiers of the 
Shenji Battalion: we were just standing in each other's way. 


If the Shengji army was a giant beast, the Wudang sect was a snake biting one of its legs; however, the 
beast had severed its own leg. Wei Dongliu could not help but admire this. 


The excitement of the previous battle had cooled down. Wei Dongliu's mind changed, he was no longer 
interested in fighting against this big monster - knowing that victory was impossible, he preferred to 
save his life, and perhaps enjoy the next battlefield in the future. 


With this in mind, Weidong Liu traveled alone in the rain of bullets, looking for a way out. 


OOOO 
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Another uninjured Wudang disciple was Hou Yingzhi, who got up from the ground and shook his head. 
He got up from the ground and shook his head. Although he was not injured by the blow, he felt as if 
half of his soul had been blown away. When he stood up, his legs were a little weak. 


The long sword in Hou Yingzhi's right hand flew away somewhere, or maybe it was stabbed into the 
enemy's body before and there was no chance to pull it back - he already did not remember ...... He 
handed the remaining two-foot dagger to his right hand and held it behind his back, keeping his body 
low to avoid it. With stray bullets flying everywhere, he strode forward as close to the ground as 
possible. 


At that moment, he kicked something on the ground. From the broken sword in his hand, he could tell 
that it was the Soldier's Crow Road's senior brother, Tang Liang. 


Ye Chenyuan, he didn't know life or death. Hou Yingzhi lost the person he was following, thought for a 
while, and decided to look through the smoke to find the location of "Yuzhen Palace": in the empty 
battlefield, the "Palace of Encounter with the Truth" was the only cover, and the only way to escape was 
to use it. 


At this time, he passed the corpses of several soldiers, picked up a military helmet from them and put it 
on. He also pulled out the waist knife from the waist of the deceased and inserted the dagger into his 
belt. He thought that in this way, he was more like a soldier of the Imperial Guard, and the risk of being 
shot by the enemy from a distance might be reduced. 


——Hou Yingzhi is only a few years younger than Wei Dongliu, but his survival instinct is stronger. 


Hou Yingzhi looked into the distance and seemed to see the outline of the mountain gate of "Yuzhen 
Palace" faintly between the smoke. 


He took a chance and walked towards it. If he is mistakenly caught in the enemy line, he will have to 
resign himself to his fate. 


OOOO 
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Only about 20 gun soldiers originally commanded by Zhang Xiu survived the bombardment. Now they 
had thrown away their guns and crowded together to escape, hoping to return to the artillery array to 
survive. 


A few steps away, a figure suddenly appeared in the white fog ahead. 


The one in black. 


The gunslingers trembled. They had seen this man before: long black hair, pale face, two lines of strange 
mantra tattoos under his eyes... 


Ye Chenyuan's black Taoist robe was already in tatters. When it was hanging down and spread out, it 
looked like a raven's wings at first glance. But the enemy appeared again before him, and Ye Chenyuan's 
sharp eyes immediately lit up. 


The black wings fluttered. 


His body was thrown into the crowd. 


The reddish "Sword of Flying Fire", easily penetrated into the heart of a soldier. Ye Chenyuan half-turned 
around and waved his left hand towards another soldier - he had practiced this simplest double-sword 
move no less than a million times. 


The soldier had no time to dodge, and was about to become the dead soul under Ye Chenyuan's other 
sword. 


However, when Ye Chenyuan's action was completed, nothing happened. 


There was no "Kan Water Sword". Under the tattered black sleeve, there was nothing. There was no left 
hand. 


The fluttering black sleeves brushed in front of the gunslinger. 


2376 


Even so, the gunman was so frightened that he fainted and fell to the ground because of Ye Chenyuan's 


The others did not see Ye Chenyuan had broken his left arm, they thought that he had killed another 
person, they all ran away in fear. 


Ye Chenyuan stood still, looking down at his left sleeve or should | say, looking at the left hand that no 
longer existed. He couldn't understand the meaning of the scene in front of him for a moment, his face 
was expressionless, he just kept staring at the void, as if he thought that if he looked at it for a while 
longer, the left hand would reappear. 


--This is a natural thing. |am Double Sword Ye Chenyuan. 


OOOO 


The sunlight penetrates through the dense foliage and falls on Huo Yao Hua's naked body. 


Her snow-white and toned body was sweating and shaking violently as if she couldn't escape from 
something. The twisting exuded the original charm that drove the opposite sex crazy. One shoulder and 
arm are covered with mantra tattoos, making her look even more mysterious and attractive. 


Huo Yaohua placed her hands on a big tree, supporting her soft body, closed her eyes, and listened to 
the intermittent sound of gunfire coming from the distance. 


Behind her, Shang Chengyu lowered his head and roared like a wild beast, venting his long-suppressed 
desires. 


Huo Yaohua's face turned pink, but she kept her lips tightly closed, unwilling to make any sound. This 
was her only resistance at the moment. 
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When she had just escaped from the Chu Lang Sword Sect, Huo Yaohua once lived by trapping and 
killing men with her body. At that time she learned how to endure: one of the easiest ways was to 
imagine the other person as another man. 


Now she tried again. It's easy, just think of a man you don't hate so much, or someone you really like... 


Huo Yao Hua naturally thought of Jing Li. Also in this kind of uninhabited mountain forest, she and Jing Li 
had once twisted fiercely together, smelling each other's body odor and exchanging warm sweat...... 


The robust figure began to appear in her mind. Huo Yao Hua's trembling cherry lips were smiling. But 
gradually she realized something was wrong. 


--It's not right. This is not Jing Li...... 


The man who involuntarily appeared in Huo Yao Hua's mind was Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan's naked body with long arms on one side appeared in Huo Yaohua's imagination. She now 
realizes that she has been paying so much attention to him all these days, so her imagination is so 
realistic. ...... 


Huo Yaohua's mind temporarily left the woods and drifted to where he was at this moment: the 
battlefield in the distance. 


The sound of artillery was far sparser than before, which meant that the war was nearing the end - no 
matter which side won. 


Huo Yaohua thought of the sad breakup just now; she thought of how she told Xi Xiaoyan "don't die"... 


--Perhaps | should have gone with him just now. 


In Huo Yaohua's heart, the man behind her has become Xi Xiaoyan. 
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She was no longer suppressed and let out wild screams. 


OOOO 


While Ye Chenyuan was standing still, looking at his non-existent left hand, one of the cannon of the 
distant Shen Ji Battalion had already adjusted its muzzle and angle of projection towards Ye Chenyuan's 
location, just waiting for the ignition to fire, the body of this Wudang generation swordsman will be 
shattered in an instant. 


But at this moment, a "cannonball" suddenly dropped from a height between the artillery formations! 


That's not really a "cannonball." 


Instead, it was a man who flew down like a cannonball! 


One of the soldiers who was operating the cannon was hit by the flying human body and died of broken 
ribs, while the soldiers who were about to light their cannons were also affected by the impact and fell 
down, dropping their torches! 


Except for human bodies blown away by artillery shells, the soldiers of Shenji had never seen people 
flying like this. 


They could not imagine that it was not gunpowder or any other instrument that produced this power. 
But people. 


This person then appeared in front of them. 


No one knew how this man had sneaked into the wing of the artillery array - earlier, when the Divine 
Mechanism battalion had been attacked by the Wudang, the formation was so chaotic that all their 
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attention had been focused on the front, and they had failed to notice such a lone enemy intruding into 
the battlefield. 


——Actually, they didn’t know: by the time he rushed from the outside of the formation to here, the 
long sword with a rattan handle in this man’s hand was already stained with the blood of thirty-eight 
soldiers. 


The Shenji Artillery does not fight on the front line and has never seen Wudang disciples from close 
range. The attacker who appeared in their eyes at this moment was like a ferocious beast that suddenly 
emerged from the depths of the mountain forest: it was dressed in tattered black and gray clothes with 
gusts of wind and dust, and the clothes were stained with tragic blood red everywhere. He rushed 
forward with heavy and fast steps, and the tip of the long blade almost scraped the soil. 


Although he was just a lonely man with a sword, he carried a domineering aura like a thousand troops, 
which made the soldiers suffocate for a moment. 


Between the long and disheveled hair, Xi Xiaoyan's blood-red eyes, which had not slept all night, 
radiated a murderous aura that did not belong to human being. 


And deep regret. 


--Why did | leave? | should have fought with them! 


The regret accumulated in his heart seemed to be transformed into substantial energy, and he let it out 
with a slash of his arm! In the chaos of the war, the artillerymen failed to see clearly Xi Xiaoyan's strange 
figure. They saw that the soldier standing at the front responsible for pushing the cannon lost his head 
in an instant! 


The light of the rattan-handled sword then flashed back in the opposite direction, and the head of 
another artilleryman also flew sideways. Two consecutive victims were far away from Xi Xiaoyan. 
Everyone could not understand how he killed people. At that moment, they mistakenly thought that Xi 
Xiaoyan's blade could scatter the "sword energy" to kill the enemy before the tip of the blade touched 
them! 
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——tThe real reason is of course that Xi Xiaoyan was born with a weird arm that has one more section 
than normal; and the high degree of muscle coordination when using the "Anode Knife" causes the body 
to relax and lengthen instantly, which increases the attack distance. 


There was a group of twenty-five shield soldiers in the cannon line, responsible for defending against 
the enemies who invaded the cannon line in case of emergency, and they reacted at this moment and 
headed towards Xi Xiaoyan! 


The first two guards held a shield in one hand and a spear in the other, and stabbed Xi Xiaoyan head-on! 


Xi Xiaoyan only swung his sword at them, and used the back of the sword to shoot away the two spears. 
The force of the sword caused the two soldiers to stumble forward; hitting the shield of the soldier on 
the left. The soldier felt like he was hit by a charging bull. He flew backwards, knocking down several 
people behind him! 


Another shield soldier who fell to the ground was immediately stepped on the chest by Xi Xiaoyan, and 
his sternum and several ribs were also kicked open through the leather armor! 


Xi Xiaoyan took advantage of this step to step forward, his long blade flying left and right. The guards 
who had collided into a ball were chopped down one by one by violent slashes. Even if one of them 
raised his shield in time to protect him, he was still under the unyielding force of the sword. Then, the 
shield hit his head, and the force was so fast that it cracked his neck! 


Xi Xiaoyan's pure destructive power is probably the highest in the world's martial arts world, and is 
completely beyond the common sense of the Forbidden Army soldiers. The twenty-five-man shield 
guard was quickly reduced by one-third. The other guards dropped their heavy shields and ran for their 
lives with trembling legs. 


Xi Xiaoyan rushed back to Wudang for days, climbed mountains cross-country, and then charged alone 
in an army of thousands of people... His unparalleled sword power showed no sign of weakening until 
now, as if he had endless physical energy. 


What supported him, besides the regret of abandoning his fellow disciples, were three words that kept 
echoing in his heart: 
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Huo Yaohua said "don't die". 


——lf | had not left Wudang Mountain and ventured outside, | would not have known her; nor would | 
have heard these words... 


Thinking of this, the previous regret gradually faded away; instead, a comforting and warm surging 
vitality ignited in his heart. 


With this new energy, Xi Xiaoyan's figure appeared in front of many divine machine artillerymen. 


What the soldiers saw now was no longer a man with half a strange arm. 


But a walking nightmare. 


OOD 


Yao Lianzhou was walking alone in the vast battlefield. 


At this moment, he felt an unprecedented loneliness. 


The vibrations of intermittent shelling were still heard everywhere. The lingering white fog made it 
impossible for him to tell which way to go. Yao Lianzhou held the "single-backed sword" that symbolized 
the fate between him and Gongsun Qing's master and apprentice, and walked aimlessly step by step. 


There wasn't even an enemy in sight. All they encountered were corpses one after another. 


Not half a Wudang disciple is around. This fact made him feel a chill. 
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Being at the pinnacle of the martial arts world is a lonely thing, but that kind of loneliness is different 
from what he feels at this moment. 


The loss of the Wudang Sect. Now that it had finally become a reality, Yao Lianzhou truly realized the 
significance of that. His life was picked up by Gongsun Qing; from the "medicine-testing boy" of the 
Objective Shift Sect to the first person of Wudang who wore the white robe of the Sect Master, 
everything in his life was in this place. 


--No. It's not a place. It's the people. The real Wudang School is a group of people. 


Now Yao Lianzhou had lost them all; and it was he himself who had sent them down this path. 


But at this moment, Yao Lianzhou still didn't regret it at all. If it happened again, he knew he would still 
make the same decision. This decision was also taught to him by the Wudang Clan. There is only one 
way to survive in Wudang. 


So was the way of death. 


Yao Lianzhou suddenly recalled what Shaolin Master Cheng Cheng had said to him at the Ying Hua 
Pavilion in Xi'an: 


——lf it is strong, it is easy to break. Wudang's way of doing things is to move forward without 
hesitation, may lead to even greater disasters in the future. 


Yao Lianzhou couldn't help but laugh coldly in his heart. 


——Damn it, that donkey got it right... 


Even though he knew it was inevitable fate, Yao Lianzhou still couldn't bear the pain of this final 
loneliness. 
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——A person... As long as | meet a disciple who is still alive... 


But he was disappointed again and again. All he saw was the miserable corpses of Wudang disciples. 


——Senior Brother Ye, where are you? ...Dan Lei...Dai Xiu...anyone is good... 


When Yao Lianzhou was thinking about names one after another, three words suddenly flashed into his 
mind, which immediately made his heart warm. 


But that is not the name of a Wudang disciple. 


——Yes... Wudang is not the only one in my life. 


There is another person. There is also her. 


| really want to see her again. 


Then, in the misty smoke far ahead, a petite figure appeared. 


There are few things in the world that can surprise Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou. But now he was so 
surprised that his whole body trembled. 


What appeared on the opposite side was his extremely familiar figure. Just because he had hugged that 
body many times. 


Yin Xiaoyan, with torn clothes and messy hair, appeared a few feet in front of Yao Lianzhou with a pair 
of bloody bare feet. 


Yao Lianzhou had never seen any illusion in his life. In order to overcome the torment of the strange 
medicine that transferred materials when he was young, the first thing Gongsun Qing taught him was 
how to control his body and mind. For more than twenty years of practice, he has devoted himself to 
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mastering every muscle, every nerve, and his thoughts and emotions at every moment, in order to 
achieve a state of balance and ease. The unparalleled peak martial arts are all born from this. Even the 
"borrowing" skills that require the use of imagination are completely within the scope of his own reason 
and never allow it to get out of control. 


But for the first time, Yao Lianzhou could not confirm whether the Yin Xiaoyan he saw in front of him 
was real or fake. 


Because it is too impossible. 


When Yin Xiaoyan saw Yao Lianzhou, her bright eyes widened instantly. She also couldn't believe that 
the first Wudang person she saw when she came to this battlefield was still Yao Lianzhou. 


——Yin Xiaoyan walked across the battlefield to get here. On the way, she didn't encounter even half of 
the Forbidden Army soldiers, and she wasn't harmed by cannons or guns. It was really a very surprising 
miracle. 


Yin Xiaoyan was already exhausted after walking all the way from Yunluoshe, and every step of her feet, 
which had lost their shoes, hurt like fire. The horrific sight of the four directions of the Cultivation 
Ground terrified her. The sound of the broken cannon in her ears shook her to the core. 


But she kept going. Only for one thing: 


To find Hou Yingzhi. And die with him. 


Now that she saw Yao Lianzhou, although Yin Xiaoyan was surprised, she did not feel as joyful as Yao 
Lianzhou. Because there is only one other man in her heart. 


Yao Lianzhou walked over quickly and saw Yin Xiaoyan talking to him from a distance. 


Yao Lianzhou, who has lost his hearing, cannot hear what Yin Xiaoyan is saying, nor can he read it from 
the movements of his lips. 
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Yao Lianzhou thought to herself: No matter what she said, she was also talking to me. Just knowing this 
is enough. 


Thinking of this, he couldn't help but show a rare bright smile. 


However, what Yin Xiaoyan shouted to him was actually: 


"Where is Hou Yingzhi?" 


Yao Lianzhou smiled and walked towards Yin Xiaoyan. He just wanted to hold her tightly in his arms right 
away. Everything else was no longer important - but at this moment, Yin Xiaoyan saw huge changes 
taking place behind Yao Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou's disheveled black hair and the sect leader's robe, which had turned into a light grayish 
yellow, were instantly blown up by the fierce wind. Yao Lianzhou's body flew upwards from the ground, 
as if being pulled out by many invisible threads. 


Even with his unparalleled "Tai Chi" listening and softening skills, Yao Lianzhou could not resist the 
impact of this superhuman strength. The world seemed to turn upside down before his eyes. His brain, 
internal organs, and joints all over his body were violently shaken in an instant, as if his whole body was 
about to burst from the center. The eyeballs became congested and bulged due to the strong pressure, 
and vision was subsequently disrupted. The tiny blood vessels in the bird's cavity burst together, and 
blood overflowed into the suffocated throat. The "single-backed sword" flew out from his weak fingers. 


The blast from the shelling hit Yin Xiaoyan in the next moment. She covered her face and closed her 
eyes, unable to see Yao Lianzhou flying into the air. The momentum caused her to fall heavily to the 
ground. Countless flying sand and stones hit her face painfully. 


It took a long time after the blast dissipated before Yin Xiaoyan calmed down and opened her eyes 
again. The cannonball fell far away from her and she was not harmed. After her breathing calmed down, 
she looked around to see where Yao Lianzhou was. 
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She saw the figure in white lying motionless less than seven feet behind her. 


Yin Xiaoyan got up and walked towards Yao Lianzhou tremblingly, feeling extremely frightened. 
Although Yao Lianzhou is no longer her favorite man, he is still the benefactor who took her away from 
the brothel and changed her life. He is also the person she has been closest to on Wudang Mountain. 


--If it wasn't for him, | wouldn't have been able to meet Ying Zhi. ...... 


Yin Xiaoyan walked to Yao Lianzhou, knelt down, and gently turned him around. Seeing his appearance, 
she couldn't help but be afraid: Yao Lianzhou's face was covered with scratches and bruises, and blood 
was flowing from his eyes, ears, nose and corners of his mouth. 


Yin Xiaoyan worriedly explored Yao Lianzhou's pulse and breath, and was pleasantly surprised. 


He's still alive! 


Yin Xiaoyan shed tears and couldn't help but bend down and hug Yao Lianzhou's unconscious body. 


——I knew you were not such an easy man to kill! 


But there is another problem in front of her: How can she save him? 


Yin Xiaoyan was born in the market and worked as a maid in a brothel. She is not as weak as she looks. 
During the battle in Xi'an, she once walked out of the "Yinghua Pavilion" carrying her sister Shuqiao who 
was taller than herself. However, Yao Lianzhou's body, which was so strong and powerful as a martial 
arts warrior, was much heavier than Shuqiao's, and in the open battlegrounds, it would be impossible to 
carry him and escape. 


Kneeling helplessly next to the unconscious Yao Lianzhou, Yin Xiaoyan recalled the scene in the "Yinghua 
Pavilion" that day: in that dark room, at the moment when death was shrouded, there were only two of 
them in the world. Just like now. 
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Yin Xiaoyan couldn't hold back her tears. At this moment, she realized that she was so ruthless towards 
Yao Lianzhou: the feeling of being able to live and die with someone, completely entrusting her life to 
him, was not that common in this world. 


——But | gave up without knowing it... 


When Yin Xiaoyan stared at Yao Lianzhou's expressionless face, the shadows of two soldiers were 
quietly approaching from behind her. 


OOOO 


The iron cannon that sent Yao Lianzhou flying was knocked back due to the force of the launch. The 
artillery operators worked together to stabilize the cannon and drag it back to its original position. 


At the same time, another cannon lined up next to it has been loaded and can be fired at any time under 
the command of the commander. Li Kangping, the commander of the artillery team, kept counting the 
number of rounds fired this time in his mind. He thought it was almost done. Under such a joint 
bombardment, the Wudang Clan believed that eight or nine out of ten of them had been wiped out. 
Next, they should stop the artillery and send out infantry to clear out the remnants. 


--And, to save their own people who were lucky not to die ....... 


Li Kangping shook his head and sighed when he thought about this. He estimated that the number of 
forbidden soldiers killed by his side's shelling would be 600 to 700, if not 1,000. This was definitely a 
disastrous victory. 


--After returning to the capital, I'm afraid that many of the generals above will have to be replaced ...... 
and some will even have to be decapitated ....... 


The battle was very short, not even as long as the training time on weekdays. But Li Kangping and his 
men felt more tired than ever. It seems that facing these guys from Wudang sect, one moment is as long 
as a day. 
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——Or is it because the guilt of sacrificing his comrades is particularly heavy? Li Kangping didn't know. 


The subordinate signaled that the loaded iron cannon had been inspected and was ready to be fired at 
any time. 


Li Kangping was about to give an order when he saw a figure appear in the smoke ahead, running 
straight towards the uninhabited space in front of the muzzle! 


The figure came closer, and when the artillerymen saw the person coming, they felt as if they were 
witnessing a strange sight: a man as tall and thick as a big iron ball, rushing towards him at an 
astonishing speed, and the contours of his body were rapidly growing in size before their eyes! 


Gui Danlei's wild hair like a lion's mane was floating like a pile of angry flames. He still wore half of the 
incomplete war shield on his left forearm, swinging back and forth as he ran. Every inch of the muscles 
in that muscular body is moving, its mouth greedily sucks in the air, and then spits it out like a bellows. It 
is very different from the calm and comfortable posture when practicing "Tai Chi" on weekdays, without 
reservation. Consuming every bit of strength in the body. 


As long as you look closely at Gui Danlei's condition, you will understand why he is like this: the right half 
of his face is full of shell fragments; three fingers of his right fist were blown off, and a wound was 
opened on his thick abdomen. The belt was bandaged and stained with blood... 


But the most terrible thing is the throat and neck. A fragment of the wooden gun shaft was inserted 
deeply into his neck. Every time he breathed, air leaked out from the gap. This was the reason why Gui 
Danlei had to swallow his breath so vigorously. 


The life of this top boxer in Wudang's "Turtle Suppressing Way" has come to the end. 


"What should | do?" the deputy asked Li Kangping anxiously. 


Li Kangping was temporarily restrained by Gui Danlei's appearance and did not order the artillery guards 
to step forward to intercept. 
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Gui Danlei was still three feet away when he rushed forward to kill him. 


The artillerymen were always used to annihilating enemies from a distance and absolutely did not want 
to meet any of the monsters from the Wudang Clan. Seeing Guidan Lei approaching, everyone was filled 
with intense fear. 


The soldier who actually fired the iron cannon lit the cannon fuse without thinking. 


——Blast this monster away! 


Li Kangping wanted to stop him, but the fuse has already been ignited and is rapidly shortening, so he 
and the others scramble to avoid it! 


--The shells hit the human body at close range, and no one knows what the consequences will be, as 
they may affect the soldiers in the line of guns! 


Gui Dan Lei, however, continued to run ina straight line towards the cannon's muzzle, grinning broadly 
at the same time. 


And gave his last thanks to the Wudang masters. 


The cannon was about to explode. If the cannonballs were to come head-on, even if Gui Dan Lei had the 
best weapon catching skills, plus the profound strength of "Tai Chi" and "Lead to Falling Air", it would be 
impossible for him to catch them. 


However, at the last moment, he stomped his feet off the ground, and his whole huge body jumped 
towards the cannon's muzzle! 


As he fell, Gui Dan Lei utilized the deep and thick fist force he had practiced throughout his life, and 
struck the front of the barrel of the cannon with both of his hands! 
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The bearing used to lock the angle of the cannon was bent due to this blow, and the entire cannon fell 
forward out of balance! The moment the iron cannon exploded, the muzzle turned into the ground 
facing forward. 


The artillery shell exploded at close range, involving Li Kangping and more than 20 soldiers, knocking 
down five nearby iron cannons, two of which were damaged and disabled. 


Most of Guidan Lei's body turned into dust, and together with the warrior's unyielding spirit, they rose 
into the sky. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 145 Chapter 7: The Final Battle 


The two Forbidden Army soldiers who approached Yin Xiaoyan later came here in a panic during the 
shelling. 


Suddenly, among the smoke in the sky, they saw a delicate woman kneeling in the middle of the 
devastated battlefield—such an unreal sight made both of them stunned for a moment. 


But when they got closer and saw the man in white lying next to the woman, their eyes immediately 
flashed with excitement and greed. 


Of course, none of the Forbidden Army soldiers have seen what the head of Wudang looks like, but 
everyone has heard of this white robe, and they also know what they can get in exchange for the head 
of the person wearing it... 


When Yin Xiaoyan noticed that she turned around, the light of the two sabers was already reflected in 
her helpless tearful eyes. 


She looked at the two men with fierce eyes silently. 


--| still can't see Ying Zhi again. 


Yin Xiaoyan closed her eyes in resignation. Her calm expression made the two soldiers unable to take 
action for a moment. 


At this time, a third soldier appeared a few feet away from the rear. The two of them were walking 
around the battlefield, already frightened. They noticed someone approaching from a distance, and they 
felt relieved when they saw that the other person was wearing the same helmet as themselves. 


"You're lucky!" one of the soldiers shouted to the newcomer: "If you were one step later, we would 
have already taken action and you would have missed the point!" 
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"Wait a minute." Another person protested: "If you are promoted based on military merit, | have 
nothing to say if we all go up together; but he should not share the bounty. We found it first..." 


The newcomer never answered, and just walked over silently. 


Only then did the two soldiers realize something was wrong. 


——tThe clothes...and what is he holding in his left hand...? 


Before the two of them could say anything more, the newcomer had already rushed to within seven feet 
of them. 


Yin Xiaoyan didn't see what happened clearly, but she saw the blade light jumping continuously. One 
soldier lost his head, and the other one clutched his throat and struggled for a few steps before falling 
down. 


Yin Xiaoyan watched in surprise as the two men turned into corpses in an instant, and then looked at 
the third soldier. 


When the "soldier" took off his helmet, Yin Xiaoyan could not recognize Hou Yingzhi's appearance for a 
moment. 


Because it's too unreal? 


Meeting Yin Xiaoyan here, Hou Yingzhi was no less surprised than her. But at this critical moment of life 
and death, he was no longer in the mood to ponder this coincidence, and he no longer had any scruples 
or the need to suppress his emotions. Hou Yingzhi asked her naturally: "You came to see me?" 


Yin Xiaoyan nodded frankly. 


2393 


Hou Yingzhi inserted the bloody dagger into his belt and stretched out his left hand to hold Yin Xiaoyan 
up. The two hugged each other tightly without words. 


Yin Xiaoyan thought to herself that even if she died now, it wouldn't be in vain. 


What Hou Yingzhi thought was that he had more reasons to live. 


Hou Yingzhi let go of Yin Xiaoyan and turned to look down at Yao Lianzhou lying on the ground. 


"Is he still alive?" Hou Yingzhi asked. 


"Yes!" Yin Xiaoyan replied anxiously: "Will you save him?" 


Hou Yingzhi looked down at the unconscious leader and thought silently. 


| thought that Wudang had been completely destroyed, but it turned out that it hadn't yet? As long as 
this man lives for one day, the Wudang sect's martial arts will still be preserved in his body. He is 
equivalent to a walking and breathing Wudang secret book! 


——lf you save him... wouldn't it be like having this secret book in your hands? 


Hou Yingzhi's hungry wolf eyes suddenly lit up. The road that | thought was cut off now appears again. 


Looking at Yin Xiaoyan again, Hou Yingzhi frowned. He has not forgotten that he just took away the 
woman he loved from Yao Lianzhou who was unconscious. 


"When he finds out that you followed me, he might kill me." Hou Yingzhi said coldly. 
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Yin Xiaoyan did not think of this contradiction for a moment and couldn't help but look at Yao Lianzhou 
on the ground. Are you going to abandon him just like that? Yin Xiaoyan can't do it. Yao Lianzhou 
treated her very well and completely changed her destiny. 


"No, he won't! | know him very well, and he is definitely not such a person." Yin Xiaoyan said anxiously. 
This is indeed the truth: in her mind, Yao Lianzhou is not like that. 


Hou Yingzhi thought carefully: If he succeeds, he will be able to save Yao Lianzhou's life; after Wudang is 
destroyed, Yao Lianzhou's first wish is to revive the sect, and will certainly put aside his personal feelings 
for his wife, and will cherish every surviving Wudang disciple. ...... 


Hou Yingzhi's whole body felt hot at the thought that Yao Lianzhou might personally teach him superior 
martial arts in the future. Although escaping with an unconscious and injured person - and being the 
enemy's primary target - will put you in greater danger. But it’s definitely worth the gamble... 


"Okay." Hou Yingzhi answered Yin Xiaoyan decisively. 


Yin Xiaoyan was overjoyed after hearing this, but she didn't know what Hou Yingzhi was thinking. She 
thought he agreed to the matter because of her own pleading, and she fell in love with Hou Yingzhi even 
more. 


——| didn’t make any mistakes about this man... 


Hou Yingzhi asked Yin Xiaoyan to help him take off Yao Lianzhou's too conspicuous white robe as the 
leader and rolled it up. Yin Xiaoyan picked up the "single-backed sword" that had just been blown away 
and handed it to Hou Yingzhi. Hou Yingzhi looked at the master's sword that he had admired for a long 
time, inserted it diagonally in front of his belt, and then carried Yao Lianzhou on his back. 


At this time, he noticed that the shelling of the Shenji Battalion had stopped. He had no way of knowing 
that this was the result of Xi Xiaoyan and Gui Danlei. He only knew that it was an order from the enemy 
general. 
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"Hurry up. The enemy has stopped firing, and the enemy soldiers will attack again at any time." Hou 
Yingzhi is not particularly tall, and Yao Lianzhou is a bit heavy for him, but after all, he has received 
extremely rigorous training and can still walk freely. 


Yin Xiaoyan followed closely and asked Hou Yingzhi worriedly: "Are we... going to die?" 


Hou Yingzhi walked towards the expected direction of "Yuzhen Palace", staring straight ahead. 


"It's okay." Hou Yingzhi said firmly: "Just like every time in the past, | will survive." 


OOOO 


Ye Chenyuan didn't know when he fell unconscious. When he woke up, he found that he was upside 
down, with a man's back in front of him, and with every anxious step, his face was gently touching. 


Ye Chenyuan, the chief general of the Wudang sect, was for the first time in his life so helplessly carried 
on the shoulders of someone. But he was too weak and had no room to resist. 


He stretched his neck to look up at the direction of the ground and saw his arms hanging down to the 
ground. He said "arms", but technically there was only one right arm, and only half of the left upper arm 
was left, and the severed area had been tightly bandaged to stop the bleeding. 


--l am still alive. 


Thinking of this fact, Ye Chenyuan's eyes shifted from the broken left arm to his right hand. He slowly 
flexed his five fingers until they were clenched into a fist. Although it was a bit numb, the right hand was 
not damaged and every finger was intact. 


--It's good. 
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As long as he is alive, Ye Chenyuan knows that he has to keep holding the sword. Whether it is one or 
two. If the right hand is also broken, use your teeth to bite. 


Until the day when there are no more enemies. Or the day | die. 


Xi Xiaoyan carried Ye Chenyuan and ran in the direction of the Wudang mountains and forests. His red 
eyes were shedding silent tears. 


On the battlefield, he met the bodies of his fellow disciples one after another. Some of them were 
recognizable by their faces and weapons, while others were identified as Wudang disciples only by their 
clothes. 


The only survivor he found was Ye Chenyuan, whose arm was cut off. Xi Xiaoyan gave up the search and 
only rescued the vice master and escaped from the battlefield. 


At the same time, he realized that from now on, he was carrying a huge mission. 


Xi Xiaoyan thought to himself as he walked: Now he finally understands how those who have been 
eliminated by Wudang feel. 


One of them is the Jing Li of the Tiger Respected Sect in the South China Sea. From now on, Xi Xiaoyan 
himself is going to follow the same path as Jing Li - and the target of revenge is even bigger. 


In comparison, Jing Li and Hu Linglan are no longer that important in his life. He may not see them again 
in the future. Xi Xiaoyan secretly felt a little bit relieved, but it was also a bit of a pity. 


At this moment, he couldn't help but think of Huo Yaohua again. Her cold but beautiful face was even 
more vivid than Hu Linglan in his heart. 


--So that feeling during the fight just now wasn't fake. ...... 
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Xi Xiaoyan smiled bitterly. 


--| came down from the mountain to find a woman, but is that just to make me meet another woman 


Except for revenge and the sad wish to revive Wudang. 


Xi Xiaoyan, carrying his admired Deputy Master Ye, disappeared into the Wudang mountains and 
forests. 


OOOO 


The most feared thing about Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, is not his swordsmanship and 
lightness skills, nor his cruelty and violence; but that people are always unable to determine whether his 
madness is his true temperament or just a cover-up for his scheming. 


Even his junior brother Mei Xinshu, who had been following him for a long time, or his close confidants 
such as Erhan and Huo Yaohua, could not see through this person. He was able to form a tight network 
with corrupt officials in Jiangxi Province to sell "imitation immortality powder" and make a fortune, but 
at the same time, he would casually order his subordinates to massacre villages just to collect the 
"ghostly slaves" in the doctrine of the Material Transfiguration; some of his violent acts which seem to 
be tactless and fanatical are actually calculated with precision; you can't figure out whether he believes 
in the doctrine of Material Transfiguration that he is propagating. Terror and brutality seem to be his 
means of intimidating the world, but then you realize that he is truly enjoying the moment. ...... 


The elusive motives, the indeterminate code of conduct, and the bottomless cruelty... This is what 
scares people the most - whether they are enemies or subordinates. 


King Wave Dragon rarely reveals his true emotions in front of others. The last time was in "Qinglian 
Temple", he was driven into a desperate situation by "Six Swordsmen" and almost besieged and killed. 
He showed fear in the desperation. 


But now, it's another time. 
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When he saw the long-lost figure among the dense woods. 


Wu Jihong saw the naked man from a distance. Suddenly, his knees felt weak and trembling, and 
goosebumps appeared all over his body due to excitement. Tears gathered in his eyes. 


The constant hope for seven years has finally come true. 


Wu Jihong hurriedly took off the Wudang sword wrapped in thick cloth from his back, but his fingers 
were clumsy due to nervousness. It took several times to untie the knot on his chest, and he almost 
dropped the sword to the ground. As the former "Brown Snake" of the Wudang School, who was known 
for his dexterity, this was unimaginable. 


After finally holding the sword to his chest, Wu Jihong walked over step by step respectfully, always 
looking at the person in front of him, as if he was afraid that what he saw was an illusion that would 
disappear again at any time. 


The two guards of Prince Ning's Mansion who followed him were surprised to see the usually arrogant 
and arrogant King Bo Longshu suddenly become as tame as a lamb. 


They and many of their companions had been trained by Wu Jihong in Nanchang for some time, and had 
been manipulated by his drugs. They had already become his personal soldiers and were very familiar 
with his behavior. Even when Wu Jihong met Prince Ning who came to inspect the training in person, he 
was never as condescending as the other warriors who had joined the King's household, and he even 
dared to call himself by the nickname "King of Magic" in the King's household. 


——There was once a warrior who was staying in the palace who was dissatisfied with Wu Jihong and 
criticized him in front of King Ning. As a result, after his Wudang sword was unsheathed, the man had no 
chance to speak. Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao, who witnessed Wu Jihong's martial arts skills, valued him 
highly and tolerated his arrogance. 


However, at this moment, facing a man with a bare upper body and a ragged robe around his lower 
body, King Wave Dragon's posture was actually so submissive! 
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——kKing Shu even left his men, horses and goods alone for the time being, and wanted to come up to 
Wudang Mountain in person. It turned out to be this reason... 


Wu Jihong led the guards of Prince Ning's Mansion and arrived at Shenji Camp's station at the foot of 
Wudang Mountain four days ago. With the Imperial Guard documents delivered by Lord Qian Ning, they 
were able to go directly to the military camp, contact the Forbidden Army generals who had been bribed 
in the capital, and received a batch of "abandoned" firearms and cannons. 


——tThe so-called "abandoned" is naturally false. The bribed Shenji Battalion general had already 
modified the relevant records when he was in the capital, and listed these intact firearms as lost and 
damaged items, and the documents had been dismantled into other guns and cannons. The 
replacement parts were actually smuggled south by taking advantage of this military dispatch, and 
finally flowed quietly into the armory of Prince Ning's Mansion. Of course, such a treacherous and 
punishable act was unusual. King Ning spent a huge amount of money to accomplish it, and Qian Ning, 
who was the middle man in planning it, also received huge benefits. 


This batch of firearms is still waiting with the brigade of guards in the small town at the foot of the 
mountain. Wu Jihong did not hesitate to put aside such important cargo. 


He also came to Wudang Mountain to greet his old friend in person, which shows that in his heart, this 
person's weight is far more important than the powerful divine machine cannon. 


When the two guards followed the King of Arts forward, they couldn't help but look at the man 
curiously. 


As soon as they looked over, Shang Chengyu's eyes hidden in his tangled hair immediately met. As soon 
as their eyes came into contact, the two of them felt a strong chill running down their spines. The 
terrifying feeling was even worse than the first time they saw King Wave Dragon's huge eyes. They were 
so frightened that they immediately lowered their heads and looked to the ground. 


When Wu Jihong got closer, he saw Shang Chengyu's appearance clearly. Compared to when they 
parted seven years ago, he noticed that Senior Brother Shang's appearance had changed a lot. The skin 
on the exposed upper body was horribly pale, shoulder and chest skeleton was still slim, but it was even 
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thinner than Wu Jihong, and the muscles were obviously atrophied. At this moment, for some unknown 
reason, Shang Chengyu's exposed chest and abdomen were covered with beads of sweat. 


Wu Jihong will never forget the confident and graceful appearance of Shang Chengyu when he entered 
the "True Immortal Palace" to duel with Yao Lianzhou seven years ago. The face in front of him now is 
much paler than before, and his eyes seem to be sleepier and more tired, however, the awe-inspiring 
power contained in it has not been lost by the passage of time. 


Wu Jihong was extremely excited. If he is a prophet who preaches doctrine on earth, Shang Chengyu is 
his god. 


He knelt down in front of Shang Chengyu, raised the long sword in front of him with both hands, and 
issued the long-awaited call in a hoarse voice: "Senior Brother Shang..." 


Shang Chengyu glanced at Wu Jihong. It was a matter of course for him to accept such a reverential 
greeting. 


He reached out and took the sword, untied the thick cloth to reveal the hilt, and pulled the sword out of 
its sheath a few inches. Cold light reflected in his eyes. Once again, he grasped the long-lost Wudang 
sword, and the touch of the handle and the weight of the steel were very familiar. 


However, Shang Chengyu was not as moved as Wu Jihong imagined. He didn't even completely pull out 
the sword to check whether his sword was as sharp as before. He just looked around briefly, then 
immediately returned the sword to its sheath, handed it back to Wu Jihong, and motioned for him to 
stand up. 


Wu Jihong had kept this sword for Shang Chengyu for a long time, but he received such a cold response. 
He was not disappointed at all - as long as what senior brother Shang Chengyu said, did and thought, 
everything was correct. 


Wu Jihong put away his sword and stood up. Only then did he find a slightly squirming snow-white 
naked body lying on the ground next to a big tree behind Shang Chengyu. A closer look revealed that it 
was Huo Yaohua, who seemed to be exhausted and lost in thought, curled up on the ground in a sleepy 
state. 
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Seeing that both Huo Yihua and Shang Chengyu were drenched in sweat, Wujihong naturally knew what 
had happened between them in the forest. Although Wujihong knew that Huo Yihua had followed Xi 
Xiaoyan to Wudang Mountain, he was still surprised to find her alone with Shang. 


Shang Chengyu immediately noticed something was wrong with Wu Jihong. 


"Isn't she your subordinate?" 


"It used to be..." Wu Jihong replied: "But..." He didn't know how to explain it. 


When Shang Chengyu heard this and saw that Hu Linglan did not come with Wu Jihong, he knew that he 
had been deceived by these two women. But he didn't care - anything that had nothing to do with his 
future career was not worthy of his attention - he waved his hand to Wu Jihong, signaling that there was 
no need to talk anymore. 


"Then she will be mine." 


Wu Jihong nodded in agreement after hearing this, without any reluctance in his heart. 


"Senior Brother Shang... Yao Lianzhou's Wudang Sect is going to disappear today!" Wu Jihong said with a 
smile, while pointing to the location of "Yuzhen Palace" in the distance. 


Shang Chengyu listened, but still just nodded lightly, just like he had just received the Wudang Sword. 
This time Wu Jihong couldn't help but wonder. 


Shang Chengyu looked at the guards on both sides behind Wu Jihong. From their eyes, he also saw 
traces of taking "Zhao Ling Dan", and they seemed to be Wu Jihong's personal soldiers. But just in case, 
he still glanced at Wu Jihong. Wu Jihong understood and ordered the two of them to leave and walk to a 
distance where they could not hear their conversation. Then Shang Chengyu spoke. 
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"Did you instigate this Wudang incident?" 


"A little bit," Wu Jihong said with a smile. At that moment, he told Shang Chengyu about joining Prince 
Ning's Mansion in Nanchang, including the fact that he strongly recommended "an unparalleled genius 
hidden in Wudang Mountain" to Prince Ning. 


Wujihong then described how King Ning's advisor Li Junyuan had utilized Qian Ning's influence to bring 
about the "Imperial Order of Wudang" controversy, which led to the imperial court's revolt against the 
Wudang faction. In addition to purchasing valuable firearms, the Ning royal family also benefits from the 
help of Shang Chengyu. 


"Originally, | thought we could take this opportunity to recruit some fellow Wudang disciples to join 
us..." Wu Jihong sighed: "But on my way here, | met Junior Brother Xi Xiaoyan - do you remember the 
boy with the long right hand? | knew it was a long shot. All of them believed in Yao Linzhou's idea. 
They've probably all died in front of the forbidden army's cannons by now, haven't they? What a bunch 
of hopeless fools." 


Shang Chengyu listened to Wu Jihong's account of what happened and pondered in his heart. Although 
he has been isolated from the world for a long time, he has not lost his judgment on these strategies. 


--Although that Qian Ning sounds very powerful, it seems a bit farfetched to say that he was able to 
encourage the Emperor to send troops against Wudang....... There must be something else special or 
someone who made this happen... ... 


——Li Junyuan of Prince Ning's Mansion, although he did not control the planning from beginning to 
end, he was able to lead things to this result. He seems to be a person with strong intuition... This guy is 
not simple... 


Shang Chengyu thought for a while, and after seeing that the two guards were indeed standing far away, 
he asked Wu Jihong: 


"This Prince Ning you are following...does he want to rebel and become emperor?" 
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Wu Jihong nodded heavily: "It must be done." 


After hearing this, Shang Chengyu sneered silently. 


Wu Jihong was a little worried and couldn't help but ask: "Senior Brother Shang...did | do something 
wrong by taking refuge with Prince Ning?" "That's not the case." Shang Chengyu patted him on the 
shoulder: "Ji Hong, you did a great job. " 


Wu Jihong felt so excited that he wanted to cry again. 


"Senior brother...how do you plan to rebuild the Wudang Sect in our minds from now on?" "Wudang has 
passed." Shang Chengyu said, "It is no longer important in my heart." 


Wu Jihong was extremely shocked when he heard these words. 


"But we..." 


"We will fully support Prince Ning to conquer the world." 


When Shang Chengyu said this, his sleepy eyes scattered the light of arrogant desire wantonly, and even 
King Bo Longshu could not help but be frightened when he saw it. 


"Then on that day, we will easily take over the world from his hands." 


——The descendants surnamed Zhu of the Ming Dynasty are just my boat leading to the other side of 
"the world is invincible". 


Wu Jihong was speechless after hearing this, and then he understood a little bit why Senior Brother 
Shang was so indifferent just now when he returned to wielding the Wudang Sword. 
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"Have you forgotten what | said before?" Shang Chengyu added, "The Wudang Sect is invincible, it's too 
small. Does it really matter whether there is a Wudang Sect or not?" 


Shang Chengyu stretched out his palm and slowly curled his fingers into a fist. 


"Control the whole world in your hands - there is only one true "invincible" in the world. " 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 146 Chapter 8 The Ring 


Jing Li was lying on the deck of the cabin, his body and mind completely relaxed, bearing the swaying of 
the gentle waves, his thoughts entering a deep state. 


Since he was a young man, Jing Li had long since treated the boat as his home, and the feeling of floating 
amidst the constant waves was not only soothing to his heart, but also slightly exhilarating - because 
every time he set foot on the river and the sea, it was a new adventure in his life, going into the 
unknown, exploring what he had never been able to get before. 


At this moment, it was the same. 


He gently closed his eyes and imagined that he and the boat underneath him had become one, floating 
and undulating in the water. The oscillations seemed to have a fixed rhythm, but always changed 
suddenly at the moment when you thought you had caught it. It is this feeling of instability that attracts 
me, Jing Li thought. A stable life was never what he wanted. To him, a life of inactivity was a life of 
death. 


--Maybe it's because I'm a child of the sea. 


Jing Li laughed. Sometimes he did imagine that. Of course, he knew in his heart how stupid it was. No, 
Jing Li said to himself. You were born to a woman. It's just a coincidence that you were abandoned on 
the shore. 


Jing Li never knew who his real parents were, and never thought to look for them. Before Yi Jingzhao 
found him, he had nothing and belonged to no one asa baby. Jing Li did not hate this God's 
arrangement: when you have nothing, you are free to pursue anything in the world. 


So sometimes he would rather believe that it was the sea that gave birth to him, and then he washed up 
on a strange shore. In the year when he wandered to Mancajia, Jing Li heard an old boatman tell an old 
local legend: there is actually a giantess living under the sea, who keeps giving birth every day, and in 
the endless paroxysms of pain, her struggles raise the waves, and her cries turn into the sea winds, and 
every day, the children are crushed into pieces in the sea, and are transformed into millions of 
swimming fishes... ... Jing Li loved this story. 
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Of course, Jing Li also knew the violent side of this "mother". During the nine years of wandering in the 
coastal countries, he almost died in the violent waves more than once. In the face of that huge power, 
all the martial arts and training | have accumulated are so insignificant. However, this did not make him 
feel the futility of life, so he gave up the pursuit. On the contrary, he realized one thing in the sea: 
everything that is born will eventually perish; the meaning of life does not matter how long you can 
delay destruction, but how you cross the peaks and troughs of the waves. 


So he stayed true to his belief and made it to this day. 


Jing Li opened his eyes and saw a low wooden boat cover. The light reflecting from the surface of the 
water was swaying on the wooden planks. 


Xiangtan was not particularly cold in December, but Jing Li was covered with a blanket to keep his body 
warm. He pulled it off and sat up on the deck. 


"Are you awake?" Yan Youfo, the strange doctor who had been sitting next to him, asked, with a solemn 
look on his fat face. 


"| didn't sleep." Jing Li smiled and said, "It's just a waste of time." 


"Yes." Yan Youfo nodded: "If you can sleep at such a moment, you are really a monster." 


Jing Li shrugged, "If | really want to sleep, | can really sleep." 


Yan Youfu was dumbfounded. However, when he took a closer look at Jing Li's expression, he really did 
not feel the slightest bit anxious. No one can deceive Yan Youfo about this. After all, over the years, he 
has seen too many people who are facing life and death situations or who have disabled limbs come to 
him for help. No one can pretend to be calm in front of him. 


——This guy, | really don’t know what he is thinking... 
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"Are you ready?" Yim Yau Fo said, taking out a bunch of black ribbons from a suitcase beside him. 


Jing Li nodded and took off his shirt. 


On his bare chest, on the left side of his heart, there was a bright black tattoo of a fierce tiger. 


Jing Li's new tattoo is not only here, but also on his left calf near his ankle, surrounded by a row of 
menacing waves. 


There is meaning behind these two tattoos: the waves on his leg commemorates the "Wave Chopping 
Iron Stance", a technique he created; and the tiger on his left chest naturally signifies that he has a 
person with the word "tiger" in his name in mind. ...... 


Yen Yau Fo unfurled the black satin ribbon and began to wrap Jing Li's left shoulder carefully. 


Jing Li's two joints had been seriously injured, but after Yen You Fo's "saber and needle" and medication, 
plus the Shaolin "Yishin Jing" technique passed down by Yuan Xing, as well as Jing Li's own efforts to 
train himself again, he had indeed regained his ability to move and generate energy. However, the 
damage to the two joints had not been fully restored, and pain and soreness would still occur when 
exerting too much or too long. 


In order to strengthen the support of the two joints, Yim Yau Fo thought of a method: to wrap the cloth 
around the Jing Li body to reduce the pressure and pull of the joint tendons when when exerting force. 


Yan Youfo searched among the many warehouses of Yaxing in Xiangtan before finding the most suitable 
black satin. It has a certain degree of toughness and hardness to help support the joints, but does not 
hinder Jing Li's flexibility in his movements. The satin also has a slight soft elasticity when tugged, adding 
a sense of stability to the body. 


Yim Yau Fo insisted that he himself should bind the Jing Li because only he, who is familiar with the 
body's texture, can adjust the tightness of the edge of the harness according to its location. Any mistake 
in one inch could affect Jing Li's performance in the battle. 
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--In this battle, even such a small difference could be the difference between life and death. 


When Yan Youfo was bandaging, he kept asking Jing Li how he felt, in order to make sure that the 
tightness of the bandage was optimal. 


Jing Li couldn't help but smile as he watched how this strange doctor was taking care of himself. 


"You must have had a lot of women when you were young, right?" 


"Nonsense." Yan Youfo replied: "Who said 'when you were young’? | also have many women now!" 


Yan Youfo said as he finished bandaging his upper body. The black ribbon was wrapped from the left 
shoulder to the wrist. The entire left arm was sealed in black, just like a second layer of skin. Jing Xi 
moved for a while, and after making sure that he felt no obstruction at all, he nodded and put his shirt 
back on. Yan Youfo then bandaged his right leg and knee. 


Yan Youfo's mood was very contradictory: he had rarely devoted so much effort to healing a person in 
his life, but the strength he had devoted to helping Jing Li recover over the past few months might have 
been wasted in just a moment today just to try to heal a person. Breaking another person's body... Yan 
Youfo didn't know what the meaning of his efforts as a doctor was in this matter. 


——Sigh... This is the result of curing these lunatics. | should have known... 


Of course, Yan Youfo still expects Jingli to win, otherwise he would not be sitting on this boat at this 
moment. 


Finally, Jing's arms and legs were bandaged. The black forged belt on his right leg was also wrapped up 
to the ankle, so Jing's entire left arm and right leg were wrapped in black, as if he were wearing some 
kind of strange ritual attire. 
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Jing Li crawled and rolled back and forth in the low cabin a few times to test whether the wrapping was 
complete and to move his body around. When he was completely satisfied with his movements in all 
directions, he stopped, gave Yan Youfo a thankful look, and called out to the brittle outside: 


"Start the boat!" 


The boatman ordered his men to pull up the anchor and start rowing. The boat turned the corner and 


moved forward. 


In the midst of the swaying, Jing Li sat down on the deck and took out a piece of turban from the 
Western region, covered with strange patterns, and wrapped up his hair in braids. This is a rare 
commodity brought by Xiangtan merchants from afar. 


When he wrapped up the braids, he had an excited look on his face, as if he was a child about to play a 
very interesting game. Yan Youfo could not help but sigh in his heart. 


After tying up the headband and arranging his hair, Jing Li opened the thick cloth covering one corner of 
the cabin and picked up his favorite weapons one by one: the goose-wing single sword made by Master 
Pei Shiying; the bird-head dagger obtained from the barbarian country in the South China Sea, the 
imitation Japanese saber that he got from the hands of the vicious pirates; the iron spearhead that was 
the legacy of Omei Elder Sun Wuyue, and the thick wooden oar that had been with him for many years 


Jing Li hung the goose-winged saber and the bird's head saber on his belt, and the long iron chain 
attached to the spearhead was wrapped around his left arm; he lifted up the large Japanese saber and 
the oar, and then stepped out of the covered cabin and walked to the bow of the boat. 


It was cold and windy on the Xiangjiang River, but fortunately, because the water of the river had 
dropped in winter, the waves were not too rough, so the boat moved forward smoothly and was 
heading towards the river bank. There were large merchant ships moored on the river, and the small 
boat was sailing slowly through them. 


Jing Li, with a Japanese saber and an oar in each hand, stood at the front of the boat and braced himself 
for the wind that blew against his face. The captain's men squatted next to him, looking up at the strong 


warrior with admiration in their eyes. 
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Wherever the boat passed, there were sailors on large ships looking over the side of the boat, and at the 
sight of Jing Li, they raised their arms and cheered him. Jing Li did not respond to them, but only hung 
his head and watched the snow-white waves rising from the bow of the boat as it broke the surface of 
the river. 


In a while, Jing Li's life might be like this wave, which would be gone in a flash. However, he didn't think 
much about it at this moment, but only focused on appreciating the beauty of the fierce waves. 


--The man should be like this. 


"Jing Li, - The sailor beside him asked, You...... will win, won't you?" 


Jing Li looked at him sideways, smiled but did not say anything. 


Yan Youfo followed him out, holding a bamboo tube filled with water and handing it to Jing Li. Jing Li 
took it and drank it slowly according to Yan Youfo's instructions until he drank it all. He breathed three 
times using the Shaolin Breathing Technique taught by Yuan Xing and felt the energy of the clear water 
flow into his limbs and bones. 


He has adjusted his body and mind to the peak state. 


Yan Youfo took the bamboo tube back and said, "Jingli... | have a request." "| am able to stand here now 
because of you. If you have anything, just say it." 


"If you unfortunately die...can you give me your body?" 


Jing Li stared at Yan Youfo. 


"It's nothing." Yan Youfo said calmly, "| just want to cut open the place where you were injured to see 
how the treatment went, so as to improve my medical skills." 
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"If you say something like this at this time, you are really good at boosting morale..." Jing Li laughed. 


Yan Youfo shrugged: "There's no way. That's just what doctors are like." 


Jing Li laughed and said, "Okay. If | die, | will give my body to you!" 


The sailor next to him listened to the conversation between the two and shook his head in disbelief. 


Yan Youfo looked at the weapons on Jing Hui's body and hands, and frowned: "With so many knives, are 
you prepared to use them all?" 


"Of course not." Jing Xi turned his gaze to the distance on the river. "| just don't let him see which 
weapon | want to use." 


Facing this battle, even if it is such a small advantage, Jing Li will not let it go easily. Fighting with your 
heart and mind has always been his style. 


At this time, his destination appeared in front of him. 


On the river bank, facing the most prosperous river street in Xiangtan City, a huge bamboo shed was 
built. Many flags of different colors and cloth banners with large characters were hung around the 
outside and on the roof, facing the wind under the sunlight. From a distance, it could be seen that the 
outside of the bamboo hut and even along the river street were crowded with people waiting for some 
kind of great event to take place. 


Jing Li's smile slowly narrowed as he saw the venue for the duel. Even he couldn't help but grow solemn. 


This is the biggest challenge in his life so far. Being ambushed by the assassins of "Bing Ya Dao" in 
Chengdu, fighting with Xi Xiaoyan and other Wudang masters on the roof of "Yinghua Pavilion", 
attacking King Bolong Shu at "Qinglian Temple"... these experiences will all seem ordinary compared to 
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today. However, if he could overcome this hurdle, Jing Li's martial arts life would enter a completely 
different realm. 


The life of the "Wudang Hunter" has long been entwined with Wudang, and no one can live without the 
other. 


Watching the bamboo shed gradually getting bigger, sweat gradually began to form in the palms of Jing 
Hui's hands holding the Japanese sword and the oar. 


He heard the beating of his own heart. 


OOOO 


One afternoon two months ago, on the main street of Xiangtan, where there were many traders. 


Dai Kui was sitting in a small teahouse by the roadside, holding the tea bowl in his hand without moving, 
looking at the crowds of people on the street through the railing, thoughtfully. 


Since the disciples of the Secret Sect left Xiangtan, the market has regained its vitality. Not only the 
warehouses on the shore, but also the shops and vendors in the city have become active again. 


That night, the "Xiangdu Inn" underwent a major upheaval, and why the secret sect's inner strife took 
place. Most people in Xiangtan did not know the details. They only knew that more than forty people 
were killed and injured overnight. The next day, the disciples of the secret sect's Cangzhou "Yuqi Hall" 
They hired a car and hurriedly took away the injured senior brother Han Shanhu, leaving the other 
branches of the branch to bury the deceased. After a hasty funeral, the remaining more than a hundred 
people returned to their hometowns. No one said a word to the Xiangtan elders, the government, or the 
Xianglong Sword Sect. It's like nothing ever happened. 


——Except for one secret sect leader who stayed. 
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The people of Xiangtan were astonished: how could the Six Swords of the Broken Door end up saving Lei 
Jiudi who was seriously wounded? Not only that, but at their request, they even persuaded the divine 
doctor, Yim Yau Fo, to save Lei Jiudi's injuries. 


——Such a hateful guy, let him die... 


This martial arts feud ended in such a sudden way. Gradually, the people of Xiangtan forgot about the 
secret sect causing chaos in the city and returned to their normal routine. 


Dai Kui looked at the peaceful streets, but in his heart, he was thinking of another group of people in the 
distance. ...... 


A figure no less majestic than Dai Kui entered the teahouse, followed by a welded hound, the Yuan Xing 
monk. In his hand, he was leaning on a four-foot-long solid wooden stick, which he used as a walking 
stick. After being attacked by Lei Jiudi, Yuan Xing never let his weapon leave his body. He was just afraid 
that his iron-headed eyebrow-leveling stick would be too conspicuous and scare passers-by, so he 
replaced it with this slightly shorter wooden stick. 


"| just said hello to you outside, but you couldn't see it." Yuan Xing smiled and waved to Dai Kui, who 
had just woken up from a dream, and then walked towards his table. 


The shopkeepers and customers around the teahouse greeted Yuan Xing enthusiastically, Yuan Xing 
responded with a smile, but secretly felt a little tired. Yuan Xing had killed Eerhan, a subordinate of the 
Dragon Warrior King, and avenged the death of Yung Lung, a famous member of the Xianglong Sect, so 
the people of Xiangtan were most grateful to him. The waiter even specially brought some dried meat 
and fed it to Alai, the hunting dog raised by Yuan Xing. 


Yuan Xing sat down opposite Dai Kui, and before his buttocks touched the wooden stool, a hot bowl of 
tea was brought to him. 


"You don't mind, do you?" Yuan Xing asked Dai Kui, licking his lips as he pointed to the plates of snacks 
on the table. 
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Dai Kui smiled and shook his head: "Master, please do whatever you want." After hearing this, Yuan Xing 
opened his mouth full of wild beard, picked up the snacks on the table and stuffed them in. After a 
while, Yuan Xing swept away half of the food like a whirlwind, and then drank a large amount of fragrant 
tea. 


Dai Kui sipped the slightly cold tea and looked at Yuan Xing's eating face with a wry smile. Such a 
carefree and harmonious person is really enviable. 


"It's delicious..." Yuan Xing burped and looked around at the people in the teahouse: "The people here 
are so kind to us that they make us feel uncomfortable." 


"Why did the master say this?" Dai Kui asked. Although Yuan Xing didn't like it, Dai Kui still insisted on 
calling him that, because he always cared about him being a monk of the Shaolin Temple, the "Martial 
Sect of the World", and did not dare to lose etiquette. 


"The people of Xiangtan seem to regard us as the benefactors who drove away the secret sect." Yuan 
Xing took a sip of tea and continued: "But this big trouble is obviously caused by us! Also, our 'Six Swords 
of Breaking the Door' "To this day, | am still a prisoner, and | have received their protection...| have lived 
here for many days, which is really shameful." 


When Yuan Xing mentioned this matter, it was related to what he was thinking about just now, and Dai 
Kui suddenly looked solemn. 


"Master, you just said you have lived in Xiangtan for too long... What are your plans in the future? | 
mean, after the Wudang Clan disappears..." 


When he talks about Wudang, Yuan Xing loses his usual open-mindedness, and his thick, thick eyebrows 
frown into a thin line. 


Five days ago, they got the news from the merchants: the Wudang sect had been besieged and 
annihilated by the imperial forbidden army. 
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The martial artists rushed to inquire about the details, and the Six Swords of Broken Door were 
especially concerned about whether Yao Lianzhou was dead. However, the imperial court kept the 
information about the battle very secret and ordered the local government not to disclose the 
information to the outside world. This order came directly from Zhang Yong, the grand eunuch in charge 
of the forbidden army's camps, so naturally, no one dared to disobey it, and thus the news that the 
merchants learned from their inquiries was also very limited. They only know that the Shenji camp and 
other expedition of the forbidden army has already pulled out and left Wudang Mountain, and set off 
back to the capital, leaving all the aftermath of the incident to the local guards and the government to 
deal with. Such reassurance shows that even if the Wudang Clan is not extinct, there will be very few 
survivors and they will no longer be a threat. 


After "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and others found out, they only felt a senseless emptiness in 
their hearts. 


But they didn't know: After the bloody battle, the Imperial Guards soldiers searched the area around 
"Yuzhen Palace", but could not find the bodies of Wudang sect leaders Yao Lianzhou and Ye Chenyuan. 
Did they escape or were they killed by gods? The machine camp's artillery blasted away the corpses, so 
it's hard to be sure. Later, soldiers discovered a cave in the back mountain of "Yuzhen Palace" and found 
the body of Wudang deputy master Xinghao in an underground cell. Eunuch Zhang Yong ordered that 
his head be beheaded and preserved in salt, and then returned to the capital for inspection by the 
emperor. 


Although the Wudang master was suspected to have escaped, the forbidden army did not instruct the 
government to search for Yao Lian Zhou and Ye Chenyuan, but only issued a vague order to search for all 
the remaining rebellious members of the Wudang sect. This incident made the local martial artists of 
other sects panic, and there were also martial artists and jianghu characters passing through the area 
who were arrested and sent to the Jinyiwei for brutal torture. 


The biggest reason why Zhang Yong kept it secret was of course that the Shenji Battalion and other 
accompanying Forbidden Army battalions suffered heavy casualties in this battle. The commander was 
assassinated by a traitor in the battle, which greatly tarnished the prestige of the imperial court. Zhang 
Yong hated Qian Ning deeply for proposing the conquest of Wudang, but he had no choice but to deal 
with the aftermath. He hurriedly buried the fallen soldiers and the destroyed guns and artillery on the 
spot. After reorganizing the army, he rushed back to Beijing without delay to cover up the truth of the 
death and injury of more than 2,000 soldiers. 


--In fact, this battle was a big setback for the Shengji Camp, and the courtiers were shocked by it, which 
also led to many consequences; although Zhang Yong himself was not punished because of his solid 
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connections, many generals were found guilty of the murder of General Lou Yuansheng. Ma Junming 
was dismissed from the military, and many other commanding officers of the camp guard were also 
demoted. Although Chen Quanli had meritorious service in taking over the leadership in times of crisis, 
he was also accused of using artillery too rashly and sacrificing a large number of soldiers. After the 
merits and demerits were balanced, he was still fined, which was regarded as a light sentence. 


After Shi Xinghao's head was sent to the "Leopard Room" in the capital, it was personally inspected by 
Emperor Zhu Houzhao. When the wooden box was opened and the emperor saw Shi Xinghao's withered 
face with a broken chin, he immediately recalled the scene of the Wudang Sect's imperial competition 
here that day, as well as the conversation with Shi Xinghao. 


On that day, Zhu Houzhao invited Wudang warriors to stay in the capital and accompany him for a long 
time, but his teacher Xinghao answered him: 


"How ferocious a forest leopard is, once it lives in a cage, it is just a pet." 


At the moment when he looked at the head, Zhu Houzhao couldn't help but sigh when he recalled his 
words. He regretted in his heart that he sent troops to destroy such a precious Wudang Sect out of 
anger. 


——Although Zhu Houzhao is not a wise saint, he is quite broad-minded, and he especially cherishes 
brave and tenacious people. It was just that he had experienced Liu Jin's political treason in his early 
years, and he was particularly sensitive to challenges to the emperor's authority, so he made such a 
decision. As a result, the damage to Shenji Camp was even greater, and Zhu Houzhao felt even more 
regretful. 


Qian Ning, who was by his side, saw the emperor seizing the head of the deputy head of Wudang. 
Instead of showing the excitement of victory, he seemed disappointed. Qian Ning was afraid that the 
emperor's mood would turn bad and he would be blamed for instigating the dispatch of troops, so he 
hurriedly ordered the eunuch to put away the head and left in a hurry. 


Because of the Emperor's insult in this matter, under his order, the punishment of the generals of the 
forbidden army was lenient, and no one was imprisoned and exiled; in addition, the "Palace of 
Encounter with the True God" built by the late Emperor was in a state of ruin, and Zhu Houzhao also 
ordered to rebuild it, which resulted in the roughly restoration of the original appearance after three 
years, and the "Yuzhen Palace" seen by later generations was actually newly built during this period. 
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--Because the campaign to conquer Wudang was really too ridiculous, and also undermined the prestige 
of the Ming Dynasty, under the pressure of many powerful officials, the historians only recorded it ina 
separate volume, which was later not incorporated into the official history of the actual record, and was 
lost after the chaos, so that the future generations could not know about it. ...... 


Ever since Shi Xing Hao's head was sent to the "Leopard Room", the eunuchs and palace maidens often 
heard a woman's ecstatic laughter from time to time in the palace room, which sent shivers down their 
spines ...... 


At this moment, Dai Kui and Yuan Xing were talking about Wudang, and they felt both heavy and empty. 
The heavy thing is that although the Wudang Clan is an enemy, their strength is still worthy of 
admiration, and they should not die at the hands of the court like this; the empty thing is that the object 
of the challenge suddenly disappeared, and it feels a bit lost. 


"Brother Dai should be relieved, right?" Yuan Xing said: "At least the threat of the sect has been lifted. | 
think Emei and other sects that were once conquered by Wudang must have hung up their plaques 
again at this moment. Brother Dai, do you intend to return to Qi County?" Dai Kui nodded, "What about 
you guys? Especially Brother Jing and Master Yan...... do you know what they think?" 


"It is good that Brother Dai has a home to return to." Yuan Xing sighed and shook his head, "We, the Six 
Swords of the Broken Door, have already broken the door, so there is no place for us to return. 
Moreover, we are still criminals, if | go back to Shaolin Temple, or Lian Qianxian Hui back to Kongdong, 
will be tired of fellow disciples; Tong Jing, if her father is found out that his daughter has become an 
imperial prisoner, his entire Minjiang Gang will have a hard time." 


Dai Kui listened silently. Yuan Xing continued: "Yan Heng knew that after the fall of Wudang, it seemed 
that he was doing well. After all, he still had the important task of reviving the Qingcheng sect to 
support him. When | watched him practice swordsmanship yesterday, he said to me: ‘Even if | were 
asked to do so today, even if my charges are cleared, | can't just go back to Qingcheng Mountain. 
Without the Wudang Sect, it doesn't mean that | am qualified to hang up the plaque of the Qingcheng 
Sword Sect. Just because | am the only remaining "Taoist disciple" of the Qingcheng Sect. | still have to 
rely on my strength to earn this qualification. " Dai Kui nodded and smiled, "As expected of Junior 
Brother Yan, he is always so loyal to himself. It seems there is no need to worry about him." 
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"Jing Liis a bit different." Yuan Xing didn't laugh with him and continued, "He has been practicing the Yi 
Jin Jing with me these two days, and he is very absent-minded. He was not like this before, as long as it 
was related to healing and recovery. He is very focused on everything... | think this incident has a big 
impact on him... Alas, things are so strange. The life of the "Wudang Hunter" has long been intertwined 
with Wudang, and no one can live without the other." 


After hearing this, Dai Kui recalled the five-year "no-war agreement" made by Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an. 
Although he did not express it clearly, it was obviously stimulated by Jingli. 


It's like two racing horses. The first one turns back and urges the second one that started late: Come on, 
catch up! Then, the leading horse suddenly fell into the deep valley and disappeared, leaving behind an 
empty wilderness... 


The waiter came to replace the hot tea for Dai Kui. He sipped his tea bowl without words, and Yuan Xing 
ate the rest of the food on the table in silence. Since their encounter with Jing Li in Xi'an, the two of 
them had come to respect this strange man, and Yuan Xing and he had become partners in life and 
death. They were both worried about Jing Li's future. 


"It would be great if Heroine Shimazu was here..." Dai Kui said, "With her here, Brother Jing's heart will 
be much more peaceful." 


Yuan Xing heard this, remembering Jing Li's time with Hu Linglan, and couldn't help but nod. Yuan Xing 
had been a monk since childhood, and although he could not understand their feelings, he could still 
feel the connection between them. Hu Linglan is the closest person in the world to Jing Li. And vice 
versa. 


Thinking about this, Yuan Xing regained his energy and drank the tea in the bowl in one gulp. 


"Right. Since we have no home to go back to, and we are too embarrassed to live in Xiangtan, let's 
continue to walk together. When Tong Jing was abducted, Jing Li also said, "The Six Swords of Broken 
Door must be together again. We will follow him to find Ms. Shimazu. We'll wait until the Six Swords 
have been reunited." 


Dai Kui felt a little relieved, smiled at Yuan Xing, and touched Alai who was lying next to him. 
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But at that moment, there was a commotion in the street outside. Yuan Xing and Dai Kui were very alert, 
they grabbed their weapons and looked out. 


--The Secret Sect has been away for almost a month ...... Could it be that Han Shanhu has recovered 
from his injuries and brought his fellow disciples back to sneak up on him? 


They saw many people on the street running in panic and looking back to the north side of the street, as 
if something terrible had happened there. 


Yuan Xing, Dai Kui and Alai rushed out of the teahouse and headed north. 


"What's going on?" Yuan Xing yelled as he ran, asking a passerby who was running in the opposite 
direction. 


"It's that madman! He's coming out! That Secret Sect Master! someone shouted in response to Yuan 
Xing. 


Yuan Xing's face turned murderous, and he ran forward with his wooden staff in his hand. 


--It's that troublesome old man again! 


When Yan Heng brought Lei Jiudi back from his injury and coma, no one knew what to do with him. 


It was Tong Jing's request to save Lei Jiudi. Naturally, she knew that the Secret Sect's leader was so cruel 
that he could kill his own disciple without even blinking, and that he had a narrow personality and an 
unstable mind. But after all, Lei Jiudi had always treated Tong Jing well at the Xiangdu Inn, and even 
fought with his disciples to protect her, so he was injured and nearly died. 


Although it was Lei Jiudi who initially took Tong Jing to the inn as a hostage, in her heart she still couldn't 
offset the kindness of saving her life. 
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——Not to mention how much he values me... 


Everyone can't agree on whether Lei Jiudi should be treated. Disciples of the Xianglong sect lost their 
lives at the hands of the secret sect, and Xiangtan was once again thrown into chaos, so Tang Hao, the 
head of the Xianglong Sect, naturally hated Lei Jiudi; Lian Fei-Hong, Ying's master, and his lover Pang 
Tianshun, both of whom had been seriously injured by Lei Jiudi, also hated him and were eager to kill 
him with their swords. 


However, Yin Yingfeng, the highest ranking Bagua Master, said, "| have no blood feud with the Secret 
Sect, so | shouldn't have said anything. But | think: lying in front of us, at least one of today's 'Nine Sect' 
masters ...... we really just watch him seriously injured and dying? 


The people then looked at Lian Feihong, who had been silent all along. Lian Feihong touched the side of 
his ear that had been cut off by Lei Jiudi. 


"| agree with Master Yin." Lian Feihong replied softly, then looked at Tong Jing and said, "But don't have 
any false hopes. That guy won't be thankful for that." 


Tong Jing nodded. She just didn't want to owe this monster a favor. 


Under Yan Youfo's treatment, Lei Jiudiyi gradually improved. At this time, the warriors have to face 
another problem: how to deal with him who has restored his force? No one has forgotten the terror of 
Lei Jiudi and his moody madness. It is simply a ferocious beast that bites people without knowing when. 


Tang Hao even thought about using the prison cell of the Xiangtan government to trap Lei Jiudi. But Lian 
Feihong objected to this proposal: "Such a humiliating treatment will only irritate that guy." In the end, 
Tang Hao chose a winery on the main street. There was a small villa for entertaining guests deep next to 
the wine cellar. The street outside is isolated and the furnishings are quite elegant. 


Tang Hao was willing to make this arrangement because Yan Youfo told them: After Lei Jiudi woke up, 
his mood was very calm and he seemed very lonely. He had lost his previous confidence and madness. 
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"This is inevitable." Yin Yingfeng sighed after hearing this: "He lost his sect and disciples overnight." 


——After that, the secret sect really fell apart. This incident of master-disciple killing each other had a 
great impact on the reputation of the secret sect. It was rumored within the sect that it was related to 
love affairs, which caused a great loss of morale and loyalty among the disciples. What's more important 
is that Lei Jiudi has never trained a successor, and Han Shanhu, the only capable man, lacks enough 
popularity. The position of head of the Cangzhou Secret Sect General Hall has always been vacant, and 
the branches in various places have gradually become independent. The most popular secret sect 
among the "nine sects" has lost its glory. 


"After Lei Jiudi woke up, he only asked one question, and he didn't say anything else." Yan Youfo 
reported to the warriors: "He asked me who rescued him. 


| told him that it was Young Hero Yan, but he was silent." 


After a month, Lei Jiuti had recovered from his injuries, but he had not lifted his spirits again, and was 
only recuperating in his room in the hotel, not even practicing his martial arts. The "Six Swords of Broken 
Door" and other martial artists did not visit him even once, so as not to stimulate his hostility for no 
reason. Gradually, everyone stopped worrying about Lei Jiudi. 


--However, today, he made another attack! 


Yuan Xing and Dai Kui ran towards the commotion. At this time, they saw a few more figures coming out 
of the alley on the east side. They were Yan Heng, Lian Feihong, Tong Jing, Xing Ying and Pang Tianshun, 
followed by a group of Xiang people. The disciples of the Dragon Sword Sect, apparently because they 
heard about the commotion here, came from the "Nanlin Pavilion", the headquarters of the Xianglong 
Pavilion in the back street, to investigate. 


——Yin Yingfeng and all the Bagua disciples did not show up, just because they had said goodbye a few 
days ago and set off to return to Huizhou. 


"Is it Lei Jiudi?" Tong Jing asked hurriedly when she saw the two of them. 


Yuan Xing nodded. Lian Feihong couldn't help but sigh, while Xing Ying gnashed her teeth and cursed: "I 
told you not to save this guy!" 
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They ran forward together, and then they heard from passers-by that Lei Jiudi turned into a side alley 
leading to the west bank. Everyone looked to the left and saw many people shouting and running over 
there, so they also chased after them. 


After passing through several sections of alleys, they ran out of the alleyway between two warehouses 
and saw that the street in front of them had opened up to the river bank of the Xiangjiang River. 


Yan Heng looked at the street and saw a black-robed figure running in the center of the street, and with 
his extraordinary speed, he knew that it was the "Cloud Hidden God Xing" Lei Jiudi. Wherever Lei Jiudi 
passed by, everyone was like seeing a ghost in the daytime, so scared that they threw down their loads 
and fled in all directions. 


Yan Heng and the others pursued Lei Jiudi with all their might, fearing that he might hurt the innocent 
people. However, Lei Jiudi did not make any move along the way, but kept walking towards the bamboo 
hut built on the river bank, which seemed to be his destination. 


Due to the change of the "Xiangdu Inn", Tong Jing regained her freedom and Jing Li no longer needed to 
fight with Lei Jiudi, the construction of the ring surrounded by the bamboo scaffolding had stopped 
halfway through, and no one was there to fix it, and after a month of being exposed to the sun and 
wind, the ring had become dilapidated and was empty, with no one there to see it. 


——What is he going to do there? 


Lian Feihong and Xing Ying possess the outstanding light kung fu of the Kongtong sect, and the young 
and strong Yan Heng is not slow in footwork. They surpassed their companions three times and took the 
lead in pursuit, but they were still unable to shorten the distance between them and Lei Jiudi - his secret 
sect's "Yan Qing Misty Footwork" was probably comparable to Wudang's "Shou Snake Path" masters. 


Although Lei Jiudi has not recovered from his injuries, his speed has not deteriorated much. 


Fortunately, Lei Jiudi seemed to be running towards the ring, and when he encountered women and 
children who could not avoid him, he just slipped past them like a fish in the water, without slowing 
down a bit, demonstrating the power of the "Cloud Hidden Spirit Walking". 
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With no one in the way, Lei Jiudi's back was already disappearing at the entrance of the bamboo hut. 
Yan Heng and the other three could only chase after him. Before entering the bamboo hut, the three of 
them glanced at each other and shared their thoughts. They each drew their swords, so as to prevent Lei 
Jiudi from attacking them from a dead angle on the inside, where they couldn't see the other side of the 
bamboo hut. 


The three of them carefully entered the bamboo hut, but they did not encounter Lei Jiudi's attack. When 
they looked ahead, they realized that their worries were just excessive. 


They saw that Lei Jiudi was sitting quietly on his knees in the center of the empty wooden ring, not 
moving a muscle. 


They didn't know what was going on in Lei Jiudi's mind, so they stood on guard with their swords 
outside the ring. 


"Ying, be careful. Lian Feihong warned Ying, who was less skilled in martial arts, "Don't move away from 
me." As he said this, he did not take his eyes off Lei Jiudi on the stage, with the flying knife already 
hidden in his left hand. 


On the other side, Yan Heng was holding the Dragon's Spine, also very nervous. 


Yuan Xing, Tong Jing, Dai Kui, Pang Tianshun and others also arrived one after another at this time. Tong 
Jing immediately approached Yan Heng - she watched Yan Heng take the lead into the bamboo shed, 
and her heart was burning, fearing that Yan Heng would be hurt by Lei Jiudi during this period. 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing and nodded. At the same time, he pulled out the "Hupi" from his lower 
back and moved to Tong Jing for cover. He heard Tong Jing talk about what happened at the "Xiangdu 
Inn" and knew that Lei Jiudi desperately wanted to accept her as his disciple. When he saw her now, he 
couldn't guarantee that he wouldn't attack her again, so he protected her first. 


——We won't let him separate us again! 
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Pang Tianshun had been seriously injured previously, and Liang still had not fully regained his former 
physical strength. He only felt a little out of breath after running this distance. Seeing Lei Jiudi again at 
this moment, Pang Tianshun still had lingering fear in his heart when he remembered the fight with him 
in the mansion that day. 


"Lei." At this moment, Lian Feihong shouted to his longtime enemy in the ring, "What do you want to do 
here? 


Lei Jiudi seemed not to have heard anything, still sitting cross-legged on the ring and looking up at the 
sky. His half-white messy hair fluttered in the river wind. 


"Hey, Lei Jiudi, you ...... " Lian Feihong shouted again. 


Before Lian Feihong finished speaking, Lei Jiudi's eyes had already turned to meet his. Lian Feihong saw 
that Lei Jiudi had once again reappeared with that crazy look in his eyes, as if he was longing for 
something. 


"lam waiting for someone." Lei Jiudi replied. 


Lian Feihong raised his white eyebrows, "Who are you waiting for?" 


Lei Jiudi's face wrinkled, revealing deep tiger-like lines on his forehead. 


"I'm waiting for Jing Li. He promised to fight me. | will sit here and wait until he comes." 


Everyone was surprised. Has Lei Jiudi gone completely mad? Doesn't he know where he stands now? 
Tong Jing was no longer in his hands, and the 300 members of the Secret Sect had either died or 
dispersed to their homes, so he no longer had any means to force Jing Li into a duel. 


At this moment, Lei Jiudi didn't have any weapons on him, and he was not in full condition after 
recovering from his injuries. If he really attacked, all the people present would swarm up and attack, and 
it would not be difficult to surround and kill the secret sect leader. Although Lian Feihong and Yan Heng 
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had no such plan, they would rather protect the safety of Xiangtan people when necessary, and would 
never let Lei Jiudi threaten them with anything again. 


"He won't come." Lian Feihong laughed and said, "Just keep waiting here!" 


As he said this, he was puzzled: why was Lei Jiudi suddenly so determined to fight Jing Li? Instead of 
rushing back to reorganize the sect? Did something irritate this madman? 


At this time, someone else came to the bamboo shed. It was Yan Youfo and several Xianglong sect 
disciples who were responsible for protecting him. Yan Youfo was always accompanied by them while 
he was treating Lei Jiudi. Although Yan Youfo himself objected - if Lei Jiudi went crazy anyway, these 
Xianglong swordsmen would never be able to stop him - but Tang Hao still insisted on this arrangement. 


The obese Yan Youfo walked behind Yan Heng and the others, gasping for breath. Tong Jing immediately 
asked him, "What happened? Why is he suddenly like this? 


Yim Yau Fo was still panting and could not speak, he only pointed at the Xianglong disciples around him. 


The taller Xianglong swordsman looked ashamed and said timidly: "Just now when Dr. Yan was checking 
his wounds, we were chatting outside the room, and we couldn't help but talk about the Wudang Clan 
being wiped out by the imperial court... He probably heard it, and suddenly he ran out of the wine shop 
in a frenzy..." Everyone was silent after hearing this. At this time, Yuan Xing remembered the 
conversation with Dai Kui just now and suddenly realized. 


"Lei Jiudi is just like Jing Li...... "Yuan Xing said, "He wanted to challenge Yao Linzhou to prove his lifelong 
mastery and to shine the light of the Secret Sect. But all of a sudden, there is no more Wudang in the 


world...... : 


Yan Heng understood, and then he said, "...... So in his heart, only Brother Jing, who had once cut him, 
and the "Wave Blossom Cutting Iron Strength" remained. 


Yuan Xing nodded, "At his age, if he doesn't fight, the peak of his martial arts will slip away. Jing Li has 
now become the most important opponent in his martial arts career." 
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After they understood, they looked back at Lei Jiudi, who was sitting alone in the center of the ring. 


Even though he was a hated enemy, they could not help but respect this persistent martial arts 
practitioner in their hearts. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 147 Chapter 9: The Battle 


In the cold, drizzling rain, Tong Jing ignored her clothes and hair being wet and still stood in the middle 
of the courtyard practicing her sword. 


After Yan Heng taught her to practice the Qingcheng School's "Rain Watching Technique", Tong Jing 
could carefully see each falling raindrop as long as she concentrated her mind, and stabbed them one by 


one with the tip of her imaginary sword. 


Tong Jing breathed out in the rain, gently holding the "Swift Bee Sword", her body and mind were ina 
high degree of coordination. She was particularly good at practicing swords these days, recalling that it 
was after the time she spent with Lei Jiudi at the "Xiangdu Inn". 


——Because watching Lei Jiudi practice Xie Yi's "magical skills", Tong Jing greatly improved her mental 
concentration during the unknowing confrontation. 


The habit of lack of concentration that she had developed during his martial arts training in Chengdu, 
where she was greedy for more and more, had now been completely changed. 


Not only has the depth of mental concentration increased, but the time Tong Jing spends each time 
concentrating is also shorter. She can finally achieve the requirement of firing the sword at will, and the 
speed of serial attacks and defenses has been accelerated a lot. 


Ever since she heard how Yan Heng praised her that day, and because Lei Jiudi had wanted to accept her 
as his successor, Tong Jing's self-confidence suddenly increased greatly, which made her even more 
energetic in practicing the sword and made rapid progress. 


——Yan Heng said that even if one day my swordsmanship surpasses his, he won't be surprised. Okay, 
I'm going to catch up with him from behind. 


——lf | want to be the partner of the future leader of the Qingcheng Sect, | can’t be too bad... 


Thinking of Yan Heng, Tong Jing couldn't help but smile sweetly. 
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At this moment, she is challenging another level: "Borrowing a Phase". After seeing Lei Jiudi practice the 
"divine descending" technique with her own eyes, Tong Jing was scared, but also surprised by the 
momentum and power. Although she did not want to practice to such an evil level, she was very 
interested in "borrowing phase" . 


She once asked Yan Heng and Lian Feihong for advice on the basic practice of "Borrowing Prime 
Minister". However, this kind of kung fu focuses on personal understanding and cannot be taught by 
others. Just like swimming in water, the teacher can only teach you some movements. To really be able 
to swim, you still have to experience and try it yourself; once you succeed, you will be able to swim from 
now on. You will never forget it again, but if you can't cross it, no matter how much others say, you 
won't be able to understand it. 


——Many martial artists in the world cannot practice this kind of spiritual skills and cannot improve 
their martial arts to a higher level. This is another hurdle that makes many aspiring people helpless after 
the "innate power". 


In the past few days, Tong Jing has been focusing on practicing "borrowing phase", and the concept has 
become a bit vague. Although she has not actually completed it once, she is sure that it is under control. 


At this moment, she concentrated again, preparing to try to break through the boundary of 
consciousness. 


Tong Jing recalled the method of "burning the body with fire" taught by Yan Heng. But she couldn't 
imagine the flames, and she was a little scared. After a round of thinking, she felt that she still had to 
find an image that suited her better. 


If the flame doesn't work, let's try another one. .......... 


She began to focus her thoughts on the most sensitive spot in the center of her back. A chill gradually 
grew there. 


--A little more detailed ...... 
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With her mind and nerves highly concentrated, the illusory chill grew smaller and smaller. Tong Jing felt 
the pressure on her back skin. Then, the coldness took shape and turned into a sharp needle. 


The end of the needle gently pierced Tong Jing's back. 


That imaginary sharp needle seemed like a real thing to Tong Jing. The skin receives illusory stimulation. 
The body's meridians reacted at high speed to this "touch", sending commands to her whole body—— 


As if Tong Jing was stabbed on the back by a needle, her body jumped forward at a weird speed to 
escape the invisible sharp needle! 


The moment her body popped out, Tong Jing woke up from the image. Taking advantage of the 
momentum of her sprint, she casually thrust out the Qingcheng sword skill "Star Chasing the Moon" 
with the "Swift Bee Sword" in her hand! 


This is the fastest fencing Tong Jing has ever experienced in her life. 


Under the extremely powerful force of the "Swift Bee Sword", the blade of the sword made an 
unprecedented sharp cry and thrust into the void in front of Tong Jing. The light rain it touched exploded 
like sparks, forming a very beautiful scene.. 


Until the trembling of the "Xunfeng Sword" stopped, Tong Jing still maintained the posture of 
completing the thrust of the sword, her face full of disbelief. 


——In this way, she rushed to the realm of "borrowing phase" in one breath. 


Tong Jing was afraid that she would soon forget this feeling, so she quickly practiced the "borrowing 
phase" of "needle pricking on the back" again. Once, twice...she repeated the success, and each time 
her joy was greater - she was sure that she had mastered the key and would never lose it again! 
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After practicing more than ten swords in one breath, Tong Jing was in an extremely excited mood, but 
she also felt very tired. This technique of "borrowing images" requires a high degree of mental 
concentration, and Tong Jing is not fully proficient in it. The more times it is used, although the body is 
not tired, the spirit becomes tired. Now that she has personally experienced "Borrowing", she finally 
understands why Lei Jiudi was so tired and nervous when practicing "Divine Descending". 


Tong Jing wanted to tell Yan Heng that she had practiced the "Borrowed Phase" right away, but since 
her clothes were almost soaked through and her hair was wet and messy, she thought that she couldn't 
let him see her like this, so she went back to her room to freshen up first. 


While changing clothes in the room, Tong Jing couldn't help but think of Lei Jiudi. Without the urging 
from the head of the secret sect, she would not have made such amazing progress. Although they are 
enemies, Tong Jing can't help but feel grateful to him in her heart - just like she is also grateful to Yao 
Lianzhou for letting her get a glimpse of the magical skill of "chasing shapes and cutting pulses" in Xi'an. 


It had been five days since Lei Jiudi had sat alone in the ring by the shore. | wonder if anyone has sent 
him any food or clothing. Today it is raining, so he must be suffering even more, right? 


Thinking of this, Tong Jing decided not to go to Yan Heng yet. She found a thick cloak, went to the 
kitchen to gather some cakes, left the mansion, and walked toward the river bank holding a paper 
umbrella. 


Arriving outside the bamboo shed of the arena, Tong Jing saw Yuanxing and Alai squatting under the 
tent next to the entrance to take shelter from the rain. Yuanxing was holding a large bowl of rice filled 
with meat and was eating it fiercely, while the hound Alai was gnawing the meat. bone. In addition, 
there were several Xianglong sect disciples chatting. 


"Why are you here?" Yuan Xing put down the bowl and chopsticks and stood up, looking at the things in 
Tong Jing's hands unexpectedly. 


Tong Jing walked under the tent and put away the paper umbrella. 


"|,..want to bring him some food and clothing..." 
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After hearing this, Xianglong's disciple couldn't help but cast an unhappy look at Tong Jing. If Tong Jing 
hadn't insisted on saving Lei Jiudi, Xiangtan City wouldn't have this trouble now. 


Yuan Xing shook his head: "No. | can't let Lei Jiudi see you. Have you forgotten what happened last time? 
He would do anything to fight Jing Li. It would be bad if you were abducted by him again." 


Tong Jing reluctantly nodded in agreement, put down her things, approached the side of the bamboo 
shed, looked in through the gap between the bamboos, and vaguely saw the figure sitting cross-legged 
on the ring. 


"You don't have to worry about this old monster..." said a disciple of Xianglong Sect: "We put food and 
water next to the ring. It's not that we pity this guy, we just don't want him to come out to harass the 
people when he is hungry and thirsty." 


"He's been staying in there for the past few days, so it's okay." Another older Xianglong swordsman said, 
"| just don't know when he will go crazy again. Alas, this matter is so tricky..." 


Tong Jing stroked Alai's soft fur and looked at Yuan Xing. Neither of them could figure out how to 
resolve the matter. 


"You have also heard from Senior Lian that Lei Jiudi is so stubborn. He even remembers the grudges 
from decades ago." Yuan Xing said, "If he is going to sit like this for a year and a half, | won't agree. You 
will feel a little surprised. This senior brother of the Xianglong Sect is right. It is okay for Lei Jiudi to sit 
here obediently now; if we leave, if he knows that Jingchi leaves without paying attention to him, there 
is no guarantee that he will not be angry with Xiangtan. People, do something to vent your anger. Then 
we won’t have the Six Swordsmen to suppress him..." Tong Jing sighed and shook her head: "But we 


” 


can’t just leave because of this... We still have to go find Sister Lan... ... 


There was a depressing atmosphere under the tent. They all know in their hearts that there is another 
option: before a catastrophe occurs, everyone works together to kill Lei Jiudi. Although this seems to go 
against the principles of a warrior, on the other hand, it is also the responsibility of a warrior to 
eliminate demons, defend the law, and protect the people. 


But Tong Jing thought again: Although Lei Jiudi was ferocious and stubborn, he was not as evil as King Bo 


Longshu. It was indeed crazy to kill his own disciples. But besides, Lei Jiudi was just obsessed with 
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winning in martial arts and did not kill anyone indiscriminately. Killing civilians, we're just speculating 
that he might do that. Can a person be sentenced to death for something that has not yet happened or 
been determined? Is this considered justice...? While everyone was wondering, they heard a commotion 
on the other side of He Street. Since Lei Jiudi took up residence in this arena, the shops and workers on 
He Street were very afraid, but they still had to make a living after all, and Lei Jiudi did not move again, 
so they soon resumed normal shipments. 


At this moment, something happened among the people on the street. Tong Jing, Yuan Xing and others 
looked over and saw about twenty or thirty people crossing the street and walking towards this side. 


The men and horses approached the bamboo shed, and Tong Jing saw that the person leading the way 
was none other than Jing Li! 


Yan Heng and Lian Feihong accompanied Jing Li, while Dai Kui followed closely behind. After that, Tang 
Hao, the head of Xianglong Sword Sect, led a group of about 20 disciples to come to their aid. Everyone 
was armed with weapons, except Jing Li who was empty-handed and did not seem to be prepared for 
the battle. 


They met everyone in front of the entrance of the bamboo shed and each bowed, but the leader, Jing Li, 
was silent. When they met Tong Jing, they walked straight into the bamboo shed without even looking 
at or saying a word. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing looked at each other. Tong Jing asked anxiously, "What's going on?" Yan Heng 
was eager to follow Jing Li inside, but he just shook his head and entered the bamboo shed. Tong Jing 
had no choice but to follow Wan Xing, Lian Feihong and others in. 


When they arrived at the vast arena, they saw Lei Jiudi tightly wrapped in a black robe, sitting cross- 
legged with his body curled up. He had been in the rain all day and was soaked to the skin, yet he 
remained as still as a stone. 


It wasn't until Jing Li appeared in front of Lei Jiudi that he reacted. A pair of cold and tired eyes rekindled 
the fire, looking down at Jing Li from the stage, and his eyes kept turning around like a madman again. 


Jing Li also raised his head and looked at Lei Jiudi silently. 
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"Brother Jing..." Tong Jing called from the side, wanting to know what Jing Li's plan was for coming here. 
But when she saw the expressions between Jing Li and Lei Jiudi looking at each other, she felt as if the 
two of them were in another world that belonged only to them, and no one else could interfere. Tong 
Jing could only look at Yan Heng and ask. 


"| don't know either." Yan Heng nervously held the hilt of the "Dragon Thorn" sword at his waist. 
"Brother Jing suddenly asked me: 'Is Lei Jiudi still in the ring?' After | answered him, he said he would 
come over." 


——tThe situation was just like when Lei Jiudi arrived that day, as if he had been called by something. 


Under the light rain, Jing Li looked at Lei Jiudi without blinking, his expression very solemn. In fact, Jing Li 
has not smiled since he learned the news of Wudang's fall. 


Lei Jiudi described himself as trapped, but as soon as he saw Jing Li, his face immediately regained its 
former madness. He felt that his shoulder, which had been slashed by the "Water Wave Cutting Iron 
Power", seemed to have a faint chill at this moment. This memory made the flames of hatred in his 
heart burn even more intensely. "Are you here just now?" Lei Jiudi was alone here. He hadn't spoken to 
anyone for a long time, and his voice was hoarse like a patient's when he spoke. Jing Li nodded: "I'm 
late." 


"Then come up here." Lei Jiuti waved his hand to Jing Li, climbed up and stood on his feet, dropped the 
black robe that was draped over his body, and opened his hands to both sides, assuming a battle stance. 


Seeing Lei Jiuti's action, Yan Heng and the others were extremely nervous and were ready to draw their 
weapons. 


However, Jing Li did not take a single step and just continued to stare at Lei Jiudi. 


"How?" Lei Jiudi roared. 
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Then, something seemed to slowly crack open in Jing's face, which had been sealed by sadness and 
heaviness. His lips changed from pursed to curved, and he once again revealed a smile that was familiar 
to both his companions and his old enemies. 


"Thank u." 


Lei Jiudi raised his eyebrows after hearing this: "What do you mean?" 


"Just when | was most disappointed, you appeared in front of me again. Thank you." 


Jing Li’s words shocked everyone present. Everyone knows that Jing Li is in a low mood these days, all 
because the Wudang Sect, the target of his challenge, has disappeared from the world. The meaning of 
this sentence is very obvious: 


Jing Li is ready to accept a battle with Lei Jiudi. 


"Wait...wait! Brother Jing, you can't-" Tong Jing called hurriedly. 


"Brother Jing!" Dai Kui also said, "You have no reason to fight him anymore!" 


"Jing Xiashi, don't play with your own life..." Tang Hao also resisted adding his advice. 


Wan Xing and Lian Feihong did not speak, but stood aside silently, as if Jing Li's decision was not too 
surprising to them. Yan Heng also showed a surprised expression at first. But when he saw Jing Li's smile 
at this moment, his mood calmed down. 


——Because the way Jing Li looks now is no different from when Yan Heng first met him in Qingcheng 
Mountain and faced Wudang Xi Zhaoping. 


Jing Li did not respond to Tong Jing and the others: he was still looking at Xue Jiudi. 
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"Not today." He said with a smile: "It would be too wasteful to fight like this. Neither you nor | are in the 
best condition. If we want to fight, we must recover from our injuries and train our bodies. And we must 
fight in a more... There are not many duels like this in front of many people." 


Lei Jiudi raised his eyebrows after hearing this. 


Jing Li continued: "Also, you don't even have the two swords to take advantage of. | will ask Master Tang 
to find someone to make new weapons for you. | will also give you good food and sleep during this 
period, and call Yan You Fu will continue to treat your injuries. What | want is the strongest Lei Jiudi. 
Don't let me down." 


When Lei Jiudi heard this, he suddenly restrained his murderous aura and lowered his hands. He nodded 
towards Jing Li, showing respect for his opponent for the first time. 


As soon as Jing Li finished saying this, he immediately turned back and walked towards the door of the 
bamboo shed and called out to Yuan Xing: "Monk, come back with me quickly. | want to continue 
practicing the Yi Jin Jing to completely heal these injuries. " 


Yuan Xing nodded and followed Jing Li as he left. Lian Feihong looked at Jing Li's back, sighed slightly, 
and followed him out, while Dai Kui, Tang Hao and many other Xianglong disciples also chased after him. 


Tong Jing was so anxious that tears came to her eyes - she had spent time with Lei Jiudi and knew how 
terrifying Lei Jiudi was, and it would be unpredictable if Jing Li fought with him in a decisive battle! 


"Go and persuade Brother Jing, it's still too late!" Tong Jing took Yan Heng's arm and shook it, but found 
that Yan Heng's expression was very calm. 


"| understand what Brother Jing is thinking." Yan Heng held Tong Jing's hand: "| believe him. You should 
believe him too." 


At the same time, Jing Li was walking in He Street again. The crowd on the street breathed a sigh of 
relief when they saw that he came out safely - the entire Xiangtan City knew that Lei Jiudi was going to 
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challenge Jing Li again. But they also saw that Jing Xi came out with light steps and a mysterious smile. 
He looked like a completely different person from before, and they were all puzzled. 


Dai Kui still didn't give up and chased after him: "Brother Jing..." 


Jing Li stopped and looked at him. 


"Brother Dai, you just said that | have no reason to fight Lei Jiudi anymore. You are wrong. Not only do | 
have avery good reason, but | also have to fight." 


Jing Li waved his finger and pointed at the vendors and workers around him. 


"Lei Jiudi is a huge trouble brought to Xiangtan by our Six Swordsmen. If we don't face him every day, he 
will be a threat to the people here every day. The Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate take shelter here, 
so they can | survived the pursuit unscathed and received great kindness from everyone. It would be 
ungrateful to just walk away without resolving this matter." 


Dai Kui said nothing after hearing this because it was difficult to refute. Lian Feihong, who was seriously 
injured and almost died that day, couldn't help but nodded in agreement. 


Tang Hao on the other side was also silent. "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" was a great benefactor to 
the Xianglong sect. He did not regard taking care of them as charity. On the contrary, he felt that as the 
leader of the local martial arts sect, he was unable to solve Lei Jiudi's problem personally, and was very 


ashamed. 


"Besides, | also have a plan." Jing Li continued: "| don't know where Alan is now. It will take a lot of 
effort to find her. If | fight with the secret sect leader, the news will spread quickly in the world. , there 
will be many people coming to watch the battle. As long as Alan is well, she will definitely come after 


hearing the news." 


Lian Feihong and Yuan Xing nodded after hearing this. This is indeed a good idea. 
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"But these are not my primary considerations when entering the battle. At this time, Jing Li's face 
glowed with fierceness, and he once again regained his demeanor as a challenger. 


"Yao Lianzhou, Ye Chenyuan, Xi Xiaoyan, Jiang Yunlan... these opponents of the Wudang Sect no longer 
exist in the world. Without them, my practice is meaningless." 


"The hatred of the extermination of the sect, of course, | am always in my heart. The South Sea Tiger 
Respect Sect was defeated by the Wudang Sect, so | only want to defeat the Wudang Sect. However, 
Wudang disappeared before ...... | don't know what else | can pursue in the future." 


"At this time, | have the opportunity to fight against someone like Lei Jiudi. And it's on such a perfect 
stage. What's even more rare is that he also has the full desire to defeat me. How many people like Lei 
Jiudi are there in the world? Yes, if | wait for another two or three years, | may be able to improve my 
kung fu even further, and be more certain of defeating him. But at his age, how long can he remain at 
this peak? Especially with his violent and evil martial arts, if | meet him again in two or three years, he 
may have already become another person....... Isn't it a great fortune that | meet him at this time? Is 
there any reason for me to miss it?" 


Jing Li said, walking into the shore, looking at the waves and floating boats on the Xiangjiang River, the 
nostalgic scenery of the coast of Quanzhou appeared in his mind again. 


"This is my way of life. If | have to die because of this, well, then so be it." 


OOOO 


December. 


The sky is clear on a cold winter night, and the nearly full moon shines down from the sky, clearly 
outlining the silhouette of Yan Heng sitting on the roof and projecting it onto the courtyard floor. 


Yan sat cross-legged on the roof tiles, holding a knife and carefully modifying something in his hand. The 
clear moon and the swordsman's eyesight, which he had practiced for many years, allowed him to see 
clearly without the need for a light. Yan Heng's eyes were extremely focused when carving, but he did 
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not appear nervous. He just moved his fingers and blade naturally to carve the image in his mind into a 
physical object. 


Light footsteps sounded from the east side of the courtyard. Yan Heng didn't need to look, he could tell 
it was Tong Jing just from the sound of her footsteps. He smiled and put the knife in his belt sheath, 
stood up and looked down at Tong Jing. Tong Jing also waved to him. 


Tong Jing walked along the wall to the roof, and Yan Heng stood on the edge and reached out to pull 
her. With Tong Jing's skills today, she didn't actually need his help, but she still handed him her hand 
with a smile. Every time they met at this old place, she always took this opportunity to hold her hand for 
him. 


Yan Heng pulled Tong Jing, gently walked to the highest point of the roof, and sat on the roof beam 
together. 


Although it is winter, the climate in the south of Xiangtan is very mild. The two of them have been 
weathered for a long time, so the temperature is nothing to them. They only wear an extra cloth robe to 
keep out the cold. On the contrary, the cold wind at night sucks into their chests and feels refreshing. . 
They looked side by side at the street outside the mansion. They saw row upon row of houses in the city 
bathed in the moonlight, everything was cast in light blue, and the scenery was extremely beautiful. 


At this time, Yan Heng handed the thing in his hand to Tong Jing. 


"for you." 


Tong Jing took a look and was overjoyed. It turned out to be another wooden doll. When Tong Jing first 
saw it, she thought that Yan Heng was carving General Mulan again this time, but after taking a closer 
look, she realized that the sword-holding posture of the doll, the style of the bun, and the outline of the 
face were all different from before... 


——This is clearly me! 
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She happily touched the carvings on the doll and carefully admired the handiwork. Compared with the 
puppet that Yan Heng gave her previously, the carving skills this time have obviously improved greatly. 
The face and clothes are more detailed, the undulating curves flow naturally, and the expression and 
posture have a more vivid bearing. Tong Jing became more and more surprised as she watched. 


"How did you make it?...Did you practice a lot?" 


"No." Yan Heng shook his head: "I still have to practice swordsmanship, so how can | have such skill? | 
just carved them randomly. | didn't know the reason at first. It took me a long time and a lot of effort to 
carve out the lines. And the position, but now it is natural to cut it in one go. When | was making the 
Mulan last time, | was worried that the whole thing would be damaged if | hit it wrongly. Now | am not 
afraid at all, and it quickly took shape in my hand." 


"Haha, maybe you have this talent." Tong Jing teased him: "Even if you don't practice martial arts in the 
future, you can make a living selling this on the street." 


Yan Heng did not smile, his expression was serious. 


"After | thought about it for a few days, | understood why it was like this." Yan Heng looked into Tong 
Jing's eyes and said, "It's because | am more frank now than before and can express my feelings more 
safely." 


"Oh? Really?" Tong Jing raised her eyebrows: "Then why?" 


"It's because I'm with you." 


When Yan Heng said this, he looked directly into Tong Jing's eyes that reflected the moonlight without 
any hesitation. Tong Jing felt the sincerity and felt a warmth in her heart. She gently rested her head on 
Yan Heng's broad shoulder. 


"| think it's not just about carving. My swordsmanship is the same." Yan Heng looked up at the moon 
and said, "Looking back, the history of my practice in the past two years, from the horse racing gang in 
Chengdu to the Yinghua Pavilion in Xi'an Prefecture When | fought against Yao Lianzhou, and when | 
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entered the Xiangdu Inn... you were there when my sword skills improved by leaps and bounds. It's 
because of you that | am what | am today." 


Tong Jing was even more pleased when she heard Yan Heng's words. The intimate scene when Yan Heng 
rescued her that night at the "Xiangdu Inn" reappeared in her heart again. 


But in the blink of an eye, Tong Jing's mood sank again. Just because she heard Yan Heng mention 
martial arts training. "What's wrong?" Yan Heng noticed something was wrong with her, lowered his 
head and asked with concern. Seeing her expression, he immediately understood what she was thinking: 
"Are you worried about Brother Jing?" 


Tong Jing nodded silently. 


Noon the day after tomorrow will be the day of the decisive battle between Jing Li and Lei Jiudi. 


In the past two months, Jing and Lei have concentrated on recuperating and preparing for the battle. 
Their injuries have recovered and their physical strength has been adjusted back to its highest state. 
Although Jingshuo's old injuries to his shoulders and knees have never fully recovered, and he will still 
feel pain and stiffness due to overexertion, the extent of his recovery can no longer hinder him from 
attacking with all his strength. After the two agreed to go to war, the head of the Tang Dynasty of the 
Xianglong faction chose the day after tomorrow as an auspicious day - it was very contradictory to 
choose an auspicious day for a murderous fight. 


"Six Swords of Breaking the Door" has done its best to help Jing Li prepare for the battle in the past two 
months: Shaolin's "Yi Jin Jing" and the meditation breathing method have greatly helped Jing Li recover, 
and he has also used various parts that have not been exercised for a long time due to injuries. Muscles 
are readjusted and improved; Lian Feihong tells Jing Li everything he knows about Lei Jiudi's martial arts 
and habits, and together they deduce the strategies that Lei Jiudi may use in battle; Yan Heng and Mr. 
Feihong compare Tan Chang's two soldiers Tong Jing also took turns simulating Lei Jiudi who used two 
swords, and served as Jing Li's opponent for sparring practice; Tong Jing also told Jing Li the details of 
her relationship with Lei Jiudi, especially the "God's Descent" magic skill that consumes a lot of physical 
energy. 


Coupled with the various precious supplements that Tang Hao collected in the city and carefully 
prepared by Yan Youfo as a dietary therapy, Jing Li was already back to his good health in such a short 
period of time after recovering from his injury. 
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But everyone knows that these are not guarantees of surviving the Lei Jiudi sword. 


Yan Heng looked at Tong Jing's worried expression and suddenly remembered another girl who was so 
close to him in the past. 


"If | were Brother Jing, would you have stopped me?" said Jing. 


Although it was just a hypothesis, when Tong Jing heard Yan Heng's question, she immediately left his 
shoulder, held his hand nervously, and looked at him seriously. She looked carefully at Yan Heng's clear 
pupils, thought for a long time, and finally bit her lower lip before answering. 


"| won't." Tong Jing said decisively: "Even if | am scared to death, | will not stop you. Because | know very 
well that this is your life. If you give up something so important to you because of me, Then the person | 
like is no longer Yan Heng." 


Yan Heng was very excited after hearing this. He couldn't help but help Tong Jing stand up and hold her 
tightly in his arms. 


——Just like the day he hugged Song Li in front of the "Tai'an Temple" in the back mountain of 
Qingcheng. 


——However, this time, he will not let go of the person in front of him. 


The two hugged each other under the moon for a long time before sitting down again. Tong Jing sighed 


at this time: "I know Sister Lan will think the same as me... Alas, it's a pity that she still hasn't come yet. 


Since the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" were still imperial prisoners, Jing's name could not be 
announced publicly in this battle. However, the news of "The Nanhai swordsman's decisive battle with 
the secret sect leader" had been spread by many merchants outside Xiangtan during these days. 
Everyone in the martial arts community came here after hearing the news, and Yin Yingfeng, the leader 
of the Bagua who had just left, also turned back after hearing the news on his way back to Huizhou. 
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It stands to reason that as soon as Hu Linglan heard the name "Nanhai Swordsman", she should have 
guessed that it was Jing Li and came over, but she has not been seen yet. And this duel cannot wait 
endlessly. 


——lf Sister Lan doesn’t have time to see Brother Jing for the last time... 


Tong Jing shook her head vigorously and waved away this thought. 


"You don't have to worry too much." Yan Heng said: "When | first met Brother Jing, he told me not to do 
anything foolhardy when facing Wudang, and to run away when you know you are not sure - to become 
stronger. You have to live, there is nothing shameful about running away.” 


"If he hadn't been certain, he wouldn't have fought Lei Jiudi. He wouldn't have fought just because he 
agreed in public; he wouldn't have lost his judgment just because he wanted to fight. He used to wander 
alone. Being able to survive by practicing and fighting alone for many years is the best proof." 


"You have also fought against Lei Jiudi, so do you think Brother Jing can win now?" Tong Jing asked. 


Yan Heng thought for a while and replied: "For fear of re-injuring an old friend, Brother Jing has 
suppressed the use of his full strength in these months of sparring with us, especially the 'Water Wave 
Cutting Iron Power', and he dared not use it in sparring. Even so, | observe the degree of recovery of his 
skills and the momentum he displays, and | think he is definitely enough to fight Lei Jiudi!" 


He stood up, looked up at the moon, and said, "But when it comes to a duel at their level, the outcome 
is no longer a pure contest of martial arts... Whether we can win or not, it's really hard to say. But | 
believe in him." 


After hearing this, Tong Jing calmed down. She believed in Yan Heng, so she also believed in Jing Li. 


"It seems that besides Sister Lan, you are the person who knows Brother Jing best in the world." Tong 
Jing smiled. 
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"Of course." Yan Heng also smiled. "Don't forget, | am his first companion." At this time, in the quiet 
night street, there was the sound of hurried footsteps. The two looked down and saw that it was Mr. 
Feihong. 


"You are really here!" Lian Feihong panted slightly and looked up at the two of them. 


"What's going on?" Tong Jing asked. 


"It's Jing Li." Lian Feihong said, "He told me to find you guys and go back. He said he wants to practice 
with each of the Six Swords tonight. Serious practice." 


Hearing the last few words, Yan Heng's eyebrows raised. He understood what that meant: tonight, 
Brother Jing was going to release the power that had been suppressed and sealed for a long time, and 
truly test his own skills. 


Yan Heng was so excited that his palms were sweating after hearing this. But what Lian Feihong said 
next made his heart beat faster. 


"He already fought with me just now, and now he is probably fighting with the monk again." When Mr. 
Feihong said, his eyes shone in the night, and his wrinkled face showed a mysterious smile. "Come with 
me quickly. Believe me, you definitely don't want to miss this a Jing Li like this." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 148 Chapter 10 Waves 


The boat was slowly approaching the shore of Xiangtan. 


Hundreds of people were waiting outside the bamboo shack, and there were even thousands of people 
who couldn't get close to the bamboo shack and were scattered on the streets along the river. In 
addition, some city residents stood in front of the second-floor windows of houses facing the river or on 
the roofs of warehouses and watched. Dozens of brave and skillful guys climbed to the top of the 
bamboo shed. 


They were all waiting for this man coming by boat. 


With the investment of many wealthy businessmen in Xiangtan, the construction of this bamboo shed 
arena has long been completed. The flags of various fleets on the Xiangjiang River are hung inside and 
outside, as well as flags depicting auspicious animals and sayings such as "show off your strength" and 
"power the wind and clouds". 


There is a large straight banner hanging on the top of the entrance to the bamboo shed, with two large 
characters of "Martial Spirit" written on it, almost equal to the height of the person. It is very 
impressive. Yan Heng, Tong Jing, Yuan Xing and Lian Feihong, the four companions of the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Gate", were standing under these two characters, watching Jing Li's boat slowly docking. 


This morning Jing Li insisted on taking a boat to the Xiang River alone to prepare, and refused any of 
them to go with him. 


"At the last moment, | have to concentrate on thinking and imagining how Lei Jiudi fights. | am too 
familiar with your martial arts. The presence of any of you will affect my imagination." 


The "Six Swords of Broken Gate" naturally understood Jing Li's thinking. However, the others could not 
help but wonder: at this juncture, could Jing Li be too nervous and did not want to be seen by others? 
Does he really have no confidence if he wants to hide in the water without seeing anyone... 
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It was almost noon, under the sun, Dai Kui's forehead was covered with sweat, but it was not because of 
the heat. In the past two months, Jing Li has often consulted Dai Kui about the method of generating 
energy from the mind gate as a whole, using it to improve the "Water Waves Cutting Iron Position" - 
because the power of "Waving Waves Cutting Iron Position" all depends on the coordinated explosion of 
muscles and bones throughout the body. In this regard, the mental method of the mind gate can make 
up for it. Dai Kui gave everything he had to him without hesitation, but he didn't know how much help 
he would be able to get in the end. 


——Actually, Dai Kui didn’t know: Jing Li studied with him and also conveyed to him the tips and tricks 
of "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power"; Dai Kui later returned to Qixian to practice on his own, and 
suddenly he had a new idea and made progress, and only then did he gradually realize that Jing Li was 
"transmitting" the truth. 


Standing beside Dai Kui are Ying and Pang Tianshun. Both of them have been engaged to be married 
with the approval of their masters, but at this moment, they have lost their usual happy smiles. After all, 
they have faced Lei Jiudi before, and they know what a terrifying master he is. 


--ls Brother Jing really in a position to challenge him ...... ? 


Yin Yingfeng, who rushed back to watch the battle, stood side by side with Tang Hao, and their disciples 
gathered behind them. Yin Yingfeng had already arrived in the neighboring province of Jiangxi. Because 
he was visiting an old friend in Fuzhou, he heard about the duel while staying, so he hurriedly returned 

with three of his disciples. 


Yin Yingfeng did not dare to say how good Lei Jiudi's martial arts was without seeing him personally, but 
he was almost injured by Han Shanhu, Lei Jiudi's favorite disciple. Although it was a sneak attack, it still 
showed how powerful Lei Jiudi's martial arts was. The same is true for the apprentice. If he wants to 
fight against his master, even with Yin Yingfeng's "Dong Chu Long Sword", he doesn't dare to estimate 
how much he can hold. 


Yin Yingfeng was blaming Jing Li for being too impulsive, but on the other hand, he was looking forward 
to this battle. He had heard from his younger brother Yin Yingchuan and the Bagua disciples in Xi'an 
Prefecture, how Jing Li's martial arts was outstanding; and Lei Jiudi was indeed injured by Jing Li in the 
forest. The warrior's blood in Yin Yingfeng's body couldn't help boiling, and he wanted to see with his 
own eyes what Jing Li would look like by combining the "Splash Cutting Iron Power" he had learned 
throughout his life. 
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In addition to these people, Jiangxi martial arts figures such as Ruan Shaoxiong and Shen Feng who had 
helped the "Six Swordsmen", some martial arts figures who had seen Jing Li in Xi'an, and even martial 
arts and martial arts figures in the south of Huguang also all agreed. Gathered in Xiangtan. However, in 
total, the number of warriors attracted by Lei Jiudi was still much more than the number of people who 
came to see Jing Li - the name of the dignified head of the Cangzhou Secret Sect was louder than that of 
"South China Sea Swordsman" More than a hundred times. 


Except for a group of warriors, the only people who could enter the bamboo shed to watch the battle 
today were the gentry and wealthy businessmen from Xiangtan. After all, this was not an ordinary 
martial arts competition, but a competition between two people using real swords to cut each other. 
Due to the etiquette and ethics, it could not be fully disclosed, so the ring was surrounded by a bamboo 
shed. As for the people in the government, they all avoided the banquet because of Jing Li's status as an 
imperial prisoner. Although the citizens of the city did not have the opportunity to witness this battle 
with their own eyes, they still wanted to see Jing Li's performance, so they gathered at the riverside to 
watch the battle. 


The boat has reached the shore and slowly docks at the small pier outside the bamboo shed. Everyone 
saw that the left arm and right leg were bandaged completely black. 


Wearing a turban with a pattern from the Western Regions, Jing Li, with his hands and body full of 
weapons, stood erect at the bow of the ship. Even though his face and expression could not be seen 
from a distance, the heroic demeanor that his figure naturally exuded made many people couldn't help 
but cheer in unison. 


Perhaps because everyone lives on water and watches the waves grow up, Jing Li, who was born in 
Quanzhou, actually feels an inexplicable sense of intimacy in the eyes of Xiangtan people. 


As soon as the boat docked, Jing Li jumped onto the wooden plank at the dock. He stood and received 
countless gazes from the shore, and suddenly recalled the scene of him competing in the arena at the 
seaside of his hometown twelve years ago. 


He walked this road for a long time. Compared with when he was fifteen years old, today he has the 
expectations of more people, including his respected seniors, sincere friends, and companions who have 
lived through life and death... 
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——However, | still owe someone. 


Jing Li knew not to think about it. He looked up to the sky and closed his eyes, regaining his calmness, 
and then stepped towards the bamboo hut in front of him. 


The "Six Swords of Broken Gate" came forward to greet him. Jing Li saw that everyone had brought their 
favorite weapons with them: Yan Heng was wearing the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, Tong 
Jing had the Swift Bee Sword on her belt, Lian Fei Hong had all the weapons of the Kongdong Eight 
Greatest Weapons on his body, and Yuan Xing, although he did not wear a full set of Bronze Man Armor, 
his left arm was covered with a bronze armor from the shoulder to the fist, and his iron clad Hexagonal 
Qi Mei Stick was in his hand, and he was flanked by his loyal hound, Ah Lai. 


Jing Li frowned at the sight. 


"I told you ...... , Jing Li said, "Have you forgotten?" 


A few days ago, Jing Li told his companions that his duel with Lei Jiudi was not due to personal grudges, 
but was purely a competition of martial arts skills, and that if he were to die or be injured, the four of 
them would not be permitted to attack Lei Jiudi in retaliation. 


"We remember that." Lian Feihong said, "But we are companions. We can't just sit back and watch with 
empty hands while you're fighting." 


"Right." Tong Jing smiled and said, "We are the Six Swords of the Broken Gate, and our weapons are 
clothes." 


Jing Li felt that she was right and nodded with a smile. 


They stood on the dock looking at each other. Yan Heng and the other four people had the same eyes, 
and they all showed great trust when looking at Jing Li - after the practice competition the night before, 
they no longer had any doubts. 
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Jing Li had a spiritual connection with them, accepted their silent support, and then led the four of them 
towards the bamboo shed. The miracle doctor Yan Youfo also got off the boat at this time and followed 
the five people forward. 


After walking under the word "Martial Spirit" at the entrance, Jing Li led everyone to stop and looked at 
Yin Yingfeng, Dai Kui and others waiting in front of the door. He then looked back at Yan Youfo behind 
him, raised his fist and bowed his head and said : "Jingli will never be able to repay all your kindness in 
this life." "Don't die, just repay us." Yan Youfo said later. Everyone burst into laughter. 


——But they couldn't see that Yan Youfo's fingers, which had always been extremely calm, were 
trembling slightly at this moment. 


Yin Yingfeng returned to Xiangtan more than ten days ago and joined Jing Li and others to study combat 
methods. He even made an exception and taught Jing Li, a non-Bagua sect disciple, some tips on the 
"East Chu Long Sword" and Bagua footwork, but he didn't Determine how much it can help Jing Li's 
chances of winning. When Yin Yingfeng saw Jing Li at this moment, he felt strange in his heart. How 
could he pass on the secrets of Bagua Sect so easily? However, Jing Li has such a charm that naturally 
makes people interact with him candidly. This is true for Dai Kui, Lian Feihong and Yuan Xing. 


——Oram | secretly convinced that Jingli can’t win, so it doesn’t matter if | teach my secret skills to a 
dying person...? 


Thinking about this, Yin Yingfeng's face was heavy. He initially came to the rescue of the Six Swords of 
Broken Door because of the request of the great scholar Wang Yangming, but gradually he was attracted 
by their courage, friendship and righteousness, and he definitely did not want to see the life of Jing Li 
ruined so early in his life. ...... 


Jing Liseemed to sense Yin Yingfeng's uneasiness and looked at him without saying a word, but his eyes 
seemed to be saying: 


--I'm not going to be able to do that. 


Yin Yingfeng saw this and nodded his head without words. 
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Jing Li tilted his head and glanced at the two ink-playing words "Martial Spirit" above him, and then 
entered the bamboo hut. 


When Jing Li arrived at the shore, many spectators had already filed into the bamboo shed and occupied 
their positions. At this moment, they were surrounding the vast wooden arena in the center. The half- 
built roof had already been completed, blocking out the midday sun. Although there was a bamboo shed 
for shade and it was winter, hundreds of people were crowded together, which still caused the 
temperature around the ring to rise. Everyone was sweating due to heat and tension. 


As soon as Jing Li stepped in and felt the temperature, he was laughing in his heart. This heat is just like 
the southern summer climate he is used to, and it is the season when he is at his best. On the contrary, 
his opponents who live in the north will feel uncomfortable. 


There were hundreds of spectators, but they were all very silent, even quieter than the crowd on the 
river street outside. 


It was because they were all awed by one man. 


This person was sitting cross-legged in the center of the ring. 


Lei Jiudi, the "Cloud Hidden God Traveler", appeared to be an old monk meditating on the empty ring 
with his eyes closed. He was wearing a distinctive white coat and black hakama, with his sleeves tied up 
with black cloth wrist guards, and two black cloths tied across his upper body robe, all dressed ina 
strong and fast outfit, and just like Jing Li, he was fully prepared for battle. There were two swords on 
the wooden floor beside him. One of the silver swords was the sword that Yan Heng took away when he 
was rescued from the "Xiangdu Inn" and is now returned to him; the other silver sword was used during 
his bloody battle with the disciples of the secret sect. The time was lost, so Tang Hao found the best 
blacksmith in the city to make a copy of the remaining one. The blade shape, weight, balance and other 
aspects were roughly the same. Although it was not exactly the original weapon, it was very close. It 
does not hinder the performance of the secret sect's "Mingtang Double Sword". 


Lei Jiudi's face was no longer as tired as before, and showed a vigorous aura again. The deep wrinkles on 
his forehead that looked like tiger spots not only did not make him look older, but gave people a sense 
of ferocious power. The half-white disheveled hair is slightly fluttering, reminiscent of wild beasts 
gathering momentum in the mountains and forests. Many spectators were frightened into silence when 
they saw Lei Jiudi's demonic appearance. 
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As soon as Jing Li stepped into the bamboo shed, everyone immediately opened a path for him to walk 
to the ring. 


Lei Jiudi felt the arrival of his opponent, opened his eyes and looked down. His eyes were wandering, 
and the crazy light they revealed made many spectators even more frightened. 


Jing Li, smiled and met Lei Jiudi's sharp gaze. He noticed beads of sweat on Lei Jiudi's forehead. It could 
be because he was not used to the heat, or it could be because he was agitated. Either way, it was 
another advantage for Jing Li. 


"You came so late." Lei Jiudi gritted his teeth: "| have been waiting here for an hour." "We met at noon." 
Jing Li pointed to the sky: "| came at noon, and | was not late." 


Although it is customary for duelists to arrive early to prepare for a duel, there is no rule that says they 
must do so. It was Lei Jiudi himself who arrived early because he was anxious to start the battle, so he 
had nothing to do with others. Lei Jiudi had no way to refute this, so he made a "bah" sound and did not 
reply. 


--He was really anxious. 


Jing Li was still smiling at Lei Jiuti on the surface, but in his heart, he was constantly thinking, just like a 
water bird in a lake, which swims leisurely on the surface, but underneath, his feet are actually 
constantly working hard to paddle. He was observing Lei Jiudi's appearance at the scene from all 
aspects, judging the other party's mind. --The real duel had already begun from the moment they met. 


Lei Jiudi picked up his sabers, kicked his legs a dozen times to revitalize his joints that had been sitting 
for along time, inserted his sabers with their sheaths into his belt, adjusted the angle of the hilts of his 
sabers, and waved his hand to Jing Li. 


"Don't talk nonsense. Come on up." 


2451 


Jing Li, however, extended his palm, signaling Lei Jiuti to wait. He then turned back to look at the Six 
Swords of Broken Gate companions following him. 


Yan Heng and Jing Li each looked at Jing Li with unshaken eyes. It was because they all knew very well 
that to Jing Li, challenge was everything in life. 


"Don't leave behind any regrets." Lian Feihong said to Jing Li. It was as if he was telling his young self. 


Jing Li nodded. He then handed over the oar and the long Japanese saber to Yuan Xing; he unclasped the 
iron chain on his left forearm and handed it to Lian Fei Hong; and he handed over the bird's head saber 
that was slung on his belt to Yan Heng. 


In the end, only a goose-winged saber remained at his waist. It was the weapon he had carried for the 
longest time since he left Quanzhou at the age of fifteen. His hand grasped the saber's handle, recalling 
the time when he was at the seaside when Master Pei Shiying gave him this family's saber. 


——lIf Uncle Master was still here and knew that | was going to use this sword to kill the head of the 
Secret Sect today, he would be so scared that he would pee, right? 


Think of this. Jing Li couldn't help but show the same smile as when he was a boy. 


Lei Jiudi saw it and recalled the day when he put a knife on the neck of Jing Li, who could not move, but 
Jing Li could still smile. He hated it just thinking about it. 


——Watch me cut your smile into pieces! 


Jing Li saw that Lei Jiudi was still standing in the center of the ring, and there was no room for him to 
retreat to the stage. With a thought in his mind, Jing Li pulled the Wild Goose Wing Saber out of its 
sheath without climbing onto the stage. 


When Yuan Xing and the others saw it, they were all surprised: Why did Jing Li draw his sword before he 
even entered the ring? 
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After the wild goose-winged sword was carefully polished by the contemporary master Han Shizi, the 
mottled battle marks on the blade have become lighter. Although it still looks ancient, it has regained its 
long-lost edge compared to before. 


One by one, "The Blade that Cuts Thousands of Armies". 


Jing Li held the unsheathed sword and pressed his left hand on the ring floor, preparing to jump up. 


Suddenly, he felt a breeze blowing through his heart. 


His left hand left the table and raised upward, signaling for everyone to be quiet. 


Lei Jiudi was secretly preparing to fight, but when he saw that Jing Li still refused to come to the stage, 
he couldn't help but mutter: "What's wrong?" 


Although Jing Li did not say a word, everyone was silent when they saw his behavior. 


Jing Li closed his eyes and stretched his ears to listen. 


It was impossible for that sound to reach here. However, Jing Li, who had his faculties opened to their 
fullest extent, did hear it. ...... 


Gradually, other people also heard the subtle sound. First Yan Heng, Lian Feihong, Yin Yingfeng and a 
few other experts with exceptionally sharp hearing, and then other martial artists. 


In the distance outside the bamboo hut. The sound of horses' hooves stomping on the stone floor of the 
street was approaching here. 
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On the street outside where they could not see, a horse broke away from the crowd and galloped along 
the center of the street towards the bamboo hut. 


On the saddle of the horse was a figure dressed in bright red with a long saber slung across his back. 


"Out of the way!" 


The people in Xiangtan on the street were also stunned, witnessing this exotic female swordsman who 
had never seen before riding the wind. She exposed a pair of toned long legs outside her skirt, 
sandwiched between the sides of the horse's belly, and her wheat-colored skin was so tight that it 
reflected the sun. 


"Six Swords to Break the Door" The five people heard the rapid sound of horse hooves getting closer and 
closer, and they all smiled in unison. 


--She has come back. 


The galloping horse was foaming at the mouth and had reached its limit. Hu Linglan noticed that 
although she was extremely anxious, she did not want the horse to die suddenly. She jumped down 
from the right side of the horse's sheath with a soft cry, followed the momentum and ran on the 
ground, leaving the slowed horse behind. 


This amazing dismounting skill made the people on He Street cheer loudly. 


Hu Linglan was covered in sweat, and she had no time to tie her hair into a bun, so she just tied her hair 
back into a handful. Her face was very tired from traveling for many days. Her usual pink color had lost 
its color and looked a little pale. Her lips were even dry and white. She gasped for air and ran to the 
bamboo shed with her last effort. None of the Xianglong disciples guarding the entrance dared to stop 
her. 


There was a commotion inside the entrance. Jing Li handed the Wild Goose Wing Saber to his left hand 
and held it behind his back, turning his head to look in that direction. 
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In the crowd, he finally saw the tall figure he had not seen for a long time. 


—— Although it was only half a year. 


Hu Linglan stood among the crowd, searching nervously with her eyes wide open. Her hair was stuck to 
her forehead and cheeks due to sweat, and her shoulders were rising and falling due to her rapid 
breathing. When she finally found Jing Li and confirmed that he had not yet entered the ring, her heart 
felt as if a huge stone had been dropped, and her body suddenly softened and lost its support. 


Jing Li jumped forward and hugged Hu Linglan around the waist. Hu Linglan, who was almost fallen, also 
stretched her arms around his neck. 


Jing Li stared into her tired eyes that were about to cry, and said slowly: 


"Don't leave me again. | need you." 


The words she had been looking forward to day and night finally came out of Jing Li's mouth. Hu Linglan 
heard the tears finally welling up. She, who had always been strong, ignored the countless eyes present 
and hugged Jing Li tightly, hiding her tearful eyes in his chest. 


Jing Li felt the warmth and moisture, knowing that he would have no regrets in the rest of his life. 


Hu Linglan cried for a long time, as if she had vented all her depression during this period, and then she 
slowly raised her head. She then frowned when she saw the black cloth bandage covering Jing Li's left 
shoulder and right leg. 


"Your injury...hasn't healed yet?" 


"Most of it is done." Jing Li said, "I can fight. That's enough." 
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"But | brought it back ...... ," Hu Linglan wanted to talk about the "Metamorphosis Cream," but thought 
that it was not the right time now. She was very conflicted. On the one hand, she thought that if Jing Li 
had been cured, wouldn't her adventure have been in vain? But the decisive battle at Jing Li was 
imminent, and she had no reason to hope that his injury would not heal. 


Jing Li touched her hair: "We will talk about those things later. As long as you are here, it is enough." 


At this moment, Hu Linglan saw that Jing Li was holding the unsheathed Wild Goose Wing Knife in his 
left hand. She looked up at Lei Jiudi who was standing on the ring. Although Hu Linglan had never seen 
the master of the secret sect, she could already feel the evil and murderous aura shooting out from his 
body after just one glance. It was absolutely as terrifying as the Wave Dragon Master, and might even be 
even worse. 


"This is ...... your opponent ...... ?" Hu Linglan unconsciously turned to the language of her hometown 
and asked. 


Jing Li nodded. 


Hu Linglan once again stared at Lei Jiuti with murderous intent in her eyes. She had made up her mind 
that anyone who wanted to kill Jing Li would have to go through her first. At this moment, she was too 
exhausted to wield Jing Li's saber on his behalf. 


——What's more, she understands that this is a duel between warriors, not the previous vendetta 
against the Wudang Clan. She had no reason to intervene. 


"Bring back the victory." Hu Linglan looked at Jing Li with deep affection and said, "This is what the wives 
of Kagoshima warriors say to their husbands when they go to war." 


Jing Li heard this and felt a fresh energy pouring into his body. The last bit of fear he had for the two 
wounded was now swept away. 
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Hu Linglan, however, closed her eyes in disbelief after saying these words. Seeing this, the other five 
members of the "Six Swords of Broken Door" all ran over to help her and let her lie down on the ground. 
Tong Jing, who had not yet had a chance to say a word to Lan, held her hand anxiously. 


Jing Li and Tong Jing let Hu Linglan go so that Dr. Yan could examine her. 


Yan Youfo felt her pulse, then probed her forehead and nose, and then said: "She must have been sick 
for several days on the road, and she still managed to ride on her horse. At this moment, she was 
exhausted and fainted. But don't worry; first, her The pulse and breathing are still strong, and there is 
no serious problem. Just give her some rest." 


"Six Swords to Break the Door" After hearing this, everyone felt greatly relieved. 


"Brother Jing, what should | do?" Yan Heng looked at Jing Li and asked, "Should the duel be postponed?" 


Jing Liturned around and looked at Lei Jiulun who had been looking down at them on the ring. He 
thought for a while and then shook his head. 


"No need." Jing Li said, "I'm at my best right now. | don't want to miss it." 


"But ...... , Tong Jing said anxiously, "Sister Lan has come all the way here, but she won't see you duel. 
Wouldn't that be cruel to her?" 


"No." Jing Li looked at the sleeping Hu Linglan with a smile and raised his clenched fist, "She has already 
brought me the most important thing." 


He glanced at his companions and added, "Since she can't see it, | can't let that moment just now be her 
last memory of me." 


Jing Li leaned down and touched Hu Linglan's sleeping face. 
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"Wait for me. | promise, tomorrow when you wake up, you will see my face again." 


Jing Li then let her go and walked towards the ring again. 


Tang Hao's disciples brought a rattan bed for Hu Linglan to lie on and carried her closer to the ring. Yan 
Heng, Yuan Xing and Lian Fei Hong all followed Jing Li to the ring again, leaving Tong Jing to accompany 
Hu Linglan. 


Hu Linglan was sleeping like a baby, and quickly entered the dream world. In her dream, she was also 
looking at the ring and Jing Li's back as he was preparing to go to the stage. In her dream, Hu Linglan 
once again shed tears of emotion. She knew Jing Li would win this battle. 


--| know. | know, because his back is exactly the same as when he fought with my brother that day. ...... 


When Jing Li returned to the ring, Lei Jiudi looked down at him with an impatient face. 


"You're going to lose. Lei Jiudi said in a mocking tone, "Before the duel, you were still hugging a woman. 
With this attachment in your heart, how can you be my opponent?" 


Jing Li, however, once again displayed the smile that Lei Jiudi hated so much. 


"Your martial arts skills have reached this point because of your long-term hatred and resentment 
towards Mr. Feihong." Jing Li said, "But you have never fought for love. There is a kind of power that you 
will never fight for." You will understand." 


After hearing this, Lei Jiudi put away his mocking expression, his livid face looked like a ghost, his eyes 
focused for a moment, and he stared at Jing Li fiercely. 


——Strength is not something you say with your mouth. Just come up and prove it. 
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After Jing Li finished speaking, he handed the Wild Goose Wing Knife back to his right hand, and pressed 
his left palm onto the wooden platform of the arena that was slightly higher than his chest again, 
preparing to board it. 


Lei Jiudi watched him closely. 


Jing Li's left arm and legs together exerted force, and the whole person lightly leapt up to the height 
above the ring. Many of the spectators could not have imagined that Jing Li, who was as big and strong 
as an ape, could be as agile and fast as a monkey. 


Lei Jiudi's hands were still hanging down, seemingly waiting for Jing Li to come up. 


Jing Li's feet touched the tabletop. 


At the same moment, Lei Jiudi's body was already moving forward! 


--The specialty of the Secret Sect's "Yan Qing Mystical Steps" is that the movement is so small that there 
is No warning. 


Lei Jiudi was originally standing in the center of the ring. When he started to rush forward, he and Jing Li 
who landed on the edge of the ring were instantly less than ten feet apart. At the same time, Lei Jiudi 
waved his left hand forward, his wrist from bottom to top. Yang, a little bit of Han Xing caught between 
his fingers, flew towards Jing Li quickly! 


——This is his specialty hidden weapon, the three-pointed swallowtail dart. Earlier, when no one was 
watching, he went back to the scene of the bloody battle at the "Xiangdu Inn" and searched for almost 
an hour before finding the missing one from the corner. Originally, he could ask Tang Hao to build a new 
dart for him, and Tang Hao would not refuse if he obeyed Jing Li. However, in order to prevent the 
enemy from knowing that he had a hidden weapon, Lei Jiudi would rather find it secretly by himself. 


The three-pointed swallow-tailed dart rotated vertically in the air and flew towards Jingli's chest. At the 
same time, Lei Jiudi continued to rush forward, holding the handle of the knife on his left waist with his 
right hand! 
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——1Use flying concealed weapons to open the way and take advantage of the momentum to approach 
the attack. This strategy is exactly the same as his sneak attack on Lian Feihong that day, or his favorite 
disciple Han Shanhu's attack on Yin Yingfeng. 


Lei Jiudi had already planned from the beginning: The moment Jing Li stepped onto the ring, he would 
take action immediately. He had seen the "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power" and knew that this 
unparalleled sword move had a weakness, which was that it took time to get into a prepared posture 
and was suitable for launching from a long distance; the best way to break this stance was to not give 
Jing Li any time or space to prepare at all! 


——Although some people will say that this is equivalent to a sneak attack, Lei Jiudi disagrees. In his 
eyes, a warrior is ready to fight the moment he steps on the ring. If he is killed at this moment, there will 
be no complaints! 


Lei Jiudi's mind was running rapidly, using his ability to quickly enter the "borrowing phase". When he 
touched the handle of the knife with his right hand, he was already reciting the White Lotus Sect's 
incantation in his heart, and his face began to change. 


The realm of "divine descent". Lei Jiudi bet everything on this first blow. 


——Being able to make such a decision in such an important duel once again proves that he is a master 
among masters. 


In an instant, Lei Jiudi "borrowed" the gods and demons from his own fantasy. In his mind, he and the 
spirit body became one, giving him power beyond mortals. Of course, this was not really a spiritual 
experience, it was completely It is an illusion created through a high degree of mental training. 


Although the gods and demons are fake, the effect of stimulating physical energy is real. The speed of 
Lei Jiudi charging and drawing his sword reached the limit. In the eyes of the spectators around the ring 
who had never practiced martial arts or had low cultivation level, his body was just a blurry flying 
shadow! 


2460 


The silver sword in Lei Jiudi's right hand was unsheathed, and at the same time, the dart was about to 
hit his chest! 


——Lei Jiudi's darts are not aimed at the more deadly head and face, but instead are aimed at the chest, 
because that is the middle part of the human body, and Jingli must use maximum movement to dodge; 
the longer it takes Jing Li to dodge the darts, The fewer gaps there will be to prepare for the next knife 
attack - the quick knife is the real killing! 


Lei Jiu's quick movements of firing darts, drawing swords, and slashing are something that only five 
people in today's martial arts world can accomplish. 


But no matter how fast you move, there is still a way to beat it: as long as you know it in advance. 


Jing Li jumped onto the ring, and the movement of his feet landing on the wooden board seemed easy 
and normal. No one knew that he was secretly preparing while he was in mid-air. 


Before the darts came to him, Jing Li touched the ground with the palms of his feet, and utilized the 
force of the fall to take a sudden diagonal step to the right, and then turned his upper body to the left, 
dodging the three-pointed swallow-tailed darts that flew by with the smallest of movements! 


——He was able to escape because he had already expected that he would be attacked by Lei Jiudi the 
moment he came on stage. He had already made preparations physically and mentally for the 
contingency, but he never revealed it to Lei Jiudi beforehand. 


From Lei Jiudi's various movements, Jing Li vaguely occupies the central position of the ring; the 
expression of anxious eagerness for Jing Li to come on stage; the deliberately lowered hands, seemingly 
relaxed posture... and detects his intention to strike first. How could Jingli himself not be aware of the 
shortcoming of "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" which requires a ready stance? From this 
combination, he concluded Lei Jiuqing's strategy. 


——In this level of battle, just a little insight into the opportunity is enough to become a powerful 
weapon to defeat the enemy: turn the opponent's surprise attack into the best possible use! 
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When Jing Li avoided the dart, he jumped forward diagonally and took advantage of the impulse to take 
another step forward. Taking advantage of the momentum, he took another step forward and rushed 
into Lei Jiudi's arms! 


--The way he dodged and then continued to move forward at a small angle was very similar to Lei Jiuti’s 
"Cloud Hidden God Walking" technique, which he had imitated from Lei Jiudi's previous battle in the 
forest! 


Just as Lei Jiudi's saber was unsheathed, Jing Li unexpectedly rushed forward, the distance between the 
two sides was much shorter than expected, but Lei Jiuti, who was in the realm of "Divine Descent", no 
longer had any room to retract his stance, and his saber continued to slash from the bottom to the top! 


As Jing Li rushed forward, he held the Wild Goose Wing Saber horizontally in front of him, rested his left 
forearm on the back of the sword, and pounced on Lei Jiudi with both man and sword! 


——Jing Li's technique of locking the joints of his arms and using his whole body and body to strike with 
all his strength was taken from the key skills of the Xinyi Sect taught by Dai Kui. 


Although Lei Jiudi's sword moves under "God's Descent" were extremely fast, because he did not expect 
Jing Lito rush towards him, the distance and direction changed suddenly. His silver sword only hit half of 
the trajectory and was already in contact with Jing Li. The wild goose wing knife meets! 


At this close range, Lei Jiudi saw Jing Li's both hands pressing the Wild Goose Wing Saber to him, and his 
left arm wrapped in black was pressing against the back of the saber with all its might, and there 
seemed to be something glittering in his left hand. ...... 


The two sabers clashed with each other, causing sparks to explode in short bursts. 


The silver knife in his right hand was Lei Jiudi's original favorite knife, and it was genuine. However, the 


secret sect's "Mingtang Kuai Sword" has always been known for its speed. It prefers to capture the 
enemy's weak point quickly and rarely engages in such head-on collisions. Therefore, the swords used 


by this sect are also light and thin. 
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The wild goose-wing saber on the other side is a battlefield weapon. It has a thick back and a wide 
blade. The steel is soft and hard, suitable for rough fighting. It is also designed to withstand long-term 
cutting. It is very different from the swords used in the martial arts.; and then it has been repaired and 
polished by master which has brought out the strength of its tough material. 


The blades on both sides were crisscrossed, and Jingli clenched his teeth in an instant. The power of his 
arms was completely pierced on the sword, not giving an inch. Lei Jiudi himself drew the sword to cut 
quickly but was also very tyrannical. As a result, the silver sword could not withstand it. This impact 
caused the front edge to break apart, and the tougher Yanchi Dao scored two points! 


This is the first time someone has been able to cut off Lei Jiudi's sword since he became a "divine 
descender"! 


While the two knives were biting together, Jingli's strength suddenly changed from hard to soft, and his 
right hand actually gave up the hilt of the wild goose wing knife! 


Another unexpected change for Lei Jiudi. 


But Yan Heng, who was beside the ring, was not surprised. Because this was not the first time he had 
seen this move. 


--It was exactly the same move that Brother Jing had used against Xizhao Ping in the depths of Mount 
Qingcheng that day! 


As soon as Lei Jiuti realized that Jing Li's palm had left the hilt of his saber, he knew that his opponent 
would have a next move. However, relying on the amazing speed of "God's Descent", his left hand had 
already gripped the other saber on his right waist and pulled it out with his backhand, together with the 
silver saber in his right hand which was still biting the goose-winged saber, he crossed the three sabers 
in front of his body, and didn't give Jing Li any opportunity to take advantage of it! 


--Jing Li has already given up his sabers and his hands are empty. As long as | can withstand this round of 
attack, | will definitely win... 
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However, Jing Li was not where he expected him to be. 


As soon as Jing Li disappeared in front of his eyes, Lei Jiudi, with his many years of combat experience, 
decided that he was on the lower road without even looking! 


With a thought, Lei Jiudi jumped to the right to escape! 


Sure enough, Jing Li dropped his sword and fell down, almost flat on the ground. His target was Lei 
Jiudi's legs! 


Jing Li's pounce was equivalent to a "splash cutting iron force", a method of sacrificing his body to leap 
forward. His injured right knee joint suddenly felt pain like needle pricks - since he entered the ring, his 
legs jumped three times in succession, and the knee was under great pressure. However, he had to fight 
many times during the injury, and he had long been accustomed to endure the pain, and the strength of 
his right leg was still 100% explosive. 


— endure it one more time. Victory is at hand. 


The secret sect's light body kung fu is unparalleled in the world; Jingli’s body-lighting skills are as fast as 
a mountain ape's. 


The decisive difference between the two lies in their hearts: they both suffered the shock of the two 
swords clashing just now, and Jingli was already prepared for the contingency. 


Because of this slight psychological gap, Lei Jiudi's jump started a little late. 


He himself was aware of the danger. 


--| won't be caught by you! 
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With a thought, Lei Jiudi was able to straighten his waist and launch a move even in mid-air. He used his 
left foot to launch the Secret Sect's "Inch Nail Kick" and kicked towards Jing Li's extended left hand from 
a short distance! 


Jing Li threw himself under Lei Jiudi, and his left hand seemed to have dodged the leg at the last 
moment, passing by his feet. He took advantage of the remaining momentum and jumped over Lei Jiudi, 
threw himself behind him, rolled around, and knelt down. In the center of the ring. 


——With a touch of intense bright red. 


Lei Jiudi, who seemed to have finished his kick to force Jing split back, also took advantage of his leap 
and landed on the right side of the ring. But as soon as he landed on the ground, his body immediately 
collapsed. He knelt heavily on the table with his left knee. He also let go of the two knives held in his 
right hand. He only used his left hand to insert the single knife into the floor to stop his fall, and then 
supporting the hilt of the saber before kneeling down. 


After the two of them crossed each other, they were seen kneeling on the ring with their backs to each 
other. They were still and motionless for a moment. 


The few moves just now were actually completed in just two breaths. Most of the spectators could not 
see what happened at all - except for seeing Lei Jiudi's three-pointed swallow-tailed dart flying directly 
over the heads of the crowd. Then he passed by and was nailed to the bamboo wall opposite. 


"Six Swordsmen" and Yin Yingfeng, Tang Hao, Xing Ying, Pang Tianshun, Dai Kui and others used great 
concentration to roughly see the process of the fight, but what happened in the last scene where the 
two of them crossed paths? Everyone was still confused. 


At this time, some spectators shouted, because they saw that the wooden board under Lei Jiudi's feet 
was gradually expanding into a pool of blood. 


The blood came from a tear in Lei Jiudi's left cloth boot. 
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Only then did Jing Li stand up. He tried his best to support himself with his left leg, but he still felt pain in 
his right knee when he stood upright. Although the few moves just now were simple, they were very 
energy-intensive due to the frequent connections, and Jing Li had to concentrate on them before he 
could stand firm. 


He raised his left hand. In his left palm, which everyone thought was empty, he was holding a short 
blade shaped like an animal's tooth, which was the very weapon he had seized after winning the battle 
against the Mei Xin Shu in Luling. 


Jing Li had actually kept this blade under his belt, and did not take it out until he was in mid-air when he 
ascended to the ring. At that time, when everyone saw him carrying the sheathed Wild Goose-winged 
Saber, their attention was focused on his right hand, and they did not pay attention to the fact that 
there was an extra blade in his other hand. 


In fact, Jing Li had a plan for everything: before he unsheathed his other weapons and handed them 
over to his companions in full view of the public, and when he ascended to the ring, he intentionally 
pressed the platform with his left hand, in order to make everyone, including Lei Jiudi, believe that he 
did not have any other weapons in his hand except for the Wild Goose-winged Saber, in order to make 
this final blow. 


Yan Heng saw Brother Jing use his saber like a magic trick, and thought back to what he had said when 
he had defeated Xi Zhaoping: 


"| beat you because of this." Jing Li pointed to his head, and then to his heart and chest: "This is the 
reason | beat you." 


At this time, Lei Jiudi wanted to stand up, but when he exerted force on his left foot, he knelt down 
again in pain. Jing Li's flying attack just now used all his strength. Although the backhand knife that came 
out seemed to be just a light blow, the curved blade was enough to severely cut the tendon of Lei Jiudi’s 
left calf. No matter how high Lei Jiudi was, even with his martial arts cultivation, it is impossible to resist 
the collapse of this physical body. 


But the stubborn Lei Jiudi still tried to stand up again and again. Each time it only made the laceration on 
the leg bigger. The last time he fell down in a pool of his own blood. 


2466 


Jing Li had already won with this sword, and "Breaking Six Swordsmen" and other martial arts comrades 
should have cheered excitedly. However, seeing the miserable condition of Lei Jiudi, a peerless master, 
they couldn't help but remain silent. Even though he knew clearly that Lei Jiudi had done a lot of evil and 
had an evil temperament, seeing that he was like a tiger trapped in a trap at the moment, he still 
couldn't bear it. 


The same was true for other spectators who were not martial arts practitioners. No one cheered or 
clapped. The entire bamboo shed was completely silent, so that the people snooping outside thought 
that the decisive battle had not yet begun. 


"It's already over." Jing Li didn't smile like he usually does, he just calmly looked at the struggling Secret 
Sect Sect Master. 


"Nol" 


Lei Jiudi roared wildly, got up with great will, and finally stood on one right leg. His left hand trembled 
and he handed the knife to his right hand. His face was extremely pale due to severe pain and blood 
loss, but his strong and unyielding aura had not dissipated. 


"It's not over yet! Your sword moves... I'm going to take over your sword moves!" 


Jing Li knew that what he was talking about was "waves cut through iron power". 


Even though Lei Jiuti has the "Divine Descent" technique, his martial arts saber is still based on the 
Secret Sect's martial arts, which emphasizes on speed, and now that Lei Jiudi can't use his leg, it's 
difficult for him to use it. 


In his current state, Jie Li did not need to use the "Wave Flower Chopping Iron Stance", he could have 
used any other normal saber moves to win the battle. 


--Moreover, Jing Li had jumped fiercely many times, and he was afraid that his right knee would recur, 
so there was no reason for him to take the risk of using the "Wave Chopping Iron Strength" move. 
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Jing Li looked at Lei Jiudi's limp posture. From the feel of his backhand saber, Jing Li was sure that Lei 
Jiudi's tendon had been severed. At Lei Jiudi's age, it would be nearly impossible for him to fully recover 
from such a serious injury and regain his original strength. 


--His martial arts life is over. 


Jing Li stared at Lei Jiudi for a long time, and then looked at Yuan Xing on the side of the stage. 


"Give me the knife." 


Yuan Xing was dumbfounded, but he immediately understood what Jing Li was thinking, because he was 
also able to empathize with Lei Jiudi's feelings at this moment. Without a word, Yuan Xing threw the 
saber onto the stage. 


Jing Li took the saber and slowly pulled out the long blade, then threw the sheath aside. 


Seeing the light of the blade in Jing Li's hand, Lei Jiudi smiled. The man who had always been filled with 
grudges was actually giving Jing Li a look of gratitude at this moment. 


He then raised his saber, ready to strike. 


Lian Feihong, who was downstage, couldn't help but respect his arch-enemy when he saw him like this. 


--I've been defeated by such a guy before, | shouldn't be ashamed. 


Yan Heng also saw in Lei Jiudi the indomitable figure of his master, He Zisheng. 


Tong Jing shed tears. She had never had the chance to say a word of thanks to Lei Jiudi for his 
"teaching". But she knew she would never forget this person. 
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Jing Li's expression remained calm. But his legs gradually bent down. His back arched like a cat's. His 
hands were gently holding the Japanese saber, which was hanging diagonally in front of him below his 
knees. His whole body was in a subtle state of relaxation, yet harboring explosive energy. Contrary to Lei 
Jiudi's unnatural "divine descent" state, Jing Li's posture seems to have secretly merged with the 
heavens and the earth, and has been shaped in accordance with nature's laws and reasoning. 


It is the starting stance of the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance". This is the first time that the hemline is able 
to be utilized with both feet and hands. 


Lei Jiudi grinned when he saw it. But that smile was a bit sad. 


Because of his stubborn desire to win, he gave up his frontal attack on the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" 
and opted for a grab-and-attack method. His ego was submerged by his paranoia, and in the end, Jing 
Li's counter-measures won him the battle. Lei Jiudi was defeated by his mind's strategy and that small 
move of the short saber's counter-cutting, and his heart was filled with remorse. 


He thought to himself: If he had taken the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" squarely from the beginning, he 
might not have had no chance to win. And there would have been no regret. 


But there was no more chance. 


Now that Jing Li had let him see this amazing saber again, Lei Jiudi felt an inexplicable comfort and 
gratitude in his heart. 


For amoment, it was as if there were only two people left in the ring. 


In the next moment, Lei Jiudi's face changed again. 


The final "Divine Descent". Lei Jiudi’s ghostly appearance was even more poignant than the previous 
one. 


2469 


Under the strong self-hypnosis, the pain in his left foot disappeared. The hand holding the saber no 
longer trembled. 


Lei Jiudi jumped with only his right leg and rushed towards Jing Li - a ridiculous action, but with the 
strange speed of "God's Descent", it was still amazingly powerful. 


Lei Jiudi let out a scream that was like the cry of a ghost, causing pain in the eardrums of all the 
spectators! 


He raises his saber. 


At the same time, Jing Li also started to move. 


Jing Li didn't need to use his full power to defeat Lei Jiuti, but to pay his respect, he still used his full 
power to launch the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance". 


--The strongest ever. 


Jing Li jumped forward with his legs, and at the same time, his mind "borrowed" the potential of the 
surging waves, and his body rotated accordingly. 


This transformation is also different from the past. In the past, the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" only 
had two types of rotation, left-right and up-down; however, now that Jing Li was able to use his legs to 
start the movement, he did not have to worry about the difficulty in balancing, and the angle of rotation 
could be more delicately controlled! 


The long Japanese saber, which had gathered the essence, energy, and spirit of his entire body, was 
launched with the flip, and swung out from the upper right side from a high position! 


The high speed at which the saber swept through the air seemed to be swirling into the air around it. 
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When Lei Jiudi, who had not yet finished his saber, met the light of the blade that had reached the realm 
of "Yao Yao Dazzle", he could feel the "Borrowed Phase" of the Jing Li, and it was as if he could hear the 
sound of the roaring waves. 


--It's so beautiful. 


The saber passed by at a speed invisible to the human eye. 


Jing Li took advantage of the remaining momentum to fly over Lei Jiudi, and then he spun around, 
landed on the ground with both feet, and then ran forward a few steps to eliminate the momentum. 
This was the first time since he created the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" that he had utilized this saber 
move in a real battle and managed to land perfectly. 


Behind Jing Li's body, Lei Jiudi collapsed and fell forward, hitting the platform head-on, and his right 
arm, which was holding the saber, broke off with a fountain of blood. 


Many of the spectators turned their faces away in dismay. 


Jing Li stood still, turned back, threw away the Japanese saber which was not stained with a drop of 
blood, and ran up to Lei Jiudi with a painful limp on his right leg, and picked up Lei Jiudi, who was 
completely bathed in blood. 


Once he turned over, he saw that Lei's chest had been slashed diagonally by the "Wave Chopping Iron 
Strength". Lei Jiudi's face was as white as paper, and his nose and mouth were bleeding as he took his 
last breath. 


However, it was also at this moment that Lei Jiudi lost his usual frenzy and regained his calm and 
peaceful demeanor. He looked at Jing Li with unfocused eyes. Jing Li did not know if Lei Jiudi had seen 
him, but he still spoke to him. 


"You go first. One day we will fight again on the other side, and then you will really take my saber." Lei 
Jiudi's head seemed to nod slightly, but it was impossible to tell whether it was a response to Jing Li's 
words or just a twitch before he died. 
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Jing Li gently put down Lei Jiudi, who had stopped breathing, and stood alone in the ring. 


Below the stage, his companions, grateful friends, excited admirers, and everyone else were silently 
looking up to him. 


How quiet it was. Jing Li heard the sound of waves lapping at the shore outside. 


The first thing that came to his mind was a faint loneliness. 


OOOL 


This year, the Wudang Sect disappeared from the world; Jing Li crossed the threshold of the absolute 
masters. But the journey of blood and steel, love and battle is not yet over. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 149 Volume 14: Mountain-Fire-Sea 
Afterword 


You probably didn't realize when you were reading the book (or maybe | did a good job of hiding it): | 
actually write long novels quite casually, and | don't have as detailed a plan as readers might think. 


When | first conceived of "The Poems of Martial Arts Madness", | didn't actually plan in advance how 
many paragraphs the whole story would be divided into. | just wrote it down vigorously (I was very 
satisfied to be able to continue publishing). As a result, the entire structure came out naturally: From 
Volumes 1 to 5 are the first part, "Wudang Ambition Chapter"; Volumes 6 to 9 are "Breaking the Door 
with Six Swords Chapter"; and this volume is the end of the third part, "Love and Fighting Chapter". 
There is still the final fourth part in my mind, and the whole story is about to come to an end. 


As for what the next fourth part will be called? As | said, | am a spontaneous writer, but | still haven’t 
figured it out yet. The name of this part, "Love and Fighting", is also a line of dialogue that came to my 
mind when | was writing Volume 10. | found it very appropriate and used it as the theme. Then | kept 
writing and realized that these four words have the same meaning as the story. The different branches 
do coincide. | believe the name of the next part will probably be born in this way. 


In fact, this kind of impromptu and casual writing method is not new to me. It was already like this when 
| wrote the last long novel "Killing Zen". In the end, many things were naturally connected and 
aggregated to become what | wanted. 


Looking back, this was probably not luck or coincidence, it was just something that was not done 
consciously. Of course, this "open" writing method is not without its shortcomings. For example, the 
time spent on writing is difficult to control, and it is quite stressful for a long story. 


However, | don't want to change it, because | feel that this way of writing is more alive. | think it's more 
vital to write in this way. If you plan something too well, it's like doing the same thing over and over 
again, which is boring. 


Similarly, when | first conceived of Poetry of the Martial Madness, | didn't expect such a heavy weight to 
be placed on the portrayal of chivalry and love; much of it came out naturally as the book was being 
written and deepened in thought. 
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This is a personal habit of mine: words are the best medium for me to think. It's even the same with 
remembering people's names in life. Many people might be surprised to learn that as a writer, I'm 
terrible at remembering the names of my new friends (which often leads to embarrassing situations) 
because | can't remember them by ear, but once I've written them down, I've gotten much better at it. 
So in the future, if you're making new friends, you should prepare business cards for me (laughs). 


That's all | have to say this time. | hope you'll join me in looking forward to the final installment of 
"Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic," because honestly, | don't even know what it's going to be like. 


Qiao Jingfu 


June 26, 2014 


2474 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 150 


Volume 15 The Sheep and the Tiger Introduction 


A prophet cannot be taken from ghosts and gods, cannot be imitated by things, cannot be verified by 
measurement, but must be taken from people. 


——"Sun Tzu-Yongjian Chapter Thirteen" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 152 Chapter 1: Outside the Pass 


Song Li rubbed her sleepy eyes, dragged her bare feet lazily out of the room, and soon found the familiar 
figure in the kitchen in the corner of the hut. 


A pot of porridge was being cooked on the gentle wood fire. The owner of the figure at the back was 
stirring gently with a spoon, and the fragrance of rice spread around the house. The bright sunlight 
shines through the kitchen window, making the back figure look bright and clean, making the outline 
look a little hazy. 


However, Song Li still recognized him at a glance. 


"little six..." 


The hand stirring the boiling porridge stopped. Yan Xiaoliu turned around and smiled at Song Li. 


That smile was as innocent as when he was still in Qingcheng Mountain. 


"Are you up?" Xiaoliu's voice was particularly clear and gentle in this quiet morning. "Sit down first. It 
will take a while." 


Smelling the aroma of the porridge, Song Li felt extremely hungry. But Xiao Liu's smile and voice were so 
convincing that she sat down at the dinner table obediently, resting her elbows on the table and her 
chin in her palms, staring at Xiao Liu who continued to focus on cooking porridge. 


Then the door to the hut opened. Another hazy figure with sunlight walked in and gently closed the 
door from the inside. 


"You've been here for too long." Xiao Liu complained to the person who entered the room, but it was 
clear that he was not really dissatisfied, just the frankness between old friends: "Bring the things over 
quickly and get them ready. I'm waiting for you here." 
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Hou Yingzhi, who came back carrying a big bamboo basket, wiped the sweat on his forehead, nodded to 
Xiao Liu, winked at Song Li, and took the bamboo basket to the kitchen. 


Xiaoying opened the cloth cover of the bamboo basket and took out a handful of mountain vegetables 
and a few freshly picked wild mushrooms. He picked a few vegetables and a wild mushroom, skillfully 
fetched water and washed them, chatting and laughing with Xiaoliu beside him while working. 


Song Li didn't hear clearly what they were saying, and just stared at their expressions from behind as 
they answered each other. Xiaoliu and Xiaoying. A pair of best friends. They are together again. And he's 
cooking porridge for me. In this warm little house. In such beautiful sunshine. 


Although Song Li was hungry, she also hoped in her heart that the porridge would never be cooked 
properly. 


Xiaoying washed and wiped the vegetables, picked up the kitchen knife and prepared to chop it, but she 
was sensitively aware that Song Li's breathing stopped behind her. 


Xiaoying and Xiaoliu turned around and saw that Song Li was not smiling, looking at the gleaming 
kitchen knife in Xiaoying's hand with a pale face. 


Xiaoying smiled tenderly at Song Li: "Fool, this is not a sword." 


Xiaoliu on the other side also smiled and said: "Xiaoli, don't be afraid. Have you forgotten? Ever since 
your father and Senior Brother Song went away and we left Qingcheng Mountain, we have only been 
vegetarian. We will never kill." 


Xiaoying swung her kitchen knife down and cut the wild mushroom into two pieces. "Look, there's no 
blood. Are you relieved?" 


Only then did Song Li regain her breathing and slowly smiled at the two of them. 
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——Yes, there is no blood. No more bleeding. 


——As long as | am with these two people, | don’t have to be afraid anymore. 


Xiaoying picked up the chopped vegetables with the back of a knife and scattered them into the nest. 
The aroma of the porridge became richer, and Song Li felt more relaxed. 


The wild vegetable porridge is finally ready. Xiaoying brought the bowls and chopsticks, while Xiaoliu 
carefully brought the earthenware pot to the center of the table. Finally, a bowl of hot porridge was 
placed in front of Song Li. 


Before she even had it in her mouth, Song Li was already convinced that this would be the most 
delicious thing she had ever eaten in her life. 


But when she picked up the bowl of porridge, there was an unknown vibration that caused the boiling 
porridge to splash out of the bowl and burn her fingers. Song Li cried out in pain and knocked the 
porridge on the table. 


"What is it?" Song Li held her burned fingers and looked around for the source of the vibration. 


The shocks came one after another, and became more and more intense. The cups, basins, tables and 
chairs all trembled as if asking for help. The whole cabin was shaking and seemed about to collapse at 
any moment. 


Song Li looked helplessly at Xiao Liu and Xiao Ying across the table, but they just sat motionless, staring 
at Song Li with a wry smile without saying a word. 


"Don't...| don't want to leave here..." 


Song Li begged, but Xiaoliu and Xiaoying didn't seem to hear her, and just continued to look at her 


silently. 
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They were only a table apart, but Song Li felt like they were worlds away from each other. 


Finally, Song Li accepted her fate. She closed her eyes gently and without tears in the shock. The two 
faces she had been closest to disappeared into the darkness. 


Song Li finally knew what the vibration and bumps were. But she still refused to open her eyes when she 
was awake - even this false sleep was just the last bit of weak resistance. 


OOOO 


But she couldn't resist the aroma that filled the car, and her stomach made an unsatisfactory sound. 


"If you want to eat, get up quickly." A mature female voice said, "We are about to finish it all." 


Song Li opened her eyes and got up, looking at Ma Di who was speaking. 


As Ma Di spoke, he bit into a goose leg in his hand, tore off a piece of skin and chewed it. The aroma of 
barbecue meat came out, and the aroma was mixed with a wild smell. 


Ma Di was only two years older than Song Li, but his figure was much stronger than the delicate Song 
Li's. Even if he was sitting cross-legged in the carriage, it was still difficult to hide his toned body. She has 
slightly curly black hair, and her skin color is darker than Song Li's; her thick, glossy lips carry a primitive 
allure. 


However, what was completely incompatible with this beautiful appearance was a big belly protruding 
from the hem of Mao Qiu. She was actually pregnant and seemed to be giving birth at any time. 


The vibrations in Song Li's dream were naturally the bumps of the carriage. The carriage was 
exaggeratedly large, almost equal to a cabin on wheels. The interior was luxuriously furnished, with 
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brocade quilts underneath, and the windows and other gaps were sealed with cotton strips to keep out 
the cold. 


In addition to Song Li and Ma Di, there was a Tatar beauty in the car, who was also eating barbecued 
wild geese, and her eating was even more rude than Ma Di. Song Li couldn't understand her and didn't 
even know her name. 


But one thing Song Li knew very well: all three of them were playthings owned by the same person. 


Song Li got up and saw the plate with roasted wild goose. She reached for the smallest piece, put it in 
her mouth and drank it. But she couldn't bear the smell of the meat juice, so she spit it out. 


Ma Di looked at her and sighed, then found a basin from the corner of the carriage with several pieces 
of scones in it. Song Li nodded in thanks as she took it. 


"Thank you, Sister." 


"Actually, you don't need to call me ‘sister'." Ma Di said, gnawing at the leg bones of the wild goose, 
"You are older than me." 


Ma Di only became the wife of the current Zhengde Emperor Zhu Houzhao seven months ago, and the 
process was very absurd: her brother Ma Ang was originally the commander-in-chief of Yansui, but was 
dismissed for corruption. Fortunately, she has a good friend Jiang who also had a military background. 
Bin has become the most popular person around the emperor. After the two discussed, Ma Ang 
presented his beautiful sister Ma Di to the emperor. 


However, the most ridiculous thing is that Ma Di was no longer a daughter at that time and had long 
since been married to commander Bi Chun. What's more, when Ma Ang sent her to the "Leopard 
Room", she was already two months pregnant! 


Emperor Zhengde was known to everyone inside and outside the palace for his strong sexual desire and 
unfettered taste in women. He was fascinated by Ma Di's beauty and unique personality at the first 
sight. He did not mind that she was a wife and pregnant, so he immediately accepted her as her. The 
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beloved concubine of the "Leopard Room". As the "uncle of the state", Ma Ang was naturally rewarded, 
was immediately reinstated and promoted to the right governor; and Jiang Bin, who had made 
meritorious deeds, also won greater trust from the emperor. 


Song Li ate the scones and observed Ma Di, who was still chewing the meat. In the maze-like "Leopard 
Room", they rarely saw each other except for feast occasions. Song Li heard everything about Ma Di 
from the palace maid. She has always had a faint feeling of disgust towards Ma Di. 


Especially when she was favored by Zhu Houzhao, she felt disgusted when she thought that he was 
hugging the body as a pregnant woman. 


This time when she came out, she and Ma Di faced each other day and night, but her view of this 
woman completely changed. Especially seeing her big belly, Song Li couldn't help but feel pity in her 
heart. 


Ma Di didn't seem to need her pity at all. On the contrary, she always seemed stronger than Song Li, and 
she always looked after Song Li during the journey. Song Li felt like she suddenly had a sister she had 
never had before. 


"Are you still eating the meat of that wild bird?" Song Li couldn't help but ask after eating the scones: 
"Isn't it okay if you're not afraid?" She touched her belly as she spoke, signaling to the child in Ma Di's 
womb. 


Ma Di smiled: "No." She lowered her head and stroked her bulging belly with her greasy hands: "| was 
born outside the customs. My father was an officer guarding the border at that time. My mother said 
that she was pregnant with | ate everything, and when | was born, | was even stronger than my older 
brother!" 


Song Li looked at Ma Di's shoulders and arms. They were indeed wider and stronger than many men. 
Song Li once saw it with her own eyes at a banquet in the "Leopard Room". Ma Di, who was already 
slightly pregnant, performed fast and accurate riding and archery skills on the school field, making the 
emperor clap his hands with joy. | heard that this was one of the reasons why Zhu Houzhao doted on 
her. 
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——Ma Di comes from a military family. Besides being beautiful and beautiful, she is also very smart. 
She learned all her riding and archery skills by herself while exposed to the military camp. In addition, 
she learned several kinds of Fan languages from the conversations between prisoners of war and slaves, 
so that she could far surpass the daughter of an ordinary family. 


Looking at Ma Di's strong body, Song Li couldn't help but feel envious and jealous. Thinking back to the 
old days in the Qingcheng sect, sick and weak, she was like an outsider, then how lonely ...... 


Besides the two of them, they will also care about me 


Thinking of the broken dream just now, Song Li's heart seemed to be under heavy pressure, and she 
couldn't help but press her chest and frown. 


Ma Di silently looked at Song Li's hard-working expression. She heard from the maid in the "Leopard 
Room" that Song Meiren relied on this frown to attract the emperor's affection, so she could stay with 
the new and fun-loving emperor for so long. Ma Di looked carefully at this time and saw that Song Li's 
expression was indeed unspeakably beautiful, but at the same time he could also see that it was not a 
forced act. 


——Beauty, just because it is true. 


Seeing that Song Li seemed to be out of breath, Ma Di said a word to the beautiful Tatar woman. The 
Tatar beauty replied with a disgusted expression, but Ma Di shouted again in Fan language. The Tatar 
beauty was intimidated by Ma Di's strong momentum, reluctantly put down the food in her hands, 
climbed up and opened the car window. 


At the same time, Ma Di brought a fur fur and covered Song Li. 


The cold wind blew in through the car window and swept away the stuffy air inside. Although Song Li 
felt cold, her mind became clearer and her depression gradually subsided. She tightened the fur on her 
shoulders, nodded to Ma Di to thank her, and then climbed to the car window to look outside. 
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What appeared in front of him was the vast scenery outside the Great Wall and the endless plains, 
which shocked Song Li. She showed excited eyes and looked at the junction of heaven and earth in the 
distance. There were flocks of migratory birds flying in the blue sky, which made her feel longing 
leisurely. 


After being imprisoned in a palace without seeing the light of day for many years, Song Li felt at this 
moment that she could touch freedom just by reaching out the window... 


Unfortunately, the sight he saw the next moment brought Song Li back from his dream: a group of 
heavily armored cavalry with gleaming swords, guns and shields roared past the window. 


Song Li stretched his head and looked at the front and back of the carriage. There were thousands of 
people, horses and baggage vehicles, followed by densely packed infantry. The sky was full of flags 
billowing in the wind, and the military formation stretched like a long snake. 


——And | am just a piece of cargo carried... 


At this time, Song Li noticed that Ma Di was behind him and looking out of the window. Ma Di did not 
look at the military forces around the car, but just enjoyed the scenery of the wilderness plains with a 
look of nostalgia in his eyes. 


Song Li remembered the experience Ma Di had just said. 


"You miss this scenery very much?" 


Ma Di nodded, then touched her belly: "I really want my child to grow up in a place like this." 


As she said this, her eyes turned to resentment: "If my face looked uglier, it wouldn't be a dream." 


These words made Song Li feel sad, and she looked at the scenery in the distance speechlessly. Looking 


at this vast wilderness, Song Li thought of Yan Xiaoliu: He was still wandering freely outside, right? 
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Thinking of this, Song Li felt as if her heart had been stabbed hard by a sharp cone. 


Two years ago, out of her hatred for warriors, she encouraged the emperor to issue a "Martial Control 
Order" and called on warriors from all over the world to hunt down the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the 
Gate". At that time, she had no idea that Yan Heng was on the wanted list of those six; It wasn't until the 
Wudang sect fell and Song Li was deeply relieved that his revenge was avenged that he became curious 
and wanted to know who the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" were. Why did Wudang go against 
the imperial court on their behalf? 


When she got the wanted notice widely announced outside the palace from the palace maid and saw 
the words "Sichuan Yan calls himself the successor of the Qingcheng Sword Sect" written on it, her 
whole body suddenly felt like she had fallen into an icy lake. 


| had persecuted Xiaoliu with my own hands! 


After being rescued by the palace maid, Song Li anxiously sent them to investigate (several pieces of 
jewelry given by the emperor were used for this purpose), and they were reassured once again that no 
one had killed the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door"; however, "The Six Swords of Breaking the Door" 
The crime has not been cleared, and Song Li is still worried about Xiao Liu's safety. 


After listening to Ma Di's words, Song Li couldn't help but recall the scene when she broke up with Yan 
Xiaoliu at the "Tai'an Temple" in the back mountain of Qingcheng. Every word she said to Xiaoliu at that 
time made her regret it today. 


If | hadn't scolded Xiao Liu away that day... If | had followed him that day... Maybe now, he and | are 
riding horses in such a wild plain, living freely. 


--If only I'd had a little more courage ...... 


There are two more women on the "Six Swordsmen" wanted list. Could one of them be Xiaoliu...? 


Song Li only felt jealousy burning in her chest. 
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Two years ago, the Wu-Tang Clan was wiped out by the imperial imperial army at her instigation, but the 
pleasure of successful revenge was not as strong as she imagined. The head of the traitor brought back 
by the imperial guard, Eunuch Zhang Yong, had to be replaced by the unfamiliar Wudang deputy master 
Shi Xinghao. There was neither the legendary Yao Lianzhou nor Ye Chenyuan, the enemy that Song Li 
could never forget. Will the two of them live or die in the end? Song Li may never have the chance to 
know in the future. All that's left is a huge feeling of emptiness, and the continued life of being caged in 
the "Leopard Room." 


Song Li has thought about death more than once. The only thing stopping her was her concern for 
Xiaoliu. Day and night, she tried to persuade the emperor to lift the wanted order for "Six Swordsmen", 
but she never found a chance. 


At this moment, two riders suddenly approached the carriage. Sitting on the saddle were two well- 
dressed eunuchs. They looked towards Song Li and Ma Di in the window, their eyes particularly falling 
on Ma Di's face. 


"Two beauties, be careful if you catch cold." One of the eunuchs said expressionlessly. Song Li was a 
little scared and wanted to close the car window, but Ma Di behind her held her hand down and stared 
hard at the eunuch's face. The two eunuchs seemed to be surprised. They bowed slightly in the saddle 
and pulled their horses to let the cart go first. However, after a while, they spurred their horses to pace 
and followed behind the cart. 


Song Li looked at Madi with questioning eyes. 


"They're the ones Yang Tinghe paid off." Maddy said, "They're here to watch over me and the baby." 


Ma Di, who was pregnant, was favored by the emperor. This incident shocked all the officials in the 
court, especially the current chief minister Yang Tinghe, who became even more furious. Yang Tinghe 
once served in Zhan Shifu and was an assistant tutor to Zhu Houzhao, who was still the crown prince at 
that time. The emperor naturally respected him very much. As a teacher, Yang Tinghe urged the 
emperor not to recruit Ma Di into the "Leopard Room", but the emperor refused. This dispute, coupled 
with Jiang Bin's instigation, caused a rift between Emperor Zhengde and the courtiers. 
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What Yang Tinghe was worried about was, of course, that once the child was born, if Zhu Houzhao 
absurdly recognized it as his own flesh and blood, wouldn't the succession of the Ming royal family be 
disrupted? This was a major event that shook the foundation of the country, so Yang Tinghe monitored 
Ma Di closely to prepare for changes. 


Song Li had already heard about this relationship, so she looked at Ma Di worriedly. But Ma Di showed 
strong and courageous eyes, holding her belly with both hands, as if hugging an unborn child. 


"I'm going to live, no matter what." Madi's eyes were still gazing out the window at the distant sky. "For 


him. 


Ma Di's voice and eyes deeply moved Song Li. Song Li then recalled the dream just now. Finally, she also 
decided her reason for living. 


——I must see Xiaoliu and Xiaoying again. 


——No matter where they are at the moment. 


Song Li followed Ma Di and looked out the window at the vast sky, her eyes burning with the fire of life 
that she had not seen for a long time. 


OOOO 


On the right side of the middle section of the procession, a cavalry team of less than two hundred 
people separated from the group and galloped on the plain. Although it was only half speed, it can be 
seen from the neat posture of the people and horses that they were all strong and elite warriors. 


This healthy army is truly extraordinary. At this moment, they were divided into two groups, the front 
and rear. The thirty or forty horsemen running in front were the three thousand battalions of armored 
soldiers of the imperial guards of the Ming Dynasty. They were dressed in gorgeous and neatly 
decorated armor. The chorus among the riding horses made the sound of armor clanking, taking the 
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lead; There is a flag bearer in front, supported by a belt and stirrups, holding a tall straight flag with one 
hand, and the five characters "Mighty General" are written on the fluttering cloth. 


As for the rear, less than thirty steps away, there is another group of warriors with a total of a hundred 
cavalry. Their temperament is completely different from the armored cavalry in front. The armor on 
their bodies is much simpler, and the position and number of parts are also different. It is obviously for 
coordination. Each soldier is specialized in different tactics, and the weapons and equipment carried by 
each soldier are not uniform. The pairs of eyes they exposed under their battle helmets exuded a hungry 
and ferocious aura. They were not as solemn as the armored guards, and were slightly more casual but 
at the same time made people feel more dangerous. These are the guerrilla cavalry stationed in Xuanfu. 
They have rich experience in fighting the Tatars. Riding their horses on the plains outside the pass feels 
like returning home. 


Their commander was among them. The majestic Jiang Bin rode his favorite war horse, with a bow and a 
scimitar hanging on his waist. He didn't even put on his helmet, but hung it casually beside the saddle, 
deliberately showing his face with scars from the battle, fierce. His eyes were staring straight at the 
cavalry ahead. 


Although Jiang Bin, who was born as a border general, has become a favorite of the throne, replacing 
Qian Ning in charge of the Imperial Guard, and has lived in the capital to accompany the emperor, he 
has never let go of the power of the Xuanfu personal soldiers, and often persuaded Emperor Zhengde to 
allow him to This frontier army was mobilized to the capital for defense and imperial drills. This not only 
preserved his influence in the frontier army, but also pleased the emperor. He also took the opportunity 
to gain some authority to protect the capital. 


Jiang Bin has been closely monitoring the imperial cavalry in front. Among the clumps of armor, a knight 
can be seen who is slightly thin, but the posture of riding the horse is equally agile. The armor is 
particularly luxurious, and the armor pieces reflect brilliant golden light. Behind him is a bright red cloak 
embroidered with gold, and on top of the helmet. The sides are decorated with raptor wings. 


The figure on the back is none other than the owner of the military title on the straight banner: 
"Zhenguo Gong, Governor of Military Affairs, Mighty General, Chief Military Officer" Zhu Shou. 


——To put it bluntly, the current Zhengde Emperor Zhu Houzhao gave himself such a long and 
prestigious official rank. 
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Under the temptation of Jiang Bin, the emperor had long had the idea of going out of the capital to 
gallop outside the border. He tried once three years ago, but was stopped by loyal officials at the Juyong 
Pass and returned defeated. The courtiers were of course extremely nervous about the emperor's desire 
to leave the border: none of them had forgotten the great disaster of the "Tumu Incident" in which 
Emperor Yingzong was captured, the army of the Ming Dynasty was almost exhausted, and the capital 
city was almost destroyed by the Mongols, and they did not want to see a repeat of this great disaster. 


But Zhu Houzhao was not resigned to it, and planned with Jiang Bin again. This time he finally succeeded 
in using a plan to break out and reach the free world he dreamed of. 


And Jiang Bin also got his wish: after leaving the capital, his rival Qian Ning and many courtiers were not 
around, and the emperor was in charge of him alone; as long as he greeted the emperor well outside 
the customs and gave him enough experience to lead troops on adventures, his status would be better 
Stable as Mount Tai, towering over all the courtiers. 


——At that time, Qian Ning also had to look at my face... | could even get rid of him... 


However, there was no trace of joy or excitement on Jiang Bin's face at this moment. Instead, he looked 
solemnly at the emperor who was enjoying leading his troops and riding horses, with worry and faint 
fear in his brows. 


It turned out that after leaving customs, the emperor and his party arrived at Xuanfu, Jiang Bin's base. 
After only a few days of playing, they heard a piece of news: 


The Tatar "little prince" led an army of 50,000 people and was heading to the border town of Datong to 
invade. 


—-—lIt’s the “little prince”. He was a notoriously perverted figure in the Ming army. 


The emperor's eyes suddenly lit up after hearing the news. 
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Seeing this look, Jiang Bin already felt bad, but before he had time to think of a way to dissuade him, the 
emperor had already ordered the elite soldiers and horses of the Xuanfu border army to march to 
Datongfu in person! 


"I'm going to meet him for a while." The emperor said confidently, stroking a silver machete in his hand. 


Jiang Bin stared without saying a word. 


"Meet him for a while"? That Tatar "little prince"? 


— —Do you know that the Xuanfu where we are now was invaded by this "little prince" three years ago, 
and captured many towns, burning, killing and looting hundreds of miles back and forth, and no one can 
stop it? 


——Just you? You, a boy who lives in the palace for a long time and plays the "troop training" game in 
the "Leopard Room", want to "meet him for a while"? 


But Jiang Bin saw Zhu Houzhao's expression and knew that he had made up his mind. Jiang Bin's wealth 
was all obtained by pleasing the emperor. To displease the emperor at such a moment, that was 
something Jiang Bin would not do even if he died. 


——| have no choice but to let him do what he wants for the time being... maybe after a while, he will 
get scared and retreat on his own. Why should | take the risk of falling out of favor and infringing on his 
whim? 


But today has almost reached Datong Province Yanghe Wei, Jiang Bin saw in front of the emperor, is 
leading the iron armor guards riding strolling plains, half no sign of nervousness and fear, and even 
really showed some of the confidence of the great generals and power frame. 


Jiang Bin met Zhu Houzhao day and night in the "Leopard Room" in the capital. Although the young 
emperor still loved to play, Jiang Bin noticed that he had undergone special changes in the past year or 
so, adding some unprecedented magnanimity, but he didn't know what it was. reason. 
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——Looking back now, it seems that it was after the Shenji Battalion eliminated the Wudang Clan... 


In front, the Zhengde Emperor Zhu Houzhao led his forty cavalry guards, galloping on the free and open 
plains he had dreamed of for a long time. The body under the luxurious armor was boiling with blood, 
and the horses were driven to speed up unknowingly. 


"Your Majesty!" the personal guards behind the emperor on the left side shouted as they urged their 
horses to follow, "Please don't stray too far from the group." 


——Although these imperial guards have never guarded the border, they have also heard that the Tatar 
cavalry come and go like the wind, and how dangerous the wilderness outside the pass is. One moment 
it may seem like there is no one around, and the next moment it may be filled with arrows. 


Although Zhu Houzhao loved excitement and adventure, he was not a fool and knew that he was no 
longer in the amusement park of the Panther's Room, and that he had to listen to the words of his 
generals. Therefore, he slowed down his horse, and the Iron Horsemen at his back slowed down to 
follow and protect the Emperor's two flanks. 


While the horses were pacing, Zhu Houzhao looked out from under his battle helmet and looked at the 
fields that were turned golden by the sun. He knew that on the invisible other side, countless enemies 
were riding horses with swords and arrows just like him, with the same blood flowing, and the same 
ambition in their hearts... 


--No. Different. They are hungrier than me. 


Zhu Houzhao knew very well that he was different from those Tatar warriors. In order to achieve 
success, wealth, and food and clothing for their families, they risked their lives to gamble and set foot on 
the battlefield where life and death were unknown every day; but he himself, from the moment he was 
born, was destined to control the world, and he had no any reason to gallop on this wilderness. 


But there was still an unfilled hole in Zhu Houzhao's heart - there were still some things in the world that 
even the emperor could not easily obtain. He left Beijing thousands of miles away just to find this thing. 
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After hearing the news that the "little prince" led his troops to invade, Zhu Houzhao decided to fight the 
attack personally. It was not just for fun and adventure as Jiang Bin thought. Zhu Houzhao has heard and 
read countless times since he was a child about the heroic deeds of his ancestors who founded the 
country. When the teacher told these histories, his original intention was to let the prince understand 
the hardships of the late emperor's entrepreneurship; but to Zhu Houzhao's ears, the meaning was 
completely different. There was only infinite admiration and yearning in his heart, and he even felt that 
he was born in the wrong era. 


——He really wanted to defeat the enemies that his ancestors had defeated and driven away once. 


This is not the only thing that prompted Zhu Houzhao to make up his mind to fight against the 
formidable "Little Prince". He was also stimulated by the Wudang Sect. 


After wiping out the Wudang sect two years ago, Zhu Houzhao felt regretful. Afterwards, he met with 
the soldiers who had returned from the Battle of Wudang Mountain many times and listened to their 
stories about how the short but tragic battle went. He also learned that the Wudang swordsmen were 
on the battlefield. How to use one against a hundred to pile up a mountain of corpses; to invade with 
lightning with the power of a few people, to dare to kill the general of the Shenji Camp; to charge like a 
ghost in the forest of cannons and guns, as if he has an immortal body... Zhu Houzhao heard, both for 
ordering the destruction of such a group of unparalleled warriors and deplored, but at the same time 
wished that the day he led the Shen Ji camp to personally march, to be able to witness that kind of 
miracle. 


He was so conflicted in his heart: he regretted destroying Wudang, but he also felt that giving the 
Wudang Clan this brilliant battle had made their legend a reality; it was actually a blessing for the 
Wudang Clan to be able to burn out in this battle. 


——Because of this mentality, Zhu Houzhao did not pursue the responsibility for the heavy losses of the 
Forbidden Army. The officers and soldiers remained in their original posts, the families of those who 
died in the war received additional gratuities, and the supervisor Zhang Yong still supervised the 
Forbidden Army camp. 


Over the past year, Zhu Houzhao has been obsessed with the Wudang sect and is more obsessed with 
martial arts than before. Song Li, who once inspired him to send troops to Wudang, has always been by 
his side, and he even took her with him when he left the country, as if she were a souvenir of the 
Wudang battle... ... 
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Later, when he arrived at Xuanfu, when he heard the name "Little Prince", Zhu Houzhao immediately 
associated him with Wudang: 


——When | came out of seclusion, that guy happened to come to attack... Such a coincidence, a once-in- 
a-lifetime chance! Maybe he is the brilliant battle given to me by God! 


It is impossible for me to become as powerful a warrior as the Wudang Clan in this life; but | can still find 
a battlefield where | can shine brightly! 


Recalling this, Znu Houzhao stretched out his hand on the saddle and held the waist knife, ready to draw 
it, as if he could vaguely see the enemy's figure in the deserted wilderness. 


Zhu Houzhao was neither a fierce general on the battlefield nor a peerless master, but as the Nine-Five 
Master who could decide life and death in the world, once the murderous aura was released, all the 
soldiers around him could feel it, and they all unknowingly flinched slightly in fear and lowered their 
heads. 


"| want to win this battle." Zhu Houzhao kept his eyes on the end of the wilderness and said slowly to 
the soldiers behind him: "Will you help me?" 


This personal soldier has been following the emperor for a long time, but has never heard him speak so 
seriously. They were startled, and they saluted the emperor together on their saddles. Many armor 
plates made a sound, and everyone shouted together heartily: 


"| will fight to the death!" 


In their eyes, the back of the twenty-six-year-old emperor on the horse was actually unprecedentedly 
huge. ——But they don’t know that this is all thanks to Wudang. 


OOOO 
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Thirteen days later, on the sixth day of the 10th day of the twelfth lunar month in Zhengde, Emperor 
Zhu Houzhao of the Ming Dynasty led Zhang Yong, Wei Bin, Zhang Zhong and other troops who came to 
the aid of the capital to join Datong's general Wang Xun in Yingzhou, with a total of 60,000 troops and 
horses, to fight against Datong. Yanhan Batu Monk had 50,000 Tatar cavalry. 


——tThe fifty-three-year-old Batu Mengke, whom the Ming army called the "little prince", took charge of 
the army at the age of sixteen. He conquered various tribes and unified Monan in less than twenty 
years. After that, he led his troops to invade the Ming border areas dozens of times. , burning, killing and 
looting, back and forth thousands of miles away, the Ming army was frightened by the news, and no one 
dared to fight. 


In the battle of Yingzhou, the two armies clashed in the fog. Emperor Zhengde personally fought in front 
of the battle. The Ming army's fighting spirit was high, which was very different from the cowardly 
attitude of the past, which surprised Batu Meng and the Tatar generals. 


Zhu Houzhao ignored the advice of his ministers and took the lead in leading the charge. Due to the 
chaos of the battle, he went deep into the enemy's formation and was almost surrounded by the Tatar 
army. However, he and his guards were extremely brave and broke up the enemy's formation first. 


At the most critical moment, a Tatar sergeant approached Zhu Houzhao and had a hand-to-hand 
encounter with the Ming Emperor. The Tatar warrior's scimitar was so powerful that Zhu Houzhao could 
hardly resist and fell off his mount; but in the flash of lightning, the emperor unconsciously used the 
"Wudang Xingjian" which was taught by the former deputy master of the Wudang Sect, Xing Hao. With 
this move, his body slanted on the saddle to dodge the enemy's scimitar. At the same time, he slashed 
horizontally with the royal sword in his hand, cutting the Tatar warrior's neck. 


Jiang Bin and Zhang Yong immediately rushed to escort him. The Tatars did not dare to fight against 
such an offensive by the Ming army and decisively withdrew their troops. 


The next day, the two armies fought again near Shuozhou. However, the fog was thicker that day and it 
was difficult for both sides to coordinate. After suffering a severe setback yesterday and encountering 
an enemy that was far more tenacious than expected, the Tatars finally decided to retreat as they were 
exhausted. Zhu Houzhao ordered his ministers to return to Beijing to report the victory. 
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Batu Munch died of illness at the end of the same year, and no one knows whether it was related to 
Yingzhou's defeat. After his death, the Monan Mongolian tribes fell into division again. Although they 
still invaded the border areas every year, they no longer dared to invade so deeply. 


In the first month of the following year, Zhu Houzhao returned to Beijing to mourn the death of his 
grandmother, and reported to the court the military exploits of "Mighty General Zhu Shou", including a 
special note: "Behead the prisoner at the first level." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 153 Chapter 2 Mountain Snail 


It is the forty-seventh day since we entered the mountain. Yan Heng is still looking for traces of it. 


He was sitting cross-legged under an ancient tree of unknown age, surrounded by thick and tangled 
roots. The ground around him was covered with fallen leaves that had rotted after the rain, and there 
was a Strange, dizzying smell. 


Yan Heng breathed the air nonchalantly. His breath was gentle and long, just like when he was practicing 
the Qingcheng Sect's "Floating Sword Chun". 


Two thick branches, one long and one short, lay flat on his legs, rising and falling slightly with the 
movements of his abdomen. Even if someone were passing by this deep mountain now, it would be 
difficult to identify Yan Heng's figure: his original dark blue robe had long been stained and faded, and 
seemed to blend in with the surrounding mountains and forests; his long, wet hair was not knotted in a 
bun. It was draped messily on the shoulders and back, and the hair that had not been cleaned for a long 
time was tangled like clumps of hemp; the face was covered by mud and fatigue, and the outline looked 
extremely deep; the worn cloth shoes had long been discarded, and a pair of bare feet were completely 
covered with dirt. The thick calluses worn out by the rocks and trees, the hard skin was dyed black and 
yellow, like a pair of beast's paws. 


Yan Heng didn't find any of this disgusting. On the contrary, this was exactly what he wanted: to become 
a part of the forest. 


When he first entered the mountain, Yan Heng suffered from the reptiles in the forest every day and 
night; but now that the insects and ants were crawling in and out of his clothes, he no longer cared, and 
remained motionless as if he was meditating, with only a pair of stars. But his eyes were still open, and 
he was scanning the woods slowly and vigilantly, and all other senses of his body were also fully 
activated. 


Although he hadn't seen it for many days, Yan Heng knew that it was still there, and it must be secretly 
watching him not far away. 


—— If | were it, it wouldn’t leave. 
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Yan Heng thought so. This mountain is its home. It's the king here. When it encounters a strange 
intruder like me, it will never ignore it. 


When he thought of it, Yan Heng's eyes burned with feverish anticipation. He still clearly remembered 
the day he first met it. 


That was what happened on only the sixth day after Yan Heng entered the mountain. On that early 
morning when the fog was still lingering, when he was going to fetch water from the river, he caught a 
glimpse of that giant figure walking through a gap in the dense trees halfway. 


At that moment, Yan Heng's breath froze. 


It was the first time in his life that he saw such a creature. It walked neither slowly nor quickly, and did 
not make any special movements, but its figure and posture alone were enough to shock Yan Heng's 
soul. 


Then it looked back. For a brief moment, he met its eyes. The sharp energy in those eyes made Yan 
Heng's heart tremble. 


Then it disappeared among the trees. Yan Heng just stayed where he was, unable to do anything. 


For the next forty days, Yan Heng came back to the forest every day, searching for it, but he never saw it 
again. 


--| will wait. | must see it again. Otherwise, | will never leave the mountain. 


As soon as he recalled its look, Yan Heng's self-preservation instinct was triggered, and he quickly put his 
right hand on the long branch on his leg. As soon as the fighting spirit in his body was aroused, the flock 

of birds in the big tree above him were frightened. They fluttered their wings and fled to the sky outside 
the forest. The sound of flapping wings and chirping echoed in the mountains. 
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It was too late when Yan Heng realized that he had lost control. He slowly let go of the branch with his 
fingers and regained his concentration. It must have sensed it just now, right? Once the murderous aura 
is released, it becomes even more difficult to get close to it. 


——My cultivation is not enough... 


After living in the mountains for more than a month, Yan Heng realized that he was in the mountains 
and wilderness, and to all living beings here, he was as conspicuous as a torch in the darkness. The only 
way to come into contact with it again, or to make it appear in front of you unexpectedly, is to 
completely integrate yourself into the forest. 


After losing control, Yan Heng knew that today was in vain again, so he had no choice but to pick up the 
pair of branches that served as wooden swords, stood up under the big tree, and walked barefoot back 
to the cave where he lived. 


The cave was located under a mountain wall facing the east. There was a small sparse open space in the 
woods in front of the cave. Yan Heng didn't know whether this place had been occupied by any 
ferocious beasts before. He built a chest-high barrier with stones and sharpened branches at the 
entrance of the cave to prevent wild animals from breaking in and causing trouble when he was away. 


Yan Heng jumped over the barrier with ease - he had lost several kilograms since entering the mountain 
- skillfully started a fire in the cave and lit the torch before walking into the depths of the cave. 


After the firewood pile in the cave burned, everything in the cave became clear. Although the entrance 
of the cave is narrow, it is quite wide deep inside. The walls of the cave extend upward to a height of 
two or three feet. There are two openings like skylights above, which makes the cave feel depressing. 
However, when it rains, the ground inside the cave changes. It turned into a small mud lake, and Yan 
Heng had to sleep on the rocks at that time. 


Inside the cave, there was nothing much except a wok hanging over the fire, some knives piled up on 
the rocks at the edge of the cave, a few cloth bags containing collected food, and a sheepskin pouch 
containing food and water, and not even a change of clothes. 
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Although the fire had been lit, Yan Heng had no intention of cooking. He just gathered some wild fruits 
picked yesterday and a few pieces of dried hare meat, and ate them in a hurry with water to satisfy his 
hunger. 


After eating, he looked up at the cave above and saw that it was already dark. He sat in front of the 
burning pyre, staring blankly at the dancing firelight and the occasional sparks that burst out from the 
pyre, silent. 


—-—Speechless of course. Who else could | talk to? 


Yan Heng looked at the fire and recalled the last time he spoke to someone. It's easy to remember: it 
was when | left that mountain village. Tong Jing looked at him with reluctance. He gently released her 
hold on his hand and set out on the road. Then he turned back and said, "I'll be back soon." 


When he thought of Tong Jing, the village, the human world... Yan Heng bit his lower lip tightly, his body 
trembling slightly. So missed. He really wanted to talk to someone. No matter who. Even if it’s a villager 
you don’t know. Just say a word... 


It was two months ago that Yan Heng had the idea of going into the mountains to practice alone. What 
triggered his idea was a sentence he overheard in the villagers' chat: "There are tigers in the north of 
Haiyang Mountain." 


OOOO 


The place where Yan Heng heard those words was in a remote mountainous area in Guilin, Guangxi, in a 
village full of terraced fields. 


Why we got to that place can be traced back to the decisive battle in Xiangtan two years ago: 


In front of two thousand pairs of eyes, Jing Li killed Lei Jiudi, the head of the secret sect "Yunyin 
Shenxing", on the big stage beside the Xiang River. In the blink of an eye, Jing Li has become one of the 
masters of the world, his name is resounding throughout the world of martial arts, and his results are so 
shocking that they are only slightly inferior to the demise of the Wudang Sect. 
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In fact, Jing Li and the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" were arrested by the imperial court's "Yu 
Wu Ling" who mobilized the world's warriors, and they had long been celebrities. The death of Lei Jiudi 
left them with nowhere to hide. 


The past two years have been a cold winter in the martial arts world: the Wudang sect was annihilated 
by the Forbidden Army Shenji Battalion. Although each sect was thankful to have been relieved of the 
threat of being conquered by Wudang, at the same time it was chilling that the imperial court used such 
thunderous means to destroy a martial arts sect in the mountains. The yearning for the iron plate of 
"loyalty and bravery" issued by the imperial court immediately cooled down, and it was seen that this 
"war order" was actually just a yoke to control people in the martial arts world. 


Although the martial arts factions are no longer keen on hunting down the "Six Swordsmen", Jing Li and 
others still have to evade arrest by the court. Especially after the Battle of Wudang, the imperial factory 
guards still tried their best to hunt down the remaining "rebellious" members of the Wudang sect, 
opening up the eyes and ears of all provinces in the world, and arresting and interrogating them 
indiscriminately. All those who travel around the world, as long as they look a little like martial arts 
practitioners, whether they are real martial artists with excellent martial arts skills in the authentic sect, 
or street martial arts sellers who play tricks, or even wandering Taoist priests, they will be suspected at 
any time by factory surveillance. Hundreds of innocent warriors from all over the country died under 
torture in black jails, which triggered dozens of fights against arrest and resulted in casualties among the 
Jin Yiwei, making the atmosphere even more tense. People in martial arts sects in various places did not 
dare to travel far away from their base areas to avoid conflicts with the imperial government. 


The "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" are not afraid of being enemies with the imperial factory 
guards or local officials. What they are really worried about is that it will affect the friendship that takes 
them in - after all, others are no better than them who are wandering around the world, and each has 
his own family business. They knew they had to leave Xiangtan, so they hurriedly said goodbye to 
everyone in the Xianglong Sword Sect, Yin Yingfeng, the leader of the Bagua, and colleagues from other 
sects, and went away. 


But the night before leaving, they had to hold a happy event: the Xianglong swordsman Pang Tianshun 
married the Kongtong sect heroine Xing Ying. 


A dangerous storm led to this wonderful marriage, which can be said to be the most comforting thing 
for everyone. The two of them rushed to get married before "Six Swordsmen" left. They kept everything 
simple, hoping that Lian Feihong would preside over the wedding and marry off his disciple himself. 
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The day after their wedding, Xing Ying gave Tong Jing her favorite Kongtong flying knife and hook before 
leaving. 


"Junior sister Jing." Xing Ying pulled Tong Jing to talk, but looked at her mentor Lian Feihong with 
reluctance: "You should take good care of this old naughty boy and don't let anything happen to him 
again." 


——After Lian Feihong was seriously injured by Lei Jiudi, although his body and fighting spirit had 
generally recovered, he never returned to the full state before that battle. Xing Ying was therefore quite 
worried about him; and after this parting, Master The two disciples didn't know when they would meet 
again. 


Although Tong Jing had never officially called Lian Feihong "master", she did not resist the words "junior 
sister". She held Xing Ying's hand tightly and nodded. 


That's it, "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" returns to the days of wandering around the world again. 
Without the care of the Xianglong Sword Sect; without the high bed and soft pillows of the Xiangtan 
mansion, there is no food to eat; without the careful management of the miracle doctor Yan Youfo... But 
the six of them are not reluctant to give up on these, and they have not worried about the future. 


All this comfortable life was not what they were pursuing - otherwise they would have followed Li 
Junyuan to join Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang. 


What's more, their six partners who share life and death are together again. This is enough. 


OOOO 


The sky is big and the earth is big, but there are snares everywhere. After a round of wandering around, 
"Six Swords of Breaking the Door" finally decided to go south. 


Just like before when he was wanted by Jiangxi officials, "Six Swordsmen" avoided official roads and big 
towns during the journey, sleeping wildly or staying in small villages along the way. In major cities and 
towns, there are many people, and factory guards must have many eyes and ears. With their 
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temperament and appearance, no matter how they dress up, they are extremely conspicuous in the city 
and difficult to escape, so this method is adopted. 


The six people spent several months traveling south via Hengzhou Prefecture, then westward into 
Yongzhou, and arrived at Jiuyi Mountain. 


The "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" immediately breathed a sigh of relief when they entered the 
mountainous area. Because there are many southern foreign tribes living in this area, and their 
temperament is different from that of the Han people in the Central Plains, the "Six Swords of Breaking 
the Gate" blended in among them and was inconspicuous at all. 


——It seems that the decision to go south was the right one. 


"Why don't we just change our clothes!" When Yuan Xing suggested, he grabbed the colorful turban of a 
kid from the mountain tribe next to him and put it on his short, messy head. Suddenly he no longer 
looked like a monk. The child blushed and punched Wan Xing in the stomach, but Yuan Xing only 
laughed and pressed the child's head. The companions also laughed. 


The six of them then bought clothes from the Deer tribe, and some fabrics and goods, pretending to be 
a Deer trade group. Sure enough, they could no longer identify themselves as Chinese warriors at all. Hu 
Linglan's impure Chinese even became a disguise. 


The six people left the border of Huguang Province through Longhu Pass and entered Guangxi. 


OOOO 


For the next year, the "Six Swordsmen" lived in Guangxi, traveling to Guilin, Liuzhou and other places in 
the north. 


Guangxi is close to the territory of the Southern Barbarians. It can be described as a remote and barren 
land. It has been a place of exile for criminals since ancient times. The local Han people have mixed with 
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the foreign barbarian people, and they have developed strong folk customs. Any Han officials who were 
relegated to the place are considered to be afraid of it. 


But for the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate", entering Gui Di from the south is like a fish in water. It is 
very adaptable and likes it, and it feels like regaining one's roots in the mountains. Guangxi was far away 
from the imperial court of the Central Plains, and there were no famous sects in the territory. The 
"imperial military order" issued by the capital was never conveyed here, and the local chief envoy only 
heard a little bit about the imperial court's move. Due to the difficulty of the road, the factory guards 
were unwilling to pursue them here, not to mention that this kind of place was originally full of tough 
people, and they couldn't arrest them even if they wanted to. "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is in the 
mountainous area of Guangxi, no longer threatened by the government or hostile sects, and the heavy 
constraints of the past are suddenly lifted. 


At the same time, "Six Swordsmen" also fell in love with the local people here. The local people, 
especially the Chuang people, have strong and straightforward personalities, and are quite similar to 
warriors. Jing Xi and others made many friends wherever they went. When the locals saw these six 
outsiders with strange appearances and wearing various weapons, and they made frank and sincere 
friendship with each other. 


Occasionally there are disputes between local villages and towns and the Mongolian tribes, which can 
easily turn into armed fights. Occasionally, a small incident can lead to a bloody battle between 
hundreds of people. In addition, the deep and winding mountains, rivers and forests of Guiland make it 
easy for bandits to hide, so banditry is very frequent. The "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" took action 
many times during his practice to suppress and resolve fights, and helped villagers eliminate bandits 
more than ten times. 


The "Six Swordsman" has extraordinary martial arts skills and rich experience in life and death battles. 
Even the brave locals admire him greatly. The mountain people even call them "six tigers" in native 
language. 


In the eyes of "Six Swordsmen", the dangerous landscape of Guangxi has become another kind of 
training besides fighting with others. For the six of them, this place is simply a great training ground 
given by heaven. 


OOOO 
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However, after leaving the Central Plains, Yan Heng gradually felt confused. 


——My swordsmanship seems to have lost its direction. 


Of course, he knew the real reason: the Wudang Sect was gone. 


Ever since he embarked on his journey of vengeance, Yan Heng had always thought of competing with 
Wudang. Every time he practiced his sword, he would mentally assess how far his strength was from the 
Wudang Soldier's Crow Road masters who had gone to Mount Qingcheng that day. 


But before he could even defeat a Wudang master, Wudang disappeared. 


This emptiness cannot be filled by any amount of training and fighting. 


He even gradually felt that his "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" had deteriorated 
over the past year; the sword blades, one long and one short, seemed to not know where to stab. 


He thought for a long time and decided to ask Brother Jing. Among the "Six Swords of Breaking the 
Gate", he and Jing Li have the deepest hatred and obsession with Wudang. Brother Jing will understand. 


But Jing Li laughed and shook his head. 


"How could it be? Your sword hasn't deteriorated at all! At least | can't feel it when | practice with you." 


But Yan Heng heard that there were some reservations in Jing Li's words. Brother Jing just said "no 
regression", not "great progress". For Yan Heng, he was so dedicated to swordsmanship that if he didn't 
make great progress, it would actually be equivalent to falling behind. 


——lf the Wudang Clan people are not dead, they must not be idle. 
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"| know what you are thinking." Jing Li added, "You are thinking about Wudang. Yan Heng nodded." 


"Yao Lianzhou, Ye Chenyuan, Xi Xiaoyan..." Jing Li said as he looked at the mountains outside the 
window of the tile house: 


"Whether they are alive or dead, | don't dare to say. | myself have personally seen the power of firearms 
in the South Sea barbarian country. No matter how good a martial artist is, when faced with those 


barrels and guns, he still has to rely on his luck ....... 


As Yan Heng listened, he remembered that Brother Jing had once shown him the wound on his waist 
caused by the firearms of the Franks. 


"But | refuse to accept that they died like that. Rare masters like them should not have died in such a 
meaningless battle. | choose to believe that they are still alive." 


Yan Heng couldn't help but be agitated after hearing Brother Jing's words. 


"And don't forget, there's that guy called Wave Dragon Master... plus his senior brother..." Jing Li 
clenched his fists tightly as he spoke. 


——According to Hu Linglan’s description and her memory of the conversation between King Bo 
Longshu and Xi Xiaoyan, everyone concluded that the strange man who appeared in Wudang Mountain 
should undoubtedly be the third deputy leader of the Wudang Sect; this person, being able to suppress 
Hu Linglan in this way, Jing Li estimates that his martial arts skills may surpass Ye Chenyuan and reach 
Yao Lianzhou's level. 


"How can we stop when there is such a master ahead?" Jing Li patted Yan Heng on the shoulder and 
said. 


Encouraged by Jing Li, Yan Heng felt relieved. But this still cannot eliminate the feeling that his 
swordsmanship has reached a bottleneck. 
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So he tried walking in the mountains. The bright sunshine makes the terraced fields where harvest is 
beginning to turn golden. The working farmers rested in the fields and chatted about everyday things. 


As Yan Heng walked by, he overheard one of the villagers say: 


"There are tigers in the north of Haiyang Mountain. | heard that they have eaten several people walking 
on the mountain." 


The word "tiger" echoed in Yan Heng's mind. Suddenly something seemed to open up in his heart. 


He once again recalled the battle between master He Zisheng and Ye Chenyuan that day. He had 
carefully recalled and studied the scene of this elite sword fight thousands of times. 


In one of the scenes, when He Zi Sheng raised his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, the 
intensity of his inner "Borrowed Phase" was so strong that it was able to affect the onlookers, causing 
them to feel it as well. 


The "borrowing phase" has always been one of the major difficulties Yan Heng encountered when 
practicing the "Dragon Tiger Sword". He had already practiced the most basic "Borrowing Phase" 
techniques in the Qingcheng Sect, such as "Burning Body", but when he tried to apply it to the "Dragon 
Tiger Sword" over the years, he always felt that it was not satisfactory. 


He carefully recalled many times and realized that what the Master "borrowed" at that time was the 
"dragon and tiger appearance". 


To "borrow images" means to imagine; for imagination to be true, it is best to come from experience. 


——I cannot see the dragon; but | can see the tiger. 


The next moment, Yan Heng made up his mind. 
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OOOO 


Yan Heng recently discovered something: the fire in the cave, as long as you stare long enough, you can 
see anything from inside. 


Once the memories of separation from Tong Jing hit Yan Heng's heart, they clung to his heart like sharp 
claws. In the firelight in front of him, a childlike figure gradually emerged. 


The flickering tongues of fire seemed to be transformed into Tong Jing's graceful movements as she 
wielded the Swift Bee Sword. From the exaggerated and unrealistic sword moves of the first time they 
met in Sichuan, to today's simple and cohesive power with all the unnecessary moves removed, Yan 
Heng was really proud of Tong Jing, who had transformed herself in such a short time. 


But that's not all. Tong Jing's sword contains an indescribable quality that, although not yet in full play, 
has given her movements a strange beauty - a beauty that only a sword fanatic like Yan Heng can see. 


--Jing, you are very beautiful ...... 


With a thought, the child in the fire became closer. Yan Heng felt that it was within reach. 


Her hair is fragrant; her blushing face; her soft little hands; and her lips... 


The longing for Tong Jing made Yan Heng's whole body feel hot, and an indescribable depression 
overflowed from his body, making him feel like he was going crazy. 


——Go down the mountain...go down the mountain to find her...she is waiting for me... 


Yan Heng flatly rejected the voice in his heart and let out a roar like a wild beast, which echoed in the 
cave. 


He clutched his hair tightly, struggled to stand up, and vigorously took off his upper body robe. 
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Compared to when he was in Xiangtan two years ago, Yan Heng's figure was much stronger. The two 
strong shoulders typical of a swordsman stood up roundly on both sides, and the strong shoulder and 
back muscles spread out like wings. Although he was thinner than when he first entered the mountain 
to practice, this made the muscles on his body tighten even more, and the shadows on the texture were 
even more profound when illuminated by the fire. At this moment, Yan Heng's naked upper body looked 
like many thick pythons coiled together. 


The outline of Yan Heng's facial features was also reflected deeply like a ghost by the firelight. He gritted 
his teeth, still looking like he was going crazy with hard work, and suddenly picked up the long and short 
branches placed in the hole, and struck up his "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" in front of 
the fire. 


At this moment, Yan Heng's swordsmanship lost its usual composure, and his fierce aura was unleashed. 
Every move was thrust out with full force. The cave was filled with murderous aura, and the front ends 
of a pair of thick branches seemed to have sharp murderous blades. 


——This is more of a vent than an exercise. 


In this way, Yan Heng kept swinging long and short branches around him, and he did not know how 
many sword strikes he had struck. Until his chest began to gasp, his arms and palms began to ache, and 
the "Dragon Tiger Sword" move gradually slowed down. The previous pain in his heart had subsided. 
Yan Heng stood with his arms hanging limply, and the branches slipped between his fingers and fell to 
the ground. 


He knelt before the fire, gasping for air. Until his breathing calmed down a little, he raised his head and 
looked at the firelight and shadows reflected on the cave wall. 


In his eyes, a white figure gradually appeared on the stone wall. The figure is very tall, sitting cross- 
legged. Although it floats on the wall with the light and shadow, it has a solid sense of weight. 


Yan Heng knew who it was and why it appeared. 
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Since a few days ago, he has seen this figure every night. From the initial faint shadow, he could now 
clearly see his figure and expression. 


Then they started talking. 


"What kind of swordsmanship did you just do?" The voice was majestic, clear and familiar. Yan Heng had 
the urge to cry every time he heard it. "Not at all." 


Yan Heng continued to kneel and lower his head, not daring to look directly at the figure. 


"Master..." 


Yan Heng decided to go to the mountains to practice, in addition to observing the "tiger phase", there 
was another reason: when he was in the Qingcheng Sect, he heard his uncle Lu Yiwei said that when he 
was young, his master He Zisheng once traveled and practiced alone. He also performed this kind of 
lonely asceticism, spending seventy days in a deserted mountain. 


——This kind of ascetic practice is famous in the Qingcheng sect and is called "mountain snail": the snail 
refers to the centripetal spiral pattern like a field snail, which means that being alone in the mountains is 
to reflect on oneself inwardly and seek a breakthrough in martial arts. 


Yan Heng had heard a lot about "Mountain Snail". He only knew that this method had been almost 
forgotten in the Qingcheng Sect. In the past hundred years, only He Zisheng had practiced it, and no one 
else had tried it. He also didn't know about "Mountain Snail". "Is there any special method or 
preparation? It just comes in one breath." 


——Since it is something that Master has done, | will do it too. 


Yan Heng thought to himself: Since he was a child, he practiced with many fellow disciples in the 
Qingcheng Sect, and after the collapse of Qingcheng, he was immediately accompanied by Jing Li, and 
since then he has had more and more companions and friends; in his martial arts career, there has 
never been a day when he was all alone. 
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Maybe this is the reason why my swordsmanship can no longer improve. 


In the past few decades, the "mountain snail" has been supporting him. In addition to looking for tigers, 
it is He Zisheng's role model. 


But he never imagined that he would actually see Master! 


This word "snail" turns out to be so scary... 


"This is not the 'Dragon and Tiger Sword'." The shadow of He Zisheng on the wall spoke again. 


Yan Heng has not gone crazy yet. He knows very well that the shadow and words only come from his 
own heart. But he still couldn't help himself in answering. 


"That's all I've learned from the Qingcheng Sect. The only time I've ever seen the 'Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Sword Techniques' was when you dueled with Ye Chenyuan." 


"No. It's more than that." He Zisheng raised his right hand with only four fingers and said decisively: "| 
have taught you more than you think. It's just that you have forgotten it." 


Yan Heng thought hard about the meaning of this sentence and at the same time changed from kneeling 
to meditating. The skin on his body exuded steam from the residual heat from practicing the sword just 
now. 


In the four years since he left Qingcheng Mountain, he has never forgotten the revival of Qingcheng 
Kendo. Every day he recalls every bit of the martial arts training and observation in Qingcheng 
Mountain, especially the shocking battle between his master and Ye Chenyuan. 


Taking advantage of the new experience of practicing alone, Yan Heng worked hard to reorganize all the 
memories about Qingcheng Kendo in the past few decades, especially every time He Zisheng taught it 
personally. 
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During the six years in Qingcheng Mountain, most of Yan Heng's days were spent by senior "Taoist 
disciples" who taught martial arts from generation to generation. There were very few opportunities for 
him to be taught by his master. He knew that it was because he was not yet qualified to enter the 
"Guiyuantang". At that time, Yan Xiaoliu was not impatient at all. 


He is a disciplined student and is not as anxious as Hou Yingzhi. He just thought: as long as he continues 
to work hard, "Guiyuantang" and the master will be waiting for him there. The Qingcheng faction won’t 
go anywhere... 


It was only now that he realized that everything that he thought was bound to exist was not necessarily 
waiting for him. 


Now Yan Heng can only hold tightly to what he had back then. To his surprise, he remembered far more 
things in his head than he imagined. He had never had a chance to really settle down and organize his 
memories, but now that he was alone in the deserted mountains, many of his memories of learning the 
sword that were hidden in some unknown corners of his mind came to the surface with great clarity. 


It was as if in loneliness, his heart became a clear mirror. 


——Many of these memories include the shadow of his good friend Hou Yingzhi. Yan Heng even 
remembers the process of the two of them privately fighting swords in a semi-playful place in the 
mountains. 


Where is Xiaoying now? Does he still hold the sword in his hand? 


Yan Heng deeply felt that he did not cherish the days when his master was still around, and now he can 
only work extra hard to recall everything about He Zisheng. Then he discovered something that he had 
never noticed before: whenever he was learning a new set of swordsmanship, from the "Wind and Fire 
Sword" to the "Shangmi Sword" six sets, the master would always demonstrate the set of swords in 
public during that period. The method must be played three times - once when Yan Heng was just 
learning; once when he had just learned the full set; and the third time was always before he was about 
to participate in the sword competition within the sect. He Zisheng would find someone to demonstrate 
the two-player "sword pairing" of that set of sword strokes. 


2510 


At that time, Yan Heng didn't pay attention to the reason, and was still wondering why his master would 
go out of his way to practice such a basic swordsmanship; now after reorganizing his memories, he 
finally realized that the master's demonstration target was him! 


The first time was to let Yan Heng feel the style and temperament of the swordsmanship; the second 
time was to show him clearly the movements and key points of each set of swordsmanship; and the 
third time, of course, was to apply it in actual combat. 


The route and speed of the "Wind and Fire Sword"; the power coordination of the "Taki Vortex Sword"; 
the flexibility and tightness of the "Water Cloud Sword"; the momentum and throughput of the "Falling 
Sword"; the delicacy and dominance of the "Double Shuttle Sword"; The "Shangmi Sword"'s ability to 
win in close quarters and dangers... was demonstrated vividly every time when He Zisheng 
demonstrated it in person. Yan Heng was very lucky that he actually had a deep memory of those 
images. 


This discovery further confirmed Yan Heng's previous conjecture: the key to the Qingcheng School's 
highest skill, the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique", is actually hidden in the basic 
swordsmanship. 


It's a pity that he has only learned so much from He Zisheng; and as for the real "Dragon Tiger Sword", 
he has only seen a glimpse of Ye Chenyuan's battle, and at most some memories of Lian Feihong. 


At this moment, he was meditating in front of the master's phantom, thinking for a long time, and finally 
lowered his head. 


"Master... no, | have learned so much, after thinking about it... | can't beat your "Male and Female 


Dragon and Tiger Swords". 


"mine?" 


The hair and white robe of He Zisheng's phantom fluttered with rage, as fierce as the flames in the cave. 


"Who said you were going to use my 'Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords'?" 
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As soon as Yan Heng heard this sentence, he suddenly broke out in cold sweat, and a little light came 
into his confused heart. 


——It’s not the master’s “male and female dragon and tiger sword”... it’s not his... 


Yan Heng fell into deep thought. He remembered hearing Master Wang Yangming talk about his 
experience of enlightenment in Longchang when he was in Luling. Although Yan Heng didn't quite 
understand the philosophy Master Wang said, he knew that he was at a similar juncture at this moment. 


In this trance-like state, Yan Heng did not notice that the fire was gradually getting weaker and the cave 
was getting colder and colder. At this moment, he was searching his guts, and the physical exertion 
caused by his mental activity was no less than that of fencing just now. His blood was still rushing 
through his body, and a thin layer of sweat appeared on his skin. 


——Not his...not his... 


--mine. 


——My "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". 


Yan Heng felt a thought suddenly dawn on him, and his entire mind returned from deep thinking to the 
reality of the cave. 


He raised his head and wanted to ask about the shadow of his master on the wall again, but found that 
the firelight was weak and He Zisheng's phantom had long since disappeared. 


Yan Heng added firewood to the fire, put on his coat, and walked slowly to the depths of the cave. There 
were more than a dozen large stones piled up in a recess in the wall. He moved a few stones away and 
found a long cloth bag and a porcelain bottle from the recess. 


2512 


Yan Heng sat on the ground, carefully untied the cloth bag and spread it out. The thick cloth was 
wrapped in several layers, and finally it was untied, revealing the long and short swords of "Dragon 
Thorn" and "Tiger Pi" inside. 


Yan Heng carefully wiped his hands clean with a cloth, then picked up the "Dragon Thorn" and pulled it 
out of its sheath. The sword's blade immediately illuminated the cave with golden light, and the sound 
of the sword being unsheathed echoed in the quiet air. 


Yan Heng carefully wiped the "Dragon Thorn" blade with a piece of white cloth hidden in the cloth bag. 
After repeated cleaning and observation, he applied a thin layer of oil from the porcelain bottle to 
prevent rust, making sure to apply it evenly before removing it. The sword is sheathed. 


He then also took care of the dagger "Tiger Pi". Yan Heng's expression became calm, and he took 
advantage of this moment to ponder the thoughts that had just occurred to him. 


——How can | find my "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword"? 


The master is not here and can no longer give him guidance. He can only think on his own. 


Yan Heng thought that there must be a breakthrough point in everyone's martial arts career. What is 
Master's? Was it when you lost a finger while fighting the "Ghosts of Western Sichuan" alone? Or more? 


He recalled that in the past few years, every time his swordsmanship improved greatly, it was because 
of different events: the fight against the Ma Pai Gang; the battle against Yao Lianzhou and the Wudang 
Sect in the "Yinghua Pavilion"; the night battle with King Bolong Shu; the battle at "Qinglian Temple"; 
Defeating the disciples of the secret sect in the jungle... 


Today's "Mountain Snail" is another juncture. 


Of course he was also afraid of the phantom conversation with his master. Have you been alone for too 
long, missed your friends and Tong Jing too much, and started to go a little crazy? He didn't know, he 
only knew that he was indeed in a dangerous situation where illusion and reality were blurred. 
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But what he pursues is "borrowing images", and "borrowing images" itself is a high degree of 
imagination. The only difference is whether it can be controlled. If you lose control, you will become 
obsessed like Lei Jiudi; if you successfully control it, you will begin to enter the realm you desire. 


How to break through? Also, how to get close to the tiger? .............0.. 


Yan Heng's hand wiping "Hupi" suddenly stopped. A thought occurred to him. 


——"Mountain Snail", practicing in a deserted place is a strange situation that | have never experienced 
before. 


——But not only. There is another situation that is even more unfamiliar to me. 


--Practice without swords. 


Yan Heng cleaned and oiled the Tiger's Path, returned it to its sheath, wrapped the two swords heavily 
in cloth once more, raised the cloth bag to his forehead, and prayed a round of silent prayer in his heart 
before returning it respectfully to the alcove, and resealing the stone in front of the cave. 


Then he walked back to the center of the cave and picked up the branch he had just used as a long 
wooden sword. 


Yan Heng looked at the branch for a moment, took both ends in his hands, and broke it with his thighs. 


As Yan Heng held the severed branch - it was still a sword in his eyes - he seemed to see something in 
the empty space between the two breaks. 


He easily threw the two broken swords into the fire. The flames burned brighter. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 154 Chapter 3: The Dark Sword 


In the darkness and dead silence, Tan Zhu's body was completely soaked with cold sweat. The intense 
fear seemed to have opened every pore on his body. Any slight movement of air was like a cold wind 
that cut into his bones. 


He stared wide-eyed in the dark corner, trying to see everything clearly with the faint moonlight coming 
from outside the room; however, he was so scared in his heart that he would rather not see anything. 


Tan Zhu is not someone who is easily frightened - a wealthy businessman who built his empire with his 
bare hands and occupied one-third of the freight business in Yuanzhou City, Jiangxi Province is certainly 
not a man without guts. 


He is not alone now: standing with him in the dark room are the two most skilled martial arts guards in 
the mansion, each of them is more than a head taller than Tan Zhu. Carrying a fierce single sword, one 
of them also had a thick shield in his left hand. 


But this failed to make Tan Zhu feel safe at all. 


Because not long ago, he heard screams coming from the backyard and hall outside. 


But in the time it took to drink a few sips of tea, the screams turned silent, and now not even the 
slightest sound could be heard. 


In other words, the eight guards outside were all dead or unconscious. 


The only thing that Tan Zhu can think of when he thinks of such a horrible person is the nickname that 
has been spreading so much lately in the community. 


--It's true! The rumor of the "Demon Blade"...... was true! 
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Tan Zhu is a man who has seen wind and waves. Such people are rarely imprudent. When he heard from 
his business friends that someone was going to be unfavorable to him in the near future, he did not take 
it lightly. He immediately asked his acquaintances in the world to hire six good men, and together with 
the original four guards under his command, a total of ten people followed him around all day, a scene 
no less important than that of any major official in the Yuanzhou Prefecture, and he thought that it was 
already perfectly safe. 


However, now in this hotel, he realized how stupid he was. The enemy has already come within a wall's 
distance. 


The last two people guarding Tan Zhu were the most skilled in martial arts among the ten: a middle- 
aged man with a single sword in front of the main entrance and a half-bald head named Fang Sheng. He 
was once an experienced escort master of the famous "Renwei Escort Agency" in Nanchang. In the past 
thirteen years of his escort career, he has fought countless gangsters from all over the country. Four 
years ago, he wanted to live a more stable life and settled in Yuanzhou Mansion and was recruited by 
Tan Zhu to be a guardian of the house and also to teach his sons martial arts. He was highly trusted. The 
other one, Qin Ritong, who is younger and wields a rattan sword single-handedly, is a disciple of the 
local Luo family. He is very good at martial arts. However, due to his gambling nature, he wandered 
around the world. He sold his excellent kung fu and was recently recruited into the mansion by Tan Zhu. 


Both of them have rich practical experience, including darkroom night battles like this one. They were 
one behind the other, facing the door in preparation for an ambush. Fang Sheng, who was in front, was 
on the left side of the door, setting up his blade while holding a dart secretly in his left hand, preparing 
to attack and contain the enemy when they broke in; 


Qin Ritong, who was on the rear right, was squatting half-crouched, with his shield almost covering his 
whole body. He was ready to take advantage of Fang Sheng's attack, use his shield to protect him, and 
use his shield to roll over to grab the opponent's bottom lane, and break his legs and knees with a single 
sword. 


Then Fang Sheng will attack the enemy from above. 


The two had just worked together for a short time and were actually not familiar with each other. 
However, at this moment of life and death, they naturally formed a cooperative formation based on 
their experience and had a great understanding. 


Although the formation was rigorous, the two of them didn't feel confident at all. The handles of the 
swords and palms were covered with sweat, and their breathing was extremely rapid. 
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Just because they all felt the murderous aura emanating from the enemy through the door and wall. 
They had never encountered it before in their years of experience in the jianghu. 


--Fucking hell...... 


Though Tan-su was not a martial artist, he could feel the pressure of this murderous aura all the same. 
He had killed before - both with his own hands and on his own orders - and had been forced into death 
many times. He had smelled the scent of death many times. 


But it had never been so strong. 


The other party was already standing behind the door - there was no need for a surprise attack! 


Tan Zhu stared at the door in the darkness, reluctantly opened his dry and bitter mouth, and said loudly: 
" Dear man, we have no grudges in the past, and no grudges in the recent past; I'm not capable of much, 
but | still have some money. No matter who hired you, Tan Mou will pay double ...... no, triple! 


Fang Sheng and Qin Ritong, who were listening, were still staring at the door of the room, not daring to 
relax, and at the same time praying that the other party would respond to Boss Tan's price - this was the 
last chance to avoid a fight. 


There was no movement outside the door, as if he was considering. A ray of hope rose in Qin Ritong's 
heart. But Fang Sheng frowned. He was more experienced in the martial arts world and knew that a 
powerful killer would not be easily moved by this kind of counter-offer. 


——Amazing, just because they have principles. 


Besides, the murderous aura outside the door hadn't weakened in the slightest while he waited. 


When Tan Zhu was about to speak again, he felt the air flowing in front of him. 
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The door opened inwards. 


Fang Sheng held the single sword and darts in his hands, ready to go. But at this moment, he felt the 
murderous intent outside the door aimed at him. 


The other party had already recognized Fang Sheng's position through the door panel, so he did not 
need to use his eyes. 


--Compared to my thirteen years of life as a saber player, this person must have survived from the more 
dangerous abyss of life and death! 


Shocked by this, Fang Sheng did something that he had not done in his thirty years of martial arts 
training: he was so scared that he did not move at all. 


Qin Ritong, however, did not know that Fang Sheng's will had collapsed. He still followed the pre- 
determined tactics and quickly rolled his body towards the open door of the room, protecting his head, 
neck and body with the rattan shield, while his right hand saber was ready to slash at the legs of the 
black shadow in front of the door! 


Before the saber was launched, Qin Ritong felt an extremely strong impact from the rattan shield in his 
left hand! 


It was a short sword with a wide blade, and it struck the upper left edge of the shield with great force. 
The impact was so strong that Qin Ritong's left arm could not bear the impact, and his posture when 
holding the shield was deformed. The shield fell down, Qin Ritong's neck. The next moment, debris flew 
from the top of the shield. 


Another long sword grazed the top edge of the shield, slanted in, and pierced Qin Ritong's throat. 


The black shadow pulled out the bloody long sword, crossed Qin Ritong's body lightly, and went straight 
to where Tan Zhu was at the back of the room. 
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"Wait-" Tan Zhu raised his palms in fear. 


But he only had time to say this one word. The long sword was activated again and pierced between Tan 
Zhu's index and middle fingers. 


When the tip of the sword was pulled back from Tan Zhu's throat, he still maintained the same standing 
position, not looking like he had lost his life. 


Behind the dark shadow, Fang Sheng just stood stiffly. He did not see clearly the sword move that killed 
two people in a row - not because it was too dark, but because it was too fast. 


At that moment, the black shadow turned back to face Fang Sheng. The sound of Tan Zhou's body 
crumbling to the ground came from behind. Fang Sheng looked at the killer with short and long swords 
in front of him. He didn't regret that he didn't strike just now - it made no difference at all. 


Knowing that he was going to die, Fang Sheng was a bit more at ease and dared to look at the killer's 
face. 


The killer used a black cloth to hide his hair and face, only revealing a pair of eyes. What was strange 
was that the left side of those eyes was swollen like a black egg, and could only be opened barely, and 
there were fresh wounds on the center of his eyebrows. 


--It seemed like he had just been severely beaten up not long ago. 


Even so, the murderous aura emanating from the intact right eye was still enough to send chills down 
Fang Sheng's back. Although the murderous aura was so strong, Fang Sheng, who was accustomed to 
seeing all kinds of villains, could faintly sense that the other party did not enjoy killing. He was just like a 
wolf that hunted for food in order to survive. 


Fang Sheng was right. The killer's next sword was quick and did not give him much fear or pain. 
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OOOO 


Four streets away from Tan Zhu's villa in the south of the city, a solitary lantern was lit in a small tofu 
shop. Cai Qing was sitting alone in the store, holding a small cup in his hand and waiting patiently. 


He took a shallow sip, letting the liquid stay in his throat, moistening it for a while before swallowing it. 
That was not wine, but water. Cai Qing never drinks while working. Even if he is sure that all the 
arrangements are foolproof, he will not take risks that will affect his judgment at any time. 


--Because in his dangerous profession, the so-called "foolproof" is only an illusion. His job dealt with 
people; and with people there were accidents. 


But this time it seemed like there was no accident. Because Cai Qing heard footsteps soon after. The 
footsteps were so soft that only an attentive eye could detect them. 


There was only the sound of one person's footsteps. But Cai Qing knew that there were actually two 
people coming back - the other person's footsteps were lighter and quieter than that. 


The door of the tofu store was open. The first person to enter was a young man in his twenties, with a 
strong body and quick movements. He was only wearing coarse cloth and thin clothes on such a winter 
night. His face was simple and ordinary, but there was a strange concentration in his eyes. 


The man who followed him in with lighter footsteps was all wrapped in black clothes, his head and face 
were also wrapped in a black scarf, and he was holding a long black cloth bag in his hand. He was thinner 
and shorter than the young man in front of him, but anyone who saw him at first glance would be sure 
that if the two of them fought, it would only take a blink of an eye for the man in black to kill the young 
man. 


Like the difference between a tiger and a lamb. But at the moment, the tiger is following the sheep. 


After the man in black entered, the youth immediately closed the door. As soon as the store door was 
closed, the smell of blood on the man in black became even stronger. 
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Cai Qing had already stood up to greet him. He looked at the man in black, looked at the other side of 
the swollen eyes, and nodded slightly in greeting. 


The man in black, however, did not respond at all, but only handed the long cloth bag in his hand to the 
young man, and then pulled off the black scarf that covered his face. 


Hou Yingzhi's face had the usual proud look, only with more of frost and resentment compared to two 
years ago on Wudang Mountain. The pupils of his eyes were like a message to the world: you owe me 
too much. 


Cai Qing and Hou Yingzhi don't see much of each other on weekdays, only two or three times a month at 
most, but every time he can't help but notice his face. Each time it was different - the swelling and 
bruises on it varied from time to time, sometimes it was a crooked nose that was healing, and 
sometimes it was a large purple bruise on his throat and neck that made it impossible for him to speak. 
Cai Qing still does not know the reason for Hou Yingzhi's injuries, and does not care - as long as these 
injuries do not affect his work. 


Ignoring Cai Qing's attention, Hou Yingzhi took off his hood and began to take off his black night clothes. 
The young man on the other side took the long cloth bag and placed it on the wooden table where he 
usually cut tofu and spread it out, revealing the long and short swords inside. Both swords were very 
roughly made, without any embellishments, just two pieces of sharpened steel mounted with hand 
guards and wooden handles, and then wrapped with black cloth strips, giving the impression that they 
were more like tools than blades. Though called "tools", the steel and casting of these two swords were 
first-rate, and the blades were polished with great care. 


The youth picked up the blood-stained swords and cleaned the blades with water from a nearby barrel. 
He washed the swords in a very concentrated manner, as if there was nothing else more important in 
the world. 


This young man's name is Amu, and he is a valuable talent under Cai Qing. In addition to being mute, 
Amu also has brain problems. He has never understood how to get along with others since he was born 
and grew up. No matter how hard his parents beat him, they could not teach him to do anything. He 
was abandoned by his parents when he was very young. If he hadn't been born with a strong physique 
and the ability to sell his labor, he would have died on the street. When Amu was fifteen years old, Cai 
Qing discovered him in a slum in Linjiang City and changed his life. 


2521 


Cai Qing was the first person in the world who had the patience to communicate with Amu and found a 
way. And he also discovered Amu's two other strengths besides physical strength: concentration and 
good memory. 


--This is enough. He was able to work for me. 


From then on, every time he worked, Amu was responsible for leading the killer to and from his 
destination, hiding place and escape exit. Amu never made a mistake. 


After Amu rinsed away the blood stains on both swords, he took some cloths and ash powder he had 
prepared and carefully dried the swords. Cai Qingyi told him: After cleaning the "tools", there must be 
no water stains left, otherwise they will rust. Therefore, Amu works and observes very carefully every 
time, making sure that every inch of the "tool" is thoroughly dried. Disappointing Cai Qing is the last 
thing Amu wants to happen in his life. 


At this time, Hou Yingzhi had taken off all his clothes and stuffed them into a thick cloth bag, ready to 
give them to Amu to burn. Hou Yingzhi was naked in front of Cai Qing and Amu, but Hou Yingzhi didn't 
care, as if he regarded them as wooden figures. 


He picked up the gourd from the bucket and poured water over his head and body to wash away the 
remaining blood. A cold bath on a winter night refreshed Hou Yingzhi's spirit. The face of the deceased 
in his mind seemed to be washed away by ice-cold water. 


Just like his face, Hou Yingzhi's body is also covered with scars. 
Cai Qing looked at his strong body, which was like a steel wire. 


There is no trace of fat, and the perfectly shaped chest and shoulders are like works of art carved by the 
skillful hands of craftsmen. Cai Qing was envious when he saw it, but at the same time he also knew that 
Hou Yingzhi had not trained such a physique just to look good. 


Judging from his appearance and body, Cai Qing concluded that Hou Yingzhi was still very young, 
probably only in his early twenties. At such an age, Cai Qing never asked why he had such terrifying 
swordsmanship. He had several guesses in his mind, but he never tried to ask Hou Yingzhi to inquire or 
verify them. There is no such need. 
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——As long as he can keep making money for me. 


Seeing Hou Yingzhi's hungry eyes dissatisfied with the current situation, Cai Qing knew that he would 
still stay under his banner for a while. 


There are currently four killers under Cai Qing, but none of the other three are worth more than Hou 
Yingzhi, the "Demon Killer". Of course, he won't let them know the difference. It is also impossible for 
them to compare themselves - iif the four of them had the ability to go out and ask for money on their 
own, there would be no need for him as a business contact! 


Cai Qing has been in this business for twenty years. Of course, he has been able to survive for so long 
because he is cautious enough. He will never manage more than five people at the same time. If there 
are too many people, he will be too busy. If he is too busy, he will be easily neglected. Don't make 
money too quickly - that's how he survives. 


Another secret of his survival is to control everything in his own hands. For example, when looking for a 
killer, he always looks for suitable candidates in the underworld himself, never relying on introductions 
from others, let alone veterans who have been in the business for many years. 


However, Hou Yingzhi was the only exception: he came to Cai Qing to recommend himself that day. 


——Through a killer under Cai Qing. 


At that time, Hou Yingzhi was working as a guard for a gangster boss, who was the target of Cai Qing's 
assassins. As a result, the killer's hand tendon was severed by Hou Yingzhi. 


But just when the corner boss was deeply celebrating his victory, the next moment his throat was 
pierced by Hou Yingzhi's sword. 


"I'm tired of this guy." Hou Yingzhi said to the killer that night: "| want to do your job. Take me to your 
boss, then you can accept the reward of this killing and retire. Otherwise , you will die here.” 
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Unexpectedly, the killer did not give in. He closed his eyes and prepared to kill. Hou Yingzhi was not 
angry when he saw this. On the contrary, he felt very satisfied: If this killer contact was betrayed too 
easily, it meant that he was not very capable, and Hou Yingzhi had no intention of working under such a 
person. 


Hou Yingzhi actually put away his sword and bandaged up the killer. The two talked for a while, and 
finally the killer promised to notify his "boss" to find Hou Yingzhi. Hou Yingzhi agreed and let the killer 
go. ——This is a very strange mutual trust. 


It turned out that the killer did convey Hou Yingzhi's affairs to Cai Qing as promised, including the agreed 
time and place to appear. Cai Qing was quite surprised. The other party must be very confident if he 
takes such a risk. 


Of course, Cai Qing did not trust Hou Yingzhi easily. He just found a young man hired temporarily on the 
street who had no knowledge of the murder business and sent a message to Hou Yingzhi at the agreed 
place: 


——To work for me, first you have to do a "business" without taking any money. Only if you succeed will 
you see me. 


This is Cai Qing's rule for recruiting killers: the other party must first do the job for free. Firstly, it is to 
establish a mutual trust of "accomplice and conspiracy", and secondly, it is also to test the other party's 
strength and determination to kill. Due to the special situation this time, Cai Qing chose an extremely 
difficult target to test Hou Yingzhi. 


However, it turned out in the end that the test he gave was too easy. Hou Yingzhi is the most terrifying 
killer Cai Qing has seen in more than ten years - so terrifying that after making several deals, he was 
rumored to be known as the "Demon Killer". 


In fact, Cai Qing didn't like to be so high-profile. But no matter how much he disliked it, it didn't stop him 
from doubling Hou Yingzhi's value in one fell swoop - a new price that Cai Qing never told Hou Yingzhi 
about. 


Now Hou Yingzhi has washed his body, dried it and put on the new clothes Cai Qing prepared for him. 
On the other side, Amu also cleaned the long and short swords, dried them thoroughly with dust and 
oiled them, and hid them in a long leather bag. Cai Qing waved to Amu, and Amu nodded loyally, picked 
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up the leather bag, took the cloth bag containing clothes, and went out to the back door of the tofu 
shop. 


Cai Qing found a bundle from a large wooden cabinet in the shop, put it on the table and pushed it 
towards Hou Yingzhi. 


Normally, Cai Qing would not have paid the killer in this way, but would have hidden the money ina 
designated place. But Hou Yingzhi asked for an exception. Cai Qing also agreed, because he knew that 
even if Hou Yingzhi did not have a sword, he would not be in any danger with this amount of money. 


Hou Yingzhi silently accepted the heavy bag. Inside, each silver ingot was wrapped in thick paper, so that 
they wouldn't make a sound when they touched each other. 


Hou Yingzhi wrapped a gray cloth towel around his wet hair and said to Cai Qing, "I don't want to take 
any more deals for a month. | have things to do." 


Cai Qing nodded and couldn't help but look at Hou Yingzhi's swollen and wounded face again. He had 
long been accustomed to Hou Yingzhi's requests; and every time Hou Yingzhi returned from his 
"vacation", he seemed to have changed his face. What was he doing all those days? Was it himself, his 
wife, or someone else who gave him these injuries? Cai Qing did not ask, because he did not want to 
affect their relationship. 


——In any case, Hou Yingzhi was not the only weirdo who worked for Cai Qing in his twenty-year career. 
Once upon atime, one of his killers liked to eat insects; another had a habit of sniffing women's feet. Cai 
Qing believes that most people who are willing to kill for a living have some kind of twisted or damaged 
soul. 


At this point, Hou Yingzhi was ready and turned away without saying goodbye, as if Cai Qing were a 
stranger to him. This is also close to the truth - over the past year or so, although the two of them have 
been working together on this life-committing work, they have probably spoken less than a hundred 
words. 


"Wait..." Cai Qing said at this time. Hou Yingzhi turned around, not so much that he was surprised, but 
rather a little impatient. 
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Cai Qing took out a small paper bag from the bag on his waist and handed it to Hou Yingzhi. 


"This is powdered medicine produced by Huashengtang in Yuanzhou City. Dip it in water and apply it. It 
is very good for external injuries." Hou Yingzhi frowned, just accepted the medicine, opened the door of 
the store and left without saying a word. 


Cai Qing should have left this temporarily rented meeting place immediately to avoid being discovered 
and suspected. But he still stood, staring at Hou Yingzhi's leaving figure. 


He has already made up his mind: Hou Yingzhi will be the last killer under his banner, and he will retire 
from then on. Of course Cai Qingqian is in this business just to make money, but to be able to achieve 
such success, it cannot be said that he is not at all proud of this "career"; Hou Yingzhi is the most 
powerful and famous killer he has ever managed, and he firmly believes that there will be no more in 
the future another one. 


This guy wasn't supposed to be in my world, but he fell into it by accident - Cai Qing thought. Maybe it's 
a reminder that I've been at it long enough. This would be a good ending. 


But in his heart, Cai Qing still hopes that by cooperating with Hou Yingzhi for a longer period of time, he 
will hear more of the fear and admiration of "Yao Feng" from some people in the world, and secretly be 
proud of being the agent of "Yao Feng" . 


——This is the first time in Cai Qing's life that he is reluctant to let go of a killer, and the reason is not for 
money. 


OOOO 


Sun Ci felt that she was an extremely lucky person. 


When she sold herself as a maid a year ago, she expected that there would be many tragic things ahead 
- which is inevitable when your life is in the hands of strangers. 
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Anyone who can buy her has some money in his pocket; most people with some money in this world are 
not good people. Sun Ci had already prepared for the worst. What's more, she knew she was beautiful. 


Being someone's slave and being beautiful is definitely a disaster - her mother was on this path: she was 
toyed with by the master's young master and then sold to someone else as a concubine; 


She got pregnant but wasn't sure who it was, so she was kicked away again; then she started working as 
a street singer, contracted an illness, and left this cruel world before she was thirty... 


The tragedy doesn't end here yet. In order to repay the gambling debts, alcohol money, and medicine 
expenses that her mother owed during her lifetime... her daughter Sun Ci was arrested and sold, and 
another cycle will begin. 


But fate has been kind to Sun Ci: it just so happens that on the day of her sale, her master and his wife 
pass by and buy her. 


What surprised Sun Ci even more was that when she followed the master and his wife back to the 
mansion on the first day, what was waiting for her was not a lecture or a threat; it was the wife who 
burned the contract of selling herself in front of her eyes. 


"| used to be just like you." The very young lady said to Sun Ci, "So | can't treat you as a slave. If you 
want to leave, we won't stop you. But you can also stay. We need people. You won't have to work very 
hard - there are only three of us in my house." 


Sun Ci, who had nowhere to go, didn't have to choose. 


She was touched by the courtesy with which she was treated by her master and his wife. In a year, she 
had never once lost her temper. The house was not large, but small and elegant, and the work was not 
hard at all, with an old cook to help with the heavy work. Sun Ci had never lived so comfortably in his 
fifteen-year-old life. 


As for the " Master " who didn't talk much, in fact, he wasn't old at all, on the contrary, he was only five 
or six years older than Sun Ci. She had never heard of him worrying about money, but she didn't know 
what kind of business he was in. Every once in a while, he would leave the house for a few days to do his 
work, and the rest of the time he rarely went out and stayed at home. 
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Most importantly, he was a very serious man and never flirted with her in secret. He even said very little 
to Sun Ci. This made Sun Ci breathe a sigh of relief. 


But what surprised Sun Ci the most was the third person in the family. 


When she first heard his wife say, "There are only three people in my family," Sun Ci thought that the 
third one was naturally his wife's child. 


Unexpectedly, she guessed completely wrong. The third person turned out to be an adult man. 


The most important job Sun Ci did at home was to take care of him. 


At this moment, she held the basin, cloth and comb, and pushed the door into the man's room. 


This room is located in the deepest part of the mansion, and is far away from the master's and his wife's 
bedroom. It seems to be a deliberate arrangement so that no one can easily see the owner of this room. 
And he barely left the room. 


——Rather than being the owner of the room, he is more like an item stored in the room. 


The room was extraordinarily large, with few furnishings and very clean. There was a light floral 
fragrance in the room - from a bouquet of flowers that was changed every day in a porcelain vase on the 
small table. 


Sun Ci smiled after coming in, and while placing the basin and other items on the table, he said, "Good 
morning! How are you today? Did you sleep well?" 


Although Sun Ci knew that just like every day, she would not get any answers, she still asked every day. 


Sure enough, the man still didn't answer. 
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He was just sitting on the edge of the bed, staring out the window at the bright winter sun. When did he 
wake up? How long had he been sitting next to this bed? Has it been this way all this time? ............ Sun Ci 
didn’t know. 


There are many other things that Sun Ci doesn't know about this man. For example, the age. It's hard to 
determine how old he is from his appearance. He seems to be in his early thirties, but he looks younger. 


Another example is the name. The master and his wife only called him "Mr. Zhou" in front of Sun Ci, but 
never mentioned his full name. "Mr. Zhou? Is he a teacher? But he didn't look his age. His appearance is 
indeed somewhat delicate, and his features are handsome, but he has been in a state of dementia for a 
long time, as if he has lost his heart and soul, and there is an emptiness in his head. How can sucha 
person teach? 


Sun Ci soaked the cloth and carefully wiped Mr. Zhou's face. Mr. Zhou showed no reaction and allowed 
Sun Ci to wipe him like a puppet. Sun Ci wiped his face and looked at it: What a pity, this face, if he 
hadn't suffered from this disease, he would have been a very handsome man. ...... 


Sun Ci put the cloth into the basin again, wring it dry a little, then untied Mr. Zhou's white robe, and 
wiped his body clean. 


"Mr. Zhou" is definitely not a teacher, and there is also this body. Sun Ci had never seen such a beautiful 
man's body. The muscle lines and proportions are so perfect that they look like they were pinched by 
the hand of God. His skin was fairer than that of an average man, but so tight that it reminded him of a 
fish belly. It was as if this body existed for some primal purpose - whether it was to fly in the sky, swim 
in the water or run on the earth. 


Sun Ci had wiped Mr. Zhou's body and bathed him many times, but she still couldn't help but blush 
every time she saw him. 


When she wiped his hand, Sun Ci couldn't help but sigh. Unlike his smooth skin, Mr. Zhou's palms are 
covered with thick calluses on the inside. Of course, Sun Ci had seen similar hands: those who pulled 
carts, those who worked as craftsmen, those who plowed fields... But she could not associate Mr. Zhou 
with such people. 
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And Sun Ci noticed something even earlier: the master of the family also had a pair of palms like this 


The master and his wife never mentioned to her who Mr. Zhou was to them. Sun Ci didn't dare to ask, or 
even guess. It was rare to find such a happy place to live, and she never wanted to destroy the trust of 
the master and his wife in her because of curiosity. 


At this time the room opened from the outside. Sun Ci turned around and saw his wife coming in. 


Yin Xiaoyan, wearing an emerald green brocade cotton robe, walked into the room holding a bouquet of 
plum blossoms in both hands. 


Compared to when she was in Wudang Mountain two years ago, Yin Xiaoyan exudes a more mature 
feminine beauty. The qualities that were enough to attract the head of Wudang back then are truly in 
full bloom today. Even when walking outside on the most gorgeous streets of Linjiangfu, she compares 
favorably with any noblewoman in the city, and is hardly reminiscent of that little servant girl in the 
Xi'an brothel back in the day. 


Sun Ci hurriedly greeted Madam, but Yin Xiaoyan only smiled faintly and said calmly, "You continue." 
Then she went to the small table in front of the window to change the bouquet of flowers in the vase. 


Mr. Zhou's shirt was still open, revealing his toned chest and abdomen, but Sun Ci noticed that Yin 
Xiaoyan was completely unconcerned about seeing Mr. Zhou's bare skin. 


--They have been ...... 


Sun Ci didn't dare to think too much, so he pulled up Mr. Zhou's robe and tied it up, and then combed 
his shiny black hair. 


By now, Mr. Zhou's eyes had turned to Yin Xiaoyan. Sun Ci was not surprised. Mr. Zhou was like a 
wooden dummy to everyone, but he only reacted when he saw Madame. 
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--This made Sun Tzu even more sure that they had a past. 


"Hungry?" Yin Xiaoyan asked Mr. Zhou with a smile after arranging the plum blossoms in the vase. 


He nodded and gave a rare smile. He looked like a child of a few years old. "The porridge is almost 
ready. Wait a little longer." Yin Xiaoyan's smile was as warm as that of a young mother to her child. 


Sun Ci kept her eyes downcast, pretending not to see. 


After smoothing out Mr. Zhou's long hair, Sun Ci couldn't help but take a closer look at him. Mr. Zhou sat 
upright by the bed, exuding a spiritual energy in his silence, like a monk. Sun Ci could not help but sigh 
again in his heart - except for a face that was still demented. 


She packed up various items, put the old flowers that had been there for a day into the basin, said 
goodbye to Madame, and left without closing the door. 


Yin Xiaoyan didn't care. Having grown up in a brothel, she certainly knew what Sun Ci was thinking. But 
she doesn't care. She walked to the bed and sat side by side with Yao Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou naturally reached out and held Yin Xiaoyan's slender palm. Yin Xiaoyan didn't resist either. 
She knew that Yao Lianzhou felt most at ease only when he held hands with her. 


At this moment, Yin Xiaoyan couldn't help but think back to the two lines that Yao Lianzhou asked her to 
write on the leader's white robe that day in the "Yinghua Pavilion": There is no such thing as a strong 
one, and a thousand mountains are not as high as this one. 


But such a Wudang master who looks down on the world has to hold the hand of a woman to feel safe 
today. 


Thinking of this, a sweet smile appeared on Yin Xiaoyan's lips, but there was a faint sadness in her eyes. 
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"It would be great if you needed me so much in the past." 


Yin Xiaoyan would never say such words in front of Yao Lianzhou in the past. But now she said it freely. 


Because she knows he can no longer understand 


——How ironic this is 


Sure enough, Yao Lianzhou didn't react at all, still looking obsessed. Yin Xiaoyan hugged him gently and 
let his head rest on her shoulder. 


She didn't know what was going on in his mind. 


Maybe, nothing. 


OOOO 


In the afternoon, Sun Ci heard the footsteps of the sedan driver coming from the backyard and hurried 
out to greet them. 


Among the nearby families, only the master would come back by sedan from this quiet back alley. Two 
sedan bearers stopped at the back door of the house. At the same time, the master opened the bamboo 
curtain and stepped out. 


The master's figure is not taller and stronger than others 


The two hired sedan bearers are bigger than him. 


In Sun Ci's eyes, other men seemed to suddenly become dwarfed as soon as they stood with the master. 
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The master got off the sedan, then covered his head with a big bamboo hat to prevent others from 
seeing his face, and hurried into the back of the mansion. 


Sun Ci took out the copper coins and paid it to the sedan bearer, then quickly followed him back. He 
took off his bamboo hat and stood by a bucket of water in the kitchen, shaking the water to wash his 
hands and face. 


Sun Ci hurriedly took down the hand towel from her waist and handed it to him after he finished 
washing. She looked at the master's face, which was full of swollen wounds: compared to five days ago 
when he left home, it was much better, and the left eye, which was originally swollen like an egg, had 
also calmed down. 


He was still carrying a burden on his left shoulder. Sun Ci had long ago learned never to carry anything 
for him. 


"Madam is in her room." Sun Ci said, not having to wait for Master to ask - every time he came back, he 
would first ask if Madam was home. 


Hou Yingzhi nodded, handed the handkerchief back to Sun Ci, and took a step toward the bedroom. 


"I'm back." Hou Yingzhi said at the door before pushing it open. 


Yin Xiaoyan put down the silk handkerchief she was embroidering and raised her head towards Hou 
Yingzhi with a pleased smile. 


Hou Yingzhi closed the door behind him, and after entering the room, he unloaded the bag on his 
shoulder onto the table. 


Although Hou Yingzhi had tried to be gentle when he put it down, Yin Xiaoyan could still hear how heavy 
it was. She knew what was hidden inside the bag; she also knew how Hou Yingzhi had exchanged it for 
these things. 
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--There was only one way for a man who had spent most of his life with a sword to earn a lot of money. 


But Yin Xiaoyan knew she had nothing to complain about. The house she lives in, the clothes she wears, 
the rice she eats, and the maid she uses ...... are all exchanged for swords by Hou Yingzhi. Therefore, she 
never asked him what he did outside. He also never mentioned. 


Yin Xiaoyan embraced Hou Yingzhi without words. Hou Yingzhi gently stroked her hair with the palm of 
his hand, which had long been cleansed of blood. 


"I'm not leaving for a while." Hou Yingzhi put his face against her forehead and said softly. Yin Xiaoyan 
felt relieved and hugged him tighter. 


Strictly speaking, it is not that Hou Yingzhi never talks about his work. Once at the beginning, when he 
saw Yin Xiaoyan's worried look, he said lightly: "Don't worry. Those people are far worse than my 


Wudang sword. | just do work like mowing grass. 


Yin Xiaoyan knew that what Hou Yingzhi said was true. But it is a matter of life and death after all. 
Nothing is certain. 


--Just like the once so powerful Wudang Sect ...... 


Therefore, every time Hou Yingzhi went out, she slept very little. Especially since he never says when he 
will come back. 


——That means he might not be able to come back every time... 


This thought was like a sharp sword hanging over Yin Xiaoyan's head for a long time, making her unable 
to be completely happy every time she was with Hou Yingzhi. 


Hou Yingzhi took out a small red brocade bag from his arms. 
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"| bought something for you." 


Yin Xiaoyan happily took it and opened it. It was a pair of small silver and emerald earrings. The silver 
part was cast into the shape of a pair of butterflies, and the emerald green jade beads were the heads of 
the butterflies. The workmanship was very exquisite. 


While Yin Xiaoyan was admiring the earrings, Hou Yingzhi was looking out the window of the room. 


"It's still early." 


Upon hearing this, Yin Xiaoyan's body stiffened. 


"Take Xiaoci for a walk on the streets outside." Hou Yingzhi added, "| want to practice my sword." 


"YOU ...... just came back, aren't you tired?" Yin Xiaoyan's smile disappeared. She stroked Hou Yingzhi's 
face, "And your injury ...... is fine." 


"It's okay." Hou Yingzhi grabbed her palm and moved away from his face: "Do not be lazy, one day less is 
one day of practice. | don't know when a powerful opponent will appear. If we want to survive, | have to 
keep getting stronger - have you forgotten? 


Yin Xiaoyan stared at Hou Yingzhi's left eye, which could only be opened half way. She knew Hou Yingzhi 
was lying. Of course what he said is true. 


Everyone in the Wudang Sect is a felon wanted by the court, and what they collect is the "chief criminal" 
Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou - but this is not the real reason why Hou Yingzhi is eager to train. 


But that's not the real reason Hou Yingzhi is so eager to train -- it's his never-ending desire to learn the 
way of the sword. 
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In the end, Yin Xiaoyan still nodded obediently. 


"Okay. | will also buy some candies. Do you remember? The ones | treated you to on the mountain road 
that night." 


"Of course | remember." Hou Yingzhi kissed Yin Xiaoyan's cheek gently, then let her go. When Yin 
Xiaoyan pushed the door open with him behind her back, she couldn't help but think: 


——Today, the person he needs most is not me. 


--It's him. 


OOOO 


When Hou Yingzhi entered the room, he saw Yao Lianzhou sitting cross-legged on the floor in the center 
of the room, his left elbow resting on his knee, his fist resting on his cheeks, and gazing sideways at the 
floor. 


The moment he saw him, Hou Yingzhi's heart shook because Yao Lianzhou's posture seemed to be in 
deep thought. --He replied? 


But the next moment Hou Yingzhi felt relieved. Because he clearly saw what Yao Lianzhou was following: 
an ant crawling slowly on the floor. 


Yao Lianzhou's expression as he stared at the ant was still very dull, with his mouth half-open and 
drooling. 


Hou Yingzhi ignored him, walked to a locked suitcase in the corner of the room, opened the hidden 
compartment at the bottom of the box, and took out three wooden swords from inside. 
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The wooden sword was two long and one short, and the tip and front section of each sword were 
wrapped with a thick layer of cotton to slow down the impact on the body. 


"Here we come." Although Hou Yingzhi knew that Yao Lianzhou would not answer, he still said and put a 
long wooden sword on his lap. Yao Lianzhou had no reaction at all. 


Hou Yingzhi relaxed his shoulders and back muscles slightly, and swung the long and short wooden 
swords once. Feeling that his body was ready, he concentrated his mind and faced Yao Lianzhou who 
was still sitting on the ground. The two swords were hanging on the sides of his legs. The sword pointed 
upward slightly, pointing at Yao Lianzhou's heart. 


Yao Lianzhou was still looking at the ant. 


Hou Yingzhi took a deep breath and suppressed the fear in his heart - compared to every time he went 
out to kill people, practicing swordsmanship with the demented Yao Lianzhou was far more terrifying for 
him. 


And the mind should not be ignored at all. 


After Hou Yingzhi felt that he could do it, he counted three times in his mind, and then activated the 
murderous intention in his heart. At the same time, he vibrated his sword and stabbed Yao Lianzhou 
with lightning speed! 


Yao Lianzhou, who was sitting like a stone statue, felt the murderous intent of Hou Yingzhi. He quickly 
put his right hand on the wooden sword on his leg, straightened his waist, and miraculously bounced 

back, avoiding Hou Yingzhi's stabbing sword. Immediately after landing on the ground, he took a bow 
and defended with his wooden sword slanted in front of his chest. 


Hou Yingzhi took advantage of the momentum and pursued further, using the "Hidden Claw" technique 
from the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" jointly studied with Ye Chenyuan. The 
short sword on the left was pressed against the tip of Yao Lianzhou's sword, while the long sword on the 
right stabbed his abdomen from below! 
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In this state of dementia, Yao Lianzhou only relied on his reaction after years of hard training. As soon as 
he sensed the direction of Hou Yingzhi's swords, the wooden sword broke away before the opponent's 
dagger could press him, and pointed downwards with the tip of the sword. The right wrist that Hou 
Yingzhi extended was the "Wudang Shape Sword Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse"! 


Hou Yingzhi had sparred with Yao Lianzhou many times. If he had known that he would counterattack 
like this, he flicked his right wrist upwards and used the spine of the long wooden sword to slap Yao 
Lianzhou's sword from the side to neutralize the blow. 


But Yao Lianzhou reacted faster and smarter than him. He stepped with his legs diagonally and used 
snake steps to change the angle facing Hou Yingzhi. He used the "Tai Chi" listening method with the 
sword in his hand and borrowed the power of Hou Yingzhi's wooden sword from the side, guiding the 
sword point upward, and then use the body step forward force, rounded into a sharp thrust! 


The moment Yao Lianzhou made a killing move, his face changed from gentle and harmless to cold, like 
a ferocious beast chasing its prey! 


Such a clever killing move was beyond Hou Yingzhi's ability to cope with it. He could only barely dodge 
with his head tilted, and Yao Lianzhou's wooden sword only grazed the right side of his neck! 


The wooden sword tied with cotton narrowly missed, and the skin of Hou Yingzhi's neck was damaged, 
causing a small splatter of blood! ——In Yao Lianzhou’s hand that seems to be capable of magic, such a 
cotton-covered wooden sword still has the lethality of a sharp blade! 


Hou Yingzhi was already in a losing position after two or three strokes, and had nowhere to run. In this 
instant, he immediately suppressed the murderous aura in his body and mind. 


As soon as he felt the murderous aura disappear, Yao Lianzhou instantly returned to his previous lamb- 
like tame expression, and the wooden sword hung down gently. 


If not, if Yao Lianzhou takes advantage of the situation and strikes with one or two swords, Hou Yingzhi 
will definitely be seriously injured. This is why Hou Yingzhi must concentrate when sparring with him: 
controlling the release and removal of killing intent is like controlling a mechanism of Yao Lianzhou. If he 
is a little careless or greedy, it will be irreversible at any time. 
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--lt was as dangerous as playing naked with a beast full of sharp claws and teeth. 


But only in this way can Hou Yingzhi learn swordsmanship from today's Wudang master. Ever since he 
was injured by the Shenji cannon in the Battle of Wudang, Yao Lianzhou has been stuck in this state of 
soullessness, as if he has no thoughts. Except for still reacting to Yin Xiaoyan's words, he seems to be 
isolated from the outside world and has only a body. 


Hou Yingzhi led the two of them to escape. They experienced a difficult time at first, and were almost 
identified by Jin Yiwei's eyes and ears several times. But he never abandoned Yao Lianzhou, not because 
the other party was his master, nor because of Yin Xiaoyan's wishes, but because he was convinced that 
even if Yao Lianzhou became a walking corpse, he would still be a priceless treasure in martial arts; as 
long as he found the way to unlock and squeeze his martial arts skills, Hou Yingzhi would have a chance 
to become the master he dreamed of being! 


——Losing his sect for the second time made Hou Yingzhi feel even more deeply that if he wanted to 
survive, he had to become stronger as soon as possible, and his urgency was stronger than before. 


The three later fled south and arrived in Jiangxi. Hou Yingzhi relied on selling his only asset, force, to find 
food on the road, and his life gradually settled down. Later, he came into contact with Cai Qing and 
became a well-paid killer. Being able to live such a prosperous life and rent an elegant mansion in 
Linjiang City, Yin Xiaoyan's life is more like that of a wealthy businessman's wife. 


But none of this blunted Hou Yingzhi's desire for martial arts. He painstakingly studied and tested how 
to trigger Yao Lianzhou to use force. After being almost stabbed to death by Yao Lianzhou several times, 
he mastered this dangerous sword practice method. 


Hou Yingzhi touched the wound on the side of his neck, looked at the blood on his palm, and laughed. 
Yao Lianzhou's sword just missed his throat by a hair. Even though it was just a wooden sword covered 
with cotton, its speed and power were enough to shatter his throat. 


He was not frightened or angry because of this. On the contrary, this exercise on the edge of life and 
death made Hou Yingzhi excited and felt that he was alive more deeply than ever before. 
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Hou Yingzhi showed his bloody palm to Yao Lianzhou, smiled bitterly and said, "Don't really beat me to 
death. Without me earning money back, you will starve to death." 


Yao Lianzhou didn't look at the blood, nor did he listen to Hou Yingzhi's words. He just hung his wooden 
sword and stood there helplessly, as if waiting for something. 


But even with such a dejected stance, in the eyes of swordsman Hou Yingzhi, it still looked perfect and 
terrifyingly dangerous. 


——After all, he is still Yao Lianzhou. 


Hou Yingzhi put away his smile and prepared to come again. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 155 Chapter 4 Madman 


In Nanchang City, the people secretly called Prince Ning's Mansion the "Earth Beast". 


Just because this big monster eats nothing but streets and land. 


Seeing the high gate and wall of Prince Ning's Mansion today, many people remember that the Prince's 
Mansion about ten years ago occupied less than half of the area it does today. Such rapid expansion is of 
course not a reward from the court, but since King Ning bribed the eunuch Liu Jin with a large amount of 
money and obtained permission from the court to set up a private guard force, the palace's power in the 
local area has become a small kingdom, running amok, and the local officials have either retreated or 
acted in collusion with the local government. The prince's palace continued to embezzle and seize the 
surrounding private land, and actively expanded, eventually reaching the scale it is today. King Ning did 
not even shy away from suspicion, and set up sentries and garrison troops outside the palace. The level 
of security was as tight as that of the imperial palace in the capital. 


King Ning's massive expansion of his mansion was not for personal enjoyment like the current emperor, 
but to facilitate the placement of his increasingly expanding troops and ordnance. At first, people 
thought that with Liu Jin's fall and execution, King Ning's bodyguards would be abolished again, and 
there would be peace in Nanchang. However, the result was that the person receiving the money was 
replaced: King Ning continued to spend his family wealth, and Li Junyuan distributed it in the capital, and 
surrendered. Fu Yangting and the following court officials received a lot of benefits, and the protective 
power of Ning Prince's Mansion was continued and expanded faster than before. 


There is a recently completed building in the palace, which is the representative of Ning Wang Zhu 
Chenhao's ambition: a majestic "Martial Arts School Hall", with a martial arts school hall inside that can 
accommodate hundreds of people practicing at the same time, and the door is wide and the top is high, 
so that even cavalrymen, archers, and musketeers could practice in secret inside the hall. 


The large school field in the center of the hall is paved with sand, surrounded by 24 giant pillars to 
support the roof of the hall. The pillars are filled with various battle formations, weapons, shields and 
training equipment; on the side walls of the hall are endless murals, all of which are painted. They are 
dragons, tigers, lions, leopards, eagles, condors and other majestic beasts. The most eye-catching one is 
the large painting at the head of the palace, which depicts two dragons fighting with extremely vivid 
movements. The green dragon on top pounces on the white dragon below and bites its throat. 
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——Such a picture implies great rebellion and immorality; but who of those who have entered the 
school hall will go to the capital to make a fuss? 


On this day, there were nearly a hundred people gathered in the "Martial Arts School Hall", but most of 
them stood on both sides of the school field, and there were only two people in the center of the court. 


Wu Jihong, who was standing in the middle of the school grounds and being stared at by hundreds of 
pairs of eyes, could not hide the fear in his heart. The tip of the long sword in his slender fingers was 
trembling slightly; a pair of huge eyes that usually made the subordinates nervous, the eyelids 
underneath couldn't stop fluttering. 


He hated moments like this. As the "King of Wave Dragon Magic", he has always been the one who 
spreads terror, rather than letting people witness his frightening ugliness. What's more, the people 
gathered on both sides of the school grounds to watch at this moment are all his subordinates: there are 
the strong guards of Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang who were personally trained by him; there are 
also warriors who he personally recruited from various places to join his banner. 


And Huo Yaohua. His former pet. At this moment, she was sitting lazily on a chair, holding a pipe in her 
hand, puffing out smoke between her red lips, and staring at Wu Jihong with her long eyes. There 
seemed to be no meaning in that look, but Wu Jihong intuitively felt that there was a mocking smile 
hidden deep in it. 


If he had been the Dragon Warrior King of the past, he would not have hesitated to kill all these people 
on the field and offer their blood to the gods of the True World. 


But he is no longer. Nowadays, Wu Ji Hong was no longer a madman who dominated the mountains, but 
a loyal dog who submitted to one person. 


And that man is now standing right in front of him. 


The winter climate in Nanchang is very mild, but Shang Chengyu, who is standing on the other side of 
the school grounds, is dressed in an exaggerated way. His whole body is covered in a precious white fox 
fur, and he even wears a fox fur hat on the top of his head to cover his curly hair. . 
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Being imprisoned in a stone prison in a cave for many years made Shang Chengyu very afraid of the cold. 
As long as he feels a slight chill, it is easy for him to recall the years when he lost his freedom - and at the 
same time, he will recall the shame of being defeated by Yao Lianzhou. Shang Chengyu's room in the 
palace had a fire burning all year round to keep him warm. 


Compared with when he just escaped, Shang Chengyu's face is much healthier and his body is much 
broader and stronger. Although he is older, he has regained the look he had when he was active in the 
Wudang Sect. Only one pair of eyes still looked as if he hadn't slept for ten days and ten nights, and the 
bottom was covered with heavy dark bags, making his eyes look like the eyes of a greedy beast. 


When Huo Yaohua saw Shang Chengyu's appearance, she immediately put away her ridicule towards 
Wu Jihong and replaced it with fear of the former deputy leader of the Wudang Sect. 


It also reminded her of the first time she met him in Wudang Mountain that day. 


Shang Chengyu's posture was far more casual than Wu Jihong's, almost as if he were standing upright, 
with his body slightly turned to one side. The Wudang sword in his hand was parked on his right waist, 
and the tip of the sword was only pointed at Wu Jihong's knees and legs, seemingly posing no threat. 


But in Wu Jihong's eyes, what's scary about Shang Chengyu is not his posture, but the domineering 
momentum he exudes. 


He hadn't felt this way for a long time. The last time was when he fought Xi Xiaoyan and was almost 
defeated... 


No, that doesn't count. It should have been earlier, when "Qinglian Temple" was forced into a desperate 
situation by "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate", even the most proud Qinggong was abolished by Jingli's 
"Water Wave Cutting Iron Power"; had he not prepared the Cloud Phosphorus Killing as a threatening 
aftermath, he would not have been able to escape that time indeed. Nowadays, every time hr recalls 
that tragic defeat, he still break out in a cold sweat. ...... 


But it's still different, Wu Jihong thought. That time it was just "despair"; but "terror" is something else 
entirely! 
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The two stood about fifteen steps apart. With Wu Jihong's extraordinary height and superb speed in 
Qinggong, he should have had an advantage in this long-distance battle. However, he was pinned to the 
spot by Shang Chengyu's momentum, unable to move, let alone take the initiative to attack. 


——It doesn’t make sense... It doesn’t make sense... 


After bringing Shang Chengyu back to Prince Ning's Mansion from Wudang Mountain, Wu Jihong has 
devoted himself to helping Brother Shang recover his skills in the past two years. He is very aware of his 
condition: he has been imprisoned in a stone prison for seven years and cannot really exercise. Shang 
Chengyu has many physical problems. The muscles in all parts of the body have atrophied, and the 
joints, muscles and bones are damaged and degenerated; the bones of the shoulders and back were 
penetrated by iron chains and will never recover. The power that the upper body can exert is less than 
60% of what it was in its heyday. Although after arriving in Nanchang, the palace had given him the best 
care, the most expensive supplements and medicines, and even doctors, it was still impossible for his 
broken body to completely recover to its old appearance. 


On the other hand, Wu Jihong continued to exercise outside, and had many experiences of fierce 
battles. He thought that the distance between him and Senior Brother Shang would be much closer. 


However, after this first serious competition, Wu Jihong immediately realized that it was not as good as 
he imagined: facing Shang Chengyu's sleepy eyes, his original confidence disappeared. 


——ls it because... of the past? 


Wu Jihong can not be sure how much of this fear is from the memory of the previous in the Wudang 
sect.At that time, he really admired Shang Chengyu so much - even more than he respected his master, 
Gongsun Qing. This mark is not so easy to erase. 


Shang Chengyu seemed to sense Wu Jihong's emotions. His posture did not change, but his fighting 
spirit dissipated. Wu Jihong felt a heavy weight of relief in his chest. 


"Ji Hong, | understand. It's still too difficult for you to fight me seriously." 
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Hearing Shang Chengyu's words, Ji Hong thanked his brother, but also hated losing his dignity in front of 
the crowd. He didn't look at those people, but his eyes looking at the ground were burning with anger. 
There was a layer of frost on his face with the three-element transfer rune tattooed on it. 


——Actually, he was just overthinking. Except for Huo Yaohua, no one dared to laugh at Wu Jihong in 
their hearts, because they all knew that if it were them, they wouldn't even have the courage to stand in 
front of Shang Chengyu with a sword. 


"But then | won't be able to practice." Shang Chengyu added, "Let's just practice the moves." 


There was an irresistible power in his voice. Wu Jihong nodded, took three steps forward as instructed, 
and assumed the Wudang swordsmanship stance again. 


But he still couldn't do anything. Although Shang Chengyu had withdrawn his hostile murderous 
intention and only assumed a sparring posture, the shadow just now had not dissipated and Wu Jihong 
was unable to attack. 


"Take action." Shang Chengyu's voice struck directly into Wu Jihong's heart. "Use your best sword 
move." Wu Jihong couldn't resist this command. He tightened his eyes and moved his body at will. He 
jumped forward with the "Ladder Cloud Trace" Qinggong. The alien long body was like an arrow coming 
off the string, and the "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" was lightning. Stabbing at Shang Chengyu, he 
passed a dozen steps in the blink of an eye, and the tip of the sword was already at his chest! 


Shang Chengyu was not short in stature, but his offensive and defensive range was much shorter than 
Wu Jihong's. Not to mention that Wu Jihong had the light skill to advance and retreat quickly, so he had 
no advantage in such a long-distance fight. 


——But this test is exactly what Shang Chengyu needs most. 


His long sword made a clever half arc to meet Wu Jihong's stabbing edge. 
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Of course Wu Jihong predicted that Brother Shang would definitely greet him with the "Tai Chi Sword", 
but he had no intention of withdrawing his sword and changing his moves. 


With a figure like Wu Jihong leaping down from a high place, this sword attack was almost like flying 
down from the second floor. Coupled with the weight of his huge body and long arms, this "Flying 
Dragon Sword" attack really contains a huge amount of power. Although Wu Jihong had some 
reservations about the attack distance - the tip of the sword would only reach one point in front of 
Senior Brother Shang - but he exerted all his strength, just to see if Shang Chengyu could take it! 


——Although the Wudang School's unique skill "Tai Chi" pays attention to the subtle technique of 
discharging force, in actual combat, both parties are in a state of constant movement and changing 
angles. In fact, it is necessary to achieve "four or two moves a thousand catties" without relying on force 
confrontation at all and fully discharging force. It is very difficult, and you still have to rely on force to 
offset it more or less; especially in weapon battles, extending the force-relieving touch of "Tai Chi" to 
things outside the body is another level of difficulty, and even more strength is needed to compensate. 


When he killed Shi Xinghao two years ago, Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi" was so easy to win. In fact, many 
of them relied on surprise to gain the advantage. Taking Wu Jihong's fierce sword head-on was a 
challenge to Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi" skills. A bigger test! 


As the two swords intersected, Shang Chengyu's sword defense was easily broken. Wu Jihong's stabbing 
sword seized the center line, pressing the back of Shang Chengyu's long sword, rubbing out brilliant 
sparks, and the sword tip continued to advance towards Shang Chengyu's chest! 


Wu Jihong was ready to stop. 


But the moment the stabbing sword touched the base of Shang Chengyu's sword, a change occurred. 
Shang Chengyu turned his shoulders and waist slightly, and raised his wrist slightly when holding the 

sword. The blade of the sword drew a very small and sharp circle near the guard. Wu Jihong's sword 

force immediately deflected! 


——Although that half circle is small, the angles of its front, back, left, and right are exactly when Wu 
Jihong's "Flying Dragon Sword" reaches its full strength, and it enters the position where its line and 
strength are weakest. It was exactly where Ye Chenyuan took over He Zisheng's fierce attack. But the 
technique of "Chaos Ring" just made by Shang Chengyu, is doubly subtle and delicate. 
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——And Shang Chengyu waited until the opponent's sword tip had almost penetrated his body before 
he launched a change of moves to break the momentum. This technique of "cutting the sword against 
the flesh and dividing the sword" showed even more extraordinary courage. 


After all, Wu Jihong himself is also a master of "Tai Chi Sword". As soon as he felt his stabbing sword 
being led into the void, he withdrew the power of the sword before it was too late to remedy the 
situation. At the same time, he softened the body that had been violently attacking in an instant, and 
the sword in his hand turned into a defensive stance to look for the direction of the flow of the sword 
force of the Shang brother. 


The two suddenly changed from a fierce exchange of swords to exploring each other with soft swords. 
Each used their listening power to transform the other's attack. Their four legs walked around an 
invisible circle on the ground, and the two swords stuck together like magnetic iron stones, but do not 
resist each other, the metal of the blades sliding around with each other, which carries a lot of changes 
that cannot be seen by the naked eye, only the two of them can feel the subtle changes. 


Everyone on the side of the school grounds could not understand the "Tai Chi Stick Sword" skill 
competition between the two, and were confused by the scene in front of them. Huo Yaohua only knew 
what they were doing, but she couldn't decipher the principles behind it. 


After all, Wu Jihong was good at light kung fu and fast swordsmanship, and his Tai Chi skills were not as 
pure as those of Shang Chengyu, so he was defeated early in this competition. However, Shang Chengyu 
was enjoying the sword-sticking competition of "listening to each other's strength" and did not make a 
killing move. Just recruiting. 


Although Wu Jihong was defeated, he was extremely happy: 


——Senior Brother Shang’s exquisite skills completely overcome the shortcomings of physical injury. He 
is indeed a true genius of the Wudang Sect! 


Wu Jihong was excited by the thought, so he concentrated more on using "Tai Chi" and tried his best to 
train his senior brother. 


2547 


After fighting for a while, Shang Chengyu suddenly turned pale and his shoulder and back muscles 
became stiff. 


Due to the long-term clavicle problem of being chained, coupled with the damage to the muscles caused 
by years of imprisonment, after using "Tai Chi Sword" for a long time, which requires high skill and 
coordination, the back muscles were finally overloaded and lost their strength! 


Wu Jihong was not aware of this situation. He thought it was Senior Shang who deliberately exposed a 
gap. He immediately followed the trend and attacked, but unexpectedly found that he had destroyed 
Senior Shang's momentum and victory was already in front of him! 


--how come..... 


The feeling of weakness in Shang Chengyu's shoulders and back was very similar to the feeling of poison 
on his body when he and Yao Lianzhou competed behind closed doors nine years ago; and the moves 
Wu Jihong used to break the momentum at this moment were also similar to the moves Yao Lianzhou 
used at that time. 


That was the most regretful moment of his life. 


In front of him, Wu Jihong seemed to have turned into his most hated enemy. 


Shang Chengyu's eyes changed. 


Overflowing with murderous intent. 


Relying on the power he didn't know where to awaken, Shang Chengyu roared angrily and exploded 
with strength. The long sword that was originally at a disadvantage launched a smaller but more intense 
"small chaos ring" than before, and three in a row! 


The two swords in between them seem to become a sharp blade storm violently circling, Wu Ji Hong's 
long and wide palm can not control the sword handle, in Shang Chengyu three different angles and 
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directions of the "small chaotic ring" under the strangulation of the hand, the long sword like an arrow 
flying towards the side of the schoolyard, one of the royal guards can not dodge, and the sword 
penetrated his left thigh! 


At the same time, Shang Chengyu's long sword took advantage of the swirling force, lifted it from the 
inside out, and struck Wu Jihong's head! 


Wu Jihong has always been the leader of Wudang's "brown snakes". He used Qinggong to retreat at full 
speed, and his head was violently thrown back to dodge! 


After swiping the silver sword in a flash, Shang Chengyu seemed to have used up the last bit of his 
strength. The tip of the sword fell sideways into the sand, and his body slightly lost his footing. He had to 
use the sword body to support him to prevent him from falling. 


Wu Jihong used all the Wudang Qinggong movements he had practiced in his life to dodge without any 
reservations. He took more than twenty steps back and rolled back on the ground before he stopped. 


He half-knelt on the ground, raised his head, and saw a red line gradually appearing on his bare 
forehead, and blood slowly seeping out and flowing down. 


When Huo Yaohua saw Wu Jihong's injury, she couldn't help but sit up straight in her chair, holding the 
cigarette rod tightly with her fingers. 


——Oh God, please, die to this guy! 


However, Wu Jihong stood up the next moment, causing Huo Yaohua's heart to freeze instantly. 


That sword only cut through the skin. 


Wu Jihong, however, did not even wipe away the blood flowing between his eyebrows and eyes, but ran 


forward anxiously to support the exhausted Senior Brother Shang. 
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Shang Chengyu almost killed his junior brother who worshiped him as a god with one sword. But at this 
moment, there was no trace of guilt on his face, and he accepted Wu Jihong's support as a matter of 
course. 


Wu Jihong did not show any sadness or anger. He just looked at Shang Chengyu's face with concern. 
Seeing that his expression had improved slightly and his shoulders were loosened again, Wu Jihong 
breathed a sigh of relief. He didn't mind at all that he was nearly killed by his senior brother's sword - 
and his senior brother didn't care at all. 


Just the opposite: it was precisely because Shang Chengyu was such a person that Wu Jihong admired 
him from the bottom of his heart. 


--The one who can accomplish great feats must first be loyal to his own desires, and be as cold and 
ruthless as a god or a demon. 


Shang Chengyu reached out and grabbed Wu Jihong's shirt, staring closely at his blood-covered face. 


"| can't fight against this weakness for a long time, and it must not be spread to outsiders." Shang 
Chengyu looked solemnly and glanced at the people on both sides of the field. They were busy trying to 
save the guard who had the sword in his thigh. 


"Senior brother, don't worry. These people here have all been controlled by me using the Zhaoling Pill." 
Wu Jihong said, holding Shang Chengyu's shoulders. 


Shang Chengyu felt relieved and nodded. Originally, he was willing to kill dozens of people here on the 
spot, but after Wu Jihong made this guarantee, he gave up. 


At this time, there was a strong knock on the door outside Wudian. Because he did not want other 
people in the palace to watch the competition, the gate of the Martial Palace was always bolted from 
the inside. 


"Who?" Wu Jihong asked fiercely. 
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"lam sent by the prince!" 


Shang Chengyu adjusted his breath deeply for several rounds until his feeling was restored, then he 
stood up straight and left Wu Jihong's arms. Wu Jihong motioned to his men to open the door. 


The person who came in was a close attendant of Prince Ning. At first sight, he saw the guard lying on 
the ground beside the school ground, bleeding profusely, and he couldn't help but be stunned. 


"What is it?" Wu Ji Hong asked impatiently. 


"The prince said that he had not seen General Shang for three days and wanted to see him very much." 
Since the attendant was close to the prince, he was naturally very arrogant in the palace, but he was 
respectful to Shang Chengyu and lowered his head when he bowed. 


As soon as Shang Chengyu entered the palace, he was appointed by King Ning as the left vanguard of 
the guard. After that, he was promoted three times and was now the Dragon Cavalry General, so the 
attendant called him that. In addition, Wu Jihong was also awarded the title of Thunder Eagle Partial 
General. 


——When King Ning compiled the official ranks in the palace, he did not follow the imperial system, but 
created his own names. He especially chose some powerful and exaggerated names. Naturally, he 
wanted to appear more elite than the imperial army and joined the green forest thieves who guarded 
the palace. Or warriors, most of whom are illiterate, are very uncomfortable with these titles that sound 
particularly powerful. 


The attendant then said, "Your Majesty would like to invite General Wu to come as well, because there 
is something that he needs to discuss with all the military advisors." 


Just as Wu Jihong was about to agree, Shang Chengyu walked away and came to Huo Yaohua. 


Huo Yaohua had already stood up from her chair, holding a silk handkerchief, and stepped forward to 
wipe Shang Chengyu's face. Her fearful attitude was even worse than when she followed Wu Jihong. 
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"Go back to your lord, we will go there later." Shang Chengyu said without looking at the attendant, and 
took the cup from Huo Yaohua's hand, sipping the water leisurely. 


The attendant stayed on the spot, unable to believe his ears. 


——Didn’t you hear that clearly, you bastard? It was the prince who summoned me! The owner of this 
entire palace! The master who gives you clothes, gives you shelter, gives you food, gives you women 
and gold! Do you want to ask him to wait? 


Shang Chengyu raised his eyes, as if he had just discovered that the attendant was still where he was. 


"Aren't you going back yet? What are you waiting for?" It was Wu Jihong who spoke. Although he didn't 
know what Shang Chengyu had in mind, as long as it was his senior brother's wish, he would follow it 
without question. 


The attendant left the "Martial Arts School" without saying a word. 


When he was far away, Wu Jihong looked back at Shang Chengyu. 


"You don't understand this?" Shang Chengyu seemed to know what Wu Jihong was thinking, so he 
spoke first and handed the water cup to Huo Yaohua. 


Wu Jihong thought for a while: "Senior brother, are you doing this to make the prince pay more 
attention to us?" 


"Think about the kind of people surrounding the prince." Shang Chengyu said with a smile: "If you do the 
same thing as them, you can only become one of them. 


"If at the critical juncture, | am still just one of the people that Prince Ning trusts, then there will be no 
point for me to be here." 
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OOOO 


After both Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong changed their clothes, they took another short rest and took 
care of the sword wounds on their foreheads, and then walked to the "Dragon and Tiger Hall" of the 
palace. 


The "Dragon and Tiger Hall" was where King Ning and his subordinates discussed important military 
matters. There were three checkpoints along the passage, each guarded by guards. Shang and Wu had 
unique appearances and temperaments. Although everyone in the palace recognized them, they still 
had to show their general badge before they could pass. 


After being informed by the guards, the two entered the inner hall and saw Prince Ning, a burly and 
finely clad man in brocade robes, already sitting at the head of the long table in the center of the hall. 
Sitting on both sides were the prince's confidants. Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng, the two great military 
advisers under King Ning, sat on the left and right of King Ning respectively. On the other side of Li Shishi 
sat his capable son Li Junyuan; the rest of the people seated were the main generals of the royal guard, 
including the thieves from Min 24 and Ling. In the eleventh class, there are also several think tanks who 
know the art of war under the command of Li and Liu. 


There was a large sheepskin map spread in the center of the long table. It showed the detailed 
topography of the Nanchang area in northern Jiangxi and the neighboring provinces. One of the places 
was marked in red. Although there was no writing on it, Wu Jihong could tell at a glance that it was 
where Nanjing is. There are also many wooden carved blocks piled on the map for deduction purposes. 


As soon as Shang and Wu came in, all the royal military advisors and generals stopped talking and stared 
at them. Some of them showed obvious disgust and were very dissatisfied with the two people's late 
arrival. 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao's face immediately lit up with joy when he saw Shang Chengyu, and he 
hurriedly stood up to greet him: "General Shang! Where have you been these past few days? | miss you 
so much! Come here, prepare a chair for General Shang!" 


The attendants in the "Dragon and Tiger Hall" hurriedly agreed and brought two chairs, but they didn't 
dare to decide where to put them. At this time, Prince Ning waved to the left., and the attendants 
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understood and shoved the chairs between the prince's seat and Liu Yangzheng's seat. The other one for 
Wu Ji Hong was placed among the generals. 


Shang Chengyu smiled faintly, nodded to Liu Yangzheng in greeting, and then sat down without 
ceremony. 


Liu Yangzheng, who looked gentle in appearance, did not get angry. He just responded with a faint smile 
and remained seated. 


After Shang Chengyu sat down, he looked at Li Shishi and his son sitting opposite. 


Li Shishi is a sixty-year-old man. He looks nothing like his handsome son Li Junyuan. He is small and dry, 
with a hunched back and a cane in his hand at all times. His appearance is also very strange, and his eyes 
are very separate, people can not be sure whether he is looking at you, the chin is hanging sparse white 
whiskers, the whole person is like a tree is about to wither. 


But Shang Chengyu did not underestimate this old man who was like a rotten tree: there was a fox-like 
cunning in his slanting gaze. 


Wu Jihong refused to sit on the chair and simply said, "I'll just stand." He then stood behind Senior 
Brother Shang. When the generals saw that Wu Jihong, who was of similar rank to them, did this, they 
became extremely dissatisfied. 


——Are you loyal to the prince? Or to your weirdo senior brother? Do you not even care about the 
discipline of the royal guards? 


Prince Ning didn't mind. He sat down again and reached out to hold Shang Chengyu's hand on the table. 
His affection was beyond words. 


Liu Yangzheng saw the prince's move from the side and raised his eyebrows, looking at Li Junyuan 
opposite. 
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Li Junyuan had never looked directly at Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong, but now he felt Liu Yangzheng's 
reproachful gaze and raised his head to look at him. He looked at Liu Yangzheng, his eyes seeming to 
say: | was just following the prince's order, how could | have guessed that this day would come? 


Wu Jihong was originally recruited into the palace by Li Junyuan. At that time, Li Junyuan was just 
implementing the plan of the prince and his father Li Shishi, recruiting powerful martial arts people to 
enhance the palace's military force. Li Junyuan originally thought that martial artists are good for fame 
and face, and their minds are only filled with fighting and killing, so they should be easy to manipulate, 
but unexpectedly, first there was the King of the Dragon Warriors, Wu Jihong, who somehow turned 
many of the guards in the royal palace into his own soldiers, and then he recruited a character like 
Shang Chengyu, who was ten times more difficult to deal with than Wu Jihong. 


"Everyone, continue." Prince Ning waved to his followers and said. So everyone began to discuss again, 
studying around the map: Once the uprising really starts from Nanchang and sends troops, how to 
promote expansion, which strongholds require what types of troops and equipment that can be easily 
conquered, and what kind of resistance the local governments will have: What will the capital do? How 
to adapt... 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao looked at the map and listened to his confidants confiding various strategies. 
His eyes flashed with ambition and his heart was filled with enthusiasm. It seemed that as long as he 
gave an order today, half of the country would fall into his hands. 


Shang Chengyu observed King Ning's expression from the side and knew that he was in high spirits at 
the moment, so he suddenly squeezed the palm that King Ning was holding on to him. Prince Ning 
immediately turned his head. 


"General, do you have something to say?" 


As soon as the prince said this, everyone immediately became silent again and all looked at Shang 
Chengyu. 


Shang Chengyu glanced at them and felt funny in his heart: Except for Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng and Li 
Junyuan who didn't say a word just now, the generals and think tanks were having heated discussions 
and talking about various strategies, but in fact they were all just to please the prince. Prince Ning held 
this kind of military meeting the next day, just to motivate himself before he could start an incident, and 
to satisfy his ambition and dream. 
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Shang Chengyu has seen too many examples of this - on the martial arts training ground. When it comes 
to becoming a strong person, many people are enthusiastic and eager to try. But when they walk to the 
martial arts training ground in Wudang Mountain and see how hard the people in the field train and 
compete fiercely, many people are afraid of it with blue faces. There are so many people who can’t go 
back and disappear after only half a lesson. And the only ones who can stay are those who are truly 
willing to pay a huge price, even willing to risk their lives. 


——In order to seize supreme power, is Prince Ning willing to risk losing everything? 


It seems not necessarily. But Shang Chengyu was determined to turn him into such a person. 


—— Otherwise | cannot be the final winner. 


"The strategies you mentioned are all very exciting." Shang Chengyu didn't look at everyone, just looked 
at King Ning. "However, Shang believes that all planning is secondary. The real key to victory or defeat 
lies in will." 


Liu Yangzheng, who was sitting next to him, curled up his lips and smiled sideways: "General Shang, 
when it comes to victory in combat, | don't think anyone here doubts your Excellency. But fighting is 
different from sword competition. Fighting spirit cannot feed the soldiers." 


"A well-fed soldier will only fight for the meal," he said. Shang Chengyu's eyes still did not leave the King 
of Ning, and his rebuttal was even more contemptuous of Liu Yangzheng: "We want hungry soldiers - 
not hungry in the belly, but in the heart. What we want are soldiers who are eager to build their careers 
and fight to the death; not for the sheep in captivity, but for the hungry tigers in the wilderness. 


Liu Yangzheng felt that Shang Chengyu was talking nonsense, and was about to reply when he saw the 
squinting eyes of Li Shishi on the other side looking at him, trying to stop him, and moved his chin 
slightly to signal Liu Yangzheng to look at Prince Ning. 


Only then did Liu Yangzheng notice that Prince Ning did not look away from Shang Chengyu, as if he was 
frightened by Shang Chengyu's eyes and completely intoxicated by his heroic words. 
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If someone who listened to the round of exchanges just now listened to the ears of a true expert in the 
art of war, they would be very ridiculous and laugh out loud - in a military meeting of a rebellion, they 
would actually discuss such words that are only emotional and without substance, like a group of 
children playing war games. 


However, this was not a military meeting in the first place, it was just something to satisfy Prince Ning 
Zhu Chenhao alone. And everything Shang Chengyu said moved him - this was Shang Chengyu's 
purpose. 


Liu Yangzheng was reminded by Li Shishi, and then he realized that he was stupid to argue with Shang 
Chengyu, which made Prince Ning even more moved by those words, so he kept silent. 


On the other hand, Li Junyuan changed the topic at the right time: "By the way, General Wu is here 
today for another matter. The new governor of Southern Gansu named Wang has been quite active 
since he took office. He may be a disaster for the prince's great cause... ... We know that General Wu has 
fought against this person in the past, but what is your opinion of him?” 


Upon hearing what Li Junyuan said, Wu Jihong's face changed slightly, and he immediately recalled the 
past when he was attacked by the "Six Swordsmen" in Luling and fled in panic like a lost dog. 


Although Wu Jihong did not know the inner organization of the opponent in that battle, he deduced 
from the analysis afterwards that the "Six Swordsmen" were only the executors, and Wang Shouren was 
the commander-in-chief. The former Luling County Magistrate persuaded a group of powerful bandits to 
join him. The attack on "Qinglian Temple" was also the cause of Wu Jihong's major defeat that day. This 
shows how powerful Wang Shouren was. 


Wu Jihong actually faced off with Wang Shouren on the night before the war, when Wu Jihong led Huo 
Yaohua to attack Luling County at night. Originally, Wu Jihong could kill at least one or two of the "Six 
Swordsmen" that night, but he was deceived by the momentum of Wang Shouren and a group of 
students and fled in a hurry. Wang Shouren did not have any profound martial arts skills, but he dared 
to face Wu Jihong with a sword that night, and the aura he exuded overwhelmed him. Wu Jihong knew 
that this man was extremely extraordinary. 
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——Unexpectedly, this guy’s ghost is still there. After being promoted, he returned to Jiangxi. Whether 
he will confront him again in the future is still unknown... 


Wujihong was about to reply, but Shang Chengyu, who was sitting in front of him, beat him to it by 
saying, "I've heard of this Wang Bo'an from Master Wuji. | heard from Master Wu that Master Wu was 
defeated by the Six Swords of the Broken Door, and Wang Bo'an only utilized his reputation to gather 
the people of the county to rebel against him. Such a Confucian scholar is not a danger, the prince can 
decide his life or death at any time." 


——After hearing this, Wu Jihong naturally understood what Senior Brother Shang meant: Li Junyuan or 
Liu Yangzheng would naturally be responsible for dealing with the imperial officials stationed in Jiangxi. 
Regardless of whether they were bribed or removed, they would still be credited in the end, so there 
was no need for Wujihong to describe this Wang Shouren as some kind of formidable character, and to 
increase the credit for them. 


Li Junyuan only smiled slightly and looked at Wu Jihong: "Since General Shang joined the royal family, it 
seems that General Wu has rarely spoken," he said. 


When Wu Jihong heard this, his big eyes tightened, and murderous intent shot towards Li Junyuan. Li 
Junyuan felt as if an invisible ice sword had penetrated his eyebrows, and his whole body jumped 
suddenly. 


"What Senior Brother Shang said, | also said." Wu Jihong's voice was equally cold. 


——Meaning: Do you want to drive a wedge between the two of us? Don't waste your time. 


"A governor of Southern Jiangxi who does not even have military power is not a problem." Prince Ning 
waved his hand and said, completely convinced by Shang Chengyu's statement: "Jun Yuan, just prepare 
some gifts, go and greet this Wang Bo'an, and get to the bottom of the matter. Whether he takes it or 
not, when we do something, is his neck stronger than our sword? This is not the first time for us..." He 
drew a line on his neck with his finger. 


OOOO 


2558 


After the meeting ended, only Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng and Li Junyuan were left in the "Dragon and Tiger 
Hall". Li Junyuan was playing with the wooden cubes on the table used to represent the army, feeling 
depressed. 


"But this guy named Shang... is so..." Li Junyuan held a piece of wood and gritted his teeth. He was rarely 
so excited on weekdays, and he was thinking over and over how to describe Shang Chengyu, but he 
couldn't find the right words. 


"He doesn't look like a human being." Li Shishi, who was still sitting in his original position, said slowly 
with his hands on wooden crutches and half-lowered eyes. 


Liu Yangzheng and Li Junyuan couldn't help but nodded in agreement. The three of them had followed 
Prince Ning for many years and had extensive experience in both officialdom and black and white 
circles, but they had never seen anyone like Shang Chengyu. 


In fact, Shang Chengyu's political skills and words to win favor with the prince are not particularly clever. 
All three of them have used them over the years; but the same words spoken by Shang Chengyu have an 
indescribable and powerful deterrent effect, which is why he has gained the king's attention in just a 
short period of time, and the degree of favor has already surpassed that of the three of them. 


They didn't say it out loud, but they all knew the reason in their hearts: it was the temperament Shang 
Chengyu had cultivated through years of practicing martial arts, and it was beyond the reach of ordinary 
people like them. 


——Li Junyuan, who once met Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an, has a deeper understanding of this fact. 


"If the prince wants to start an uprising, I'm afraid he will have to prepare for a few more years." Liu 
Yangzheng said, stroking his beard: "If we don't do more things during these days, I'm afraid that before 
the day of the uprising, our power and status will be lost to that man named Shang. Embezzled 
everything." 


"If this Wang Bo'an refuses the prince's gift, it will not look good to us..." Li Junyuan said, but everyone 
knows that Wang Shouren will not accept bribes - a man who had the courage to offend Liu Jin, was 
demoted to Guizhou Longchang, and came back alive from all kinds of hardships. How can there be 


wealth and honor in his eyes? 
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"Then, just change to a governor of Nangan who can collect money." Liu Yangzheng said softly. "Are we 
going to use our connections in the capital to replace someone in the imperial court? Isn't this too 
slow..." As he said this, he saw the look Liu Yangzheng cast and finally understood what he meant. 


——Substituting people does not necessarily mean replacing one with another; as long as the original 
one disappears. 


"But there is a problem." Liu Yangzheng said: "The real experts in the palace are all controlled by Shang. 
It is not easy to find reliable people to do it cleanly... Just like the last two times, the most important 
thing is It must not be traced back to the palace." 


This is not the first time that Prince Ning's Mansion has assassinated local officials: a few years ago, two 
successive governors of Jiangxi, Wang Zhe and Dong Jie, both died suddenly because they investigated 
the Prince's actions and refused to be bribed by Prince Ning. 


"You don't need anyone from the palace." Li Shishi said without moving his eyelids. 


——Find a killer. 


Li Junyuan nodded: "I'm going to find Yan Qingtong. He has a wide network of contacts in the world and 
must have a solution. 


OOOO 


After leaving the "Dragon and Tiger Hall", Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong went back to their residence 
and walked side by side through the corridors of the palace. 


The two walked through a garden. In winter, most of the flowers on the trees have withered, but only 
one plum tree is still blooming despite the cold. 
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Shang Chengyu stopped, reached out and gently broke off a branch of plum, smelled the fragrance of 
the flowers, and closed his eyes. After losing his seven years of life, Shang Chengyu tried his best to 
enjoy everything in life after regaining his freedom, whether it was eating a warm meal, drinking a sip of 
cold water, smelling the delicate fragrance of flowers... every little thing. For Shang Chengyu, everything 
is about catching up on lost time. 


——Of course, what he enjoys most in life is far more than these things. 


"Is there still no news about Yao Lianzhou?" Shang Chengyu asked without opening his eyes. 


"No..." Wu Jihong replied, observing Senior Brother Shang's expression from the side. 


Shang Chengyu didn't move, but those who knew him well could still see a faint sense of regret between 
his brows. 


They were still unsure whether Yao Linzhou had been blown to ashes in the battle two years ago, or 
whether he was still alive. 


After taking Shang Chengyu back to the Prince of Ning's residence, Wu Ji Hong immediately asked Li Jun 
Yuan for the Jinyiwei's Wudang Sect's intelligence - information stolen through the Wudang Mountain's 
mole Jiang Ning Er - especially the list of the Wudang Sect's "First Snake Road" disciples stationed in 
various places. 


--Although he was once the head of the Brown Snake, the information network of the First Snake Dao 
was directly under the orders of the two Sect Masters, Gongsun Qing and Yao Lianzhou, and he was only 
responsible for the security of Wudang Mountain, so he would not have been able to know the 
identities of his fellow disciples had it not been for the list Jiang Ning Er stole from the Hall of True 
Immortality. 


Although the list was used by the Jinyiwei to kill disciples from all over the world before the army 
marched south to conquer Wudang, some of them were still spared, especially in the Jiangnan area, 
which was outside the route of the army. It occurred to Wu Ji Hong that if Yao Lian Zhou survived the 
fire of the Divine Mechanism Camp, he would surely approach these disciples of the "First Snake Way" 
for help, and they would surely actively search for the remnants of the Wudang Sect. Therefore, he 
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chose more than ten skillful men from the royal army to search for the remnants of the "Head Snake 
Path" in various places. 


After the news of Wudang's destruction came out, all these "First Snake Way" disciples went into hiding 
or moved their locations, and it was not easy to find them just based on the list. Over the past two 
years, Wu Jihong's men only found two of them. After torture and interrogation, they determined that 
they had not come into contact with any Wudang remnants. 


If this continues, the chance of finding Yao Lianzhou becomes increasingly slim. 


"Can't find it?..." Shang Chengyu said softly, smelling the plum blossoms, his voice a little lonely, no 
longer as arrogant as usual. 


Wu Jihong knew very well what Senior Brother Shang was thinking: Although Shang Chengyu had 
already decided to conquer the world as his future ambition in life, he was still a Wudang man after all, 
and he still had persistence and attachment to martial arts -- otherwise, he would not have minded 
revealing his weaknesses in martial arts just now. 


If Yao Lianzhou disappeared, Shang Chengyu would never be able to fill the hole of regret in his heart. 


——But Shang Chengyu didn’t know: At this moment, he and Yao Lianzhou were hundreds of miles 
apart, but they were breathing the same plum fragrance. 


Soon after, the two of them took another step and walked to a courtyard in front of their residence, but 
there was a man waiting in front of the stone pavilion. 


It was a palace guard named Cen Ji, who was originally a thief in Nanchang City. He was tall and long- 
legged, and his figure looked a bit like a shrunken Wu Jihong. From his stance, he was very agile. Since 
becoming Wu Jihong's personal soldier, Cen Ji has been taught Wudang Qinggong and body skills, and is 
even more agile than when he was a thief. 
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Cen Ji saluted Shang and Wu without saying any more nonsense, and immediately reported: "The 
Wudang 'Snake Path' that General Wu asked me to find has been discovered. It turns out that he has 
returned to Nanjing, and seems to be taking action. " 


When the two heard this, their eyes immediately lit up. "Is he looking for someone?" 


Cen Ji nodded: "A team of our colleagues are already monitoring him closely." 


Wu Jihong turned back to Shang Chengyu and said, "I'll go there and have a look tomorrow morning." 


Shang Chengyu shook his head. 


"| haven't determined who he is looking for yet. To be sure, | will go there myself. We will set off 
tonight." 


As he spoke, his sleepy eyes shone with a light that chilled Wu Jihong's heart. 


OOOO 


In the darkness, she saw the light of the knife passing by, as bright as the sun. 


The astonishing sound and momentum of breaking wind were imprinted in her heart, reappearing and 
gushing out again and again at this moment. It was obviously a deadly sword move, but it was full of 
powerful vitality for her, awakening her depressed soul. 


"| call this the 'Yangji Saber'." 


She remembers him telling her this on one of the first days we wandered together. 
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The sword's power reappeared again and again in my memory. She held the hand of the cigarette rod 
and couldn't help but slowly made gestures in the air... 


Huo Yaohua opened her eyes and sat upright on the bed, barely stopping the movement of using her 
hand to replace the knife. 


--| can't. 


No martial arts training. She knew that outside the window of her room, there would be the Dragon 
Warrior King's men watching at any time. 


--Although Wu Ji Hong had long since stopped using that evil name, Huo Yaohua was still accustomed to 
calling him by it. 


She calmed down her rapid heartbeat after waking up, then leaned on the bed again, rolled up her legs, 
slowly put the still-lit cigarette rod to her lips, took a deep breath, and exhaled the clouds to the sky. 


After being kidnapped by Shang Chengyu and brought back to Prince Ning's Mansion, Huo Yaohua was 
never awarded the rank of leader like before when she had been in the King of Wushu's congregation. 


Of course, she knew why: how could the King of Surgery reuse a traitor who had run away? 


Not only that, but all of Huo's weapons and armor had been confiscated, and the large saber had been 
locked up in the royal armory for two years. She changed her clothes to a noblewoman's dress. The 
meaning is clear: 


--You wolf girl, we will pull out all your sharp teeth now. 


She had not practiced martial arts even once in the past two years. Even when she was not in the sight 
of Shang Chengyu or Wu Zhihong, she was being watched all day long by their trusted men. 
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Huo Yaohua had expected all this. She knows very well that she is only a prisoner today. She knew very 
well that she was just a prisoner today. She was lucky not to be executed by the King of Arts. If Shang 
Chengyu hadn't been there, she knew her end would have been ten thousand times more tragic. 


What surprised Huo Yaohua most was Shang Chengyu. She thought that she would become his 
concubine, but it turned out not to be the case. It was not because Shang Chengyu was a puritanical 
man - he had three women in the royal residence - but apart from the time he violated her in the forest 
behind Wudang's "Encountering Truth Palace", he had not touched her once again. 


Meanwhile, Huo Yaohua was the only woman that Shang Chengyu always took with him, serving him 
with sweat, food, drink, and clothing. He had never said a harsh word to her; on the contrary, he talked 
to her in private from time to time, asking her about various old stories: how she left the Chu Wolf Saber 
Sect and became a bandit; how she joined the King of Surgery; and of course, the Six Swords of the 
Broken Door. 


"| heard that you have a favorite man, right?" Shang Chengyu once asked, "His name is Jing Li, isn't it? 
What do you like about him? What kind of person is he? ....... ; 


If Huo Yaohua were an ordinary woman, she would have guessed that Shang Chengyu probably liked 
her, but she had been through a lot of hardships, so she didn't believe that. After being asked several 
times, she began to realize that Shang Chengyu wanted to understand Jing Li through her. 


--Having defeated Lei Jiuti, the head of the Secret Sect, Jing Li's power is undeniable, and he has a long- 
standing grudge against Wu Ji Hong and the Ning royal family, so he is likely to become Shang Chengyu's 
future enemy. 


Huo Yaohua also understood her situation better: Shang Chengyu kept her alive not because he 
cherished her after having sex, but because she had a relationship with Jing Li, Shimazu Hu Linglan and 
the missing Xi Xiaoyan. Keeping her under control may be valuable in containing these people in the 
future; treating Huo Yaohua politely is also to preserve more possibilities of using her. 


--This person has such a strong desire, but is also well thought out and rational. It turns out that in the 
past, the King's of magic actions have been modeled after those of this Master Shang! But they are still 
very different - this guy is much scarier ...... 
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Huo Yaohua got up from the bed, put out the ashes from the cigarette stick, walked to the window of 
the room, and took a breath of fresh air into the garden outside the window. 


Next to a short tree in the garden, a personal guard of Wu Jihong stood leaning against the tree with his 
arms folded, staring at Huo Yaohua expressionlessly. She also looked at him, pretending as if nothing 
had happened - even though she knew that this man had just been peeking outside the window. 


This is her way of survival now: trying her best to make Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong no longer see her 
as a threat. Wu Jihong did not explicitly prohibit her from practicing martial arts. It was her own 
decision, in order to make the King of Magic believe that she no longer had the will to resist and reduce 
his vigilance against her. 


She waited for the day when someone would come to save her. 


When she was captured, she believed that once Hu Linglan and Jing Li met up, they would definitely 
come to save her. Of course, she would have preferred Xi Xiaoyan to come, but she didn't know if he 
had survived the battle of Wudang, and even if he was still alive, he wouldn't know that she had become 
a bird in a cage again. Therefore, she still put her hopes on Jing Li and Hu Linglan. 


But after waiting for a month or two ...... 


No one broke into the high gate wall of Prince Ning's Mansion. She gradually despaired. 


——In fact, what am | to them? ...Yes, if | were Hu Linglan, | might not tell Jing Li about Wudang 
Mountain at all... Why should | share my beloved man with others? ....Huo Yaohua, don't be naive. 


As time passed, various thoughts invaded her heart, gradually eroding her remaining trust in humanity. 


One day, however, she found an impossibly small note in the brocade bag containing the tobacco. Inside 
were only three words written in cursive: 


"Patience." 
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Looking at the note, Huo Yaohua's heart beat wildly, and she tried her best not to cry on the spot. She 
immediately burned it. 


She had no way of knowing who had snuck the note in there. No one reported to her after that. She 
wasn't even sure if this was the King of Magic's plan to test her. 


Just these three words became the hope that supported her efforts to live. 


Until today. 


She still no longer practices martial arts on the surface, but she practices secretly in her mind every day. 
While this is nowhere near as good as real physical exercise, it is better than nothing at all. 


——When that day comes, | will surprise Wu Jihong. 


And every time she imagined exercising, Xi Xiaoyan's masculine sword moves appeared naturally, 
warming her heart and giving her the courage to persevere. 


The two men Huo Yaohua liked seemed to be with her every day. 


And every day, she prayed for them to become stronger. Even though she didn't know where they were. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 156 Chapter 5 The Wolf Army 


In the thick forest mist, Nong Kun and more than 80 Chong clan warriors from different tribes and 
villages were quietly lying in ambush, everyone trying their best to keep their breathing down. 


The top of the mountain was quiet in the first light of dawn, and it was difficult to see anything in the 
darkness. However, Nong Kun and his compatriots were all good mountain hunters who had been 
rigorously trained since childhood. Even in this dim light, they could still clearly see the outlines of the 
rocks and trees around them, as well as the exterior wall of the cottage in front of them. 


The wall was about ten feet high and thirty feet long. It was made of solid wood and was built between 
two towering piles of strange peaks and beautiful rocks, making full use of this dangerous terrain. At the 
sentry box on the top of the wall, six enemy figures could be seen standing. The enemy did not relax and 
fall asleep just because it was dawn. 


Nong Kun couldn't help but sigh in his heart when he saw it. Sure enough, there are no miracles in the 
world. It is extremely difficult to break through this "Wahuang Village". 


But if these bandits are not defeated, villages within a radius of dozens of miles will starve again next 
spring, and no one knows how many girls will be snatched away. 


Among them, there might be Yazhi, who had a marriage contract with Nongkun. Just thinking about her, 
Nong Kun's chest heated up. --No. Never. 


Nong-kun carried six short spears in his hands and behind his back, two feet shorter than his favorite 
hunting spears, to make it easier to hide behind the rocks. He also wore a hunting saber on his waist, his 
narrow blue-dyed cloth coat was tied with two rows of bamboo armor in front of his chest and behind 
his back, and he hid a copper hoop in the inner layer of his turban; he squatted down on the rock with 
his thin cloth shoes on his feet, and he looked like he was ready to hunt and kill the fierce beasts. 


Nong Kun is not afraid of wild animals, let alone the bandits in "Wahuang Village" - if it is just one-on- 
one. As a member of the "Wolf Soldiers", even when faced with well-armored fleeing bandits, he is 
confident that the spear he throws can accurately pierce the opponent's throat or heart. But he could 
not guarantee that he would not be hacked to death by four other people at the same time. One versus 
five - this is the number difference between them and the thieves in "Wahuang Village". 
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This does not take into account the additional troops required to break through the tall and solid gate of 
the village - maybe half of the compatriots will fall with blood in front of this gate alone. 


Nong Kun believed that it would be a better strategy to wait for the enemy to come out to raid the 
village in the spring before ambush. But Yue Lang, the veteran who led the crowd, disagreed. 


"Even if we beat these people away and burn down the stronghold, it will be useless. They will definitely 
regroup. 


At that time, they will retaliate more fiercely against the villages. We must kill them all in one go. In this 
iron cage-like mountain village. " 


"But we have to break into the village gate first." Someone asked at that time. 


"| have agreed that the 'six tigers' will come to help." Yue Lang said confidently: "They will open the 
village gate. All we have to do is follow them in." 


Yue Lang did not even mobilize all the strong men in each village, but only selected these "wolf soldiers" 
with battlefield experience, a total of only eighty-six people. Yue Lang said that this battle relied on 
surprise attacks, where concealment and speed were of paramount importance, as well as concerted 
action. He would rather not use it if he couldn't do it. 


——tThe so-called "Wolf Soldiers" are actually the private military force established by local officials and 
wealthy families of Guangxi Lian people. Because of their special personality and physique, they are 
particularly famous for their bravery and ability to fight and their courage to die. Since the Zhengtong 
and Jingtai years of this dynasty, the imperial court has ordered the recruitment of "Wolf Soldiers" to 
quell local civil unrest and disasters, and their reputation for bravery spread far and wide to the capital. 


At this moment, Yue Lang was hiding among another pile of stones opposite Nong Kun. When Nong Kun 
looked over, Yue Lang also looked back. His wrinkled face was still vigorous. 
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No one did not listen to Yue Lang. At the age of 48, he is the retired "Wolf Soldier" with the most 
experience in bloody battles among the people. He once participated in the war at the call of local 
officials and bravely quelled four civil uprisings in Guilin. A list of meritorious deeds with his name was 
submitted to the imperial court in the capital, and he received commendations and rewards. Nong Kun 
is the strongest among the young "Wolf Soldiers", but he dare not say a word in front of his senior 
commander, Yue Lang. 


Now looking at Yue Lang on the hilltop where he was about to bathe in the morning exposure, Nong Kun 
wanted to convey his anxiety to him. 


As expected, the five people from the "Six Tigers" kept their appointment and had already arrived at the 
foot of the mountain below at midnight. However, it was almost dawn now and they had not come up 
yet. 


Nongkun has also heard the names of these people, but only knows two rumors about them: they are a 
group of male and female Han Chinese who do not know where they came from; they fight like ghosts 
and gods. 


But Nongkun didn’t want to put his life and the lives of his compatriots on the rumors of strangers. He 
himself was not afraid of death, but he did not dare to imagine how tragic the remaining villagers would 
suffer if this elite group of "Wolf Soldiers" failed to resist and were wiped out... 


At this time, he saw that Yue Lang's face was smiling and he gestured forward with his chin. 


Nong Kun looked in the direction indicated by Yue Lang, tightened his gaze and took a closer look. Only 
then did he see several figures crawling hiddenly among the strange rocks on the hillside in front of him, 
only a few feet away from the village gate! 


—-—lIt’s already here! And it’s still ahead of us! When was it? He actually passed us deer hunters without 
even realizing it! 


Nong Kun, Yue Lang and several "Wolf Soldier" leaders exchanged glances with each other, then bit a 
wooden talisman hung on the chest with a rope between their teeth, and then reached out and tapped 
the shoulder of the person behind them three times. The man bit the wooden talisman again and 


slapped his shoulder backward. 
2570 


——This is the method used by the "Wolf Soldiers" to convey instructions silently, signaling everyone to 
prepare for battle. 


Smelling the tense body odor emitting from everyone at the same time, Nong Kun knew that everyone 
was ready, so he was the first to lead the soldiers forward. 


While squatting and crawling, Nong Kun moved forward and watched the figures closely, and then 
watched the movements of the sentinels at the sentry box on the wall. It seems that the other party has 
not discovered it. 


Then he heard a strange sound: three metal objects were nailed to the wooden wall at high speed. 


Two strong figures and one petite figure each grabbed the iron chain and rope and leaped upwards. 
Taking advantage of the momentum of rising into the air, they swung forward with lightning with their 
other hand. 


——Three hands each cast a swift shadow! 


At the sentry post on the top of the wall, three of them were covering their throats or chests almost at 
the same time. The fourth person fell backwards, with an arrow stuck in his neck - it was shot upward 
from under the wall. 


The other two sentry gangsters in the guard box rushed towards the bronze bell that reported the 
message! 


The three figures holding the zip ropes jumped up the wall like arrows, moving very fast. Two of them 
were strong and strong, each waved their iron fists. The two sentry bandits fainted silently, and then 
were fatally punched in the throat. hit. Another sentry with a hidden weapon in his chest was killed by 
the sharp sword drawn by the third petite figure before he could call out. 


While all this was happening, Nongkun only took four more steps forward. It's that fast. 
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The sight seemed to him like a miracle. He was so surprised that he almost dropped the wooden 
talisman between his teeth. While calming down, Nong Kun once again bit the wooden talisman, and he 
and many other soldiers walked around the rocks on the mountain and continued to run towards the 
village gate that was still open. 


This habit of biting the talisman is a special tactic of "Wolf Soldiers". It has four functions: first, to 
prevent inadvertent shouting during a surprise attack; second, to force breathing through the nostrils 
when running on the battlefield, making breathing more even. Avoid premature exhaustion of stamina 
due to short and large inhales; third, when wielding weapons, clenching the wooden tablet can help 
exert force; fourth, of course, the wooden tablet is engraved with amulet patterns, which can protect 
the safety of the warrior. 


Although Yue Lang was more than twenty years older than Nong Kun, he was not behind at all. At this 
moment, he was running side by side with Nong Kun, holding a vine shield in one hand and a short spear 
on his shoulder in the other hand, ready to throw it at any time. 


Nong Kun held a short spear in his left and right hands, and led the "wolf soldiers" to rush up the 
hillside. These wild people are strong and brave, and are accustomed to living in mountainous areas. 
They can run uphill as fast as ordinary people walking on flat ground, with pairs of barefoot or cloth- 
shoeed feet passing quickly over the rocks. 


The three figures who had climbed up the wall had disappeared from the sentry post. Nong Kun knew 
that they must have landed on the other side of the wall and attacked the other bandits guarding the 
gate. There were sounds of fierce fighting and cut-off screams inside. 


Soon after, the sound of heavy wood falling to the ground was heard from inside the village gate. The 
door opens slightly from the inside to the outside. 


There are two other figures waiting outside the door. One of them is the man who shot the arrow just 
now, and the other is covered in a cloak and has a figure like a boulder. The two people opened the gate 
from the left and right. Each side of the foot-high wooden gate was extremely heavy, but they were very 
strong. They each opened the gate quickly, revealing a gap big enough for four people to enter side by 
side. 
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The two people who opened the door turned around and saw Nong Kun and the "Wolf Soldier" 
approaching, and ran into the door side by side without waiting for them. At this time, there was 
another shadow running at high speed from a low place. Nong Kun could see clearly that there was an 
unknown beast next to the chubby man's feet. 


Yue Lang and Nong Kun arrived with the "Wolf Soldiers" and expanded the village gate to the left and 
right. Nong Kun saw seven or eight corpses of thieves lying inside the door. In front of him was a narrow 
passage built with wooden walls on the left and right, about sixty or seventy paces long, and it led to the 
hinterland of the fortress until the exit on the other side. 


Nong Kun knew that this was an extremely dangerous terrain: the narrow passage limited the number of 
people who could rush into the stronghold, and the defending side could kill them one by one. What 
was even more frightening was that there were footholds on the wooden walls on both sides of the 
narrow passage. If the opponent's archers were to Arrive in time and fire arrows into the narrow 
passage from the commanding heights on both sides. The "Wolf Soldiers" will surely suffer heavy 
casualties! 


——We must rush through this killing trap as soon as possible! 


Nong Kun saw from a distance that the "six tigers" in front had arrived at the exit of the narrow passage, 
and a fierce battle was breaking out there - which meant that there were bandits in the village coming 
to resist! 


At the same time, he heard the urgent copper bell alarm ringing in the village. 


OOOO 


At this moment, Tong Jing did not hear the bell ringing. 


She seemed to exist in another world. In that world, her consciousness controls everything. 


A sudden stinging sensation on her back, like a sharp light, made her lean forward quickly. Under the 
stimulation of this "Borrowing Primer:-Mang Rui", Tong Jing exerted an explosive speed that is 
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unimaginable for ordinary people. The trembling "Swift Bee Sword" stabbed with her body, and the thin 
sword tip spit out and swallowed with her arm. , a tall and strong bandit covered in bamboo armor, with 
a bloody hole in his throat. 


The "Swift Bee Sword" then stabbed diagonally to the left, and the side of the neck of another bandit 
holding a spear was cut. Tong Jing dragged the sword to the other side, holding the hand that had been 
struck with a single sword. Just in time, his fist hit the edge of her blade, causing pain and the handle of 
the knife fell out of his hand. 


As soon as this "Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse" was successful, Tong Jing had already swam to 
the side of the bandit who had lost his weapon. With a push of his left hand and a trip with his left leg, 
he performed one of the "Eight Great Skills" of Kongtong Sect, "Moyun Hand". ”, skillfully knocking 
down the man who was almost twice as tall as himself, and then stabbed down with the sword in his 
right hand, and the "Swift Bee Sword" was stained with blood again. 


Tong Jing killed three bandits in a row with four moves, like flowing clouds and flowing water, without 
any unnecessary pretense, her martial arts skills had completely changed. 


But she didn't show any expression of excitement and complacency. His brows were slightly more 
mature than before, and he immediately looked for the next enemy. 


Just because she knew that wielding the sword today was not for her own practice, but for the life and 
death of many people. 


The real female swordsman Tong Jing is born. 


OOOO 


A group of more than 20 sentry bandits from the "Wahuang Village" who lived in a camp near the gate 
of the village were originally responsible for guarding during the day. At this time, they were awakened 
by the sounds of fighting and screams and ran out. Each of them was armed with knives, axes, bows and 
arrows. . They are all Han Chinese, and half of them are deserters from the official army. They have been 
trained in battle discipline, and they stole a lot of sophisticated weapons when they escaped from the 
military camp. They fled to Guilin in the past few years and have committed countless murders and 
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related crimes. His experience in fighting with the government and his fighting power are extraordinary 
than those of ordinary bandits. 


At this moment, when they saw that the enemy was about to rush out from the narrow entrance, they 
reacted very quickly. They formed a bow formation on the spot, dropped their sabers, bent their bows 
and nocked arrows, and aimed intensively at the entrance. 


At this moment, a strong figure rushed towards him at full speed, his whole body covered in a cloak and 
invisible, and there was a fierce dog running behind him! 


This huge incoming target attracted all the archers, and they all aimed their arrows at him. 


"Let go!" the leader of the sentry bandits in charge shouted. 


More than twenty arrows left the bowstring almost at the same time. 


But the man didn't dodge at all, he just turned his left side to meet the arrows and continued to 
accelerate! 


At the same time, the dog disappeared to nowhere. 


Two-thirds of the flying arrows passed over the man's rushing body, and the rest all hit—— 


But not a single arrow could penetrate. Either it rubbed his body and got hooked on the cloak, or it 
refracted and flew away, or it bounced away with a sound of golden iron. 


The archers were surprised. 


——What kind of monster is it? ... 
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They hurriedly stretched out their trembling hands, drew arrows and put them on the wooden bows 
again, but in their panic, their fingers were no longer as nimble as before, and some even dropped the 
arrows. 


When the man rushed within ten steps, the fierce dog appeared again: it turned out to be running 
behind its master, and as soon as the arrows flew past, it stepped on the master's shoulders! 


The man took a big step while walking, his body trembled when he landed, and his left shoulder sent 
forward a short but strong force; the hound on his shoulder took advantage of the momentum of the 
previous leap and jumped forward, plus Being thrown violently by the owner shaking his shoulders, the 
whole body flew forward like a bird! 


Those sentry bandits had experienced hundreds of battles, but they had never seen such a strange 
fighting method. Before they could draw their bows, the hounds had already flown to a person in the 
middle of the bow array, and their sharp claws hooked the side of his neck and chest, knocking him 
down! 


The canines open, revealing two rows of sharp teeth. 


While the archers were in confusion due to this incident, the man had already taken off his arrow- 
carrying cloak and revealed his true identity in front of them. 


Yuan Xing's thick "Bronze Half Body Armor" added a few battle scars, but he himself was unscathed. He 
stared with diamond-like eyes, holding the end of the eyebrow-level stick with both hands, shouting and 
charging forward! 


Combining the strength of the Shaolin stick, the route of the Japanese Yinliu sword technique, and the 
speed of Kongtong's "Mountain Whip", the iron-clad eyebrow-level stick was swung horizontally, and 
wherever it passed, there were broken bows and bones! 


The person standing closest to Yuan Xing was lucky enough not to be within the range of the stick. At 
this time, the left half of Yuan Xing's mask was clearly seen from the side, and it was carved into the 
shape of an evil Shura. In his eyes, it was nothing less than the face of the God of Death. 
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The next moment, a left fist wearing a copper gauntlet hit his face and dented it. 


Some thieves immediately abandoned their bows and arrows to pick up sabers on the ground. However, 
Alai, a hound with a bloody mouth, barked fiercely and rushed left and right between their legs. 
Everyone jumped away in fright. 


A Yuan Xing club swings from above, cracking another man's head. 


The human and the dog work together as if they were one. 


As Yuan Xing swings his fist and bat, his bearded mouth recites Buddhist sutras. The number of dead 
souls he has to ferry continues to accumulate. 


OOOO 


Nongkun and his companions took the lead in rushing out of the narrow passage of the village gate and 
finally entered the center of the village. Fortunately, they were not trapped in the narrow passage of 
death. After he calmed down, he saw that the miserable corpses of many bandits were piled on the 
ground at the exit of the narrow passage. They had all come to intercept the invading "Wolf Soldiers". 


The "Wolf Soldiers" looked ahead and saw the back of a woman wearing black clothes from the Deer 
tribe. She had a long bow and a quiver hanging on her back. She was holding a strange-shaped sword 
they had never seen before in both hands, slashing left and right to clear the way. 


They could tell at a glance that she was not a compatriot - although the women of the Deer tribe were 
also very powerful, they were still far behind this tall and brave female swordsman. 


The Nodachi drew bloody arcs one after another, as casually as writing with a brush. Looking at Hu 
Linglan's movements of wielding the knife from behind, every stroke is so precise and smooth. 
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——With the guidance of Xi Xiaoyan, Hu Linglan's body joint coordination has improved to a new level. 
In the past two years, her swordsmanship has reached another level. The giant nodachi seemed to have 
become lighter in her hand. She used less strength than before, but she could swing the sword with the 
same fierceness. 


Every bandit from the "Wahuang Village" standing in front of her initially had animalistic eyes flashing 
because of her beauty; then, without exception, their eyes turned to extreme fear. Those who were able 
to escape Nota's blade had forgotten that she was a woman when they turned around and ran away. 


At this time, dozens of steps away from the east side of the village, dozens of bandits came to the 
rescue, shouting and killing in this direction. Hu Linglan decisively inserted the nodachi on the ground 
beside her, quickly took off the long bow hanging on her back, drew an arrow and put it on the bow, 
gently released the string without having to aim too much, and the powerful arrow hit one of the 
incoming enemies. There was a burst of exclamation. 


Nong Kun and more than thirty "Wolf Soldiers" rushed to Hu Linglan's side first. They formed a 
formation with great tacit understanding. At the same time, they strode forward and threw the short 
spears in their hands fiercely. More than thirty spears and spears were carried with them. Terrifying 
whistling sounds flew out! 


The group of bandits were suddenly greeted by the powerful flying spears. They were frightened and 
immediately stopped, but they could not escape. More than ten people were injured and killed by the 
spears. The one thrown by Nong Kun penetrated the chest of a man's armor and killed him on the spot. 


Hu Linglan also took this opportunity to fire three arrows in a row, hitting the target with ease, creating 
even greater fear. The remaining bandits were frightened and immediately retreated. 


Hu Linglan lowered her bow, looked sideways at the "Wolf Soldier" beside her, and smiled slightly. 


The "Wolf Soldiers" never thought that one day they would still have heart-pounding moments on such 
a battlefield where they risked their lives. 


OOOO 
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When Lian Feihong landed on the ground again, he was breathing heavily. 


Already old. He knows it very well. 


Just now, when he climbed up the wall of the village with Feilao and attacked the sentry post on the top 
of the wall, the sole of his foot slipped slightly when he stepped on the wooden wall. He had to use the 
force of his arm holding the iron chain to fly up, and he could hardly keep up with the other two 
companions. 


One of them was even the boy he had trained, Tong Jing! The "Soul Delivering Blade" that he had 
thrown in mid-air was also slightly off-target due to this effect, missing the throat and only nailing the 
sentry's chest, and it was only through Tong Jing's timely addition of a sword to stop him from calling 
out that the enemy below was unable to react. 


At that moment, Lian Feihong watched with his own eyes, Tong Jing used the Kongtong School skills and 
Qinggong movements taught by him, changing hooks, throwing knives, and long swords one after 


another, showing the true style of Kongtong's "Flower Technique". He felt happy in his heart, and at the 


same time it stimulated his self-esteem and fighting spirit. 


——Ilf | continue to weaken, this rare disciple will abandon me! 


Lian Feihong then rose up to attack, rushed to a small house on the east side of the village gate, kicked 
open the door and broke in. 


Inside the hut was a group of twenty-two sentry bandits ready to support the gate, nearly half of whom 
had already been awakened by the sounds of battle outside, and were picking up their bows, arrows, 
sabers, and spears that had been placed beside their beds when Lian Feihong entered the hut. 


The twenty people looked at the sudden appearance of Mr. Feihong. They were shocked at first, and the 
next moment they raised their weapons - Lian Feihong's pale hair made them think that this was a good 
prey. 


At that time Lian Feihong smiled. 
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--very good. Just try to underestimate me. 


Lian Feihong thought: Old age may also be my weapon today. 


Holding the "Fen Lion Sword" and the Western Scimitar in each hand, he charged into the enemy. 


As a result, no one could go up to the narrow path of the village gate to shoot arrows, and the "wolf 
soldiers" such as Yue Lang and Nong Kun were able to pass through safely. 


After killing the twenty-two people, Lian Feihong walked out of the hut, waved to the "Wolf Soldiers" 
walking behind, and instructed them to send a few people to collect the fine bows and arrows left in the 
hut; he sat down against the wall of the house, blood-stained swords were stuck on the ground on both 
sides. 


The "Wolf Soldier" who went in to pick up weapons was shocked when he saw the bloody scene in the 
house. He couldn't believe that this old man did all this. 


Lian Feihong only rested for a while, then stood up again, pulled out the sword on the ground, and ran 
towards the main battlefield in the village. He was a little ashamed because he didn't even have the 
energy to say another word to the "Wolf Soldier" just now. ——But he didn't know how admiring the 
eyes of the "Wolf Soldiers" behind him were when they watched his back. 


Lian Feihong slid down a slope from the inside of the mountain village. When he reached the level 
ground, he felt that his hands and feet were starting to become weak. Ever since he was defeated and 
seriously injured by Lei Jiudi, his old body had been severely damaged, and he had never been able to 
return to his previous state - and he believed that it would be impossible for him to go back to his 
former state. 


But it doesn't mean that he has to give up practicing. What sustained him was the dignity of a martial 
artist. 
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In front of them, there was another group of about thirty bandits running between the camps and the 
accounts, and they were about to move towards the clearing to support them. "The Six Swords of 
Broken Door" knew that the number of bandits in the Wahuang Walled City was several times that of 
their own, so in order to win, they had to break them down one by one, not letting the other side 
consolidate and gather, and if they could kill one, that would be the best team. 


Lian Feihong put away the scimitar, pulled out a "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" from behind with his left 
hand, dodged to the passage between the tents, threw the knife out with a wave of his hand, and 
immediately crossed the crossing and disappeared behind the tents. 


Seeing the leader's right eye being penetrated deeply by a flying knife with a red scarf, and his body 
collapsing like soft mud, the thirty people were shocked and angry. They looked around for the attacker 
with swords and guns, and one of them raised a large wooden shield to protect against hidden weapons. 


"It's time to pay for your life..." 


A voice sounded in the tent, but it was impossible to identify its direction. The tone was extremely 
sinister and had a strange accent. Everyone felt chills in their hearts when they heard it. 


It was Lian Feihong who deliberately spoke with a Kansai accent and half-sung and half-recited in the 
accent of a local funeral Taoist priest. It sounded particularly terrifying when the sky was still dark. 


——Lian Feihong has fought against horse thieves in Gansu countless times. He knows very well how 
important it is to shake the opponent's morale and win their heart and soul in such situations where a 
small number can defeat a large number. 


While the bandits were looking around, a sword suddenly came out of the tent next to it, piercing the 
back of the neck of the bandit who was holding the shield, and then retracted in a flash! 


In anger, everyone slashed and stabbed weapons at the tent, but the enemy had long since 
disappeared. The tent was chopped to pieces, but there was no one in the dark place. Lian Feihong had 
already disappeared. 
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Then there was another scream from behind. Everyone turned around and saw that a companion 
standing in the center of the queue had fallen into a pool of blood, with blood bubbles rising from his 
throat. 


"Go!" someone shouted. The thirty men knew that it was no good to remain in this ambush-prone place, 
and they all wanted to rush out, but their intentions were different: those at the back fled backward, 
those at the front ran toward the exit, and those in the middle went in the wrong direction and crashed 
into each other. 


If they knew that there was only one person ambushing them, they might still be able to maintain a calm 
formation, cover each other, and then kill them in one go; but they were confused by Lian Feihong's 
strange surprise attack, thinking that there were many hidden enemies, and they became panicked. , 
some people even misunderstood that the mountain stronghold had been invaded by the enemy's 
army, so they became confused and fear infected everyone. 


Five people rushed forward desperately and finally escaped from the pile of tents and walked out of the 
open space. Their faces were as white as if they had seen ghosts. They did not dare to look back and ran 
forward ina panic. 


Waiting in front of them was Yue Lang and a dozen "Wolf Soldiers". Some of them were already wearing 
helmets snatched from the corpses of bandits, and none of the spears and hunting knives in their hands 
were still stained with blood. 


When Yue Lang led his men and rushed towards the five people, he showed a smile as if he had found 
his prey. 


When the five corpses were trampled under the feet of the "Wolf Soldiers", Lian Feihong also walked 
out. He held the blood-stained "Lion Sword" in one hand, and supported his knees with the other hand, 
leaning over and gasping for air. 


Although the dawn was still faint, Yue Lang could see that most of Lian Feihong's clothes were dyed 
deep red. The blood of nine "Wahuang Village" bandits has just been added to it. 


Yue Lang was already one of the top veteran warriors in the Lian tribe, but he still couldn't help but 


stand in awe when he saw Lian Feihong's appearance. 
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——Can | burn to this age like him? 


Lian Feihong gasped, and every wrinkle on his face became deeper. 


——It's not over yet...can't stop... 


He tried his best to adjust his breathing, gradually stood up straight, and raised his face again. 


In his eyes, he seemed to see a younger version of himself taking steps towards the next wave of battle. 
Lian Feihong gritted his teeth, stepped out on his sore legs, and moved forward to chase the phantom. 


OOOO 


The wind was blowing rapidly around Jing Li's ears, giving him a feeling of flying. 


Jing Li did not listen to the wind while he was running. What he concentrated on was his own body. 


He invaded "Wahuang Village" with only very light clothing. He wore a black turban and the attire of a 
wild man to facilitate activities in the mountains. He did not bring the most commonly used two-handed 
long Japanese sword and wild goose wing sword. In his right hand, he held a bird that was only about 
two feet long. The first dagger was the "Hunu Dy", holding the animal-tooth-shaped dagger that had 
been used to defeat Lei Jiudi in his left hand. He ran with fast and long steps, just like a black shadow 
passing through the open space of the village. 


With every step he took, Jing Li felt every part of his body: the stretching and twisting of his leg muscles, 
the swing of his arms, the rotation and ups and downs of his waist and hips; and how each joint of the 
bones coordinated, tightened and absorbed the movement of his legs. The impact of the ground. 


All is well. Qi and blood flow smoothly throughout the body. Every movement is precisely controlled. 
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Jing Li listened to his body with such concern because this was the first time he had practiced the 
treatment since using the "Disintegration Cream". 


The strange doctor Yan Youfo once warned about the dangers of using "sloughing ointment", and its 
strong medicinal properties may cause disability. But in order to remove the last obstacle to the 
damaged joints of his shoulders and knees, he decided to take the risk four months ago. 


If | can't fly higher, let my wings be broken. 


Now running at full speed with 100% of his strength, the feeling of his body being reborn made him feel 
that everything was worth it. 


He is also more determined to win this battle. 


——Because he and Yue Lang, the leader of this group of "Wolf Soldiers", had an agreement to 
exchange terms. 


Among the "Six Swordsmen" who invaded "Wahuang Village", Jing Li was the fastest and the first one. 
Even the heavy responsibility of opening the village door from the inside was handed over to Lian 
Feihong and Tong Jing, who took the lead alone. Go deep into the hinterland of the village. Because he 
dived deep before most enemies could react, he encountered the least resistance. He had only killed 
four bandits on the way up to this point, which did not hinder his speed of going deeper. 


Now that the alarm bells are ringing in the village, Jing Li knows that he no longer has this advantage. He 
slowed down slightly, lowered his running posture, and tried to move closer to the camp or house in the 
village to reduce the risk of being discovered. 


He looked up and saw that the tall flagpole with the military flag embroidered with white Big Dipper 
stars on a black background was already less than fifty feet ahead. It was a crude imitation of the Ming 
Army's commander's flag, hung by the owner of the cottage to establish prestige. 


--However, because of this vanity, Jing Li knew clearly where the target was. 
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From a large tent nearby, seventeen or eight bandits suddenly walked out. They were all the most senior 
Han deserters in the "Wahuang Village" bandit group. Each of them was wearing a battle armor and 
neatly equipped, each carrying sophisticated swords and guns. Bows and shields, the lineup looks like 
there are more soldiers than bandits - this difference is the reason why even the local government dare 
not attack "Wahuang Village". 


They met the rushing Jing Li head-on, and there was no way to avoid it. When more than a dozen people 
came out of the tent, they were filled with murderous intent. Now they rushed towards Jing Li with 
shouts like wolves and tigers! 


Jing Li didn't stop or turn around. Instead, he straightened his waist, changed from hiding to running at 
full speed again, and rushed towards the group of thieves! 


Without any armor on his body, and with a short blade in his hand, he rushed towards the dozen of 
robbers in full battle attire and wearing heavy weapons, which would surely be like a sheep entering a 
pack of wolves. 


However, the reality of the next moment was just the opposite. 


Jing Li's legs suddenly exploded with more amazing power and his whole body accelerated twice as fast! 


In the eyes of the robbers, Jing Li seemed to have turned into a shadow in the blink of an eye. 


The thief holding a spear in front had not made any stabbing action, but he felt the shadow rushing 
towards his right side. He wanted to raise the gun pole with both hands to resist, but the two fingers of 
his right hand holding the end of the pole were already aligned. Cutting off his words made him lose his 
strength! 


Jingli's sword slashed through the enemy's fingers with ease, as if it were nothing, because 80% of the 
force of the sword came from the whole body running forward, not just the strength of his arms or 
turning his waist. 
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His method of using the sword comes from the special move "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power", but it is 
not like "Iron Cutting Power" which involves sacrificing one's body and sending out spinning cuts 
without reservation, but only uses the "borrowing phase" of the waves to generate energy, and the 
timing of the long-distance attack is mastered, so the bird-headed dagger can still be controlled with 
finesse when it is slashed out, and it can accurately hit targets as small as the opponent's palm. 


——Although the "Water Waves Cut Iron Power" created by Jing Li is extremely domineering, he knows 
that it is not omnipotent and cannot be applied to all battle situations. Therefore, in the past two years, 
Jing Li has considered and experimented with several variations of different sizes based on "cutting the 
iron potential", and this sword is one of them. 


Jing Li flew forward and swung his sword, then rushed past the bandit soldier and landed behind him. 
He used all the joints of his legs, knees, ankles, and even each toe to absorb and store the impact of the 
landing, and then released this reverse force. He jumped forward twice with the force of his body, and 
his body turned sideways in the air at the same time. Before the first two thieves could react, Jing Li 
easily slipped in between them! 


——In the past, Jing Li's right knee was injured and he was unable to perform such clever continuous 
jumps. Now that he has fully restored the function of his legs and feet, he can achieve this brand-new 
body technique. 


Jing Li jumped into the center of the enemy bushes, and there was a bandit soldier with a saber in front 
of him, and the distance between them was only a few feet. After Jing Li's second jump, he lost control 
of his body balance and fell forward, the bandit soldier instinctively stabbed his saber forward, Jing Li 
was sending his face towards the tip of the saber! 


Just before the saber's tip reached him, Jing Li's fall forward became more rapid, his body became 
almost flat, and the saber just swept over the top of his head! 


Jing Li's fall seemed like he was about to fall on his face, but at the last moment, he extended his right 
arm towards the ground and pressed his thumb and forefinger into the ground with the palm of his 
hand holding the bird's head saber! 


With just these two fingers, Jing Li was able to press the ground to utilize the force as he plunged down, 
and his body sprang up again, darting low to the front, and drilling into the right side of the bandit 
soldier who was using his saber! 
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Jing Li's left hand swung to the inside, and the short blade of the beast claw he held in his backhand cut 
through the thigh of the bandit soldier that was not protected by the armor! 


He did not stop after his saber, and left the fallen enemy screaming in pain, and then continued on his 
way. 


At that moment, three other bandits stood in front of him. Two of them, the left and the right, saw that 
Jing Li had invaded into the deepest part of the army in the blink of an eye, and they couldn't help but 
feel shocked, and jumped to the sides in panic to escape; the one in the middle couldn't run away in 
time, so he could only raise his spear in his hand, hoping to withstand Jing Li's approach. 


Jing Li jumped up for the third time and flew towards the bandit soldier in the middle, his right knee was 
bent and protruded forward in the air, his whole body was like a cannonball, the iron knee hit his 
opponent's chest, the surface of the bamboo armor couldn't withstand it and sunk into a pit, the bandit 
soldier's sternum was shattered and his body flew backward! 


Jing Li landed on the ground and stepped over the bandit soldier, who was bleeding from the impact, 
and took three more steps before slowing down. 


In the blink of an eye, there were only five enemies left in his way. 


The rest of the thieves and soldiers turned back to see this strange black-clothed enemy instantly 
penetrating into the back of the group, passing over a dozen fully armed soldiers like a whirlwind in a 
single breath. If it wasn't for the three injured people who kept screaming, they would have thought 
that Jing Li was a ghost without a physical body, able to freely pass through anyone and anything! 


The five men standing in front of Jing Li couldn't help but look at his face. It was already a little light, and 
they saw that Jing Li was so cool and expressionless that he didn't look like he was alone in the enemy's 
jungle, and he didn't show any murderous look. 


After defeating Lei Jiudi, Jing Li's self-confidence had risen to another level. Facing these bandits in front 
of him, Jing Li's expression was as if he was looking at the dead things blocking his way. None of them 
could possibly hurt him. There was no need to show anger or killing intent. 
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That expression gradually resembled Yao Linzhou's. But that did not mean that he was not in the right 
place at the moment. 


But it doesn't mean that he doesn't look scary at the moment. When those five people met Jing Li's 
gaze, it was like a deer or a sheep seeing a tiger or a wolf, their whole body lost the will to resist. All five 
of them fled to both sides in unison. 


Jing Li did not pay any attention to them or those people behind him, but started to run towards the 
direction of the flagpole again. The bandits knew immediately what he was going to do. They should 
have chased after him or shouted to warn him, but none of them dared to make a sound, and none of 
them dared to take a step forward. They were afraid of attracting Jing Li to turn back. 


Jing Li ran a few dozens of steps further, and the target was already in front of his eyes: in the center of 
the cottage, under the tall flagpole, was the biggest and most solid house, with a big tent in front of the 
house, full of colorful flags, which was different from the rest of the cottage at a glance. 


An extremely tall and strong man just came out from the big house and walked to the tent, followed by 
four people, and two guards with blades at the back. 


The huge man body armor only half worn, there are still some buckle knot is not tied or armor parts are 
not hung, left, right, behind the three followers are busy for him to wear, another person is carefully 
holding his special helmet. 


"Damn ...... in the end where to come these desperate guys ...... " The giant man is taller than all the 
people around him by one head, as if a walking male tree, scolding in a deep and dignified voice, no one 
dares to look at him squarely. 


Thirty to forty people have gathered in the tent. They are the most capable bandit soldiers in "Wahuang 
Village" and the core of the military force. The equipment in each person's hand is stronger than that of 
the dozen or so people before, and they even have crossbows, animal skin shields, iron armor and other 
weapons. Amidst the alarm bells that were still ringing, their faces, which had not yet fully woken up, 
were full of doubts and they kept whispering to each other. But now that they saw this giant man 
coming out of the house, all the thieves immediately calmed down and looked at him silently. The 
square face with a tiger beard looks quite calm. 
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The giant man stood still and asked his subordinates to hang up the two shoulder armors for him. At the 
same time, he reached out to the side and shouted: "Bring it quickly!" After hearing this, a bandit soldier 
hurriedly took down a heavy horse-cutting weapon from the weapon rack in the tent. The simple sword 

was handed into the hands of a giant man. 


The giant man turned his prized weapon half a circle with one hand, and put the long handle behind his 
right arm. It was as easy as holding a piece of firewood. The sound of the blade made by this slight turn 
was enough to make all his subordinates look at him. 


The giant man shouted again: "Hurry!" 


The subordinate behind him who had been holding the helmet stepped forward, raised the copper- 
decorated helmet that was full of dents and showed that it had gone through many battles, and covered 
the giant man's head. 


At this moment, the giant man noticed a strange sound coming from above: it was the sound of the 
thick cloth on the tent roof splitting. The next moment, a black shadow flew down from the crack in the 
roof and struck directly above the giant man! 


The giant man glared with his powerful eyes, looking up at the flying black shadow. At the same time, he 
waved the sword that had chopped off hundreds of heads with his right hand, and faced the incoming 
attacker upwards! 


This upward slashing move is definitely fast and powerful enough to deal with ordinary enemies. 


However, when facing Jing Li who was swooping down, this saber was as slow as an old woman's action. 
Jing Li didn't just jump down from the gap, he stomped on the thick bamboo of the roof and jumped 
down, the strength of his waist and legs combined with the weight of his body made his speed 
extremely high, before the plain saber reached him he had already grabbed a much closer distance, and 
used the back of the blade of his bird's head saber "mare's slave" against the front of the long handle of 
the plain saber, and then he grasped the curved edge of the animal claw shaped blade in the left 
backhand grip downward, and hooked it on the crook of the elbow of the right arm of the huge man, 
Jing Li's whole body flew to the head of the giant man! 
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After all, the giant man's strength and experience were different from that of ordinary thieves and 
soldiers, he was still able to raise his left palm in front of his face, trying to resist Jing Li, and at the same 
time, he turned his face to the side and dodged! 


However, these were all hopeless struggles. 


Jing Li used all the momentum from his stomps, coupled with the power of the curved blade of the 
beast's claws pulling on the giant man's right arm, he twisted his waist and turned in mid-air, and swung 
his right elbow into the air at a close distance! 


The tip of the hard elbow bone touched the giant man's left hand, without being obstructed by the 
slightest bit, and struck the right ear of the giant man's helmet through that powerless palm! 


Jing Li's flying elbow, which was learned from the royal warriors of Siam's Ayutthaya Kingdom, was as 
powerful as an attacking chariot, and it bent the solid iron helmet sideways, and the palm of his hand, 
which was sandwiched between the elbow bone and the helmet, was even crushed to the point of 
breaking bones and flesh! 


Under this impact, the giant man's neck swung violently, and his whole body immediately collapsed 
unconsciously, and he fell to the ground under Jing Li's pressure, and the plain saber in his hand also fell 
to the side loudly. 


Jing Li's attack was so fierce that it was like a meteor falling from the sky, and all the thieves and soldiers 
who were standing beside the giant man were so scared that they jumped away in all directions. 


Jing Li pressed his knees against Giant Man's chest, and pressed his left hand's beast claw blade against 
the deformed helmet. The helmet did not fall out of the giant man's head, but only because the folds of 
the helmet had sunk into the flesh of his head and face. The giant man's fainting eyes turned bright red 
due to the impact, and the pupils of his eyes turned upwards. 


Jing Li held his bird's head saber high, with the tip of the blade pointing downwards at the giant man's 
neck. His expression was extremely cold and merciless, like a priest preparing to slaughter a sacrificial 
victim. 
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The snow-white blade of the bird-headed sword "Nu Nu Dy" fell down. 


The thieves around him stopped breathing. 


They really couldn't believe that Hong Gai, the leader of the "Wahuang Village" with more than 400 
bandits, who had been in northern Guangxi for three years and killed people like mowing grass, died in 
the blink of an eye. 


When the bandits started to wake up and ran out of the tent, Jing Li did not stop them. He wanted them 
to spread their fear to the whole fortress. 


OOOO 


When the bright winter sun hangs high and the morning light shines all over the mountains, there is no 
more "Wahuang Village" in the world. 


Miserable corpses were scattered everywhere among the tents and buildings in the village. The "Wolf 
Soldiers" of the Deer tribe show no mercy to bandits whose morale has collapsed - just think about how 
the local mountain villages have been abused over the years, and killing these beasts will not bring any 
guilt. 


The news that the leader of the village, Hong Gai, had been assassinated, plunged the bandits into panic. 
The other leaders were unable to organize their men who had an overwhelming numerical advantage. In 
addition, the "Six Swordsmen" took the lead in the charge, and the bandits were cut into small groups. 
The stocks were quickly annihilated one by one. 


However, this victory still relies on the brave "Wolf Soldiers" to achieve this result. Each warrior of the 
Mongolian tribe used their strong legs to follow the "Six Swordsmen" to charge, promptly invade the 
gap they created, overwhelm and kill the enemy in one breath; the "Wolf Soldiers" also possess 
astonishing endurance and can continue to move quickly. The fighting lasted for almost an entire hour, 
preventing the enemy from gathering. By the time there were less than a hundred bandits left alive, 
fleeing and hiding in various places in the stronghold, and the "wolf soldiers" had taken all the enemy's 
equipment for their own use, the outcome had been decided. At that time, the "Wolf Soldiers" slowed 
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down, took a short rest, and then started sweeping again, finding and executing the remaining enemies 
one by one. 


During the raid, they even found the place where the bandits kept women. Four thieves walked in and 
tried to take the robbed female slave as a hostage, but they were killed by the combined efforts of more 
than 20 Lian women. 


The woman who regained her freedom picked up the scattered weapons, looked for the injured bandits 
among the corpses, and killed them one by one. Some of the injured cried out to them for mercy, but 
what they received in return were ice-cold looks of revenge. 


"Think of how you laughed when you pressed us down that day," one woman said. 


After hearing this, the man's pleading turned to anger, and he cursed the most filthy curses until his 
death. 


The women listened and just sneered in their hearts. Because they knew that everything he said in those 
dirty words could never be accomplished. 


Nong Kun was currently sitting in front of a wooden barrel outside the camp tent. He was holding the 
stolen Han saber on the ground in one hand, supporting his body that was almost unsteady from sitting 
up. He was drinking from a water bowl in the other hand. 


He was so tired that his body felt like it no longer belonged to him. Among the many compatriots, he is 
the fastest one, so he is also the "Wolf Soldier" who has fought the most enemies. He did not count 
carefully, but he only knew that there were at least twenty bandits that he stabbed with spears or 
chopped with knives. The knife in his hand now was the third one he had held this morning. The original 
hunting knife of the Chong Clan and another snatched saber were both bent during the fierce battle. 


He looked at the camp in the distance. Some of the "Wolf Soldiers" who still had strength had begun to 
search for food and supplies in the camp. There are also people taking off the armor or accessories from 
the dead bodies. The nearby mountain villages will have a satisfying and fearless New Year. 
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On the other side of the clearing lay injured compatriots, being tended by women. Nong Kun shook his 
head in disbelief when he saw it: the few casualties on his side in this battle really surprised him. 
Although there was no actual count, Nong Kun estimated that less than ten "Wolf Soldiers" were killed 
in the battle; among the twenty or so injured, few had injuries that were in danger of being fatal or 
disabling. In terms of a war in which five times the number of enemies were wiped out and a strong 
walled city had to be conquered, this was simply a living miracle. Nong Kun couldn't help but put down 
the water bowl and stroke the wooden charm hanging on his chest with a rope. 


Of course, he knew very well that this miracle was not given by the gods. 


Because one of the people who created this miracle was standing more than ten steps away from him. 


Nong Kun looked at the back of the monk standing among the dead bodies. Half of Yuan Xing's body 
reflected the golden light of the sun. He placed his eyebrow stick on the ground next to him and stood 
with his head bowed, not knowing what he was doing. The hound Alai at his feet was chewing on a piece 
of meat bone. 


After taking two deep breaths, Nong Kun gathered his energy, propped up his body with the knife, and 
walked to the monk's side. 


Only then did he see that Yuan Xing was standing in front of the pile of corpses with his head down and 
his eyes closed, his hands clasped together and his lips constantly moving. 


Wanxing had long noticed that Nong Kun was approaching, but he still finished reciting the sutra before 
opening his eyes, taking off half of his mask, and turned to look at Nong Kun. 


"Are you reading the sutra?" Nong Kun was one of the few among the Wolf Soldiers who could speak 
Chinese. 


Yuan Xing nodded. "I'm praying for the dead." 
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Nong Kun believes in his own witchcraft religion and worships various gods. He does not understand 
what "transcendence" is. Yuan Xing scratched his tangled hair: "Actually, | don't know much about it. | 
just saw Master doing it before, so | followed suit." 


Looking at Yuan Xing's silly smile, Nong Kun actually felt very fond of him. This Han monk said "I don't 
know" as soon as he opened his mouth, unlike the priests he often said he knew about everything but 
couldn't answer many things. 


"| have never done this kind of transcendence work in a Buddhist temple before." Yuan Xing added, "I've 
killed a lot of people over the years, so | naturally learned to do it from the Master, and it seems to be 
more comfortable in my heart. Master said that this can reduce the sinfulness of the deceased." 


Nongkun looked at the bodies scattered on the ground. After the blood of the battle subsided, he 
couldn't help but feel scared when he looked at the many people who died in his own hands - no matter 
how hateful the other party was when they were alive. 


"Can it really reduce the crime?" Nong Kun asked as he looked at his dead enemy. "Even such a villain?" 


"Master said that it depends on whether the deceased soul has any thoughts of repentance and the 
tragic wish to turn back from evil." 


Nong Kun couldn't help but take a closer look at Yuan Xing's appearance. In previous battles, he had 
seen the Shaolin monk's terrifying demon-like appearance when he killed people; now that the war was 
over, the thick and hairy face was faintly exuding a kind of compassion. Nong Kun had never seen sucha 
wonderful warrior. Standing next to Yuan Xing and listening to his voice, the fear in Nong Kun's heart 
subsided unconsciously. 


Yuan Xing, continued to look at the tragic Shura field. In his heart, he felt that he was just an unqualified 
fake monk who could only speak such superficial words. 


——But he didn’t know that his existence had already deeply affected the soul of the alien comrade 
beside him. 
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At this time, a group of people walked from the west side of the village. The leaders were Jing Li and Yue 
Lang, the leader of the "Wolf Soldiers". They walked side by side. Hu Linglan, Lian Feihong, Tong Jing and 
several "Wolf Soldiers" Then follow behind them. Both Lian Feihong and Tong Jing looked tired. They no 
longer had the same briskness as before flying over the cottage gate wall. They dragged their legs and 
walked. They seemed to want to go home quickly and take off their blood-stained clothes, and fall into a 
deep sleep. 


Hu Linglan followed Jing Li closely, her body still straight with her saber on her back, her longbow still in 
her hand, taller than Jing Li, she seemed to be the guardian god behind him. The young wolf soldiers 
who were following the others, from time to time, stole glances at Hu Linglan's graceful back, still 
recalling the heroic posture of her during the battle just now. 


Hu Linglan took this time to ask Jing Li, "How are your shoulders and knees ...... feeling?" 


"They feel great." Jing Li replied with a smile. 


Hu Linglan was greatly relieved to hear that the "Metamorphosis Cream" had completely cured Jing Li's 
injuries. 


Jing Li was treated by Yan Youfo two years ago, and the two injuries were actually 90% healed - 
otherwise it would have been impossible to kill the super master Lei Jiudi - but he still felt pain after 
intense fighting and exercise, and his durability was never as good as before. . This situation has not 
improved after more than a year, and it has become a shadow in Jing Li's heart. He always has no 
reservations about various moves and movements. 


Jing Li firmly believes that if he continues to live in this shadow, it will be difficult for his martial arts to 
reach its peak. So he decided to risk his disability and use the powerful medicinal "detachment 
ointment". 


Hu Linglan was the most vehement in her opposition. Since Jing Li had largely recovered his martial arts 
skills, she doesn't feel the need to risk everything again. If she really failed, wouldn't she become a 
sinner if she brought the "Slaughter Cream" back with her own hands? 


"Don't use it just because | spent a lot of effort to find it." Hu Linglan said, "| would rather waste my 


efforts than take unnecessary risks." 
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"In my heart, it is necessary." Jing Li replied. 


Hu Linglan was relieved by the result, and her feeling of joy far outweighed the pride she felt for having 
succeeded in searching for the "Metamorphosis Cream". 


Then she remembered two other people: Xi Xiaoyan and Huo Yaohua. 


--Thank you ...... 


At this time, everyone walked up to Yuan Xing and Nong Kun and said hello to each other. Tong Jing 
knelt down and stroked Alai's fur with a smile. Nongkun couldn't help but look at her. Although she has 
reached the mature age of nineteen, Tong Jing still shows her childish side when playing with the 
hounds. Nong Kun had just seen Tong Jing's precise and swift swordsmanship. If she were to fight alone, 
he would never be a match for her against any of the "Wolf Soldiers" here. Nong Kun couldn't imagine 
how such a girl could practice such swordsmanship. 


What experiences have these people had? 


Yue Lang scanned the stronghold from left to right, and then said: "My people found a secret passage in 
a small warehouse at the back. They climbed out to check and found that it was an escape hatch to the 
outside. When they went out, they didn't see any more enemies. , it seems they have all gone down the 
mountain.” 


"How many?" Jing Li asked. 


Yue Lang shrugged and expressed uncertainty. "But looking at the dead bodies here, | guess they are 
probably less than thirty." 


Such a number of people, even if one person is not lost, can no longer harm the villages - at least for a 
few years. 
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"We have completely won this battle and relieved the suffering of many tribesmen." Yue Lang said as he 
bowed deeply to Jing Li and others. Nong Kun and other "Wolf Soldiers" also followed suit and saluted. 


"And this time we also rescued many women." Nongkun said with excited eyes. "Their families will be 
very grateful." 


"Without you guys, we wouldn't have won." Yue Lang continued. "Thank you, Six Tigers, for your 
kindness." 


Jing Li helped Yue Lang to his feet, "Don't thank me. This is a promise. Our side of the bargain has been 
fulfilled; are you ready to fulfill the other half?" 


Yue Lang's eyes were full of pride when he answered: "We, the deer people, can survive in this place for 
many years, relying on nothing but honor that is more important than life. Under the sky, in the eyes of 
the gods, there is no one who does not keep his word." Qualifications as a human being.” 


He held the wooden talisman on his chest with his left hand: "According to the previous agreement, our 
‘Wolf Soldiers’ will lend you a chance to fight. No matter where you are on the earth. No matter how 
many people die." 


Jing Li nodded and held hands with Yue Lang tightly. 


"Very good. Please tell everyone to prepare. We will set off after the Chinese New Year, about fifteen 
days from now. We have to go a long way." 


"Where?" Nongkun asked. 


"Go to Jiangxi." Jing Li looked back at Hu Linglan, both of them looked a little excited. "Save someone." 


This was a decision that "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" made a long time ago. 


2597 


In fact, since leaving Xiangtan, they had gone to Nanchang to investigate Prince Ning's Mansion, and 
asked Ruan Shaoxiong, the head of the Ruan Family's Wuji Sect in Linjiang Mansion, to send a disciple to 
pretend to surrender and briefly sneak into the palace to make sure that Huo Yaohua was still alive. 


However, Prince Ning's Mansion is as tightly guarded as a castle. There are at least 500 elite guards in 
the palace. The surrounding streets have also occupied many private houses as residences for the 
soldiers and warriors under his command. They also assist in the defense of the palace and can be 
mobilized immediately upon an order. The total number can reach a thousand people. 


Of course, we have to include the two top masters Shang Chengyu and Bolongshu King Wu Jihong. "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Door" If you have to break in and save people by yourself, the chances of 
winning are really slim. 


At the same time, the Jinyi Guards were heavily searching for warriors, and with the enemies of Prince 
Ning's Mansion, it was difficult for the "Six Swordsmen" to stay for long. Jing Li had no choice but to use 
his insider to pass the message to Huo Yaohua, asking her to persist, and then seek the power to 
increase her chances of winning. 


Now, this power is finally available. It's been a really long journey. 


"Are you leaving in fifteen days?" Tong Jing stood up at this time. "But Yan Heng hasn't come back yet." 


"We are all going out. In order to avoid attracting attention, we have to divide into small groups and go 
on the road to assemble in Nanchang. There are still many things to prepare after arriving. These are 
very time-consuming and it is not appropriate to wait any longer - when will Yan Heng leave the pass 
and go down the mountain? No one knows. Let’s go our separate ways. You can wait for Yan Heng at the 
foot of Haiyang Mountain, and we'll go to Jiangxi as soon as possible.” 


——Although they were far away in Guangxi, they also learned from local officials that Wang Shouren 
was recommended by Wang Qiong, the Secretary of the Ministry of War, and promoted to the governor 
of Southern Jiangxi. 


Tong Jing has not seen Yan Heng for almost two months and has been thinking about him deeply. Now 
that she knows that she can meet him earlier, she is secretly happy, but at the same time she is worried: 


Will | wait for him? wu... 
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"Don't think nonsense." Lian Feihong said with a smile. In the past two years, he has devoted himself to 
teaching Tong Jing, spending time with her day and night, and has already understood her emotions and 
thoughts. 


"Yan Heng's kid probably has the blessing of this old bastard, Zi Sheng. As long as he hasn't revived the 
Qingcheng Sword Sect, he can't die." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 157 Chapter 6 The Tiger Phase 


The eighty-eighth night of entering the mountain. 


Under the light of the full moon, Yan Heng did not rest in the cave as usual, but wandered aimlessly 
among the mountains and forests, like a lonely ghost. 


Today Yan Heng indeed looks like a ghost. In the cold night, he took off his upper body robe and rolled it 
up into his belt. The moonlight illuminated his body into a blue-white color like a sword blade. 
Compared to more than a month ago, he has become much thinner. The ribs on both sides have 
emerged, and the muscles have become slender. The depressions in the texture in the light and shadow 
appear as deep as an axe. There is a thin mist on the skin, and the entire body is full of sharp angles. The 
figure reminds people of the evil ghosts in the hell murals in Taoist and Buddhist temples. 


Yan Heng's face with long hair was equally terrifying. The already thin face has sunken cheeks, the nose 
looks like a peak in the moonlight, the eyelids of the eyes are heavy, and the pupils half-covered 
underneath are full of fatigue and anxiety. 


In his twenty-one years of life, his body had never been so ugly. Not even when | was a kid living ina 
poor village. 


In the past forty days he had eaten less and slept less. After he didn't light a fire, he ate only wild fruits 
picked up in the woods, which could not satisfy his hunger. In addition, the body was exhausted in the 
cold weather, so his body was so thin and sagging. The cold was not the only reason why he could not 
sleep for a long time. There was also the anxiety of not having a sword at hand anymore, and his mind 
was constantly busy thinking, causing him to sleep less than two hours a night for a long time. 


This is a very difficult situation. But for Yan Heng, all the physical pain was not as good as the mental 
suffering without the sword. 


Ever since he decided to leave the sword that night in the cave, he felt the pain the next day. It was 
more difficult than anything to control myself from holding a sword. During his daily work and rest in the 
mountains, whatever he touched with his palms, whether it was a branch, a flower, a piece of grass, or a 
stone, he would have the idea of using it as a sword, and his strength and movement would naturally 
want to be released. It takes a lot of concentration to give up the idea. 
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The sword has been the basis of his life for many years. To voluntarily give up the sword, it was very 
difficult for Yan Heng. It was like asking an eagle to give up its wings or a tiger or wolf to give up its 
claws. 


Sometimes he would even have hallucinations, seeing "male and female dragon and tiger swords" 
hanging on his waist, ready to be drawn out at any time. The non-existent swords still felt increasingly 
heavy. He would reach out and touch it, only to find that his waist was empty. At this time, he will be 
angry and disappointed, hating why he was deceived by his own heart. Then one day, for some 
unknown reason, the invisible swords at his waist became lighter. He ignored it, and eventually the 
illusion completely disappeared. Although Yan Heng didn't know the reason, he knew that he had 
crossed a certain threshold. 


Then the things he touched with his hands were no longer used as swords. | still eat and sleep very little, 
but my body seems to be getting used to this situation. The physical energy decreases, but various 
senses become more sensitive. Every plant, tree, and movement in the mountain forest appeared 
extremely clear to his eyes and ears. Then he learned how to integrate with nature in the movement 
and stillness of his daily life. Wherever it passes, birds and animals are no longer easily disturbed. 


But after reaching this stage, the illusion of Master He Zisheng no longer appeared in the cave. This 
made Yan Heng's mood very unstable, sometimes shouting wildly, sometimes crying silently. 


——What happened to me? ........ 


Yan Heng was very scared and thought of giving up training and running down the mountain countless 
times, but he endured it in the end every time. 


Because he doesn't want to regret it. Even though he was experiencing incomparable mental torture 
and fear, Yan Heng vaguely felt that he was approaching something. Just one step away. If you give up, 
you will never come back to this distance. 


He had stayed in the cave that night. The light of the full moon casts down from the two holes on the 
top, illuminating the stone walls inside. 
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At such times, he would pick up a small sharp stone and carve on the stone wall of the cave, just like the 
uncivilized cave dwellers tens of thousands of years ago. He didn't think too much when he was 
painting. Everything was an idea that naturally came out of his heart at that time and was directly 
conveyed to his hands. Sometimes there are some symbols or pictures, drawing the routes and changes 


of sword techniques. Only he can understand those lines; sometimes he also writes: "Sincerity", "Dragon 
Tiger", "Ye Chenyuan", "Unity of Knowledge and Action" , "Qingcheng Mountain"... Many words are 


mixed together, seeming to form a complex painting on the stone wall. 


That night he painted the wall again. He was confused and just let his right hand carve out lines without 
thinking. 


Soon he stopped, stepped back and looked at the wall, his eyes wide open. He saw the moonlight 
shining on the stone wall, reflecting sixteen newly carved characters: 


There is no road, but there are roads in thousands of ways. 


If you understand this level, you will be unique in the world. 


Yan Heng read these four sentences and was covered in cold sweat. He had no idea how he knew these 
words, and he couldn't even remember where he had heard them. Did you learn how to read and write 
when you were studying in Qingcheng Mountain? Overheard from a companion or enemy? Or did you 
pass by some temple while wandering and see it inside? 


What's even more frightening is: why did he write a few verses that he had no memory of at this 
moment? Yan Heng read these sixteen words repeatedly, feeling extremely shocked. 


——It seems that this contains the secret he desires most. 


Unable to think, Yan Heng felt his blood surge and his head felt like it was going to explode. He couldn't 
stand it anymore, so he shouted and ran out of the cave, took off his clothes from his upper body, and 
ran wildly through the mountains on a moonlit night. 
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It wasn't until the depression dissipated that Yan Heng slowed down and wandered in the forest. He was 
not lost - after living in this area for many days, Yan Heng knew every place well and immediately 
confirmed his location even at night - he just didn't want to go back to the cave and face those terrible 
sixteen words. 


Yan Heng continued to drag his feet alone. Just when he was about to consider whether to lie down and 
rest on the spot, he suddenly felt that the wind around him was different. 


Yan Heng's mind suddenly woke up. The body went into a state of alert, and the muscles under the 
moonlight tightened. He knew what was going on. 


It's coming. 


Yan Heng slowly turned around and saw the long-sought figure among the trees far behind. 


And eyes. 


In the night wind, | could only hear the sound of branches and leaves shaking. Yan Heng and the king of 
the mountain forest looked at each other in this peaceful atmosphere. 


Although they were still far apart, Yan Heng felt that the aura of those tiger eyes was penetrating 
through him. 


A fear of facing strange and ferocious creatures instantly rose up his spinal cord. 


Between the shadows of the trees, the huge figure moved forward slowly. Under the moonlight, every 
mark on his body is clearly visible. 


Horrible, but beautiful. 
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Yan Heng's entire body stiffened, and he couldn't help but clench his hands firmly before remembering 
that he didn't have a sword in his hand - | was facing a tiger with my bare hands. 


The tiger's paws stepped forward, and it had completely emerged from the forest. Yan Heng finally saw 
its true form, and a surge of excitement overcame his fear. 


He almost forgot that this was what he had come to the mountains to find. 


Yan Heng paid close attention to the tiger, including its every movement, posture and momentum. Every 
moment of the image shocked him deep in his heart. 


— —Yan Heng recalled that when he was a child, he saw Master He Zisheng dancing a sword for the first 
time on Qingcheng Mountain. The shock was just like now: witnessing an unknown and powerful 
existence for the first time brought him overflowing awe and emotion. 


The difference is: He Zisheng at that time would not eat him. 


When the tiger came close to a certain distance, it began to make a low sound from its nasal cavity. The 
bright tiger's eyes reflected the moonlight and shone with strange starlight. 


It was a harbinger of murderous intent, awakening Yan Heng from admiration and emotion. 


The tiger's legs accelerated and he began to run. 


The tiger's mouth is open. A startling roar emanated from between the sharp teeth. 


Such a huge body, but rushing at such a speed, reminded Yan Heng of the strong masters he had seen in 
his life: Xi Zhaoping, Yuan Xing, Xi Xiaoyan, King Bo Longshu - this was power beyond human beings . 


No, they don't look alike at all 
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The tiger leaves the ground and pounces! 


At the last moment, Yan Heng rolled aside to dodge the real "tiger attack"! 


The moment he dodged, although Yan Heng was not touched by the tiger's claws, he still felt as ifa 
piece of his soul had been taken away by it. 


Yan Heng turned over and knelt down. At the same time, Tiger also landed on the ground and turned 
around. 


The two sides looked at each other again. 


Yan Heng was enveloped in the tiger's murderous aura, knowing that it was impossible to face the 
enemy at this moment, so he turned around and ran away at full speed! The tiger roared and started to 
chase after him. 


Yan Heng ran away at full speed in the mountains and forests, changing direction suddenly from time to 
time to avoid being defeated by the four-legged tiger in a straight line chase. 


Although Yan Heng's Qinggong footwork has become extraordinary after years of hard training, after all, 
he is only a human walking on two legs and cannot be faster than a tiger, a natural hunter. After a while 
it caught up again. Yan Heng felt the strong murderous aura behind him and rolled to the side again, 
only escaping the tiger's attack for the second time. 


This is how the two sides chased all the way: Yan Heng was overtaken every time he ran, and he escaped 
the attack in time at the critical moment; the tiger quickly regained its position after pounced, and 
started the pursuit again. One man and one tiger each exhaled thick white smoke and chased across a 
large mountain top under the moonlight. 


Although Yan Heng fled desperately, he did not forget his original intention in this situation. Whenever 
he had the opportunity, he concentrated on watching and feeling the tiger's shape and movements. 
After a long period of asceticism in the mountains, Yan Heng's senses have been strangely enhanced, 
and they come in handy at this moment. Even when chasing and escaping at high speed at night, he can 
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still clearly see all the postures of the tiger - no, just the opposite, because in the dark night, Yan Heng 
The way of visualizing horizontally is different from the usual daytime. The moonlight clearly outlined 
the outline of the tiger's body, and Yan Heng's eyes seemed to penetrate the tiger and see how its 
muscles and joints moved. 


——This kind of insight is the result of Yan Heng's long-term martial arts practice. Just like when he 
ordered his Qingcheng sect disciples to observe his muscle movements, Yan Heng had been studying 
this knowledge for many years, but now he was just in the body of another animal. 


However, because he was still focused on observing the "tiger sign" while escaping, Yan Heng made a 
fatal mistake: he forgot to pay attention to where he was escaping. 


After four unsuccessful attempts, Tiger seemed a little tired. Yan Heng's physical condition was not 
much better, but he still ran very fast under the emotional stimulation of escaping. 


But he ran to the wrong place. 


When he rushed out of a clump of trees, he suddenly discovered that there was a protruding cliff in 
front of him. 


The tiger had already chased him not far behind, and there was no room to look back. 


Yan Heng ran to the edge of the cliff and looked down. The darkness is bottomless on three sides. 


And the tiger's footsteps have arrived. 


Yan Heng stood with his back to the cliff, looking at the tiger getting closer and closer in front of him, his 
eyes tightened under the moonlight. 


He leaned down and reached out to pick up a branch that had fallen on the rock. 
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Yan Heng's action was completely unconscious. He didn't have the slightest thought of "I want to pick up 
the sword" in his mind. When the branch was held in his palm, he didn't realize that "| already held the 
sword." 


These forty days of abstaining from sword-holding practice have eliminated Yan Heng's long-standing 
excessive desire and obsession with swords. 


The sword now naturally forms one with him. Only this night did he truly experience the wonder of "the 
unity of man and sword". 


When the tiger caught up with him, Yan Heng did not put up any gestures to greet him, but still stood 
with his branches hanging down. The tiger stopped seven feet away. It faintly felt that the human in 
front of it had changed in an instant. No longer "prey". 


The tiger grinned with its sharp and long fangs and roared, staring at Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng also looked at it. By this moment, he had thoroughly observed the tiger's flesh and bone 
structure; its primitive and wild movements; its momentum and killing instinct. 


He has seen the "tiger sign" clearly. 


Yan Heng corroborated this with his previous understanding of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Swords". Many joints suddenly became clear. He also suddenly understood where some sword 
movements and inner principles came from. 


——As long as Yan Heng can integrate this "tiger aspect" into his swordsmanship after returning, the 
advance ahead will be huge and immeasurable. 


——But the premise is that you must be able to go back first. 


Yan Heng was excited by these many new discoveries, and his body moved naturally. He lowered his 
waist and sat on the horse, and slowly raised the branch in his right hand, entering a fighting posture. 
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Sensing Yan Heng's change, the tiger roared again and took a step back. 


——tThe tyrant of the mountain forest was so intimidated that he took a step back from a creature that 
was less than half its weight and only held a dead branch in its hand. This is something that has never 
happened to Haiyang Mountain in millions of years. 


Yan Heng held the branch and pointed the tip at the tiger's eye. His gaze covered the entire tiger. At 
such a close distance, he could clearly see how huge the gap between his body and the tiger's body was. 
But he no longer had any fear, he was just intoxicated by the "tiger look" he had just understood. 


His shoulders sank, his back lengthened to both sides and arched slightly, and his body began to exude 
an unprecedented wild aura. 


In the tiger's eyes, the creature in front of him seemed to have changed again. It seemed to have 
become bigger in an instant, and then there was an extremely dangerous smell. 


Because of Yan Heng's deep thoughts, he had unknowingly aroused the "borrowing phase? Tiger's 
momentum". 


For the tiger that dominates the mountain and has never had a natural enemy, this danger inspires its 
natural instinct to kill the opponent. It didn't retreat anymore, this time it stretched out its paws 
forward. 


Two ferocious beasts with different bodies but the same momentum faced each other in front of the 
cliff under the full moon, with a strong murderous aura surging between them. 


Yan Heng looked as calm as still water on the surface, but inside his mind was constantly spinning. 


——It is impossible to overpower a tiger by imitating it. | want to seek the "image" beyond it. 
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——What kind of thing in the world can defeat the tiger? ............0.. 


He thought hard. 


--No. There is none in the world. 


Yan Heng suddenly realized that the world around him had changed. Every branch and leaf was crystal 
clear in his eyes. The sky turned into an ever-changing gray-silver color. The cold wind from the 
mountain was like a blade piercing his skin. 


A door opened in his head. Fantasy energy pours out. Eighty-eight days and nights of "Mountain Snail" 
hard training, self-examination of the heart, enduring inhuman loneliness, experiencing painful and 
terrifying hallucinations, risking walking on the edge of spiritual collapse... everything is for this moment. 


An unprecedented "appearance" gradually formed and emerged in Yan Heng's heart... 


Tiger suddenly felt another change in Yan Heng. A feeling of being extremely unfamiliar to it suddenly 
arose. 


It roared strangely, turned around and ran away into the woods. 


Yan Heng lost his enemy and immediately fell down, letting go of the branches and lying on his stomach. 
The sweat on his face kept dripping on the rocks in front of him. 


The unknown "appearance" appeared for a short time and then disappeared. Yan Heng didn't know 
what it was, and he didn't dare to try calling again at this moment. 


But he looked at his own shadow on the rocky ground and smiled excitedly. 


——Because he knew that he would see it again one day in the future. 
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When Tong Jing woke up to the fragrance, she thought she was dreaming. She rubbed her sleepy eyes 
and yawned loudly, then she was fully awake on the warm bed covered with fox fur. 


But she still lay on the bed and refused to move, looking up at the unfamiliar roof above the room. 


Although she has been staying in this cabin for almost twenty days, Tong Jing is still not used to it. Only 
the soft fox fur on this bed made her feel comfortable and relieved her boredom of waiting here. 


She reached out and touched the "Swift Bee Sword" placed beside the bed. The sheathed sword hilt 
gave her asense of stability. 


The aroma continued to float into her nostrils. She took a deep breath. She could smell it delicious, it 
was the smell of porridge. Wheat porridge cooked with wild vegetables is Wei Laosi's most common 
breakfast. But it seemed that it had been cooked early this day. Tong Jing looked out the window and it 
was just dawn. On weekdays, after Wei Laosi gets up, he always handles other housework first, or 
arranges hunting equipment before starting to cook porridge. 


Tong Jing sat up from the bed and looked around the room. This was the only room in the cabin, and it 
was originally where the hunter, Wei Laoshi, slept with his adopted son, Ah Le. After Tong Jing came to 
stay with the family, Wei Laosi gave her this bed, while he himself slept outside and made a fire in the 
kitchen to keep warm. 


Tong Jing saw that the other smaller bed in the room was already empty. Ale's twelve-year-old boy had 
already disappeared somewhere. 


Tong Jing looked out the window at the mountains illuminated by the bright morning light. This hut was 
built by Wei Laosi himself next to the main road at the north foot of Haiyang Mountain. It is a must-pass 
for mountain climbing. Yan Heng also spent a night here before going up the mountain to practice. Tong 
Jing heard about this place and decided to stay here. Waiting for Yan Heng. 
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Wei Laosi is a good guy, but he is also very annoying. Every night before going to bed after eating, Tong 
Jing had to endure Wei Laosi saying at least three times, "He has been eaten by a tiger, you'd better 
leave"... 


If it weren't for the sloppy and energetic boy A Le, Tong Jing would have been very sad these nineteen 
days. Looking at this Orion kid who already knows how to shoot, Tong Jing always thinks of Brother Jing 
and wonders if Jing Liis as naughty as A Le at this age... 


At this time, the sound of chopping and peeling firewood came from outside the house. Tong Jing felt 
strange: from the sound, she knew that the person holding the ax to chop wood was Wei Laosi, who was 
still strong and strong in his forties. So is Ah Le cooking the porridge? This is a strange thing that | can't 
believe. 


A Le, a boy who went hunting with his adoptive father, was very diligent, but he never wanted to do 
kitchen chores. He often said that he was a man and only wanted to do big things. When he saw the 
sword that Tong Jing was carrying, A Le even pointed at the sword and said excitedly He said loudly: "| 
will also be a swordsman in the future." Wei Laosi hit him on the head... 


When Tong Jing got out of bed, her feet touched the ground and she felt cold coming from the soles of 
her feet. She put on her shoes, rubbed her eyes again, and lazily walked out of the room. 


She followed the smell of porridge and looked towards the kitchen in the corner of the room. There 
stood a figure with a back, illuminated by the sunlight coming from the window, slowly stirring the 
porridge pot with a spoon in front of the stove. 


Tong Jing couldn't believe her eyes. 


The figure turned around and smiled at her. 


"Are you up? Are you hungry? It's almost ready." 


Yan Heng had already re-tied his hair into a bun and changed into the clothes Wei Laosi lent him; and he 
had taken a good bath in the mountain stream at midnight. He was refreshed and no longer looked like 
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a wild man on the mountain. However, Yan Heng's appearance still surprised Tong Jing. However, three 
months later, his face was so thin and sunken that it was unrecognizable at first glance, as if he was 
several years older, as if the years in the mountains were passing faster than in the world. 


——This is indeed a fact for Yan Heng: the battle with himself in these three months has been 
unprecedentedly long and fierce in his life. 


Tong Jing rushed forward, wanting to immediately throw herself into Yan Heng's arms, but suddenly 
stopped. She suddenly felt a drastic change in his temperament. 


——It seems like he has become a different person. 


Tong Jing recalled the time in Jiangxi when the two spent the night in a broken house. When Yan Heng 
looked at the fire, he once showed an extremely dangerous look. It felt very similar to the aura he was 
exuding now. 


——What exactly has he experienced on the mountain these days? 


Yan Heng was stunned when he saw Tong Jing's reaction, but immediately knew what was going on. 
"Jing." Yan Heng laughed: "Don't be afraid. It's me." 


Tong Jing was relieved when she heard Yan Heng's still gentle and sincere voice. 


"You look so scary." Tong Jing frowned and let Yan Heng hold her hand. 


Yan Heng sniffed his armpits deliberately: "Am | smelly? | shouldn't be? | just washed myself before 
going down the mountain." 


Tong Jing didn't know whether to laugh or cry, so she hit Yan Heng on the chest. After hitting Yan Heng, 
she found that his body had also lost a lot of weight, and she felt pity for him again. 
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"You are different." Tong Jing put away her smile and said seriously 


"What do you think is different?" Yan Heng also became serious. He cares very much about Tong Jing's 
feelings, and even more about what kind of person he is in Tong Jing's eyes. 


Tong Jing looked at his face, especially his eyes, and thought seriously for a while before she said, "In the 
past, you were always 'Yan Heng of the Qingcheng Sect’; now you are Yan Heng." 


Yan Heng was stunned for a while, then smiled with his teeth exposed. "The person who knows me best 
in the world is you." 


Tong Jing couldn't bear it anymore and fell into Yan Heng's arms. 
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After eating the wild vegetable and wheat porridge together with Wei Laosi and his son, the two of 
them packed their bags and prepared to leave Haiyang Mountain. 


Tong Jing wanted to leave some money to Wei Laosi as food and lodging expenses and a thank-you gift, 
but the Orion refused. 


"Why did you give me the money? This mountain gave me food and shelter. If you want to thank me, 
thank this mountain." 


They thanked Mr. Wei again, and Yan Heng gave A Lea knife he had used on the mountain, and then left 
to go down the mountain. 


Yan Heng carried a long cloth bag containing the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" on his 
back and strode along the mountain path with bright eyes. The confusion, pain and fear from the 
previous training were swept away. Although his face was thin, he was naturally comfortable. He was 
completely different from the person he was before last night. 
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They walked hand in hand on the quiet and beautiful mountain road, feeling like there were only two of 
them in the world. 


Tong Jing said, "Can you tell me what happened during those days when you were on the mountain?" 
Yan Heng recalled how he had fallen into madness, and he really didn't dare to tell Tong Jing about such 
a terrible thing, so he didn't comment. 


——tThere are some things that men don’t even want to say to the people closest to them. 


Seeing that he didn't want to talk, Tong Jing gave up. She talked about the "Six Swordsmen" leading the 
"Wolf Soldiers" to attack "Wahuang Village", and the agreement to go to Jiangxi to meet up to rescue 
people. 


"That's great." Yan Heng said excitedly, "| have a lot of things to ask Mr. Wang and | really want to see 
him again." 


He held Tong Jing's hand tighter. 


"| can't wait to show it to Brother Jing and the others right away. My current sword - no, | want to show 
it to everyone in the world." 


Yan Heng's steps and stance at this moment exuded a superior demeanor and grace, as if today he had 
truly seen the path he should take. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 158 Chapter 7 The Night Trial 


Walking on the dark streets in the west of Nanjing, Shi Dongming didn't feel the least bit worried. 


At this moment, with an attendant holding a lamp in front and disciple Zhang Xiang holding a knife 
behind him, he walked through the wheat alley late at night, still recalling the deliciousness of the wine 
at the banquet just now. 


Although he had an aftertaste, Shi Dongming didn't drink much. The feet that have been practicing the 
Bagua Gate footwork for more than 20 years are still brisk and silent on the stone streets. This is the 
commandment of the masters of the Huizhou General Hall: Always be able to fight, and don't be greedy 
for drinks. 


The court's surveillance of martial artists has not been relaxed much, but Dongming was not worried 
that walking alone at night will lead to trouble with the Jinyiwei or the police. He was the chief guard at 
the residence of Wang Weng, one of Nanjing's leading porcelain merchants, and since Wang Weng had a 
lot of contacts with the city's bureaucrats, and many of the government officials knew Shi Dongming, no 
one in the city would mistake him for a member of the Wudang Sect's remnants. 


——However, there were rumors in the martial arts world two years ago that Yin Yingfeng, the leader of 
the Bagua Sect, had rescued the imperial prisoner "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate". Although this 
rumor has long since faded, Shi Dongming, as a disciple who graduated from the Bagua Sect 
Headquarters, still acted like a disciple. Try to be as low-key and discreet as possible. If the person 
hosting the banquet that day was not a local martial arts comrade and the head of the "Zhaonan Escort 
Bureau", he would not go out. 


As the three of them approached the northern end of Wheat Lane, they saw a figure in front of them 
turning the corner and appearing head-on, without a lantern in the middle of the night. 


Shi Dongming immediately became alert. Zhang Xiang also quickened his pace and walked behind the 
master with a broadsword. The three of them stopped. 


Shi Dongming heard at the same time, a rhythmic tapping sound coming from the front. 
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It was a young bamboo stick in the man's hand, and the tip of the stick was exploring back and forth on 
the ground and in the corner. 


When a blind person walks at night, there is no need to light a lamp. Shi Dongming was relieved. 


The three of them did not move forward, but stood on the side of the alleyway, preparing to let the 
blind man pass first. Shi Dongming was not particularly kind-hearted, but he also liked to gamble a few 
times, and did not want to get hit by the blind man's cane and get into trouble. 


The blind man came over and saw that he seemed to be young. He had a strange hair style that was 
spread out and cut into uneven lengths. His eyes were covered with a piece of black gauze. He was 
wearing a long toga that reached his feet in the cold night, and he was carrying a man slung across his 
back. The long bag looked like it contained a harp. He was probably a blind musician who played the 
harp in various taverns for rewards. Shi Dongming had encountered many such buskers in the big city of 
Nanjing. 


"You go first." When the blind man reached a dozen paces away, Shidongming prompted him. Since the 
other person was younger than him, Shi Dongming didn't need to address him with honorifics. He just 
hoped that the blind man would pass by quickly so that he could continue walking home. 


The blind man listened but didn't answer, just nodded slightly. Shi Dongming frowned: Why are you so 
rude? Is it possible that besides being blind, he is also mute? But he didn't want to argue with this poor 
man. 


But the blind man stopped. 


Shi Dongming and the other three people felt something was wrong. The attendant raised the lantern 
and looked at the blind man's face tied with black gauze. 


"Bagua Sect, Shi Dongming?" 


The blind man suddenly spoke, and there was a sinister air in his voice. 
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Hearing these words suddenly on the silent street at night, the attendant and Zhang Xiang felt as 
terrifying as having their ears touched by a cold hand. Shi Dongming immediately entered a state of 
alert and glanced behind him to determine where the sword was in the disciple's arms. 


As soon as he heard the other party's question, Shi Dongming knew what happened. 


That rumor is true. At first he didn't believe it when his martial arts comrades said that in the past three 
or four months in Nanjing, martial artists had been lying dead in the streets after going out at night, and 
all their weapons were missing. Legend has it that there is a mysterious master in the streets of the city 
who specially blocks the way to find warriors to "test the sword in the dark night"... 


Now this "legend" is standing in front of Shi Dongming. 


Shi Dongming took a deep breath to replenish his Dantian, and then answered slowly ina rich voice: "| 


am. 


The blind man nodded again, and then took off the black gauze in front of him. 


Seeing the eyes of the "blind man", the three of them held their breath. They had never seen eyes like 
this: one left eyeball was so black that the pupil could not be distinguished; the other eye was white and 
red, as if it was about to shed blood and tears at any time. 


The one with the red and black pupils was Wudang's remaining Soldier's Crow Road swordsman, Wei 
Dongliu. 


After Wei Dongliu showed his face, he no longer suppressed his inner murderous aura and let it out 
freely. Only then did Shi Dongming understand why the other party wore such a large toga. It turned out 
to be to hide the warrior figure when walking, so as to prevent Shi Dongming from being alert early. 


However, Wei Dongliu did not launch a surprise attack. Shi Dong clearly understood that the other party 
wanted a head-on duel, and he hid his momentum just to prevent him from escaping. 
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But Shi Dongming will not escape. After all, he was also an "internal disciple" of the Bagua Sect 
Headquarters; what's more, the Nanjing warriors who were killed in the "Dark Night Sword Trial" were 
said to be far less famous than him. 


"Come on if you want to compete." Shi Dongming's feet were already vaguely spread out in preparation 
for the Eight Trigram Steps. "I will let you know that | am different from those people you killed before." 


Wei Dongliu showed a satisfied smile, stared at Shi Dongming tightly, and stretched his hands behind his 
waist. 


From under the backpack disguised as a piano bag, Wei Dongliu pulled out a pair of long swords from his 
left and right hands. Those swords were not the Wudang swords he used before, and the left and right 
swords were even more different: the left sword had a long and narrow blade, glowing with light green 
brilliance, the hilt was carved into a black iron lotus, and the workmanship was elegant; the right sword 
was very strange, with a sword body It curves in waves like a dragon and snake until it returns to a 
straight line about a foot from the front tip. There is no guard in front of the handle. The black hilt is 
covered with mackerel skin. The style is not like a pure Chinese sword. 


——This pair of strange swords was something he had "tested swords" in other towns before and 
snatched from the corpses of different enemies. 


Shi Dongming did not hesitate, stretched out his hand to hold the handle of the knife handed over by 
Zhang Xiang, and the frost blade was unsheathed with a clear sound. 


Although the weight of Shi Dongming's sword is not as impressive as that of Yin Yingchuan, the elder of 
our sect, it is still four feet long, and its broad blade is very domineering. 


The attendant carrying the lantern walked behind the master and held it high to shine on Wei Dongliu. 
This of course gave Shi Dongming a big advantage: Wei Dongliu's whole body was clearly illuminated by 
the light. On the contrary, when Wei Dongliu looked over, the backlit Shi Dongming was just a dark 
shadow. 


But Wei Dongliu didn't seem to mind, raising his sword in a fighting stance. 
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Shi Dongming buckled his feet and legs inward, lowered his waist and hips, placed the sword diagonally 
on his waist, and was about to use Bagua Sect's world-famous "Night Fight Lao Ba Sword". 


He looked at the strange swordsman full of murderous intent in front of him, and wondered in his heart: 
Where did he come from? Why would he do such a thing? 


But all of this no longer mattered. Shi Dongming knew that there was only one thing to do: kill the 
enemy in front of him and survive until tomorrow. 


Wei Dongliu stood up and observed Shi Dongming. He was actually waiting for Shi Dongming to be ready 
- since he was the one blocking the road and challenging him, he was more prepared for the battle than 
the other party, and he didn't want to take advantage of this. After seeing Shi Dongming fully engaged in 
the battle, Wei Dongliu smiled and stepped forward. 


——There is a crazy joy in that smile. 


Shi Dongming paid close attention to Wei Dongliu, who was rushing straight towards him. He has a lot of 
experience in fighting enemies with two weapons. He knows that most people who use two swords or 
two sabers have exquisite skills. To defeat such an opponent, you must not fight skillfully with him, 
especially if you are using a heavy sword. You must stop with silence, catch a glimpse of the opponent's 
move before taking action, and use simple and heroic sword moves to overwhelm the enemy head-on. 


However, within seven steps, Wei Dongliu's momentum remained unchanged, as if he was just running 
straight towards Shi Dongming with all his heart! 


Shi Dongming had never seen such a tactic before. 


Within five steps. The limits of fighting between the two sides. 


Wei Dongliu did not move even half an inch from left to right. 
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At this moment, Dong Ming only had three choices: retreat; strike directly from the front; choose the 
left or right side to use the knife. 


It is absolutely impossible to move backward - once you lose your momentum, you will only be killed by 
the enemy charging forward with two swords. 


Drawing the sword from the left or right, no matter which side you choose, there is a risk of exposing a 
big flaw. 


Then Shi Dongming exhaled urgently, took Bagua steps, moved his waist, shoulders and arms, and 
slashed Wei Dongliu vertically from his head with his sword! 


The moment the blade was about to touch Wei Dongliu's tangled hair, he took a big step diagonally to 
the left. His body was as low as a snake, and his upper body completely avoided the path of the Bagua 
sword above his head. At the same time, he used "Wudang Xingjian" with both swords. The method was 
to stab diagonally and quickly from a weird angle, the sword blade shot out like electricity. The left 
sword penetrated Shi Dongming's right armpit first, and the snake-shaped blade of the right hand sank 
several inches into his right rib! 


——Wei Dongliu also took the opponent's psychology into consideration: when Shi Dongming was 
forced to make a move, he must have some hesitation and consideration in his heart, which affected the 
momentum and speed of the sword move. He would seize this moment and strike first. This method of 
fighting is both direct and dangerous. It was learned on the battlefield of "Yuzhen Palace" two years ago. 


The saber was still coming down, and would have hit Wei Dong Liu's right leg, but the ancient sword 
stabbed at Shi Dong Ming's armpit deflected the saber's momentum, and the saber only slashed half an 
inch outside of Wei Dong Liu's right leg on the stone floor, emitting a sound like a desperate cry. 


Wei Dongliu quickly pulled out his swords, and blood sprayed from Shi Dongming's wounds. Wei 
Dongliu's face was stained with blood, and he smiled even more sinisterly than before. 


——Ever since the killing spree in the Wudang War, he has been obsessed with this kind of excitement. 
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When the attendants and Zhang Xiangzheng behind were stunned, Wei Dongliu had already passed Shi 
Dongming and came towards him with that smile on his face. Before the attendant had time to look at 
him, his body and the lantern fell to the ground together; Zhang Xiang just put his hand on the hilt of the 
sword at his waist, and at the same time, his throat was pierced by the Wudang sword move. 


Wei Dongliu returned to Shi Dongming with the blood of three people on his face. Shi Dongming was 
lying on his back, with blood bubbles overflowing from his mouth. His glaring eyes looked at Wei 
Dongliu's strange pupils through the last light of the burning lantern on the ground. 


Wei Dongliu looked down at him for a while and murmured: 


"The Wudang Sect is invincible." 


The snake sword fell, ending Shi Dongming's life. 


The burnt lantern gradually went out. Wei Dongliu groped for the corpses secretly, skillfully took out the 
money bags from each person, took Shi Dongming's sword, put it into the scabbard, and prepared to 
hide it in the piano bag. 


While he was packing his piano bag and retracting his swords, the light of another lantern came from 
behind the wheat alley. 


Wei Dongliu didn't feel nervous at all, he just raised his left and right swords again and stood. Killing a 
few more passers-by made no difference to him; even if he failed, he could just escape to another town 
- he had been wandering like this for the past two years. 


He saw only two people coming out of the alley. One of them, holding a lantern, was frighteningly tall. 
Wei Dongliu felt that this strange figure looked familiar, but he couldn't remember it for the moment. 


The other person was reflected in the light and was wearing a snow-white robe, which seemed to be 
thick and made of some kind of fur. He also wore a hat of the same color on his head. 
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Both of them carried swords at their waists. 


When they were seventeen or eight feet away, the two stopped and looked at Wei Dongliu. At this time, 
Wei Dongliu looked carefully at the man in white. A pair of sleepy eyes with dark bags hanging down 
were the most eye-catching, but what impressed Wei Dongliu was not only those eyes, but also the 
strong and special desire on his face. 


The tall man stretched out his lantern, looked at Wei Dongliu's face for a long time, and finally said: 


"| recognize you...your name is...Wei Dongliu, right?" 


Wei Dongliu nodded. "| also remembered you, Brother Wizard." 


Wu Jihong smiled with satisfaction. On the day he left Wudang, Wei Dongliu was only twenty years old 
and had been in Wudang Mountain for four years. Wu Jihong still remembered this face. He only 
remembered his name because he was already quite optimistic about this junior brother's talent. 


Wei Dongliu's strange eyes made Wu Jihong pay special attention. The dark side was due to the injury 
he suffered during the battle with the Forbidden Army, which has not recovered yet; but Wu Jihong 
could tell that the redness of his right eye was the result of excessive consumption of "Xiong Sheng 
Liquor". 


--It turned out that when Wei Dongliu was preparing for the war in Wudang, he privately drank a lot of 
"Xiong Sheng Liquor" to stimulate his state and was addicted to it, and he even stole the prescription of 
this medicine for the future when he might have to leave Wudang Mountain; during the two years of 
fleeing, he made his own recipe for taking it, but due to the fact that the ingredients were not pure and 
complete, the amount of the medicine he consumed was even more, and the symptoms of the redness 
in his eyes were even more serious than before. Luckily, it was only a difference in appearance and did 
not affect his eyesight in any way. 


Wei Dongliu used his strange eyes to carefully observe the two people in front of him. He never believed 
in coincidences; and at this moment, the two of them ignored the corpses on the ground. He 
immediately understood what was going on. 
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"You were just watching me kill people, right?" 


Wu Jihong and Shang Chengyu looked at each other and smiled. It's like admitting it. 


Wei Dongliu raised his sword and pointed at Wu Jihong's right hand. The sleeves were stained with 
blood. 


"Whose is that?" he asked. Holding two swords in his hands, he did not relax his guard at all. 


"Nothing...just a loyal dog who would rather die than speak. But it's because of him that we met." 


Wei Dongliu noticed that what Wu Jihong said was "meeting", which meant that they were not originally 
looking for him - or in other words, they didn't know that the person they would find was him. 


Wu Jihong looked at the money bag and the big knife still on the ground and smiled: "Is this how you live 
these days? What are you going to do with that knife?" 


"Sell it." Wei Dongliu replied coldly: "Take it to another town where no one knows about this guy." 
"Why do you only kill the warriors?" 


"| have also killed several Jin Yiwei." Wei Dongliu said, "But yes, now | specially choose warriors from 
other sects to kill. Have you forgotten? | am from the Wudang sect. 'Invincible in the world, dominate 
the martial arts world'." | just continue to do this: challenge warriors, kill unyielding enemies, and prove 
my strength." He smiled strangely and said, "Of course, | also take some money to spend." 


At this time, Shang Chengyu finally spoke: "Do you know who | am?" 


"Since he is the wizard brother, then you must be the deputy head of Shang, right?" 


Shang Chengyu showed a satisfied smile: This boy is not only good at swordsmanship. 
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"You said you are still a Wudang disciple, so do you want to deal with me, a Wudang traitor?" 


"Don't think of me as a fool, okay?" Wei Dongliu said: "No matter how crazy | am, | know that | will 
never be able to fight against you. But if you want to know, let me tell you: No. | don't care what you 
are. The Wudang Clan is no longer here; Master Yao and Deputy Master Ye are probably no longer here, 
so what does it matter?" 


Shang Chengyu was speechless, silently staring at Wei Dongliu's strange eyes. It took a while before he 
spoke again. "You're lying. | can see it. You're not looking for someone to test your sword in the dark for 
the sake of training or to prove your own strength. You're doing it to kill people. Because you like it." 


Wei Dongliu was shocked for the first time when Shang Chengyu saw through his deepest desires. 


——This man, no wonder he can become the enemy of Head Yao... 


"My wizard brother and | are doing something very powerful." Shang Chengyu added: "It's a hundred or 
a thousand times more powerful than the Wudang Sect's 'domination of the martial arts’. If you join us, 
you will have many opportunities to kill. And you don't have to kill in secret like today. No one will be 
able to stop you. The more you kill, the more you'll be celebrated. Your name will even be written in the 
history books. Do you agree?" Shang Chengyu tightened his eyes and stared at Wei Dongliu. 


"In this world, whether you want to be a lamb or a tiger is your own choice." 


After hearing these words, Wei Dongliu still had a cold expression on his face, still looking at Shang 
Chengyu's face with his red and black eyes, as if he was considering whether what he said was worth 
believing. 


OOOO 


When the two black-clothed freaks arrived at the murder scene in Maizi Alley, it was only a quarter of an 
hour after the victim had swallowed his breath. 
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There were already seven or eight lantern-carrying men gathered in Maizi Alley, including the night 
watchman who had found the bodies and the policemen from the government office who had rushed to 
the scene. They were observing the three corpses, and some of them had already recognized one of 
them as Wang's guard, the martial arts master Shi Dongming. They were shocked when they suddenly 
saw two strange men in black walking by. 


"Who are you?" The leading constable in the police force pointed his short staff at the two men and 
questioned them. But when the two figures came as far as the lantern could see, the constable was 
speechless and turned pale. The rest of the men were silenced. 


Those two weirdos seemed to have completely lost sight of these usually majestic government officials. 
When they walked into the crowd, everyone hurriedly avoided them, as if these two were ghosts from 
hell, and the slightest contact would taint the breath of death. . 


They stopped in front of Shi Dongming's body. 


The taller and skinnier of the two weirdos squatted down and carefully looked at Shi Dongming's 
wounds. 


Everyone kept looking at these two people. They have never seen such extreme men standing side by 
side: one is thick and strong, the other is tall, thin and agile; 


One is young, the other seems to be in his fifties; 


One has a dignified appearance, with a resolute face full of life energy, while the other has a pale and 
thin face as cold as a ghost, with two lines of evil runes tattooed under his eyes; 


One has a strange, unnaturally long right arm hanging down, and the other has lost his left arm, making 
the whole person look more like a bamboo pole. 


There are only two things in common between them: the long cloth bags on their backs, which anyone 
can tell what it is; and the strong, murderous aura emanating from them that was so thick that they 
couldn't get rid of it. 
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The police officer who had been in the Juanghu for many years immediately came to the conclusion: 
these two strange people, can not be touched. It is better to treat them as invisible ghosts. 


Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan were really as if no one else was around at this time. Normally, they would 
try their best to hide their presence, but this time they no longer had such thoughts. 


They came to Nanjing at the notice of the remaining disciples of the "Shou She Dao" to find Feng Qiu, 
the representative of the "Shou She Dao" stationed here. The reason was that Feng Qiu had recently 
discovered the whereabouts of a mysterious master in Nanjing, and had seen him take action from a 
distance. Feng Qiu judged at that glance that it was "very similar to Wudang swordsmanship." 


However, when they arrived at the agreed place that night, all they found was Feng Qiu's body, which 
had committed suicide. There were also several sword scars on his body from being tortured. 


Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan didn't care about anything else and searched the area at full speed. 


——tThe person Feng Qiu found might be the head of Yao; and there are enemies who are looking for 
the same person at the same time! 


In the end, they found the murder scene by light, but it was too late. 


Ye Chenyuan stood up straight at this time. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at him with questioning eyes. 


"The sword is fast." Ye Chenyuan explained the result of his observation of the wound, "It does look like 
our swordsmanship. But it's not Sect Master - there is still some distance." 


After hearing this, Xi Xiaoyan didn't know whether to feel relieved or disappointed. 


At this time, he noticed something else and pointed to the ground beside him. Ye Chenyuan looked over 
carefully. It was the Bagua sword left in a corner of the street. 
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"They said that Feng Qiu mentioned that every time this man 'tested his sword' and killed someone, he 
would take away the opponent's weapon." Xi Xiaoyan said, "But not this time." 


In other words, something has changed in this person, so he no longer needs this dead man's weapon. 
They thought of what was most likely to happen: that this person had come into contact with the person 
who killed Feng Qiu and was taken away - either voluntarily or by force. 


The two looked at the three corpses for a while, knowing that they would not find any new clues here, 
so they left without even looking at the people at the scene from the beginning to the end, as if they 
had never existed; and as if they had suddenly become invisible to the police, no one tried to stop 
them. 


They took advantage of the darkness of the night and walked through several streets and alleys without 
a sound before Xi Xiaoyan asked, "Wudang sword ...... Feng Qiu s statement, do you believe it?" 


Ye Chenyuan thoughtlessly stroked his lost left arm through the sleeve of his coat - this has become his 
habit. 


"| believe. The eyes of the disciples of the "First Snake Way" will not easily misjudge. Not to mention the 
fact that it's such important information. He wouldn't say it if he wasn't sure." 


Xi Xiaoyan nodded. Who did he guess would be the murderer? It's a pity that it was too late, otherwise it 
might have become a strong support for the two of them. 


"What bad luck." Xi Xiaoyan couldn't help but say. "Maybe we almost have an extra companion." 


Ye Chenyuan did not show any expression of pity, and remained as cold as ice. 


He only had one thought in his mind: looking for Yao Lianzhou. 
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In the battle two years ago, Xi Xiaoyan brought the severely injured Ye Chenyuan down to Wudang 
Mountain. In the hiding place, Ye Chenyuan struggled with the injure for a whole month, experiencing a 
near-death situation before finally recovering. But losing an arm was like losing half of his soul, and he 
was always in a bedridden state of self-abandonment. 


About three months later, the remaining disciples of the "Shou She Dao" found them, and then more 
and more people gathered together, and the number of Wudang remnants who were connected 
reached ten. 


Xi Xiaoyan was the most powerful among the people, so he naturally became the leader. The first thing 
they discussed was what to do next. 


Some people suggested going directly to Beijing to assassinate the emperor in revenge. This suggestion 
made the blood of many people at the table boil. Xi Xiaoyan felt it was inappropriate, but he couldn't 
explain why. 


In the midst of the heated discussion, Ye Chenyuan suddenly left the bed and came out to speak in front 
of everyone. 


"Look for Master Yao." He said coldly. His face looked more ghostly than before, but he also restored the 
demeanor he had on Wudang Mountain: "He is the future of the Wudang Sect. Without him, it is 
meaningless to kill ten more emperors." 


"How do we know that Master Yao is not dead yet?" one of the "Shou Snake Way" disciples asked at 
that time. 


"Is Master Yao's name still on the court's wanted list?" It was Xi Xiaoyan who interrupted. "This is 
evidence that he is not dead yet." 


After he finished speaking, he looked at Ye Chenyuan. They both nodded understandingly. 


Although everyone knew that Xi Xiaoyan's "evidence" was actually not certain, they gradually agreed 
with this decision. 


2628 


It is because at this point, what the men of Wudang sect need most is not revenge, but hope. 


At this moment, walking with Ye Chenyuan on the dark street, Xi Xiaoyan felt extremely disappointed. 
Tonight, not only was another remaining disciple of Wudang lost, but the hope of finding Master Yao 
was once again frustrated. 


He could not help but think of Huo Yaohua at this time. He thought that he had once walked side by side 
with her in the night street. 


Where is she now? Is she looking for Jing Li? Did Jing Li defeat Lei Jiuti by relying on the "Sculpting 
Cream" obtained by her and Hu Linglan? ...... 


The news of Jing Li's victory was extremely shocking to Xi Xiaoyan. The other party had already climbed 
to such a high level of martial arts. On the other hand, his own future was in the dark. If it was in the 
past, Xi Xiaoyan would have gone to Jing Li again. 


But now is not the past. He has taken on a huge responsibility that he never imagined in the past: the 
Wudang Sect needs to survive through him. In comparison, Huo Yaohua, Hu Linglan, Jing Li ...... and all 
these people are no longer important. Xi Xiaoyan thought that maybe his life would never be involved 
with them again. 


Following the phantom-like deputy head Ye Chenyuan, Xi Xiaoyan endured the cold night wind and 
walked on the dark streets of Nanjing, telling himself in his heart that he wanted to forget those names. 


——But he didn't know how wrong he was. There is a kind of tangled fate in the world, which cannot be 
cut off so easily. No matter how sharp a sword you have. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 159 Volume 15 Sheep and Tiger 
Postscript 


The first chapter of this volume describes the plot of the Zhengde Emperor Zhu Houzhao's personal 
expedition outside the customs and the killing of Mongolian Tatar soldiers with his own hands. At first 
glance, some readers may find it even more absurd than the passages about the Shenji Battalion's 
expedition against the Wudang Sect in the previous volumes. However, this is actually based on 
historical facts. When Emperor Zhengde returned to Beijing, he reported that he had "personally 
beheaded the captives to the first level." It is indeed recorded in the "Records of Ming Wuzong". Of 
course, what the emperor said may not necessarily be the truth, but looking at Zhu Houzhao's parallel 
life, although it is absurd and frivolous, he also has a straightforward side. He specifically emphasized 
that he had killed one person, and | believe him. 


It is a bit romantic that an emperor of a great country who lived in a relatively peaceful era went to the 
frontier to fight in person at all costs, and even went to the front line to engage in hand-to-hand combat 
with the enemy. One of the reasons why | originally set the era background of "The Poetry of Martial 
Arts Madness" here was that | was attracted by the characteristics of Emperor Wu Zongyi, which 
matched the world | wanted to present. Compared with the tyrants or wise emperors often described in 
many works, writing about this casual emperor is more interesting. At least | don't have to bear the 
heavy responsibility of judging "good emperors". It is too dangerous to use novels to make this kind of 
judgment. The emperor lived in such an extreme environment and was destined to be a complex 
person; and novels are too easy to cut out what they want to show. 


But no matter what, novels are always a process of simplifying reality, pushing emotions and conflicts to 
the point where readers can feel them most deeply. In my mind, even the fighting in martial arts novels 
only serves this purpose: to express the character and outlook on life through different martial arts 
styles, and to use the most direct and original dramatic conflict - a life-and-death duel - — as a stage for 
presentation. The reason why the martial arts genre has endured for so long, | think, has a lot to do with 
the elements of "directness" and "pleasure in grudges." 


Speaking of history, | conceived and wrote this volume at a time when Hong Kong was at a historical 
juncture of radical change. As a contemporary writer, | seem to be an activist, but in fact |am an 
observer. In the midst of this torrent, | felt a great sense of responsibility and powerlessness; after 
thinking about it, | finally realized that what | can contribute most is a pen. 


However, | didn't try to put real-life events into this book. Just like in my previous book "The Killing of 
Zen", or even "The Hong Kong Customs", which is closer to reality, | did not intend to deliberately 
satirize individual events and positions, or try to predict anything. | believe that fiction writing should be 
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timeless, not just a moment of pleasure or anger. As long as you keep your eyes and ears open and your 
passion for the world, the spirit of the times will naturally seep into your work. It doesn't matter how old 
or far away you are writing about. 


Qiao Jingfu 


January 19, 2015 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 160 


Volume 16 Light and Shadow Introduction 


| have cultivated my vast qi. It is the greatest and the strongest of qi, and when it is cultivated in a 
straight and harmless manner, it is enclosed between heaven and earth. It is also a qi that matches 
righteousness and the Tao; without it, one is disillusioned. 


--Mengzi - Gongsun Chou (43 7# #4). 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 162 Chapter 1 The Way of the King 


"Zhengnan King Xie Zhishan has not had a good sleep for ten days and nights. 


His eyes, which were usually so sharp that all three thousand people in his clan were in awe wherever 
they looked, were so tired that they could hardly open them and were bloodshot. 


But Xie Zhishan didn't dare to close her eyes. He held a short sword between his teeth, and hung the 
other sword across his waist. He climbed on his hands and knees among the rugged rocks, trying to go 
deeper into the dangerous mountains. At the same time, he kept looking around, looking through the 
smoke-shrouded mountain forest. , eyes full of doubt and fear. 


——It seems that at any moment, an enemy will appear in the fog. 


There were only the last twenty-odd people left behind him. Except for a few braver personal guards, 
the lieutenant general and his close associates had been separated in the battle, and their lives and 
deaths were unknown. Xie Zhishan didn't want to get any of them back. At this moment, he only had 
one thought in his mind: 


——Escape from Hengshui. 


Ten years ago, he fell into the trap of becoming a bandit, and then he became the king of the mountain 
and conquered the world with his bare hands. He repeatedly defeated the large army of officers and 
soldiers who came to conquer, and even led the army to attack Ganzhou, Nankang and other cities, 
which shocked the court... The biggest capital of Xie Zhishan's hegemony is Hengshui is a base camp 
with dangerous terrain. 


However, he did not expect that Hengshui would become his prison today. 


——All this is because of the arrival of that person. 
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The sound of gunfire sounded again in the distance. Xie Zhishan and his men looked over and saw the 
sky reflecting the light of the fire. They knew that was where Changhe Dongzhai Village was located. It 
seems that even the last stronghold has been lost. 


Xie Zhishan looked at it for a while, then looked at the group of defeated subordinates around him. He 
mentally cheered up and shouted at them with a short knife in his mouth. 


"Go on! Don't be discouraged! As long as we escape this disaster and reach Tonggang, we can make a 
comeback!" Tonggang and Hengshui are the two most dangerous places in Nan‘an Prefecture. The 
leader of the village, Lan Tianfeng, was almost the same as Xie Zhishan back then. The rebellion started 
at the same time, with similar momentum. They have been communicating with each other for many 
years and jointly fight against the government. As long as Tonggang can be voted in, the separated 
tribes can be recruited there again, and the two villages can join forces to fight the invading official army 
again. Defeat can be turned into victory - Xie Zhishan is convinced. 


——This is also his only way to survive now. 


Thinking of this, Xie Zhishan bit her dagger again and continued to climb among the rocks. 


Xie Zhishan is a barbarian from Shanche (Note). Her face is solid and profound, and her body and limbs 
are like steel bars. Although she is mentally exhausted, her mountain climbing skills are still as strong as 
those of an ape. The Che people call themselves "mountain guests" and have lived among the 
dangerous mountains and rivers for many generations, making a living through slash-and-burn farming 
and hunting. This mountain forest is home to Xie Zhishan. 


Note: That is the She people today. 


The tribesmen all moved forward under the encouragement of Xie Zhishan. Recalling the happy days of 
gratification, wanton robbery and adultery over the years, when officials and people in Yuanbaili were 
frightened by the news, they absolutely did not want to give up. 


As Xie Zhishan climbed the mountain, he couldn't stop all kinds of thoughts in his heart. Especially the 
memory of defeats this month. 
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He really couldn't figure out the day when he started losing this battle. 


At the beginning of this year, after hearing the news that the bandits in Zhangzhou, Fujian Province in 
the east were quickly wiped out by the government troops, Xie Zhishan was already on guard and 
ordered his troops to repair the defenses of the fence and be ready to meet the enemy at any time. 
Later, relying on the insiders bought from the government, Xie Zhishan learned that The governor of 
Southern Jiangxi was preparing to join forces with the Huguang official army and attack Tonggang, which 
was Close to the border of Huguang Province. The rendezvous period was set at the beginning of 
November. Xie Zhishan then allowed his troops to recuperate and prepare to fight in case Tonggang 
Lantianfeng was defeated. 


Unexpectedly, ten thousand soldiers and horses from the ten southern Gansu routes suddenly appeared 
in Hengshui like ghosts and gods in early October. 


What Xie Zhishan and his men encountered next was constant chaos and frustration: somehow, elite 
officers and soldiers unexpectedly climbed over the cliff in advance, seized the commanding heights, 
and seized the wood and stone traps that the village bandits had laid on the mountain in advance, and 
set them all down. Most of the retreat routes to meet the bandits were blocked; then the sound of 
artillery and fire continued in the deep mountains. Xie Zhishan and the bandits thought that the main 
stronghold in Hengshui had been captured by the official army in a sneak attack, so they retreated to 
the Zuoxi stronghold. 


Then each nest was breached one by one, and Xie Zhishan could only continue to flee. What puzzled him 
the most was that every time he stopped to build a nest stronghold and prepared to hold on and resist, 
the army could attack from the weakest point of the stronghold, leaving him with no chance of 
defending and then being defeated. It seems that all the layout of his strongholds are under the control 
of the enemy. 


The fierceness of this army was far beyond the comparison with the weakened local army that Xie 
Zhishan had fought against many times in the past. Even though they were marching through the 
dangerous mountains and rivers, they were still resolute and sharp. 


Having been king of Hengshui for many years, Xie Zhishan is no ordinary bandit. He deeply understands 
a truth: the quality of an army's soldiers can be seen in the quality of its leader. 


——Who is this person named Wang? 
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One day, | want to meet him. Xie Zhishan thought so. 


——When | reorganized my camp and defeated him head-on. 


Xie Zhishan clutched the sharp rock, and blood oozed from his fingers, but he felt no pain. Strong 
determination overwhelmed all pain. 


After finally climbing over the pile of rocks, Xie Zhishan and his men arrived at a winding and narrow 
path. There are strange rocks like walls on both sides of the path, which is extremely secluded. The path 
is covered with waist-long grass, and it has obviously not been walked by anyone for many years. 


Xie Zhishan, who had occupied Hengshui for many years, once sent his subordinates to carefully survey 
the mountain village area and knew all the terrain and key points. He also ordered craftsmen to erect 
barriers at key points to build Hengshui into a labyrinth kingdom for him. Among the many secret paths 
in Hengshui, this narrow path in Zuoxi is Xie Zhishan’s last life-saving path. As long as he passes through 
it, he can reach the friendly camp in Tonggang which is half a day's journey shorter than the other paths 
that his pursuers have taken. 


The trails and rocks are surrounded by thick fog, and the air is so humid that it looks like water droplets 
will form in the nostrils. The surroundings were very quiet, nothing unusual. 


Xie Zhishan took off the short knife between his teeth and held it behind his left hand. He reached his 

right hand behind his waist and slowly and silently pulled out the sword he had carried with for many 

years from the leather sheath. The simple broad-edged blade was full of mottled marks, and the blade 
had been chipped in many places due to the ten days of continuous fierce fighting. 


He held the knife in front of him and took the first step into the narrow passage. 


The men followed him into the winding path. 


When they reached the middle of the path, there was still no movement around them, so they could not 
help but feel a little relieved. 
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——Survived... 


On the battlefield, this is often the most dangerous thought. 


Because at the same moment they thought this, hundreds of figures appeared on the high rocks on both 
sides of the trail. She Zhishan's heart felt as if it had fallen into an icy lake. 


The standing human body suddenly dispersed the fog. Xie Zhishan and the twenty or so tribesmen 
looked up and saw a fully drawn bow and sharp arrow clusters aimed at them from high down. 


A military flag was held on the high rock, and a very tall figure stood under it. Xie Zhishan knew 
intuitively that it was the leader of the other party. 


The strong man's coat and armor were stained with mud and cracked in many places. There were blades 
of grass stuffed in the gaps between the armor plates. He had obviously been wearing it for many days 
in the mountains, and had crossed countless dangerous roads and fierce battles. He has a big head and a 
square face, with a dark complexion. There is a trace of fresh blood between his eyebrows. There is a 
wild beard between his cheeks and lips, and a small piece of his left chin has been burnt to yellow. The 
strong man has a heavy back, but his posture does not give anyone a sense of bulkiness. He is holding a 
machete covered with blood scabs, and his expression is as powerful as a temple door god. 


This person is Wu Wending, one of the commanders of this ten-way meeting of the army and the 
prefect of Ji'an Prefecture in Shang and Gansu. He led thousands of troops to fight bravely in Zuoxi, 
Hengshui in the past few days, and defeated two thieves’ nests under Xie Zhishan's men. He did not stop 
at all after breaking through Yangjiashan Pass the day before yesterday, and personally selected 400 
elites to come and ambush them. Sure enough, he waited until the leader of the thieves, Xie Zhishan, 
threw himself into the trap. 


Although Wu Wending is forty-two years old this year, he only looks like he is in his early thirties 
because he has loved practicing martial arts and horse arching since he was a child. He and Xie Zhishan 
are similar in age, and both of them are gifted with strong bodies. They have also experienced many 
days of bloody battles, but at this moment, Wu Wending still looks full of energy, and seems to be able 
to fight for another seven days and seven nights; the one who was once the king Xie Zhishan was like an 
empty shell that had been drained out. 
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Wu Wending stared at Xie Zhishan with a pair of round eyes. As long as he waved his hand slightly, 
hundreds of arrows flew from the top of the rock, killing Xie Zhishan and the other twenty people 
without any retreat. 


Xie Zhishan also looked up to Wu Wending. The two enemies who had never met seemed to be 
communicating silently. 


You make your own choice - Wu Wending's eyes said so. 


Xie Zhishan knew that no matter which choice she made, there was actually no difference. But he 
suddenly remembered what he had just thought. 


Would love to meet that person. 


Xie Zhishan has made up his mind. The long and short swords in his hands fell into the long grass on the 
path. 


OOOO 


The next day, in front of the gate of Hengshui Village. 


On one side of the open space in front of the camp, there were already hundreds of human heads piled 
up, every five heads formed into clumps of hair, waiting for inspection by the officers. The dead faces of 
the thieves looked miserable, and some of them still had their eyes closed, as if they were looking at this 
once powerful mountain stronghold. 


Xie Zhishan, who was still the owner of this cottage half a month ago, was taken out of the cage with her 
upper body naked and her arms tied behind her back, and walked across the sandy land filled with 
blood. 
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Although he is already ready to die, the man who once called himself the "King of Zhengnan" is still 
standing tall and walking the final stretch of the road. 


There is a tiger-skin chair in the middle of the open space in front of the camp gate. It was moved from 
the cottage palace. It was Xie Zhishan's former "throne." The chair was still empty, but many officers 
and generals were standing on both sides of the open space. They all wanted to see with their own eyes 
what this "King of Thieves" who once terrorized the southeastern part of Jiangxi Province and was 
famous as far as neighboring provinces such as Huguang and Guangdong looked like. 


Between the entangled knots, Xie Zhishan's scarred body is exposed, seeming to tell his adventure 
legend. Xie Zhishan didn't take it personally at being so humiliated - he knew this was the inevitable fate 
of a defeated enemy. As an official of the imperial court, the other party could not be polite to the 
leader of the traitor who rebelled against the people, otherwise it would be difficult to scare people's 
hearts. 


He glanced at the onlookers and saw that one of the stocky and unclothed figures looked familiar. Upon 
closer inspection, he turned out to be craftsman Zhang Bao. This man was well-known for his clever 
carpentry skills. Soon after Xie Zhishan broke out and established a stronghold, he was captured and 
taken to the mountain. He was then lured with a large sum of money and allowed to build fences and 
fortifications around Hengshui. 


——It turns out that even this guy was found and recruited... No wonder all the weaknesses and escape 
routes of the copycat are clearly known to the other party... 


——It is not in vain to lose to such an opponent. 


Xie Zhishan looked over again and saw Wu Wending who had captured him alive with his own hands. 


Wu Wending had changed his clothes at this time. He was not wearing any battle armor, and only had a 
sword hanging on his waist. However, his appearance was no less powerful than when he was on the 
battlefield yesterday. The wound on the forehead is being wrapped in cloth. 


Wu Wending's appearance makes it difficult for anyone to imagine that he was a Jinshi. Among the 
many civil servants, Wu Wending was a rare martial arts prodigy. He was famous in the countryside of 


Jingzhou Prefecture for his martial arts skills and unrivaled strength when he was young. He was also an 
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elite disciple of the Songfeng Sword Sect, a famous local martial arts school. After he got married, he 
began to focus on writing. At the age of nine, he entered the imperial examination and entered the 
official ranks with the third-ranked scholar in high school. 


Xiao Ting probably also took a fancy to Wu Wending's special qualifications. The first official position 
awarded to him was to serve as the chief of criminal law in Changzhou, Jiangsu. Faced with the three 
religions and the countless cunning people in the market, he was not afraid of corrupt officials and 
powerful people, and was selfless, but because of this After offending the nobles who embezzled 
people's property, he was arrested and thrown into prison when the eunuch Liu Jin took power. He 
suffered all kinds of torture and was dismissed from his official position. After Liu Jin was executed, Wu 
Wending was reinstated. He served in many local governments and had a record of suppressing civilian 
rebellion. It can be said that he has been tempered in bloody battles of life and death all the way, and 
his resolute temperament is unparalleled by ordinary prefecture officials. 


Xie Zhishan saw Wu Wending and nodded to him in greeting. 


Wu Wending was slightly shocked when he saw it. But he had hated evil all his life and had absolutely no 
admiration for this bandit leader of thousands of people. He still stared at him with cold eyes. 


Two soldiers escorted Xie Zhishan to a chair in the center, pressed his shoulders from left to right, and 
kicked his legs in the back, forcing him to kneel on the spot. 


At this time, a group of soldiers walked out of the village. There were more than 30 soldiers. They all 
wore light battle armor made of bamboo or thin leather. They carried short weapons such as knives and 
axes. They wore leggings and straw sandals on their lower bodies. Everyone walked vigorously and 
quickly, and dozens of people walked almost silently. 


These soldiers are the elite soldiers of the governor of Southern Jiangxi. They all look tough and 
experienced on the outside, but in fact they have only been recruited into the army for less than a year. 


It turned out that when the local government wanted to suppress bandits, it was not easy to mobilize 
the regular officers and soldiers stationed in the garrison. Firstly, the court had very strict control over 
local military power. Secondly, even if they were mobilized, their combat power and training would not 
be able to cope with field battles in mountainous areas. Therefore, barbarian wolf soldiers have always 
been recruited from remote areas as the main combat force. However, deploying troops in this way 
consumes a lot of time and military resources, and it is difficult to direct actions due to language 
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barriers, making it impossible to eliminate the nimble and cunning bandits. Therefore, the current 
governor changed his duties and sent military officers to select brave men from various prefectures and 
counties to form a militia. They were trained according to the needs of actual combat conditions. As a 
result, their marching ability and combat effectiveness were far better than before. Just like this elite 
team, everyone is as skilled as an ape. They do not avoid danger in mountain battlefields, climb cliffs and 
cling to trees, and repeatedly achieve victory. From the time they broke through the Xianghu Mountain 
bandit nest in Zhangzhou, Fujian Province in February and March this year, to the capture of Hengshui in 
this battle, they have accomplished the most extraordinary feat of raiding from the cliffs behind them. 


The head of this group of mountain climbing warriors is a short man, face with a shrewd eagle hook 
nose, back slanting a long saber, no one, it is the mountain bandits from the Fuzhou Bagua Sect disciples 
Meng Qihe. 


Xie Zhishan, who was kneeling, tightened his gaze and stared at the past. But what he was looking at 
was not Meng Qihe, but another person whom Meng Qihe was guarding at the moment. 


——This man is neatly dressed as a general. Although the armor is not gorgeous, he can still be 
distinguished at a glance among this group of warriors who are dressed more like hunters than soldiers. 


This is the person Xie Zhishan would rather surrender to see. 


The moment she saw this person's appearance, Xie Zhishan was quite surprised. Although this man 
walks upright and straight, his figure and frame are quite slim, and his slim face with a long beard is even 
more elegant. If he hadn't been wearing armor and a sword, he would have looked like a country 
teacher. 


——This...is the man who defeated me? 


However, as the person approached, Xie Zhishan looked more carefully and began to change her mind. 
The eyes under the battle helmet were shining with extraordinary wisdom. That appearance does not 
have the majesty of a tyrant that can subdue others at a glance, but it has another kind of indescribable 
and inviolable aura, which brings a power that is far greater than the force of the tyrant. 


When Xie Zhishan looked at him, she suddenly felt how ridiculous it was for her to call herself "King" in 


the past. 
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Wang Shouren, the governor of Southern Jiangxi, walked to the tiger-skin chair, slowly lowered his 
sword from his waist, sat on the chair, and held the sword to one side like a staff in his left hand. Every 
movement is careful and dignified. 


——Wang Shouren did this not to show off his posture, but as the leader of an army, he must always set 
an example for other soldiers. Maintaining full armor after victory also serves the same purpose. 


Meng Qihe and other soldiers guarded the governor on both sides. At the same time, Wu Wending also 
walked out of the crowd, followed by an executioner who was almost as tall as him, with a heavy 
beheading knife on his shoulder. 


Wang Shouren and Xie Zhishan looked at each other. Mr. Yangming looked at the leader of the thieves 
who had been causing harm to southern Jiangxi for many years. He felt that this man had a dignified 
appearance and was still calm in the face of danger. He felt a little regretful. 


Xie Zhishan got to know Wang Shouren and the soldiers guarding him, and she understood that he was 
not defeated by fate. 


But Xie Zhishan will never know how many things Wang Shouren has done behind the scenes in the past 
year in order to suppress the bandits: investigating and instigating the government's eyes and ears who 
have accepted bribes from the bandits, using them for rebellion; practicing the "Ten Family Card 
Techniques" , strictly ordered the people to patrol and monitor on their own, so that the bandits had no 
place to hide; they deliberately issued false expedition dates and secretly sent out troops early to catch 
the bandits off guard. Before sending troops across the river, they first recruited and secured the 
Guangdong Province border on the other side in the southeast. Longchuan gang of thieves are free from 
worries... Coupled with the selection and training of local militiamen, Wang Shouren is extremely 
cautious in every step of planning and preparation, maximizing his own chance of winning and never 
counting on luck. 


But when it came to the actual battle, Wang Shouren's command tactics were unpredictable. Instead of 
avoiding danger, he would use surprise troops to outflank him. Therefore, he set up a suspicious 
formation to make Xie Zhishan think that the main stronghold had been broken. He pursued quickly and 
thoroughly without being sloppy. His decisiveness made Xie Zhishan People are amazed. 
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Wu Wending was two years older than Wang Shouren and had experience in mopping up bandits. When 
he was first ordered to assist in the war, he was dubious about Governor Wang's ability to lead troops. 
He was not convinced until the war started. 


——What he didn’t know was that before he took office as the magistrate of Ji’an Prefecture, Wang 
Shouren had fought a very beautiful battle of “Qinglian Temple” a few years ago in Luling County under 
his jurisdiction, but the local people followed Lord Wang’s instructions. He was ordered to keep secret 
about his participation in the war. 


At this time, Wu Wending took out a piece of paper from his arms, opened it and began to read out all 
the heinous crimes of Xie Zhishan. 


Xie Zhishan seemed not to have heard anything, but his eyes were still fixed on Wang Shouren in front 
of him. 


It wasn't until Wu Wending finished reading that Wang Shouren held the sword in front of him with 
both hands, leaned forward slightly and asked, "Thief leader Xie Zhishan, what do you have to say?" 


"The winner is the king, the loser is the bandit. I'm convinced." Xie Zhishan replied calmly. "Being the 
king of Hengshui Village for a few years, even if it is short-lived, is better than a life of mediocrity and 
slavery. |, Xie Zhishan, have no regrets for being able to be my own master." 


Wang Shouren stared at him without saying a word. 


This overbearing spirit is indeed very touching. But Wang Shouren was not moved at all, because he 
knew very well that behind this spirit, there was so much greed for burning, killing, looting, and so much 
desire for adultery and robbery. 


——tThose who fight for selfish interests are by no means heroes. 


But at this moment, this giant bandit in front of him no longer needs any education. It's too late. 
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Wang Shouren didn't look at him again and waved to Wu Wending. 


"Since Xie, the leader of the thief, has confessed to all his crimes, he will be sentenced to death on the 
spot today. The leader of the prison camp." 


Listening to Wang Shouren's cold voice, Xie Zhishan still looked at Wang Shouren, hoping to attract his 
attention again. But Wang Shouren didn't look at him again, and the sympathy Xie Zhishan expected was 
in vain. 


Just as he was about to say something else, the guard forced his body forward and bowed down. 


The Axeman was already at his side. 


OOOO 


On the same day, Wang Shouren sent people to appease Lan Tianfeng, the leader of the Tonggang 
bandits, but at the same time, he quickly and secretly sent troops to go. Because Lan Tianfeng could not 
decide whether to accept the recruitment, he gathered his subordinate leaders to discuss and neglected 
to take precautions. Wu Wending and other soldiers from the Fourth Route Army attacked in heavy rain. 
Lan Tianfeng was suddenly defeated and fled. The officers and soldiers took advantage of the 
momentum to pursue and attack, and even defeated Tonggang Thirteen. Lan Tianfeng was forced to 
commit suicide in the back mountain. 


From the first month of the first month to December when Wang Shouren took office, he defeated the 
bandits in Zhangzhou, Hengshui and Tonggang, and recruited Chi Zhongrong, the leader of the bandits. 
He spent a lot of time on the bandits that had plagued Southern Jiangxi and the three neighboring 
provinces for decades. Within a year, they were all put down. His talents were so amazing that even 
Wang Qiong, the Minister of War who promoted him, was surprised. 


"You saw the right person..." Wang Qiong couldn't help but sigh when receiving the news of success in 
the capital. 
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However, getting rid of the bandits was not the biggest test Wang Qiong gave Wang Shouren; and Wang 


Shouren also knew why he was sent to Jiangxi. 


A bigger storm is gathering in that sky, and no one knows whether they can fight it. 


——Even Wang Yangming doesn’t know. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 163 Chapter 2: Stalking - Lurking 


In the darkness, the white luminous figure gradually emerged. 


Seeing the silhouette of the white shadow in the distance, Ye Chenyuan's eyes tightened and his 
heartbeat accelerated. There was a bitter taste in his throat. He swallowed the knot in his throat and 
took a deep breath, the four fingers of his right hand slightly slightly opened and closed on the hilt of the 
"Li Swird of Fire", making sure that his fingers and palms were still in the most sensitive state. 


The white figure approached him, slowly transforming from a shadow into a weighty entity. The white 
figure's hands hanging on both sides extended downwards - no, Ye Chenyuan saw it, it was a pair of 
swords that appeared in the other party's hands. 


Ye Chenyuan couldn't see the white shadow's appearance and age, he could only see that he was 
wearing a white robe. But he knew very well in his heart who it was. 


It was a mixture of the two biggest rivals of his life. 


Finally reached fighting distance. The white figure stopped, his body slightly lowered, his swords raised 
at chest height, and he assumed an impeccable fighting stance towards Ye Chenyuan. 


Every time he reached this moment, Ye Chenyuan was so excited that he shouted in his heart. There is 
no greater pleasure in the world than this. Wudang Sword Wizard Ye Chenyuan was born for this kind of 
duel. 


However, what greeted him was great despair. When he looked at the white figure and iinstinctively put 
up a stance to fight, he once again realized a cruel fact: he no longer has a left-handed sword. Never. 


The white figure on the other side let out a sigh. 


Ye Chenyuan heard it, and his anger completely overshadowed his depression. 
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"Shut up." Ye Chenyuan gritted his teeth and said, "Save your pity for someone else. | can still kill you." 


The blade of the Li Sword of Fire, which glowed with a faint red light, was raised and pointed at the 
center of the white shadow's eyebrows. 


The white shadow's face was blurry, and only his eyes were clear and sharp, but they kept changing in 
front of Ye Chenyuan. The look of those eyes was sometimes old, sometimes strong. 


Ye Chenyuan of course knows why: because they sometimes belong to He Zisheng, and sometimes they 
are Yao Lianzhou's eyes. 


However, no matter who it was, Ye Chenyuan also knew very well that even if his arms were healthy, he 
didn't have much confidence in defeating him. Not to mention today. 


But he will not run away because of this. He has already decided to finish this mutilated life. In order to 
do so, he needs to find a way to fight. 


The secret lies in controlling this body at this moment. 


When Ye Chenyuan breathed out, his whole body muscles were like springs accumulating strength. 


His legs were seated in the horse stance and sank down, the starting position of the "Wudang Flying 
Dragon Sword". 


White figure saw through it and changed the stance of both swords, preparing to meet the "Flying 
Dragon Sword" stabbing. 


Ye Chenyuan, however, did not pay attention to it, and with one thought, he "borrowed the phase" of 
the birds of prey in flight, his body from the legs to the waist to the back to stimulate the energy of one 
section after another, and the person and the sword flew out forward! 
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--This flying stabbing sword not only contains the principle of "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword", but also 
mixes in the key point of "Vault Breaking" in Qingcheng School's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword", as well as the Emei School's "Big Spear Stabbing" method of generating energy. 


The tip of the "Li Sword of Fire" had already reached the white shadow's throat with the sound of 
breaking wind! 


White figure has already predicted Ye Chenyuan's sword path, his left sword was raised diagonally to 
block "Flying Dragon Sword", at the same time, his right sword was ready to counter-attack, which 
would kill Ye Chenyuan who has one arm and has no way to escape from the mid-air! 


Ye Chenyuan, however, completely ignored the deadly right sword and only focused on the moment 
when his "Li Sword of Fire" and the opponent's left sword met. 


--That brief moment is his only chance to survive. 


At the moment of contact, the blade in Ye Chenyuan's hand sent out a vibration. 


That's not right. It was not a vibration, but a circular trajectory. It was very short and subtle, as if it was 
just trembling for a moment. 


But in the eyes of a true swordsman, it was indeed a circular arc. 


"Tai Chi Sword. Small Chaotic Ring". The amplitude is extremely small, but the slightest movement is the 
difference between life and death: a small arc of force will create a tiny gap in the opponent's defense. 
The stabbing of the Flying Dragon Sword, at the same time, goes straight through the gap, penetrating 
the opponent's eyes and head before he is able to counterattack. 


Within this sword, the yin and yang of the Wudang Sect's "Tai Chi" were coherently integrated into one, 
and Ye Chenyuan had to lift his legs off the ground. The sharpness and concentration required at that 
moment was tantamount to piercing the flying petals in the air with a sharp needle. 
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——But today, if Ye Chenyuan wants to compete with the current masters again, he can only bet on 
such sword moves. 


This movement of "Sword of Fire" seems to have deflected the white figure's left hand sword. However, 
at the same time, Ye Chenyuan felt a strong dizziness. At that moment, he lost his sense of the direction 
of heaven and earth. His flying posture collapsed. He fell down like a bird with broken wings. 


As he fell sharply, an extremely uncomfortable feeling of nausea hit his chest. He vomited involuntarily. 


The smell of stomach acid brought him back to reality. 


Ye Chenyuan sat in the seat of the carriage, leaning down and continuing to vomit. 


Xi Xiaoyan, who was sitting opposite him, had already brought a small wooden bucket and placed it 
underneath for Ye Chenyuan to receive it. 


Ye Chenyuan actually hadn't eaten anything all day long, and all he vomited out was bitter water, and he 
recovered quickly. 


Xi Xiaoyan brought another bamboo tube filled with water and washed Ye Chenyuan. 


"Yuchuan, if you pass by the water again, stop for a moment." Xi Xiaoyan knocked on the wall of the 
carriage and said. 


"Yes." came the reply from the other end of the driver's seat. 


Xi Xiaoyan put away the bamboo tube and wooden barrel and looked at Ye Chenyuan. It was hard for 
him to tell whether Vice Master Ye Chenyuan was alright or not - ever since his arm was lost in the 
Battle of Wudang Mountain, Ye Chenyuan's face was as gloomy as a ghost, as if he had lost his soul, and 
it was impossible to recognize the change in his physical and mental state. 
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Xi Xiaoyan wanted to open a window to get some air, but was stopped by Ye Chenyuan. 


"It's better not to be seen by passers-by," he said. 


Both Ye and Xi were dressed as merchants and their weapons were placed on the side of the car. The 
tattoos under Chen Yuan's eyes were covered by thick layers of white make-up, making them difficult to 
detect from a distance. Although the temperament of the two of them does not resemble businessmen 
at all, some disguise is better than none. 


The carriage continued on its way. After a round of silence, Xi Xiaoyan finally couldn't help but ask, "Still 
can't do it?" 


Ye Chenyuan looked at the empty space in the carriage and shook his head slowly. 


After recovering from his serious injury, he immediately resumed his martial arts training, and the first 
and foremost difficulty was to re-adapt his body to the loss of one of his arms. It seemed simple enough 
on the surface - just fight with one hand - but of course it wasn't that easy. After losing his left arm, Ye 
Chenyuan's entire body balance has changed, even the most ordinary step, a turn of the waist, is 
different from the previous feeling, let alone superior martial arts that require fine coordination and 
balance. 


It is more difficult for Ye Chenyuan, a veteran swordsman, to adapt to a broken body than ordinary 
people. For decades, he had been honing his physical senses and keen balance day and night. It was 
already in his flesh and bones. Now he had to readjust and change, which was even harder than those 
who had not been trained. 


Ye Chenyuan has spent unimaginable efforts in the past years, coupled with Xi Xiaoyan's dedicated 
assistance, to regain the sword skills step by step. Xi Xiaoyan, who has a long arm on one side, has been 
living in an unbalanced body since he was a child, and his guidance has helped Ye Chenyuan a lot, 
enabling him to build up a new set of body manipulation method. 


However, when Ye Chenyuan conceived of the "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword", which incorporates "Tai 
Chi", he encountered another major obstacle: in order to utilize the subtle "Listening Force" of "Tai Chi" 
in mid-air, he had to have an extremely precise sense of the nine positions. His newfound balance ability 


was not enough to handle the precise sensing, so he had a dizzy reaction when he couldn't bear the 
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load. He tried it again and again in reality, or in his imagination just like before, but he could not 
overcome it. 


——Will there ever be a time when it can be surpassed? Or will this trick never be realized? There's 
really no way to know... 


But Ye Chenyuan was determined to climb this mountain. No matter how many times you fall. 


This is his life. This is Wudang. 


After a while, the carriage gradually slowed down. Outside, the sound came again. 


"The river is ahead." 


When the carriage came to a standstill, Xi Xiaoyan opened the bamboo curtain of the carriage and 
stepped down. The brocade robe he wore was extraordinarily wide, concealing his large and strong 
body, and his right arm was also covered by a long sleeve, so as long as he stayed still, it was not easy to 
notice any abnormality. 


Xi Xiaoyan was not used to this dress. He raised his hand to straighten his hat that was about to fall off, 
and looked up at the sky. The unusually clear blue sky in winter has not a single trace of white clouds. 
The strong sunlight shines on this bend of the river hidden by the woods, and the wet stones of the 
shallow beach seem to glow. 


The two horses following the carriage also stopped. The knights with the swords jumped off the saddles, 
nodded slightly towards Xi Xiaoyan, and then each pulled the horse to feed water to the river. 


Two people also jumped out from the front of the carriage. A short man with a dark face on the left was 
the driver. He was holding a whip in his hand. There were beads of sweat on his forehead. He took a 
cloth from his belt to wipe it with and heaved a sigh of relief. 
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The other man was younger than the driver, probably the same age as Xi Xiaoyan. He was tall and thin 
but walked briskly, and his hands hanging on both sides were unusually wide. Although his face is not as 
resolute as Xi Xiaoyan, it still exudes a wild spirit. The left corner of his eye was injured. Three scars 
make his eyebrows look intermittent. His eyelids are also deformed due to the scars. They can only be 
opened half-open, making it look like his eyes are broken. One side is big and the other is small. But his 
appearance did not make people feel ridiculous, and the vigor in his eyes remained undiminished. 


Xi Xiaoyan and this man nodded to each other. 


At the same time, Ye Chenyuan came out from behind the car. He instinctively reached out to shield his 
eyes - he hated the sunlight since he had recuperated from his injuries for some time. 


The man looked at Ye Chenyuan and then at Xi Xiaoyan, and he already understood the reason for 
parking. He turned around and ordered the driver. 


"Old Tan, go to the river to get some water and clean up the car." 


The driver, Lao Tan, didn't actually have to wait for the man's order. He already knew what was going on 
and had already taken out a rag and a leather bag for drawing water from under his seat. Just because 
this kind of thing has happened many times on the journey. 


"Just right." Lao Tan said, carrying the things, "I also want to feed the horse water." Then he walked 
towards the river. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked around again to make sure there was no one else, then he raised his right arm, 
twisted and stretched it a few times, and punched a few more times in the air. Even though it was 
hindered by the sleeves of the robe, Xi Xiaoyan's long arm, which had four joints from shoulder to wrist, 
still easily made a wind-breaking sound when he punched, and even the two knights who were at the 
riverside could hear it and couldn't help but look at him in surprise. 


Xi Xiaoyan put away his fist and asked the man, "Yuchuan, how long will it take? Are we going the right 
way?" 
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The man looked at the direction he was heading and said, "I'm sure we're on the right track, Brother Xi. 


There are markings left by Yuan Chang all along the way. So it seems that Mr. Yan is going to Linjiang 
Prefecture. It's about two days away." 


This man, Ling Yuchuan, is a resident disciple of the First Snake Path, one of the few who survived the 
Wudang destruction. Ling Yuchuan was the eyes and ears of the Wudang sect in Anhui Province, 
especially responsible for gathering intelligence on the Bagua Sect in Huizhou. He is different from his 
fellow members of the " First Snake Road", in that he is not only a lightweight martial artist, but also a 
good fighter, especially good at flying sabers and concealed weapons, as he has always been aiming at 
his predecessor, the Fan Zong. After two years of training, Ling Yuchuan was expected to be recalled to 
Wudang Mountain and promoted to the new "Brown Snake". 


It was only because of this specialty that Ling Yuchuan was able to avoid his fate. Instead of hiding out in 
Anhui like his fellow disciples, he became very active in the local gangs and soon became a well-known 
gangster. He honed his skills by fighting and killing on a daily basis, but also used his identity as a 
gangster as a cover - of course, he didn't go by his real name, but went by the alias "Lin Ah-shui" in the 
triads. In addition, the relationships and manpower he established on the road also greatly helped the 
work of gathering intelligence and surveillance. 


Because of this, when the Jin Yiwei of the imperial court massacred the "Shou Snake Dao" informants 
based on the list provided by Jiang Ning'er, Ling Yuchuan learned of the news in advance, and in turn 
killed the Jin Yiwei's killers and fled. 


And when Xi Xiaoyan escaped from Wudang Mountain with Ye Chenyuan, who was seriously injured on 
his back, Ling Yuchuan was the first person they luckily met at the foot of the mountain... 


Xi Xiaoyan, who was extremely bored during the journey, leaned over and picked up a small stone from 
the ground, caressing and tossing it carelessly in his hands. At the same time, he asked Ling Yuchuan: 
"Junior brother, what do you think that that person named Yan to do in Linjiang? You really know how 
to do it. Does it have something to do with us?" Ling Yuchuan shrugged his shoulders: "It's hard to say. 
But he brought so many people with him, there must be something. As for what, we will know soon." 


Xi Xiaoyan nodded. Although Ling Yuchuan is his junior and subordinate, he has rich experience in the 
world, and Xi Xiaoyan trusts his judgment. 
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The reason why a group of them are walking on this road now is to track down an "old acquaintance": 
Yan Qingtong, the former master of the "Zhenxi Bodyguard Agency" who once planned the siege of 
Wudang leader Yao Lianzhou in Xi'an Mansion. 


It turned out that after Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan missed Wei Dongliu in Nanjing City that day, they 
had no clue about the whereabouts of the leader. Later, Xi Xiaoyan thought of the conversation with Wu 
Jihong, which revealed that Ning Prince's Palace was closely related to the destruction of Wudang, so he 
moved to Nanchang with Ye Chenyuan and the remaining members of the "Shou Snake Way" to inquire 
about the palace's activities and see if there was any gain. 


Just inside Nanchang City, they discovered an unexpected figure, Yan Qingtong, who had been on the 
run and was apparently working for Prince Ning's Mansion. 


"This person has no real talent, but he has a wide network of contacts in the Black and White Paths and 
the martial arts world." Ling Yuchuan is a spy of the "Shou Snake Path", and he also knows a little bit 
about the background of Yan Qingtong, a former "inner disciple" of the Xinyi Sect. "Prince Ning must use 
him to do things in these areas." 


Xi Xiaoyan also thought of that day, Wu Ji Hong mentioned that he wanted to take Shang Chengyu back 
to the Prince of Ning's residence; and if Yao is still alive, the person who wants him dead the most in the 
world is the former deputy master and Wudang's number one traitor. 


——If Shang Chengyu is really in Prince Ning's Mansion, he might also use this person named Yan to find 
out the whereabouts of the leader... 


So Ling Yuchuan and his colleagues secretly monitored Yan Qingtong's actions until three days ago when 
they discovered that Yan Qingtong had left Nanchang with a large group of people, all of whom should 
be the guards of Prince Ning's Mansion. 


——Did he really discover something? 


Although a bit slim, this is the only clue Xi Xiaoyan and others have at the moment. After discussing with 
Ye Chenyuan, Xi Xiaoyan decided to follow up. Cheng Yuanchang, a disciple of the "Shou Snake Way", 
followed closely and left a mark at the front, while Ye, Xi, Ling and others followed from behind. 
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Xi Xiaoyan and Ling Yuchuan looked at each other speechlessly. They know each other's thoughts. In the 
past two years, they have tried their best to find the whereabouts of Master Yao, but they have found 
nothing. They really don't dare to put high hopes this time. 


When they looked back, they saw that Vice Sect Master Ye had already gone to a big tree and was 
meditating with his eyes closed under the shade of the tree. The two of them looked at Ye Chenyuan 
silently. The posture of the Vice Sect Master is not like a monk who is in meditation, but rather, it gives 
people the impression that he is a dead thing without life. Xi Xiaoyan couldn't help but show a faint 
sadness when he saw it. 


——Today, Deputy Chief Ye is as if only half of him is left... 


Xi Xiaoyan remembered what Ye Chenyuan said to him that night in the dark streets of Nanjing: The 
hope of reviving Wudang lies in Yao Lianzhou alone. 


When Ye Chenyuan said that, he looked so determined. Only at that moment did his ghostly white face 
once again show its former flame of life. 


But it has been two years. Xi Xiaoyan sometimes avoided thinking about it, but he knew in his heart that 
his hopes of finding Yao Linzhou were dimming. The other companions may have the same idea. 


The only thing that sustains them, the remnants of Wudang, is perhaps Ye Chenyuan's obsession. 


——What will happen to us if the deputy leader is no longer here? ...How do | lead them down? 
...Xixiaoyan's hand exploded. He spread it out, and in the palm of his hand was a stone that was broken 
into two halves - when he thought about the excitement just now, his palms unconsciously used force to 
crush the small stone. Ling Yuchuan couldn't help but be stunned when he saw it from the side. 


——Senior Brother Xi’s skill is really no joke... We are lucky to still have him! 
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Xi Xiaoyan didn't hear Ling Yuchuan's heart, he only felt that his responsibility as a leader was as heavy 
as a thousand pounds. When he was in Wudang Mountain, he never imagined that he would have to 
shoulder such a heavy responsibility one day. 


He threw away the gravel, took out the dry food and water bottle from the luggage hanging next to the 
carriage, and walked to Ye Chenyuan. 


"Deputy leader, you haven't eaten all day." Xi Xiaoyan handed the food and water to Ye Chenyuan. "It's 
not good for your health to continue like this." 


Ye Chenyuan shook his head and refused, only took the bamboo tube off, pulled out the stopper and 
took a small sip. 


"I'm going to do another ‘quiet practice’ later. I'm afraid I'll have to vomit out whatever | eat, so it's 
better not to eat." 


Xi Xiaoyan was moved. These days the journey was like this: Ye Chenyuan did not want to sit idle and 
insisted on practicing this kind of imagery in the car. For this reason, he only ate his only meal every day 
after settling down in the dark. 


Although Xi Xiaoyan, who is restless by nature, is not good at this kind of "quiet practice", but even if he 
observes from the sidelines, he knows that the load on his mind and spirit is huge, especially when Ye 
Chenyuan fails in his challenges again and again and falls into a daze, the physical and mental wear and 
tear is accumulating. 


"Yu Chuan said that there are still about two days to go." 


Ye Chenyuan only closed his eyes and nodded slightly. Xi Xiaoyan had no choice but to walk back to the 
carriage. 


Old Qin had already come back and climbed into the carriage to clean it. Xi Xiaoyan was a bit 
embarrassed, but Qin didn't show any disgust, he just worked silently. 
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——Xi Xiaoyan didn’t know that this old man was a famous gangster and gambler in the underworld in 
Anaing City. If the locals saw him here as a driver and doing a menial job like washing cars, they would 
find it unbelievable. 


In addition to Lao Qin, the other two knights were also Ling Yuchuan's subordinates when he was in 
Anhui. They followed him loyally when he killed Jin Yiwei and fled. They were absolutely trustworthy, so 
Ling Yuchuan kept them with him all the time to help him out. 


--Of course, Xi Xiaoyan and Ye Chenyuan do not really need the protection of these two men, but since 
they pretend to be merchants who can afford to ride in a carriage, it would be awkward to go on the 
journey without one or two guards. 


Ling Yuchuan and Xi Xiaoyan were sharing the dry food. While Ling Yuchuan is chewing the biscuits, his 
eyes still haven't left Ye Chenyuan who is meditating in the distance. 


Xi Xiaoyan felt that he seemed to have something to say and couldn't help but stare at him. 


"That day ...... " Ling Yuchuan really opened his mouth, "It's lucky that | met you guys at the foot of the 
mountain." 


"If it weren't for you, the deputy head might have..." 


"But | almost wasn't there." 


Xi Xiaoyan was stunned when he heard Ling Yuchuan's words. 


Ling Yuchuan continued: "There's something | haven't told you: | actually hesitated at that time - when | 
was being hunted by the court, | thought about whether | should continue to be a Wudang disciple? Or 


should | just leave?...... 


Xi Xiaoyan was surprised to hear this. 
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"When | was in Huizhou, | had a woman and gave birth to a son. | did very well on the road in those two 
years, and | accumulated a lot of money in addition to these men." 


The last thing this Xi Xiaoyan is aware of - the living expenses of the remnants of Wudang in the past two 
years, Ye Chenyuan's medicine, their clothes and carriages at the moment...most of them were funded 
by Ling Yuchuan. 


"At that time, although | was not sure of the reason why the court dogs clawed me, but also thought 
that must have something to do with the Wudang, and then lost contact with the other " First Snake 
Road " fellow disciples, | was even more sure of it. But my heart wavered. | knew that if | took the 
money and my family and ran away to a faraway place, the court probably wouldn't be able to catch me. 


Ling Yuchuan spoke in a low voice. 


"Because | was hesitant, | didn't report to Wudang ...... before | heard the news that the forbidden army 
had arrived at Wudang Mountain ...... , he choked out. 


"There is no difference." Xi Xiaoyan patted Ling Yuchuan's shoulder, "Even if Sect Master Yao had known 
earlier, he would not have made a different decision. 


"But | can't forgive myself." Ling Yuchuan's large and small eyes were covered with bloodshot, "As the 
‘head of the Snake Road’, | even have this kind of idea ...... | immediately arranged for my family to be 
sent to Guangdong, and brought these few close friends back to rush to Wudang Mountain. But by the 


time | arrived ...... . 


Listening to this, Xi Xiaoyan recalled that he had also been in Wudang privately that day and rushed back 
to the battlefield outside "Yuzhen Palace" at the last moment. At that time, his heart was also filled with 
regret and shame. 


But looking back now, maybe he came back just when the Wudang needed him most; maybe everything 
was destined. 
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Looking at Ling Yuchuan, whose eyes were already moist, Xi Xiaoyan once again put a firm hand on his 
shoulder. 


"In the end, you came back, didn't you? That's enough. This is the real you." 


When Ling Yuchuan heard this, it was as if a breath of fresh air had been injected into him, the sadness 
on his face disappeared, and he stared at Xi Xiaoyan's firm face. 


"What's more, it's not over. It's not too late." 


Xi Xiaoyan said, looking away from the direction of the road ahead. 


Hearing Ling Yuchuan's confession, he realized how much these fellow disciples needed him--and 
needed more than just his saber. --I| have to live for them. 


Xi Xiaoyan thought again of the last words Huo Yaohua had said when they parted in the mountains 
behind Wudang. 


"Don't die." 


--Yes. | kept my promise and survived. 


--And you? 


These days, Xi Xiaoyan seldom thought of Huo's graceful figure. But every time he did, he couldn't stop 
thinking about it. 


He knew he shouldn't wish for something so distant. So he kept her deep in his heart, as a warm 
comfort on his long and uncertain journey. 
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--He didn't know that in Nanchang, he and Huo Yaohua had once been separated by only a few streets. 


Xi Xiaoyan's eyes were ablaze with fire. His strong palm patted Ling Yuchuan's shoulder twice more, and 
his mouth murmured as he repeated: 


"It's not too late.” 


OOOO 


Amu, a strong but ordinary-looking young man, was mixed in among the crowds on the road, and no 
one paid any attention to him. Amu closed his mouth and said nothing. He didn't have much to say. He 
stared at everything happening on the official road on the outskirts of the city. 


Three miles away from the city gate of Ganzhou Prefecture, there were people celebrating. 


Ona normal day, a man with such a fresh face like Amu would have been suspected or even questioned 
if he had stood on this road. Ever since the governor of Southern Gansu strictly enforced the "Ten 
Family Card Law" and ordered the local people to form a "card" for every ten families, recording the 
place of origin, name, age, appearance and industry, and monitoring each other and punishing each 
other, it is difficult for outsiders to hide, thus eliminating the eyes and ears of the bandits. 


But now that the governor's troops from the southern expedition to Hengshui and Tonggang have 
returned in triumph, the common people have come out to celebrate. It is so crowded and mixed. The 
ordinary and quiet Amu is standing in the crowd. When the people see him, they think he is recruited 
from some village or town. When the militiamen and soldiers saw him, they thought he was a local 
villager and no one would be suspicious. 


Amu walked slowly across the road and saw a commotion of people and horses. Hundreds of people 
were singing, dancing and beating drums to celebrate on the roadside. As soon as he saw the troops 
passing by, he waved warmly, sent food and water to express condolences, and took over the 
transportation of the wounded soldiers in the team. The city of Ganzhou is already decorated with 
lanterns and colorful decorations. 
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Southern Jiangxi has been troubled by banditry for many years, and the government's many expeditions 
have always failed. Governor Wang Shouren has only been in office for a year, but he defeated the two 

largest bandit strongholds in one fell swoop and beheaded the bandit leader who had committed many 
crimes. The people were surprised and spontaneously celebrated. 


The local people regarded Wang Shouren as a god, and some of them even built fences along the road 
to erect a shrine to him. When Wang Shouren learned about it, he quickly sent a letter to his 
subordinates in Ganzhou to dissuade them. 


Amu secretly approached the soldiers who were the first to return several times on the road, 
eavesdropping on their conversations with the people. Those militia soldiers repeatedly said that Mr. 
Wang would return to Ganzhou City the day after tomorrow. Amu knew it was correct, and then quietly 
withdrew from the crowd. 


Amu walked to an uninhabited forest. There was no path in the forest, but Amu, who was born with a 
brain defect, had an exceptionally strong memory and quickly found the place where he had stored 
things. 


He pushed aside a pile of hay and dead leaves, revealing a bamboo cage, a long cloth bag and a small 
bag hidden inside. 


Amu lifted up the bamboo cage and inspected the two homing pigeons inside. After making sure that 
they were all safe, he opened the bamboo cage and let them out. 


Two homing pigeons fluttered high among the trees and soon became two small gray dots in the 
northern sky. 


They all fly to the same destination. The purpose of using two pigeons is to prevent one of them from 
having an accident. There is no letter tied to either foot to avoid being intercepted and peeking at the 
pigeons, which is the message itself. 


These are Cai Qing's arrangements. 


It was necessary to be so careful: the object of this "sale" was an unusual one. 
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——The act of killing a high-ranking official of the imperial court is a crime that affects the whole family. 


Cai Qing knew very well: if anything goes wrong, the first thing they have to worry about is not the 
court. But when he looked at the pile of gold brought by Yan Qingtong that day, Cai Qing did not refuse. 


——lf this big deal is used as a farewell to "Yao Feng", then this life will really be worth it. 


Cai Qing knows that as a connector, it is very incompetent to have such vanity. However, he is able to do 
this because he has never taken risks in his life. 


--worth it. 


After accepting the deposit, Cai Qing was desperately trying to convince Hou Yingzhi to take the job. 
What he didn't expect was that when he told Hou Yingzhi who the target was, Hou Yingzhi agreed 
without blinking an eye. 


——ls this guy really...so he wants to take revenge on the court? ... 


Amu worked very carefully. After releasing the carrier pigeon, he immediately trampled the pigeon cage, 
carefully broke it into pieces, and then buried it in the soil. 


He picked up the remaining baggage and the long cloth bag containing two "tools", one long and one 
short, and walked out of the woods. 


There is a low hill here, with a lone tree standing on the top. It had died due to lightning strikes many 
years ago, just like a huge branch marked by God on the hill. Here you can overlook Ganzhou City, which 
is two miles away. 
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Amu placed the long cloth bag diagonally beside the dead tree, then picked a stone, rolled it to the root 
of the tree and sat on it. After sitting down, he relaxed and breathed a sigh of relief. He placed the 
bundle on his thighs, opened it, and picked up the dry food and water inside to eat and drink. . 


Amu just waited under the dead tree. He didn't say a word to himself. He knew it would be a long wait. 
But it doesn't matter, this is his specialty. For Amu, it makes no difference to wait like this for one day, 
five days, ten days... He doesn't feel depressed or mad. 


"Everyone in the world has his use." Cai Qing once told Amu. Amu didn't fully understand this sentence. 
But he nodded when he heard it. 


As long as Cai Qing said it, it was right; as long as Cai Qing asked him to do it, he would do it. 


This is the greatest happiness in Amu's life. 


OOOO 


Although the cell was smelly and crowded, there was a strangely empty space in the deep corner. There 
were only three people sitting in that corner. 


The other dozen or so prisoners were all crowded into several piles against the fence or wall, trying to 
stay as far away from the three as possible. 


In the dark prison, the weird clothes of the three people could be faintly seen. Their pants were 
embroidered with colorful alien totems, and they had a thick woven scarf on their heads. 


Many of the prisoners were not good people. Among them were gangsters who committed robbery and 
extortion, and two were gang members in the local Jiujiang City. However, they all knew that these 
three people in the corner should not be provoked. 


Just because they have all heard about the deeds of the southwestern wolf soldiers. These barbarian 
mountain soldiers were often recruited by the imperial court to help suppress bandits in neighboring 
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provinces, including Jiangxi Province, and their reputation for bravery was known far and near. Everyone 
knows that even the local officials who command the wolf soldiers are often unable to control them. 
Officials and soldiers often clash with them. Even if there is a huge disparity in the number of fights, the 
majority of Han soldiers are always beaten and flee. 


——lt is said that if wolf soldiers are jealous of killing on the battlefield, they often chop down without 
distinguishing between friend and foe; some people also say that wolf soldiers drink the blood of dead 
enemy soldiers to strengthen their courage... 


Nong Kun, who was sitting on the ground in the corner and resting with his eyes closed, opened his eyes 
and scanned the prisoners in front of him. Those who saw it panicked and averted their eyes. Nong Kun 
slightly smiled and closed his eyes again. 


He and his two companions had been living in the Jiujiang Yamen prison for two days. But they don't 
care. Although the cell was a bit dirty and the stone-built cell was quite cold at night, the three of them 
did not frown. Compared to the mountainous area where they live, this prison is nothing. There is food 
to eat every day without having to do anything, and there is no need to look at the weather. 


--Not to mention the fact that they knew why they were here. 


Soon there was the sound of unlocking and footsteps coming from outside. This is not the time to 
distribute meals. The prisoners thought to themself that someone new might be joining. 


But they were wrong. The only people who walked outside the fence were prison head Zhang and three 
jailers. 


Jailer Zhang covered his nose and pointed to the depths of the cell. 


One of the guards immediately stepped forward to unlock the door, while the other pointed his stick 
towards the three Nongkuns at the bottom of the cell. 


"You three! Come out!" 
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--Come out. 


Nong Kun thought about it, with another smile on his lips, and stood up with the two tribesmen on the 
left and right. His movements were as agile as a cat and leopard, not affected by the imprisonment at 
all. When other prisoners saw this, they pressed their bodies against the wall. 


It's like actually being in the same room with a wild wolf. 


OOOO 


From the time they were imprisoned until they left the Jiujiang City Yamen, no one said a word to them. 
The jailer silently returned the seized items to them - even their hunting knives. Before leaving, Zhang 
Laotou thrust a piece of paper into Nong Kun's hand without saying a word. 


Nong Kun opened it and saw a simple street map with the name "Hexiang Tower" written on the sign. 


When Nong Kun left the yamen, he didn't bother to look at the map. He grabbed a vendor on the street 
and gave him the paper. 


The vendor looked at it. He didn't know much about literacy, but looking at the street map marks again, 
he remembered what those three characters were. 


"Ah, it's ‘Lotus Fragrance Tower'..." 


Nong Kun pushed the vendor. The vendor looked at Nong Kun's fierce eyes and looked at the hunting 
knife on his waist. His heart went crazy. He immediately called his neighbors to look after the stall for 
him, and fearfully went up to lead the way for Nongkun's three people. 


OOOO 
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The "Hexiang Restaurant" is one of the best among the many restaurants in the south of Jiujiang City. It 
is located near the pier on the Xunyang River where there are many commercial banks. It is even busier 
at noon, and the two large floors seem to be full. 


Nong and Kun finally put the vendor back in front of the restaurant. At the same time, a man waiting 
outside the door came forward to answer him. 


"Please come this way." The man respectfully led the three of them to the alley next to the building and 
around to the kitchen at the back door. Nong Kun understood that this was because the three wild men 
would be too conspicuous if they entered through the main entrance, so he didn't take it seriously and 
followed the man silently. 


The people working in the kitchen didn't even look at the four of them, as if they were invisible. Of 
course Nong Kun knew this because the cooks all knew the man leading the way and knew not to 
meddle in other people's business. 


The man led them up a narrow staircase on the side of the kitchen, then through the dark corridor of 
the attic, and stopped in front of a room door. 


"Please." The man pushed open the door and waved to Nongkun and the others. 


Without even thinking or taking a look, Nong Kun walked into the room with his two companions, as if 
everything had been agreed upon in advance. 


The room was small but very quiet and elegant. A large round table in the middle was already filled with 
various dishes, fruits and wine bottles. Sitting at the head of the table across the table was a middle- 
aged scribe, Li Junyuan, the think tank of Prince Ning's Palace. Next to him was a fierce-looking man, 
Feng Shigi, the general of the Palace Guards and a former bandit. There are also several guards with 
knives in various corners of the room. When Nong Kun saw him, he didn't say hello to Li Junyuan. He sat 
down with his companions and immediately wolfed down food and drinks. Li Junyuan couldn't help 
frowning when he saw it, and recalled the unpleasant memories from the past: a few years ago in 
Jiujiang City, when he tried to recruit Jing Xi and others to serve in the palace, the scene when they first 
met was almost exactly the same. Every time he thought of the "six swords that broke the door", Li 
Junyuan always felt a little chilly in his heart, so he raised his glass and took a sip of wine to get rid of the 
shadow. 
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Li Junyuan had long heard of the arrogant and untamed wolf soldiers of the Bian tribe. In addition, these 
three people had been imprisoned in prison for two days. It was natural to be impatient when they saw 
a table of delicious food and wine. 


The fellow to the left of Nong Kun reached out and grabbed a chicken from the middle of the table and 
tore it in half. He ate one side himself and handed the other side to Nong Kun. The wolf soldiers on the 
other side were drinking by themselves. 


Li Junyuan looked at it and couldn't help but smile and said, "You guys feel safe eating." 


Nongkun stopped, took out the chicken drumstick from his mouth, looked around the room at the 
swordsmen, and shrugged nonchalantly: "If the three of us can't get out of this room, the clansmen 
outside will never give you a chance to get out of Jiujiang City." 


Li Junyuan's eyes widened after hearing this. In fact, Nong Kun didn't need to tell him. His spy in Jiujiang 
City had already told him that there were quite a lot of people coming from far away - he would not 
come from Nanchang just for three wolf soldiers. 


"How many of you are there in total?" Li Junyuan asked tentatively. 


Nong Kun snorted and refused to answer. Li Junyuan also expected this reaction. 


"Don't think | have any intentions." Li Junyuan's smile remained unchanged: "It's just such wine and 
food. You also want to share it with your fellow tribesmen, right? You haven't eaten such good food ina 
long time, right?" 


"We have long been accustomed to it on the battlefield, as long as we are full," Nongkun said while 
chewing a chicken leg. 


"But eating well is not bad at all, right?" Li Junyuan tried again. "Isn't this why you left your hometown? 
Speaking of which, I'm curious as to why a group of deer people, not recruited by the government, 
would come here far away?" 
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Nong Kun looked at Li Junyuan and seemed to think about it for a while before his expression softened. 


"We couldn't find a job in our hometown, so we went out to do business. We brought local products to 
sell and then shipped a batch of goods back." 


Nong Kun drank tea and said: "We did this once three years ago and made a lot of money. But this 
time... we were defrauded of all our money when we were buying goods. We even lost the money to get 
home." 


"So you're going to break in and rob?..." Feng Shiqi said with a smile. 


The wolf soldier on Nongkun's right threw the wine glass and punched it on the table, causing the cups 
and plates to bounce. 


"Laugh again, and I'll knock those teeth out with one punch!" He spoke in Chinese with a foreign accent, 
"We do that to feed our people! It's all your fault, the Han people are so cunning!" 


The guards around him nervously put their hands on the hilts of their swords. Feng Shiqi also had a look 
of rage on his face. 


Li Junyuan stood up and stretched out his hand to stop everyone. 


"Sorry, it's his fault. There's nothing funny about having a full meal." Li Junyuan said sincerely. He then 
turned his attention again to Nong Kun, who was clearly the leader. "How many of you are there?" 


Nong Kun thought for a while and finally said, "Seventy." 


Li Junyuan was secretly happy. This number may not seem like much at first glance, but anyone who is 
familiar with military affairs knows that compared to the general officers and soldiers of the imperial 
court, these southwest barbarian wolf soldiers are ten times more powerful. They are also resolute and 
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strong, their morale rarely collapses, and they can last for a long time day and night. Fighting, and 
marching through harsh mountains and rivers is like walking on flat ground. If we can attract such a 
strong army into the palace, it will be a great achievement in the eyes of the prince. More importantly, 
in the future, we can recruit more wolf soldiers with the help of Nong Kun and others. 


--As long as there are more soldiers, there will be more bargaining chips to fight against Shang Chengyu. 


"Do you know who we are?" Li Junyuan asked. 


Nong Kun looked at the luxurious cups and plates on the table, then looked at Li Junyuan's clothes, and 
said slowly: "| only know: you are rich people. And you really want to do business with us." 


"Do you know what kind of business?" 


Nong Kun looked as if he thought the other party was asking the question knowingly. 


"It can't be business, can it?" 


Li Junyuan laughed again. He was initially worried that the barbarian leader was not too smart. He did 
not like to command fools. "If you work for us, | guarantee that the money you bring back home will be 
enough to feed your people for many years to come." 


OOOO 


Yue Lang led eight wolf soldiers and was rushing through the wilderness four miles west of Jiujiang City. 


Each of the nine of them chewed on the wooden talisman necklace, showing a vigilant look, and moved 
forward in a single line. The footsteps of the eighteen legs are not running, but they are not much 
slower than ordinary people running. This is a long-distance hunting walking method passed down from 
generation to generation in their clan, and it can cover long distances for a long time. 


2669 


Yue Lang's appearance seemed to be no different from the other eight young wolf soldiers, but in fact 
every joint in his body was cursing him. Yue Lang endured it without showing any sign of pain on his 
face. As the leader of the wolf soldiers, he must never let his subordinates see any weaknesses. 


At this time, he recalled the white-haired figure in "Six Tigers". Yue Lang was surprised when he learned 
that Lian Feihong turned out to be more than ten years older than him. Every time he thought of Mr. 
Feihong from then on, Yue Lang would feel that the fighting spirit in his body increased a little, and his 
pain fall a little. It was the same now. 


Yue Lang, who will soon enter his fiftieth year, thinks that this may be the last battle of his life. He had 
never thought that this battle would be fought like this: to save a woman. But he didn't complain about 
it. It is definitely worth it to be able to repay the kindness of the "Six Tigers". After this battle, he also 
planned to hand over command to young Nong Kun. He felt very satisfied. 


Yue Lang estimated that Nong Kun and the other three had led them about a mile away and should have 
met up with the "six tigers" at this moment. The task of Yue Lang and the other nine people is to ensure 
that no one follows Nong Kun all the way from Jiujiang City. As a result, there was no stalker - Yue Lang 
was very sure of this, because no one could escape the eyes of the deer hunters in this wilderness. 


After knowing for sure that no one from Prince Ning's Mansion was following them, Yue Lang led the 
eight people to speed up and head straight back to the meeting point. They left the wilderness and 
entered a forest, moving through the trees using memory and intuition. When they came out of the 
forest again, there was a small hillock with a rocky outcrop that formed a natural shade underneath. 
There were dozens of people gathered densely in the shadows. 


The first person to greet Yue Lang and the others outside the forest was the hound Alai. It stood ona 
rock and looked at the nine people. Although it did not bark because it recognized the scent of Yue Lang 
and others, its eyes were still wary. 


"What a good hunting dog." Yue Lang smiled and wanted to step forward and touch Alai's head, but 
after thinking about it he decided not to take the risk. 


All the wolf soldiers have gathered and are waiting, including Nong Kun and the other three. They were 
eating a lot of food and wine that Nong Kun brought back from "Hexiang House". 
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Nong Kun stepped forward and hugged the leader Yue Lang. 


"You stink." Yue Lang said, pinching his nose. 


"There's nothing you can do in a hellish place like a prison cell." Nongkun grabbed his turban and wiped 
it on his neck. 


Yue Lang raised his head and looked at the umbrella-like rock above. As soon as he came out of the 
woods, he noticed a figure above. 


Now that he was closer, he could tell who it was. 


Jing Li stood at the front of the rock, with his feet spread out in a posture like a beast, with many 
muscles and joints in his body twisting and stretching to the maximum extent. His upper body, which 
was covered with tattoos, was bare, letting the winter wind in the mountains blow against his skin, but 
he didn't feel cold at all as his blood was running through his body. The string of pigtails that he had tied 
up for many years had been untied, and his long, fluffy and curly hair, which looked like it had been 
struck by lightning, was loose and fluttering in the wind. 


What he is practicing is the Shaolin style "Yi Jin Jing" posture. Since he was awarded this precious 
treasure by Yuan Xing for his healing, Jing Li has practiced it day and night and found it to be very 
beneficial to his body's flexibility and endurance. 


Practicing the "Yi Jin Jing" had also sharpened Jing Li's senses. He sensed the attention from below and 
saw that Yue Lang had already returned, so he immediately put away his posture, grabbed his shirt that 
was placed on the stone aside, and walked towards the mountain wall. 


Yue Lang watched Jing Li jumping from side to side along the mountain rock, flying down quickly, such 
skill is rare even among the tribesmen, and he couldn't help but admire it in his heart. 


At this time, Hu Linglan, Yuan Xing and Lian Feihong also walked out from among the wolf soldiers and 
greeted Yue Lang. The three of them were also dressed in Monk costumes. Hu Linglan wore men's 
clothing and covered her face with plaster to hide her appearance. 
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"Thank you for your hard work." Hu Linglan thanked Yue Lang. Although it covered up her beauty, the 
pleasant voice still moved Yue Lang's heart, and he nodded silently. 


"What does that mean to him? It's the hardest thing for the three of us to go to jail." Nong Kun couldn't 
help but compete for credit in front of Hu Linglan. For this group of men from the Lian tribe, being able 
to travel with this Japanese beauty is the greatest comfort during this trip to a foreign land. 


Jing Li walked over while dressing, the skirt of his clothes was still open. Every time she saw the tiger 
tattoo on his chest, Hu Linglan couldn't help but smile sweetly. 


Yue Lang and Jing Li nodded to each other in greeting, no need to say anything more. 


"Okay, everyone is here, we can talk now." Yuan Xing on the other side looked at Nong Kun with eager 
anticipation. On the other side, Lian Feihong was also anxiously scratching his white beard. 


"Brother Jing was right." Nong Kun said, "It's really that Li who came to us." 


The "Six Swords of Broken Door" four people shouted in their hearts at the same time. 


They came to Jiangxi with more than sixty wolf soldiers from the Deer tribe to rescue Huo Yaohua. The 
first thing they wanted to do was how to break into the heavily guarded Ning Prince's Mansion. Jing Li 
had already thought about this before he borrowed the troops: since the Ning Wang Mansion was so 
active in recruiting soldiers and buying horses, the best way was to use the brave wolf soldiers to lure 
the other side and make them open the doors by themselves. 


Jing Li took the lead. If the wolf soldiers were sent to the gate of the Nanchang Palace by themselves, it 
would be too hasty and might arouse the other party's suspicion. Therefore, he deliberately detoured 
half a circle before turning back south to Jiujiang, north of Nanchang. After being recruited by Li Junyuan 
last time, Jing Xi knew that Jiujiang was also within the influence of the palace and had many eyes and 
ears. If a large group of wild people entered the city, it would naturally attract the attention of the 
palace. If he sent Nong Kun to commit a crime on purpose and was captured by mistake, the situation 
would be even worse. The people in the palace were suspicious, convinced that they were a group of 
desperate outlaws. 
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As a result, it was Li Junyuan who came forward to recruit wolf soldiers, proving that all Jing Li's 
estimates were accurate. 


"It has been agreed. Seven days later, they will host a banquet for us in the palace." Nongkun said, 
taking out a cloth bag from his waist, which contained a heavy amount of silver. "This is the 'token of 
appreciation’ for subsidizing us during the period. That guy is really generous." 


"That's great." Jing Li said with a smile. "If they don't show up in two days, we'll have to go into the city 
to rob the jail." 


——Because Jiujiang was within Li Junyuan's influence, "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" did not 
follow the wolf soldiers into the city for fear of being recognized. All the wolf soldiers laughed after 
hearing what Jing Li said. Things were going well, but it also meant that more than sixty of them were 
about to go deep into the tiger's den. The wolf soldiers were not nervous at all, but seemed to be 
looking forward to a battle. 


"Don't be too relaxed." Yue Lang said sternly after feeling the atmosphere, making everyone stop 
laughing. "The enemy is not waiting around. When we go in, they will definitely stare at us without 
blinking an eye. We must think carefully about how to act." After hearing this, Jing Li nodded towards 
Yue Lang. 


"There are only seven days..." Lian Feihong said, "It seems we can't wait for Ah Jing and Yan Heng." 
During the journey, Tong Jing, the "disciple", was never around, which already made Lian Feihong 
anxious. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing were supposed to meet up at Lord Wang Shouren's place. However, when Jing 
Li and the others arrived at the government office in Ganzhou, Lord Wang Shouren was on his way to 
the south to fight the bandits, so they missed the chance to meet each other. 


In order to deal with the bandits, Wang Shouren strictly enforced the supervision of criminal laws in the 
prefectures and counties. Jing Li and others were very suspicious in the eyes of the locals. The "Six 
Swordsmen" were still imperial criminals and could not identify themselves, so they passed the news to 
Lord Wang. Jing Li was afraid that this might cause trouble or even leak the news to Nanchang, so he 
decided to leave without waiting for his two companions, and before leaving, he only asked someone 
from the government office to leave a message to Lord Wang: 
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"Old friend of Luling, | am heading to a place of right and wrong." 


After that, Yan Heng and Tong Jing learned of this message through Lord Wang and knew that they had 
gone to Nanchang first. 


Jing Li considered for a while and shook his head. 


"If we delay in Nanchang, the other party may become suspicious... we can't wait for them." 


He glanced at everyone and said: "Brother Yue Lang is right, we still have a lot of things to prepare. 


Especially there are two very powerful guys in Prince Ning's Mansion, we must eliminate them first. 


When the other three heard "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", they naturally knew that Jing Li was 
talking about Wu Jihong, the King of Wave Dragon Techniques, and the "Deputy Master of Wudang". 


The wolf soldiers didn't know these two people, but from the look on the "six tigers", they could imagine 
how valuable these enemies were. 


Jing Li looked at Lian Feihong at this moment and said, "Sir, for this reason, you have to stay in Jiujiang 
for three more days to do one thing first before going to Nanchang to find us." 


"It's best if you have something to do!" Lian Feihong laughed like a child: "| hate waiting the most." 


"Yes,. Me too." Jing Li said and clenched his fists. 


When he thought of the Dragon Warrior, Jing Li really wanted to meet him again, to see how his 
improved and fully recovered self compared to that devil. 


--And then, there's another guy who's even more powerful than him. ...... 
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But Jing Li knew. This desire must be suppressed. At least, not this time. He looked at Hu Linglan. Hu 
Linglan understood what he was thinking at a glance. 


Her heart was actually more burning than Jing Li's. She felt that she owed Huo Yaohua more than him - 
Wait a few more days. We are already at the door. 


Hu Linglan prayed silently in her heart. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 164 Chapter 3 Assassin-Swordsman 


Ganzhou City. A certain room in the governor's residence. 


It was a particularly dark night. Not a ray of moonlight came in through the panes. It was completely 
impossible to guess the depth of the room. It's quiet inside and seems like there's no one around. 


In the distant corridor, someone patrolled by with lights on. The tiny candlelight filtered through, only 
outlining a meditating figure in the room. 


The man in dark clothes was as still as a stone. Breathing long and slow, silent. His closed mouth was 
faintly visible in the light, making one imagine that his expression in the darkness was resolute and 
focused. 


Like a tiger lying in the dark. 


The light of the lantern continued to pass slowly. The shadow of the window pane casts on the man. 


His hand gently stretched out from the front of his abdomen and pressed it on one end of a long object 
lying across his leg. 


hilt. 


The lantern was taken away by people outside the corridor. The dim light in the room gradually 
disappeared again. 


The figure, with its threatening aura, is once again hidden in the darkness. 


OOOO 
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It was late at night when Wang Shouren and his party left the salt merchant's mansion. There was only a 
crescent moon in the sky, and the street was very dark. Disciple Huang Xuan walked in the front holding 
a lantern, while Meng Qihe and two militiamen protected Mr. Yangming. Among Mr. Yangming's many 
former disciples, only two have been with him in recent years, and young Huang Xuan is one of them. 
The other disciples who had fought in Luling all achieved success in their studies and returned to their 
hometowns to work hard for fame. Huang Xuan's parents died young and he was not urged to start a 
family. However, he was already in his early twenties and had achieved good results in working and 
studying with Wang Shouren over the years. Wang Shouren planned to encourage him to become 
independent after the Chinese New Year. 


--Not to mention the fact that | don't know what will happen to me in Jiangxi in the next few years....... 
It's better for this child not to stay here....... 


Wang Shouren felt exhausted physically and mentally, and smelled the smell of alcohol in his mouth and 
nose. After he returned to Ganzhou, it was the second night in a row that he went to the celebration 
banquet of local wealthy businessmen. When Wang Shouren first took office as the governor of 
southern Jiangxi, in order to raise military expenses for training troops to suppress bandits, and not 
wanting to burden the common people, he made suggestions to these wealthy businessmen. While 
exerting pressure on them, he also showed great righteousness and explained how the bandits would be 
suppressed. Thieves will be harmful to their long-term business. Now that the battle was won, all the 
wealthy merchants were very excited and rushed to hold a banquet to comfort Lord Wang and the 
generals. Wang Shouren owed them a favor, and it was hard to shirk it. 


——Of course Wang Shouren was not really afraid of their displeasure. It's just that he expected that 
one day he would be the governor of Southern Jiangxi and would have to use troops in the future. It 
would be very important to maintain relations with these wealthy businessmen. 


When he thought about this, Wang Shouren frowned and accidentally stroked his beard gently in 
thought. The restlessness in Prince Ning's palace in Nanchang was well known to everyone in the court. 
However, Prince Ning spent a lot of money and bribes to bribe Qian Ning, his favorite minister next to 
the throne, and also won over many important officials in the court, so the emperor still does not know 
about it. Wang Shouren heard that even the chief assistant Yang Tinghe was among those bribed by King 
Ning. Although he was not sure whether it was true, Wang Shouren would not be surprised at all even if 
it was true. 


Greed makes even smart people stupid. How could Wang Yangming, who has been studying people's 
hearts all his life, not understand this truth? 
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Wang Shouren had already had a private discussion with his boss in the province, Sun Sui, the governor 
of Jiangxi, as to the extent of Prince Ning's plot - both of them were sent to Jiangxi by Wang Qiao An, the 
Secretary of the Ministry of War, so they naturally trusted each other. Although the two of them didn't 
say it clearly, they knew that the crisis in the future was not trivial... However, the other party was a 
descendant of the royal family surnamed Zhu, and was now the emperor's uncle. He had not made any 
move for a day, and the two of them had nothing to do... 


This is one of the main reasons why Wang Shouren was eager to suppress the bandits as soon as he took 
office. Although eliminating harm for the people was an important reason, he also considered possible 
chaos in the future, so he first eliminated the harm in the rear, and also trained more militiamen in the 
province to prepare for emergencies. 


When he sent troops to Zhangzhou, Fujian earlier, Wang Shouren obtained the banner of admiral 
military affairs from Wang Qiong in the name of unifying the troops of all provinces. With this flag in 
hand, if Jiangxi changes in the future, there will be one more important thing... 


"Sir, are you okay?" Meng Qihe, who was walking beside him, asked. Because Wang Shouren was 
worried about state affairs, his steps became sluggish and cumbersome. When Meng Qihe saw him, he 
thought that Mr. Wang was unwell, so he asked this question. 


"Nothing..." Wang Shouren cheered up and shook his head. He used the light of the lantern to take a 
look at Meng Qihe's appearance. This man who once went astray looks completely different today than 
he did in the past. The wild hair that looked like a bird's nest in the past was neatly combed, and the 
wild aura on his face has been replaced by a sense of stability. Because he shoulders the responsibility of 
protecting Mr. Wang, he didn't drink a drop of wine at the banquet tonight. 


During the banquet, it was not convenient for Meng Qihe to bring his Baguamen sword, so he only wore 
an ordinary waist knife. When walking, his left hand was always pressed lightly on the handle of the 
knife. After all, Mr. Wang has defeated several groups of bandits in a row, and there are many enemies 
in the world, so he has to be careful in this dark street. 


In this year's battle to suppress bandits, the field soldiers led by Meng Qihe made the most outstanding 
achievements. They did not avoid hardships and dangers, bypassed the barren mountains and rivers to 
encircle the enemy's rear, and repeatedly accomplished extraordinary feats of victory. Wang Shouren 
had already planned to use this merit to recommend Meng Qihe as a military attache. "I'm thinking 
about what's going on over there at Jitou..." Wang Shouren said again. 
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Meng Qihe sneered after hearing this: "| used to be a bandit, and this guy named Chi, | can tell he is 
restless just by looking at him." 


After Wang Shouren heard this, he showed an appreciative smile to Meng Qihe, just because he had the 
same thought in his heart. In order to avoid trouble in the rear when attacking Hengshui and Tonggang, 
Wang Shouren recruited the third bandit force led by Chi Zhongrong from Jiantou, Guangdong Province. 
But Wang Shouren could see that Chi Zhongrong was a cunning man. He surrendered to the government 
just to avoid bearing the brunt. Once the situation changed in the future, he would definitely rebel 
again. In fact, on his way back to Ganzhou in triumph from Tonggang, Wang Shouren was already 
thinking about how to eliminate Chi Zhongrong and regain Jitou. 


In addition, Wang Shouren was also full of plans, including going to the imperial court and establishing 
an additional county seat in the place where the bandits had been exterminated. What he was thinking 
was that if we did not establish and improve official governance in these strategic points on the 
provincial border and calm the hearts of local people, thieves would still appear again in the future and 
they would be suppressed endlessly. The only way to crack the thieves in the heart is to crack the root of 
the problem. 


Wang Shouren's steps on the street returned to briskness. When he thought that there were still so 
many things waiting for him to do, he didn't feel troubled or anxious, but instead felt a blazing fire in his 
heart. A real man should face difficulties head on. He has waited for many years to have the opportunity 
to show off his ambitions and talents, and there is no reason to retreat and escape. 


As the five of them walked, the governor's Yamen with a lantern hung at the door was already in front. 


Huang Xuan looked back with a childish smile and said, "Finally, we're back. | was really tired just now. 
I'd rather listen to Master's lectures." 


There was a garden next to the government house where Wang Shouren lectured to his students or 
practiced archery every night after his arrival, never slacking off. 


"Does that mean my lectures are also difficult to listen to?" Wang Shouren asked with a smile. But in 
fact, he was relieved when he came back. 
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Everyone filed into the Yamen. 


OOOO 


"This person must be killed." 


In the dark night, Hou Yingzhi had this thought repeatedly in his mind. 


Hou Yingzhi has never had such strong emotions every time he "worked" in the past. He acted 
indifferently every time, and had no feeling for the target persons - he thought in his heart that these 
people were already dead the moment he agreed to take over the "job". He just turned it into reality. 


But this time it was very different. 


Are you nervous because the goal is too important? Hou Yingzhi didn't feel nervous. Although he has 
never traveled in the world, Hou Yingzhi still understands that charging five times the usual reward to 
assassinate such a figure may have extremely bad consequences if it fails. But he never thought he 
would fail. 


Cai Qing had already investigated. Although there were many sergeants under this man, except for one 
who was a disciple of the Bagua Sect branch, the others were not a problem. And they also picked the 
best time: the officers and soldiers had just returned in triumph, and the people were not in danger. It’s 
so complicated that it’s easy to sneak into the city streets; most of the soldiers returned from the war, 
exhausted physically and mentally, with low security, and many of them couldn’t wait to go home to 
reunite... 


A disciple of the Bagua Sect branch? Hou Yingzhi sneered in his heart. 


Hou Yingzhi has firmly remembered the target's appearance in his mind, and at this moment, he was 
already lurking in the opponent's official residence. He couldn't think of any reason for failure. 
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He concentrated in the darkness and examined himself. The blood and breath are smooth and 
unobstructed. Every muscle is highly coordinated. He is in impeccable condition. " 


"This man is dead." 


The thought came back again. 


Hou Yingzhi didn't know "Mr. Yangming". He only knew that the other party was a third-grade official, 
and he heard that he was very talented. He knew this and that was enough. Being able to cut off a wing 
of the imperial court and vent the hatred for the destruction of the Wudang sect was something Hou 
Yingzhi could not ask for; stabbing such a big shot made his sword even more valuable - which is why he 
agreed to Cai Qing to take over the business that day. 


——But why is my heart like this tonight? ........ 


Because Cai Qing didn't come to Ganzhou City with him, and only send Amu to take care of him? Hou 
Yingzhi did have a little doubt in his heart, but such a small thing was not enough to make him uneasy. 


His fingers slightly tightened and then relaxed on the handle of the "tool", as if to confirm its size and 
weight again, making it more fully an extension of his body. 


--And at the end of that extension is death. 


Hou Yingzhi longed for the moment of releasing death to come soon. 


He gradually realized why he was so anxious. It was an inexplicable premonition: tonight would be 
special. He could not tell whether the premonition told him of danger or of excitement. 


Hou Yingzhi is a person who believes in intuition very much: he joined the Qingcheng Sect when he was 
a boy because he was driven by his intuition, feeling that he wanted to stand out with his sword; after 
the Qingcheng Sect fell, his switch to Wudang was also based on his intuition. After that, when he 
understood the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual", he followed Ye Chenyuan in the 
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battle of "Yuzhen Palace" and finally decided to rescue Yao Lianzhou... nothing could be better than this. 
The results also confirmed that he was right every time. 


And now confused by this uneasy premonition, Hou Yingzhi's heart is a little shaky. 


— —Do you have to come this far before retreating? 


Then another voice sounded in my heart. 


"It's okay. You are not someone who dies easily. Keep going. Let's see what this premonition reveals." 


"This person must be killed." 


Hou Yingzhi regained his composure, restrained his murderous intent, and waited quietly in the 
darkness. 


OOOO 


After entering the mansion behind the Yamen, the two guards retired first, while Meng Qihe and Huang 
Xuan continued to accompany Wang Shouren back to his dormitory. 


The three of them walked to a corridor next to a small garden. Although the sky was dark, the air was 
very clear. Wang Shouren took a deep breath and felt that the alcohol had dissipated. 


"It's a waste of such good weather." He said to Huang Shouren, "It's a waste of such good weather. He 
said to Huang Xuan, "Gather your fellow disciples and come to the shooting gallery tomorrow night. It's 
been a long time since we've had a proper lesson." 


Huang Xuan looked expectant after hearing this and nodded in agreement. Meng Qihe followed Mr. 
Wang closely and knew that he was in charge of the governor's important affairs and took care of 
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everything every day. However, he still had the energy to teach his disciples enthusiastically at night, 
which made him admire Mr. Wang even more in his heart. 


At this time another lantern appeared from behind. Meng Qihe looked back alertly and recognized that 
it was another disciple of Mr. Wang, Liu Sheng - they had known each other during the Battle of Luling 
that day, so they recognized him at a glance. 


"Sir! You are indeed back." Liu Sheng hurriedly stepped forward and bowed, his face full of joy. 


Huang Xuan was surprised: "Why are you in a hurry? Sir, you are already tired." 


Liu Sheng, who was actually two years older than Huang Xuan, gave the student a blank look and 
ignored him, continuing to Wang Shouren, "Originally, | wanted to wait until tomorrow morning to 
report this, but | couldn't help it! After Mr. Wang went out to the banquet this evening, some old friends 
came to our door, and my disciple has already made a private decision to keep them here. Guess what 
they--" 


Just as the three of them were attracted by Liu Sheng's words, the eaves tiles above their heads made a 
cracking sound. 


Meng Qihe, who had practiced hard at the Bagua Sect in Fuzhou and had rich practical experience, 
noticed it in an instant. He was short in stature, turned around extremely quickly and dexterously, and 
showed off the essence of Bagua Sect's footwork. He was in front of Wang Shouren in a flash, with his 
right hand on the handle of the knife at his waist, facing upward—— 


However, the sound of shattering tiles was just a false alarm. 


A black figure rushed down from the eaves of the corridor, and was covered by a pillar. It landed silently 
before rushing out from behind the pillar. The figure's arms shook, and the black scarf that originally 
covered the weapon in his hand flew away. Go, the silver sword blade reflecting the light of the lantern 
is heading towards Meng Qihe's heart like a snake! 
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Meng Qihe stepped back in an arc with his right foot, leaned back, and tried his best to put himself as far 
away as possible from the tip of the sword. At the same time, he used the power of turning and stepping 
to pull out the sword from its sheath and put the back of the sword against it. His chest and abdomen 
rose up to resist the vicious sword edge! 


The clang of metal. 


OOOO 


The sound echoed in the governor's mansion. 


Everyone heard it. However, at that moment, no one could immediately determine the meaning of the 
sound. Except for two people. 


In the two connecting guest rooms at the other end of the mansion, there were sounds of someone 
moving alertly and hurriedly in each room. Two figures rushed out of the door. 


OOOO 


Since Hou Yingzhi escaped from Wudang Mountain and became the killer "Demon Blade", every time he 
picked up his sword to do business, no enemy has ever been able to catch his first sword. 


This is the first time. 


Although Meng Qihe blocked Hou Yingzhi's move "Star chasing the moon" with the back of his saber at 
the shortest distance, Hou Yingzhi's sword tip pulled and cut after the stabbing attack was blocked, and 
still cut a half-minute-deep blood gash on Meng Qihe's right chest! 


However, Meng Qihe was unaware. Because at this moment, he was not fighting for himself. 


——But to protect someone more important than yourself. 
2684 


His left forearm rested on the back of the sword, he bent down and bent his knees to exert force. The 
blade cut vertically from bottom to top, directly reaching Hou Yingzhi's outstretched sword-holding arm. 
This move is exactly the Bagua Sect's "Night Battle of the Old Eight Sabers" in the eighth style of the "Cui 
Zhe Hui Wave Reverse Saber"! 


For such a mediocre opponent, the first attack failed to kill him. Although Hou Yingzhi was surprised, it 
certainly did not affect his reaction. As soon as he felt the counterattack from Meng Qihe's blade, he 
had already withdrawn his sword to avoid it. 


In order to help Wang Shouren train troops and suppress bandits this year, Meng Qihe worked hard to 
practice what he had learned before, especially the footwork. He was much better than when he was 
still a bandit. At this moment, he put all his strength into it, his legs immediately changed shape and 
rushed forward, leading the blade to stab out, and then struck between Hou Yingzhi's chest and 
abdomen. 


Meng Qihe was hit by a sword, but his consecutive attacks were still so fast, which was beyond Hou 
Yingzhi's expectation. It's just that this bayonet was just for quick attack, and the force was not 
concentrated. Hou Yingzhi easily dodged again. 


Meng Qihe tried his best to attack as if he didn't need to take a breath, because he could tell from the 
first thrust of Hou Yingzhi's sword that there was quite a gap in strength between himself and the 
assassin. What he was thinking about was not victory, but Wang Shouren's safety. It was impossible to 
defeat the opponent. The only thing he could do was to delay the battle as long as possible and give 
time for more people in the mansion to arrive - even though those people were not the assassin's 
opponents, they were already blocking the way. This is Lord Wang's only chance to survive. 


Meng Qihe seemed to be attacking as if he didn't need to change his breath, only because he realized 
from Hou Yingzhi's first stab that there was a gap between his own strength and that of the assassin's. 
His mind wasn't on what he wanted. What was on his mind was not victory, but the safety of Wang 
Shouren. As defeating the other party was impossible, the only thing he could do was to delay the battle 
for as long as possible, giving time for more people in the residence to arrive - even if those people were 
not the assassin's opponents, having them in the way was the only chance for Wang Shouren to survive. 


Even if it's just a little bit. 
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Having been successfully attacked by Meng Qihe one after another, Hou Yingzhi was furious. 


His eyes revealed from between the black turban and face scarf were filled with murderous intent. At 
the same time, the other piece of black cloth rolled up in his left hand also slipped off, revealing the 
simple-looking dagger. 


Hou Yingzhi used the long sword in his right hand to block the waist knife at an angle, while the short 
sword in his left hand struck out in a straight line, attacking Meng Qihe's throat! 


Meng Qihe relied on the rebound force of the collision of the weapons to counterattack with his sword. 
He placed his left hand on his right wrist, intending to use the power of his hands plus the weight of the 
long sword to strike away Hou Yingzhi's dagger. 


But at the first touch, Meng Qihe felt that the power of Hou Yingzhi's wide-edged dagger was beyond his 
expectation, and the sword almost fell out of his hands due to the shock! 


——Such a long and short sword seems a bit familiar. But Meng Qihe couldn't remember where he had 
met him... In Meng Qihe's eyes, Hou Yingzhi, dressed in black and masked, seemed to suddenly exude an 
evil aura that was not human. 


Then, the silver light bloomed. Qingcheng School's "Round Shuttle Twin Swords". 


Meng Qihe tried his best to parry with his sword, but was unable to keep up with the momentum and 
speed. One blood mouth after another was added to the body. 


Blood splattered on Wang Shouren's face behind him. 


After being hit by the sword for the twelfth time, Meng Qihe was already a bloody man. But he could 
still stand with the sword in hand - in such a disparity of confrontation, it was truly a miracle that he 
could avoid being hit by the sword. 
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Hou Yingzhi sheathed his sword and adjusted his breath. He looked at the opponent who was shorter 
than him in front of him, with a figure that was about to collapse at any moment. The sword hit Meng 
Qihe's thigh so deeply that he could no longer exert any strength and could only stand on one foot. He 
could not lift his right arm, but he still held the handle of the sword with the four uninjured fingers of his 
left hand. 


His body was shaking uncontrollably, not from fear, but from feeling cold due to blood loss. 


But he still insisted on standing between the assassin and Wang Shouren. 


-Meng Qihe felt ashamed when he thought back to the days when he was a bandit. He was just a dead 
man then. It was someone who made him come back to life. He was willing to return it right here. 


"Wait." 


Wang Shouren's voice came from behind. The exchange of swords and swords between the two just 
happened in a few breaths. Huang Xuan and Liu Sheng, who were holding lanterns, still stayed in the 
hall. Only at this moment did Wang Shouren have a chance to react. 


Hou Yingzhi smiled when he heard Wang Shouren's words "Wait a minute." Every target under his 
sword is the same, always begging for his life if given the chance. Rich businessmen, gang bosses, 
gambling house owners... and even such high-ranking officials of the imperial court are all without 
exception. 


——And my sword will not make any exception for him. 


But what Wang Shouren said next made Hou Yingzhi stunned. 


" Qihe, that's enough. You may step aside and rest." 


Meng Qihe grinned with red stained teeth, "My life is Lord Wang's." 
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Wang Shouren didn't say anything more. He stepped forward and grabbed the back of Meng Qihe's 
clothes and pulled him down. In this situation, Meng Qihe was unable to resist even Wang Shouren. As 
soon as he lost his balance on one foot, he fell to the corner of the corridor and fell to the ground with 
the knife in his waist. 


"sir | " Huang Xuan was anxious and wanted to step forward to help. 


Wang Shouren let out a deep roar, holding Huang Xuan and Liu Sheng in place. Even Hou Yingzhi was a 
little surprised - Wang Shouren's body was so thin that it was hard to imagine that he could emit such a 
thunderous roar. 


"None of your lives are mine." Wang Shouren responded calmly in an instant and said slowly: "They are 
yours." 


After he finished speaking, he looked directly at Hou Yingzhi without saying another word. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at Wang Shouren. He had never met such a person - nor was it true that his fellow 
disciples of the Wudang sect were very much like him. And yet, there was something different. 


Hou Yingzhi couldn't help but stare into Wang Shouren's eyes. Reflected in the trembling light of the 
lantern, those eyes were clear and resolute. There was not a trace of fear of death. Not even a hint of 
passion. 


There, there is a kind of strength, precisely Hou Yingzhi has been longing for. 


The voice in Hou Yingzhi's heart sounded again, calling for his killing intent. 


--Let's put an end to this. 


Without leaving Wang Shouren's eyes, his right hand raised the longsword again. 
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He felt that there was a slight resistance in his arm when he raised the sword. 


Of course, there wasn't really any actual force or anything that was blocking him. He knew what it was. 


It was this man's demeanor that made him hesitate. 


--ls this what I've been anticipating all night? ...... 


Wang Shouren's imposing and inviolable aura made Hou Yingzhi feel that every pore of his body closed 
up. The invisible pressure is something he has never encountered before: it is not He Zisheng's 
unmoving, mountain-like aura; or Ye Chenyuan's coldness as the embodiment of death; or Yao 
Lianzhou's transcendence as he looks out over the world. ...... 


This man is like the whole sky. 


——And how do you kill "Heaven"? 


But in Hou Yingzhi's life, whenever he hesitated, it was when he felt that he was in crisis. 


The voice urged him again. 


——Start. He's just human. 


——No one in the world has higher value than yourself. 


——To survive. 


The long sword with a rough appearance slowly rose. 
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Wang Shouren looked calm. 


Although he had unfinished business in his heart, and still had concern for the people, Mr. Yang Ming 
understood that not everything in a person's life could be mastered. 


--Without being ashamed of heaven and earth, it is enough. 


Hou Yingzhi's eyes returned to the state of a "demon warrior". Underneath the kerchief, his teeth were 
grinding loudly. 


However, in the instant before Guan Jin launched his sword, Hou Yingzhi sensed a great danger rolling in 
from his right side. 


He looked sideways. 


The figure that suddenly appeared at one end of the dark corridor was still a few feet away, but 
suddenly flew into the air and approached Hou Yingzhi at high speed. In an instant, he was already in 
front of him! 


The golden sword light bloomed in the dark night. 


Hou Yingzhi's exposed eyes widened in disbelief. 


This flying sword posture, this astral energy filled sword image, Hou Yingzhi has already seen it before. 


Four years ago. Mount Qingcheng. "Xuanmen She" martial arts field. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 165 Chapter 4 Dragon and Tiger 


On that sunny noon, the sun was so fierce that it made everything on the hilltop glow. 


The beautiful and delicate Song Li still had wet tears on her face - not long ago, she saw with her own 
eyes that her brother Song Dehai's arm was beaten to fractures and split flesh. At this moment, her 
cheeks were red, her lips were half-opened, and she was panting slightly, as if she was about to faint at 
any moment. 


She looked at the competition between the two figures, one white and one black, on the sand training 
ground. There was also a rolling halo of light. Song Li, who was untrained and untalented in martial arts, 
could not catch half of the moves of the four swords with her eyes. In her eyes, they were just the 
blinding light of death. In her heart, she only hoped that all this would end as soon as possible, and that 
life in Qingcheng Mountain would return to the way it was before. ...... 


Therefore, she still wants to see. She wants to know the result. 


Song Li could barely stand on her feet, so she grabbed Hou Yingzhi's arm tightly with both hands. So 
tight that her nails sunk into his flesh through his clothes. 


However, Hou Yingzhi did not realize, as if he had forgotten Song Li's existence. He was staring at the 
figures and the light of the swords on the field. Swordsman's intuition told him: this was a once-in-a- 
lifetime sight, so he had to concentrate on memorizing everything. Every millisecond of memory would 
be an important asset for him in the future. 


Yan Xiaoliu, who was standing on the other side of Hou Yingzhi, was also watching attentively, his body 
unconsciously swaying slightly with the movements on the field. Hou Yingzhi didn't need to look at him 
to know that he was thinking the same thing as him. 


At this moment, Hou Yingzhi even forgot to care about the safety of his master. 


As if everything was just a show. 
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At this time, the two figures on the training ground changed their positions. The one in black clothes 
with disheveled hair and holding two green and red swords in both hands has his back to Hou Yingzhi. 
The one in white robes holding long and short double-edged swords is facing him. 


The man in white suddenly withdrew his sword, jumped back a big step, and distanced himself from the 
man in black. 


Everyone—including the man in black—were waiting with bated breath to see what the man in white 
would do. 


Then, the white clothes flew up. 


The long sword, which exuded golden brilliance, followed the flying momentum, carrying an aura like a 
mythical beast, and struck the man in black from high. 


That image was instantly engraved in Hou Yingzhi's mind and will never be erased. He was trembling 
with emotion. 


——I must get this. 


He swore in his heart. 


The golden sword light that reappeared in the dark night seemed to be brighter than the sunshine at 
that clear noon. 


OOOO 


But what stunned Hou Yingzhi the most was not the light of the sword, but the aura and posture of the 
person who thrust it out. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword - Dome Breaking". 
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Hou Yingzhi had learned this move from the hard-earned "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Records" and had practiced it with Ye Chenyuan countless times on Wudang Mountain. 


However, neither he nor Ye Chenyuan had ever achieved this form of " Sky Dome Break". 


--This is like Master He Zisheng! 


The sword light struck from a high position was like thunder and lightning. 


As if without any thought, Hou Yingzhi faced the golden sword with his long and short swords and drew 
a diagonal arc from left to right. It was the "little chaotic ring" of the Wudang Sect's "Tai Chi Sword"! 


Just like that day when Ye Chenyuan took over He Zisheng's "Sky Break" technique. 


——Hou Yingzhi has never really learned "Tai Chi" (his temperament is not suitable for him), 


However, after frequently sparring with Ye Chenyuan in Wudang Mountain, he unknowingly absorbed 
some of the "Tai Chi Sword" technique and sword intention into his own swordsmanship. 


Since he had recalled the details of the battle between Ye and He countless times over the years, he was 
attacked by this "Sky Break" attack that looked very similar to He Zisheng's. 


Unconsciously, he used Ye Chenyuan's tricks that day to resist He, who had no "Tai Chi" skills. 


This "small chaotic ring" only has a moving trajectory and angle, but it does not have the clever 
understanding of "a fly cannot fall and a feather cannot be added". It has become a hard connection 
with the arc of the two swords! 


Although he couldn't do Ye Chenyuan's "introduction and failure" technique, Hou Yingzhi didn't care. He 
gritted his teeth and focused his arm strength on the two swords, forcing the enemy's long sword to fall 
to the ground, so as to create an opening for counterattack. 


The three swords were entangled together and descended, creating a cluster of brilliant sparks. 
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The opponent's "Sky Break" had exhausted all its power and fell from the air. As soon as his right front 
foot touched the ground, his body suddenly shook violently and briefly. A force came out of the long 
sword with a golden blade. Yingzhi's double swords shook open! This change made Hou Yingzhi's face 
under the black scarf look as pale as if he had fallen into an icy lake. Just because the opponent 
responded to this move was the same as He Zisheng's fight against Wudang's "Little Chaos" that day. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword-Shaking Scales". 


And in this world, there is only one person who can reenact that swordsman duel so closely with Hou 
Yingzhi. 


--Why? Why are you here tonight? Why? Why? Why? ............ 


After sending out "Shaking Scales" to shock Hou Yingzhi, Yan Heng withdrew "Dragon Thorn" and took a 
step back, readjusting his posture. The dagger "Hu Pi" in his left hand was on guard in front of him. His 
posture was steady but ready to attack, as if he was a tiger observing his prey. 


At the same time, another lithe figure also ran from the other end of the corridor, holding a strange long 
sword with a thin front end in his hand. The man jumped in front of Wang Shouren, and it was Tong Jing. 
She raised her left hand diagonally in front of her face, holding a small flying sword in her palm. 


The two of them are the "old friends" Liu Sheng mentioned just now. 


——It turns out that shortly after Wang Shouren went out this evening, Yan Heng and Tong Jing arrived 
at the Ganzhou Yamen. 


Fortunately, Liu Sheng, who once fought side by side in Luling, is staying at the residence of Master, and 
was very happy to see the two of them; Liu Sheng also knew that their "Six Swords of the Broken Door" 
were still preordained criminals, so he hurriedly brought the two of them into the guest room in the 
mansion to stay overnight, so that they would not be seen by outsiders. 


What was unexpected was that exactly tonight, Mr. Yang Ming was saved. 


--Or, is this simply Yan Heng and Hou Yingzhi's peculiar destiny? ...... 
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Under the light of the lantern, Hou Yingzhi saw Yan Heng's long-lost face. Compared to the seventeen- 
year-old young swordsman on Qingcheng Mountain back then, Yan Heng's face today seems to have 
been polished and strong, with several old scars left on it, which is evidence that he has passed through 
the gap between life and death in the past few years; Only those eyes, as bright as the stars and the 
moon, still shine with the innocence and sincerity of the past, without any dust from having experienced 
the dangers of the rivers and lakes and the unpredictability of people's hearts. 


And this look made Hou Yingzhi the most angry. 


In front of Yan Heng's eyes, the black-robed assassin suddenly seemed to be filled with an invisible 
stream of air. 


Although Yan Heng had fought many enemies, he had never seen such a powerful aura before. 


The two simple tool-like long and short swords suddenly seemed to come to life. Hou Yingzhi hissed 
from between his teeth and advanced towards Yan Heng! 


Before he recognized my eyes! 


Hou Yingzhi stepped out diagonally, using the serpentine step of the Wudang Xingjian, and the way he 
stabbed with his longsword in his hand was the Qingcheng School's Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword's "Overwhelming Wave," with the fingers of his palm facing outward, and the tip of the blade is 
half protruding and half piercing. The trajectory from bottom to top is somewhere between an arc anda 
straight line, which is very strange! 


Yan Heng's eyebrows rose when he saw this strange move coming at his throat. He parried with the 
broad blade of the Tiger's Blade, and at the same time, his body turned left to dodge ina line, the 
movements of the human and the sword becoming a single entity! 


Yan Heng was surprised when he saw his opponent's move because he felt that it was very similar to the 
swordsmanship of the Qingcheng School... 
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——His observation is very accurate. Yan Heng did not have the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword Manual", and had never learned or seen the move "Overturning Waves"; but the same way of 
swinging the sword was actually used in the Qingcheng School's second set of swordsmanship, the 
"SAE 41H", but the stance of the sword is more drastic, and there are more twists of the body, because 
the "Jes #134" is mainly designed to integrate a swordsman's body coordination and energy, and the 
function of that stance is to activate the muscles which are seldom utilized in the ordinary life. The 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" transforms it into a real killing move, with much more 


subtle twisting of the body's vital energy in order to achieve the effect of a precise hit. 


Hou Yingzhi uses the Wudang Xingjian to perform the "Overwhelming Wave". In addition to increasing 
the effect of the surprise attack to confuse his opponent, he also wanted to cover up the flavor of the 
Qingcheng School sword in his hand. ...... 


The sword swept past Yan Heng's face. At the same time, Yan Heng's dagger was pushed out to the left 
and aimed at Hou Yingzhi's long sword, but he held it back before it hit him. The two swords were five or 
six inches apart but did not touch each other, but "Tiger Pi" was already suppressing Hou Yingzhi's sword 
based on its position and angle. Yan Heng's defense was hidden and his whole body continued to 
emanate an aura as stable as a mountain, leaving no room for him to take advantage of the situation. 
Hou Yingzhi was again filled with jealousy. 


--Where in the world did he learn to use such a sword? 


However, Hou Yingzhi's sword is also tempered from the hell fire. 


Before the power of the sword was completely suppressed, he pointed the dagger at Yan Heng's left 
wrist and withdrew the long sword. If Yan Heng continues to use "Hu Pi" to exert pressure, his arm will 
be sent to the edge of Hou Yingzhi's dagger - this is obviously using the principle of "Wudang Shape 
Sword. Chasing Shape and Cutting Pulse", and it is also Qingcheng sect's "Double Shuttle Sword" method 
to save the sword. 


——Like Qingcheng swordsmanship again... 


Yan Heng's brows raised again. 
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Yan Heng's mind was full of doubts. At first, when he saw that this assassin, like himself, was using such 
rare blades as the long and short double swords, he thought that it was a coincidence; then, the way his 
opponent received his " Vault Breaking" was so similar to that day's Ye Chenyuan; and then, the two 
swords ...... 


--And the inexplicably high killing intent of the other party ...... 


Hou Yingzhi reorganized his posture and attacked again with his sword. This time it was even more 
fierce. He also walked sideways to a favorable position with snake steps, and slashed Yan Heng's neck 
with his long sword! 


The sword blade that broke through the wind carried a dark resentment. 


Even Hou Yingzhi was surprised: when he reunited with his long-lost friend, he was so eager to kill him. 
Of course, this is because of the situation in which they meet again - Yan Xiaoliu is a huge obstacle in 
front of him to kill the target person. But it's more than that. 


It was the pair of Qingcheng Town Sect swords in Yan Heng's hands that reminded Hou Yingzhi of his 
betrayal in the past. 


--No! That's not betrayal! | am right! The path | am taking is the right one! 


In the face of this chopping move, Yan Heng quickly shifted his footsteps and raised his Dragon Spike to 
block at the root of the blade, and then swung his sword horizontally and backhandedly, following Hou 
Yingzhi's sword upward, the tip of the sword striking the inner bend of his elbow. 


This change of sword from defense to attack demonstrates the beauty of Qingcheng's "Water Cloud 
Sword Technique", which hides sharpness within the roundness, like water entering a gap. 


Hou Yingzhi suddenly changed his stance, dragging his sword backwards to avoid the slashing attack, 
and at the same time, the tip of the sword moved upward to rub the back of Yan Heng's sword-holding 
hand! 
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Yan Heng's slash was only a false attack, halfway through his attack, he changed his stance in response 
to Hou Yingzhi's dragging of the sword, the sword body changed from horizontal to diagonal, utilizing his 
wrist to flick, and the tip of the blade of the "Dragon Thorn" pecked at Hou Yingzhi's chest! 


Repeatedly countered by Yan Heng, Hou Yingzhi was furious in his heart, his body dodged back and at 
the same time, he sank into a horse stance and activated his stance, using another style of "Devouring 
the Underworld" in the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique", dragging back the 
longsword against the underside of the "Dragon Spine", while his left shortsword fiercely chopped down 
at the "Dragon Spine"! 


This "Devouring the Underworld" is a special stance that does not attack the enemy's limbs, but 
destroys the opponent's blades; if it is used in conjunction with the "Dragon and Tiger Sword" pair of 
precious swords, it will be even more effective. 


However, at the moment, Hou Yingzhi is trying to use it to destroy the Dragon's Spine. 


--For Hou Yingzhi, destroying the Qingcheng Sect's relics is like removing the last bit of his guilt for 
betraying the Qingcheng Sect. 


Yan Heng was surprised when the sword was hit, and he couldn't help but admire this strange sword 
move in his heart. 


As soon as he thought, his body sent out a scorching signal. Under the stimulation of "Borrowing 
Phase:Fire Burning Body", the sword in his hand instantly activated "Shaking Scales" again, and the body 
of the "Dragon Spine" sword rises up like a wave, bouncing away from the longsword that is underneath 
it, and then collides with the chopping down of the shortsword, and bounced away from each other! 


——Yan Heng's move of "Shaking Scales" is actually not complete. He did not have the skill to control 
the hilt of the sword like He Zisheng, nor was he able to make the sword curl in its original position to 
produce a centrifugal force. He could only shake the sword up and down according to the circularity and 
the short force taught by Jingli. . The level of sophistication is different, but the timing of application 
remains the same. 
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Hou Yingzhi's move "Devouring the Underworld" was broken, but he was excited; in a short time, Yan 
Heng had already used "Shaking the Scale" for the second time, which meant that his mastery of "Male 
and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique" was very limited. 


--|, who have read and practiced the sword manual, know much more than he does! 


--The victory will definitely be mine! 


Hou Yingzhi's confidence was boosted, combining with his already high killing spirit. 


Tong Jing, who was on guard, suddenly felt that the black-clothed assassin's body seemed to have grown 
larger. This was an illusion caused by the powerful aura radiating around his body, which could only be 
seen in the eyes of a martial artist. 


After Yan Heng adjusted his stance, his lower stance was low and his swords were in a defensive 
position, as if he had been countered by the assassin's aura. In Tong Jing's eyes, Yan Heng looked like a 
crouching tiger, while the assassin looked like a black dragon circling wildly above. 


Tong Jing was anxious, but at the same time she had a strong intuition: there was no room for her to 
intervene in this battle. 


--This assassin ...... is so similar to Yan Heng. ............. 


In the face of the enemy's extreme vigor, Yan Heng's whole body and soul were focused on the battle, 
and there was no time to think about the enemy's identity. 


Hou Yingzhi's right foot pushed forward an inch or so, his body and his two swords were like a fully 
strung bow. 


--| will show you the real Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword! 
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The black figure rushed forward, both long and short swords activated. 


Yan Heng raised his sword to meet the attack, but his face was not the least bit agitated. 


Hou Yingzhi attacked Yan Heng one after another with the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword", 
his two swords were interlaced with each other, and his strength, speed and accuracy were all raised to 
the highest level! 


--For more than a year, he had used the supreme master Yao Lianzhou as his "mannequin", risking his 
own life for countless hours of practice that could not afford to make mistakes, and the results of his 
training were fully realized here. 


Yan Heng responded with the same staggered movements of his two swords. Having experienced many 
life-and-death duels, and having practiced with the "Mountain Snail", he was able to fully utilize his 
power at this moment! 


However, Hou Yingzhi utilized the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique to attack, and 
the skill and power of his moves were far superior to Yan Heng's. Yan Heng had only blocked three 
swords and was about to take the opportunity to counter-attack, when Hou Yingzhi used the "Toe 
Probing" style, where the short sword pierced out from underneath his right armpit and stabbed Yan 
Heng's left elbow, nailing Yan Heng's entire counter-attack; and when Yan Heng was forced to withdraw 
his moves, Hou Yingzhi's right hand longsword reversed the attack and sliced at Yan Heng with its inner 
edge. This is another move of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, "Open Cloud"! 


Yan Heng relied on the reflexes he had practiced in countless actual battles. At the last moment, Yan 
Heng tilted his head and face to the left and rear. Hou Yingzhi's sword edge only passed less than two 
points away from the corner of his right eyebrow! 


Hou Yingzhi was fully engaged in the battle, and there was no stopping the sword before he succeeded. 
The two swords immediately pursued Yan Heng, who was out of position. Yan Heng retreated to defend 
and was completely suppressed. 


With an overwhelming advantage, Hou Yingzhi's murderous intent continued unabated. 
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——Let’s end it here. 


--Before you recognize me, | will send you to the other world. In your memories of Yan Xiaoliu's life, |, 
Hou Yingzhi, will always be the same good friend. You will never know that | was once a killer who sold 
his sword. You will never have the opportunity to despise me. 


Hou Yingzhi's hidden face looked like a ferocious wolf. 


The two fought in the fiercely swaying light. 


It was only because Huang Xuan and Liu Sheng, who were carrying the lanterns, were trembling all over. 
Being laymen in martial arts, they were completely unable to see the movements of the two 
swordsmen, and the four swords were just a mass of rapidly changing light in their eyes. But a primitive 
intuition, told them what they saw in front of them is a thing beyond the mortal, directly shocked the 
two people's senses and mind. 


The blade in Hou Yingzhi's hand swept past Yan Heng one after another. One of the stabs to his throat 
grazed his shoulder, and his clothes exploded into flakes, only missing his flesh. Yan Heng could still only 
retreat, dodge, or parry again and again. 


Tong Jing's palm holding the Swift Bee Sword was already dripping with sweat. She couldn't hold back 
any longer. 


But then a word came from behind her. 


" He will be rescued." 


Wang Shouren's words made Tong Jing freeze. 


Mr. Yangming's eyes did not leave the two dueling swordsmen. Like his disciples, he did not have the 


ability to see their sword moves clearly. 
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But he could intuitively sense the situation between the two: although the assassin's attack was 
overwhelming, Yan Heng was facing the wave of swords head-on and was not really shaken, just like a 
swimming fish in a stormy wave. 


--The "I" in his heart is still there. 


Wang Shouren's feeling was right. Under the halo of the sword, Yan Heng's face still did not show a 
single ripple of fear or anxiety. 


Although it was very dangerous, Yan Heng did receive all of Hou Yingzhi's "Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword Techniques", and began to adapt to Hou Yingzhi's momentum and speed. He was 
reorganizing his posture inch by inch. 


Yan Heng was unshaken not only because he had gone through the mental training of the Mountain 
Snail, but also because of one reason: he was not fighting only for himself. 


—-—For a person like Mr. Wang, every extra day he lives is a blessing to many people. 


——For those people, | want to protect him. 


Although Yan Heng's momentum at this moment seemed not as fierce as Hou Yingzhi's, it was broader. 


Hou Yingzhi gradually realized that his attack seemed to be getting farther and farther away from Yan 
Heng's body. 


-How could ...... 


Then, Yan Heng counterattacked. 
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The four-foot golden blade of the "Dragon's Spine" was a bottom-to-top attack, half like a pick and half 
like a straight thrust, attacking Hou Yingzhi's lower jaw with a strange trajectory! 


This is no other than the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Overwhelming Waves". 


--This is the same sword move that Hou Yingzhi used earlier! 


Hou Yingzhi was astonished and turned sideways to dodge this "overturning wave" while wondering in 
his mind: 


——How could he do this? 


Hou Yingzhi used his left hand short sword to counterattack, but Yan Heng's "Tiger Pike" short sword 
had already pierced through his right armpit and stabbed his left elbow to intercept and kill him, and it 
was another move of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique. Tantrum Toe"! 


This made Hou Yingzhi even more certain: 


--He learned it from me! 


Hou Yingzhi's heart overflowed with surprise and anger upon learning this. All these years he had 
studied the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Records with great painstaking effort, but in this 
short moment, Yan Heng had received it. 


--That belongs to me! It belongs to me alone! 


Hou Yingzhi once again utilized the serpentine stance of the Wudang Xingjian, avoiding the pressure of 

the Tiger Pai, and then utilized the Flow Wind of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, with his 
left foot independent of the other, while at the same time his backhanded longsword swung out as if it 

were a silent strike, slashing at Yan Heng's shoulder! 
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This time, Hou Yingzhi has incorporated more Wudang techniques into the sword's technique and 
strength, which is different from what is stated in the sword manual, and it can be said that it is a 
transformed version of the "Flowing Wind". 


The combination of Qingcheng and Wudang sword techniques has always been a source of pride for 
Hou Yingzhi, and he is convinced that this is his absolute advantage over Yan Heng. 


--You can't learn this move, can you? 


Yan Heng was still calm in his stance, and his "Dragon Thorn" long blade swept up from the bottom to 
the top, back to frame this "Flowing Wind", and then dragged it horizontally in the middle towards Hou 
Yingzhi's waist! 


Hou Yingzhi was about to draw his belly back to dodge, but Yan Heng's move turned out to be a feint. 
Halfway through, the sword pointed upward and changed direction, and the inside of the blade slashed 
Hou Yingzhi's face - he used what Hou Yingzhi had shown before, "Open Cloud", but this time Yan Heng 
went a step further. He not only imitated the moves, but also directly turned the moves into his own 
new moves, adding the strategy of using feints to lure the enemy. He mastered it in a short time! 


--It was only natural. It was not because Yan Heng was gifted, but because the techniques of Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword were originally based on the six basic sword techniques of the 
Qingcheng School, and Yan Heng had already practiced them to the bone, so once he had understood 
the techniques of Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword, the first time he used them, it was already 
like a well-practiced stance that he had practiced for a long time. 


The two of them continued to exchange blows one after another in this manner. Hou Yingzhi kept 
infiltrating Wudang techniques into both swords in order to increase their power and confuse Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng, however, remained unperturbed in his swordplay. He did not get excited or try out the new 
moves, but just naturally responded to Hou Yingzhi's movements and changed his attack and defense, 
his mental state was just like what Jing Li had taught him that day, like a boat on the sea, not stuck in 
any obsessions. 


After the "Mountain Snail", Yan Heng's training in "Yi" had reached the upper level. 
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After exchanging more than ten swords, the battle between the two of them became an even one, with 
the offense and defense split equally. 


Yan Heng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" was getting more and more skillful, Hou Yingzhi 


was getting a bit panicked. 


--At this rate, will he surpass me? 


Tong Jing, who was watching the battle from the sidelines, was even more amazed. She had already 
thought that their stances were similar. Now, after a round of fighting, Yan Heng's sword is more and 
more like the assassin. 


——More than that... Yan Heng used the same sword moves more like his own... 


Tong Jing made such a judgment in an instant with her highly gifted eyes in martial arts. Although she 
didn't know the reason behind it. 


--They were practicing swordplay, and the guy seemed to be feeding Yan Heng moves. 


What Tong Jing was thinking was exactly how Hou Yingzhi felt now: the two of them seemed to have 
returned to their boyhood in Qingcheng Mountain, where they made sword sacrifices day and night. The 
only difference is the superb skills and overflowing murderous intent. 


And Hou Yingzhi's murderous intent will soon be completely neutralized by Yan Henghong's sword. 


—-—lIt’s the end. 


Hou Yingzhi made a decision in his mind and took a deep breath. At the same time, he turned the dagger 
into a reverse grip with the five fingers of his left hand, and bent his legs and knees. 
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Yan Heng had never seen such a Start, and a warning horn sounded in his heart. 


Hou Yingzhi let out a strong breath from his teeth and lips, and his legs and waist immediately burst 
forward and rushed forward! 


The moment his body started to move, Hou Yingzhi handed out the two swords. The shoulders, elbows, 
and wrist joints of his arms did not stretch as usual when drawing out swords. Instead, they formed a 
solid skeleton in front of him. The two swords were faintly clamped together like a sword. Triangular 
pyramid-shaped structure. 


Using his body and short steps to burst forward, Hou Yingzhi maintained such a sword-holding posture. 
The man and the sword seemed to combine into a city-breaking vehicle, the tip of his longsword 
slammed into Yan Heng! 


The sound of Hou Yingzhi breathing out the sword was very different from before. It was deep with the 
rolling air, like the sound of thunder. 


This is another major killing technique besides "Sky Break" in "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique": "Tiger Thunder Roar". 


Contrary to the concept of "Breaking the Sky", which is about a dragon flying in the sky and attacking 
from a long distance, "Tiger Thunder Roar" imitates the momentum of a tiger descending from a 
mountain, and does not rely on the body and arms to stretch out to attack. 


Instead, it uses the power of its legs, feet, and waist to collide with the enemy. Because the movement 
of the sword is small and relies on one step to sprint, unlike "Sky Break", it can only be used to attack 
enemies at close range. 


The long sword in the front of the right hand of "Tiger Thunder Roar" is kept at an angle, and the arm 
holding the sword is slumped to the shoulder and elbow. If the opponent tries to block it from the right 
or below, it will be difficult to shake his posture. The other side is held with the backhand. The short 
sword has enhanced resistance and can block the opponent's sword from the top or left side at any 
time, so that there is no gap from above to below. If the opponent does not parry but chooses to dodge, 
since Hou Yingzhi's arms are not extended, the enemy will have to meet the hidden move no matter 
whether he hides to the left or right. 


——When this move is activated, it relies on exhaling to generate energy. The exhaling method is 
derived from the sword pile breathing in the Qingcheng School's "Flowering Sword". However, because 
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the arms form a special sword frame in front of the chest, the posture is oppressive. The internal organs 
are slightly displaced, so when exhaling, it makes a sound similar to thunder, hence the name "Tiger 
Thunder Roar". 


The principle of this move is somewhat similar to Xinyimen's characteristic of using the whole body to 
attack, but it is faster and more precise; it is also like the frontal attack momentum of "Wudang Shijian", 
but it is more active and has rich follow-up, which is rare in Qingcheng School. It is a sword skill that can 
defeat the enemy and is difficult to use. This move is included in "The Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword Technique" because it is expected that the disciples who have mastered this highest sword 
technique will have reached a certain level of skill and can use it. Otherwise, the sword frame is not 
strong enough or the footwork is not explosive enough. It's like putting yourself on the enemy's sword. 


Although Hou Yingzhi has practiced "Tiger Thunder Roar" for a long time, because the inner breathing 
method is not simple and lacks self-guidance from the elders of the Qingcheng Sect, he is really not 
completely sure, and he has never used it when practicing swordsmanship with Yao Lianzhou; 


At this critical moment, he couldn't care less and resorted to this trick, but his luck turned out to be 
perfect! 


Seeing the forward sword tip of "Tiger Thunder Roar" hitting his chest, Yan Heng relied on his intuition 
and familiarity with Qingcheng's swordsmanship to instantly judge that this move was too difficult to 
handle. Originally, the only safest way to receive the move was to retreat and pull. It was beyond the 
killing range of "Tiger Thunder Roar", but Hou Yingzhi had already taken the lead by attacking, so 
retreating at this time would only make his defeat worse. 


There is no escape. 


Just like that night on the cliff of Haiyang Mountain, holding a fragile branch and facing the king of the 
mountain. 


An idea flashed through Yan Heng's heart. 


Hou Yingzhi suddenly felt something was wrong when he was halfway through the move. 


The opponent he was about to attack seemed to have turned into another creature in an instant. 
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Yan Heng's face revealed an unusual wildness. 


Enter the Tiger Phase. 


That courage completely overshadowed Hou Yingzhi. 


The "Tiger Pi" dagger in his left hand was activated and struck out violently! 


——This is a technique that | once witnessed He Zisheng use: "Tiger Pounce". 


"Hu Pi" swung his backhand horizontally and clashed with Hou Yingzhi's long sword. 


If he had parried normally, the dagger would have been deflected by the special sword structure and 
angle of "Tiger Thunder Roar", and the tip of the long sword would have penetrated Yan Heng's chest. 


However, when the two swords met, the power from "Tiger Pi" shocked Hou Yingzhi deeply. 


--How could...... ? 


The move with a dagger in such a short time and distance, and also with the left hand... No matter how 
you look at this move "Tiger Pounce", it is impossible to withstand Hou Yingzhi's "Tiger Thunder Roar" 
with all his strength; 


However, under the "tiger phase", Yan Heng reached the state of union between god and sword, and 
used the "tiger attack" in conjunction with it, and his physical and mental coordination reached its peak. 


Before the sparks from the sword were flying, Hou Yingzhi's momentum was intercepted head-on! 


The power conveyed from the broad short blade of "Hu Pi" restrained Hou Yingzhi's momentum, and 
the entire figure was pinned to the ground. 
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Yan Heng's 
roar again, and slashed the "Dragon Thorn" from the top, using the "Devouring Ming" that Hou Yingzhi 


Hu Pi" was pressed against the middle of Hou Yingzhi's long sword. At this time, he let out a 


had used before. 


A pair of swords struck each other up and down, like the sharp teeth of a beast's upper and lower jaws 
biting fiercely. Hou Yingzhi's long sword that had killed many lives, 


In response, the "Dragon Thorn" chopped off five inches of the front tip! 


This strange trick of destroying the enemy's blade should have been used by these two treasures of the 
Qingcheng School. 


Hou Yingzhi retracted his broken sword and took a step back, crossing his swords in front of his body, 
still using his instinct to resist. 


Yan Heng's "Tiger's Path" was in front of him to open the way, his long sword "Dragon's Thorn" was 
lifted up to the side of his right ear, and the tip of the sword was pointed at Hou Yingzhi's brow, ready to 
strike at any moment. 


Their eyes met in the dim light of the lantern. 


Yan Heng's sword of kingly justice with a clear mind completely suppressed Hou Yingzhi's sword of 
narrow secrecy struggling for survival. 


The aura stirred up by Yan Heng's call to "Tiger Prime" has not yet dissipated, but his face, which was 
originally like a beast, has softened and returned to a human posture. He spoke softly. 


"Xiaoying, put your sword away." 


Hou Yingzhi was shocked when he heard this. The heart and attitude collapsed at the same time. He 
slowly lowered his swords and then pulled off his face towel. These two close friends who grew up 
together experienced many disasters and encounters, and finally met again tonight. 
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——But it was in such a situation and after such a life and death fight. 


In fact, before Hou Yingzhi used "Tiger Thunder Roar", Yan Heng had already determined his identity. 
That round of evenly matched battles was so similar to the way they used to practice swordplay. 


Hou Yingzhi had obviously given up the fight, and Yan Heng put away his stance, but he still did not relax 
his guard. 


Seeing that Yan Heng had already won, Tong Jing had no time to rejoice, so she immediately went to 
check on Meng Qihe who was lying on the ground. Huang Xuan and Liu Shenggong stepped forward and 
tore off strips of clothing to stop Meng Qihe's bleeding. 


Meng Qihe was half awake when he suddenly saw Tong Jing's face. He didn't think about why she was 
here. He just asked: "Wang...Wang..." 


At this time, Wang Shouren half-knelt down next to Meng Qihe and held his hand. 


"I'm fine. Just cheer up." 


After hearing this, Meng Qihe opened his mouth, revealing his blood-stained teeth. 


While Tong Jing stopped Meng Qihe's bleeding, she was thinking in her heart... Is that hateful assassin a 
fellow sect of Yan Heng's Qingcheng Sect? .... 


Yan Heng looked at Hou Yingzhi and asked coldly: "Have you... joined the Wudang Sect?" He had fought 
with the Wudang Sect many times, and he could naturally tell it from Hou Yingzhi's swordsmanship. 


"You don't have to look at me like that." Hou Yingzhi eyes flashed out anger: "Yes! After the Qingcheng 
Sect was destroyed, | joined the Wudang Sect. So what? | know what you're going to say! | know what 
you want to say next. You want to ask me if | remember who killed my master, right? Do you want to ask 
me if | remember who killed my brothers and sisters, right? So what? They're all dead. They were 
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defeated by the Wudang Sect. That's all! Is that my responsibility? Do | have to give up my dream just 
because of that? Xiaoliu, you still remember my dream, don't you?" 


Yan Heng nodded. He remembered. 


--To become a great swordsman, a man of superiority. 


"What if the Wudang clan kills me too?" Yan Heng asked with a sad look in his eyes, "Will you join them 
as well?" 


Hou Yingzhi nodded without hesitation. "Definitely. | will keep your share alive." 


Yan Heng sighed and shook his head, feeling that the Hou Yingzhi in front of him was very strange. 


Or is it because I've never known the real him? 


Yan Heng had remembered Hou Yingzhi from time to time over the past few years, thinking about how 
much he would have to say to him if he were to reunite with him one day. In the end, the first time they 
talked to each other after so many years of separation was like this. 


--There are a lot of things that can't be brought back... ...... 


"| don't want to talk about these old things. Anyway, the Wudang Sect is no longer in existence, so it 
doesn't matter." Hou Yingzhi said, his eyes staring at Wang Shouren in the distance. 


Yan Heng sensed that Hou Yingzhi was back to killing again and could not help but raise his alertness. 


"Xiao Liu, let me kill him." Hou Yingzhi said. "For old times' sake." 
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Yan Heng was expressionless: "Does Lord Wang have anything to do with your dream?" 


Hou Yingzhi listened and thought of the consequences if he failed to kill Wang Shouren tonight. 


--Cai Qing, he stayed in Linjiang ...... is it not voluntary? ...... 


Even though Hou Yingzhi had fought to the death with Yan Heng before, he had no strong fear. Instead, 
he calmed down and thought about the consequences now, with cold sweat breaking out on his back. 


He thought of his home in Linjiang City. 


Think of someone. 


"If he doesn't die, | might lose a very important person." Hou Yingzhi replied, his voice not as aloof and 
strong as before, 


Yan Heng heard that Hou Yingzhi still had someone he really cared about. 


A little warmth returned to his heart. 


"Little Ying, | guess you must have had a very difficult time after the destruction of Wudang, and that is 
why you did this. Yan Heng said, "But it is impossible for me to promise you." 


He glanced back at Mr. Yang Ming. Wang Shouren also looked at him. 


"This is a very important person in the world." Yan Heng said with a glint in his eye, "More important 
than all of us martial artists put together. There can be no Shaolin, Wudang, or Qingcheng in this world. 
sted casecd! We can live without Wulin, but we cannot live without him." 
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Yan Heng's righteousness when he said these words touched everyone in the audience. Tong Jing smiled 
in relief. Wang Shouren was expressionless, but his heart was filled with warmth. Huang Xuan and Liu 
Sheng looked proud. Meng Qihe closed his eyes and nodded gently. 


It was only then that Hou Yingzhi took a closer look at Yan Heng and realized that this former friend had 
changed a lot. 


--He is stronger than me, not just because of the sword? ...... 


The two of them looked at each other and were speechless. 


--They are already people from two different worlds. 


Yan Heng turned his head slightly backward, "Lord Wang, | have a request. | know it seems like I'm sorry 


to Brother Meng, but...... : 


"Do you want to let him go?" Wang Shouren said, stroking his hand. 


Yan Heng looked at Hou Yingzhi in front of him and nodded. 


Hou Yingzhi was a bit surprised and remained silent. 


The sword fight between Yan Heng and Hou Yingzhi, although there were many variations and ups and 
downs, was in fact only a very short and swift exchange of a few dozen strokes, which could not be seen 
clearly by the eyes of ordinary people. It was not until now that voices were heard from the far side of 
the governor's residence, because they heard the commotion and rushed over. 


Wang Shouren looked down at Meng Qihe. Meng Qihe's breathing had calmed down, but he was still 
weak, and it was unknown whether his life was in danger. 


Meng Qihe, however, opened his eyes and smiled at Wang Shouren again. 
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"This favor ...... to brother Yan....... 


Although Wang Shouren was merciless to the evil, he heard that Yan Heng's relationship with the 
assassin was unusual, and it was difficult to ask Yan Heng to kill and capture him. 


He looked up at Hou Yingzhi and said, "| won't ask you anything, because | know who wants me dead. 


Hou Yingzhi looked at Wang Shouren and was again shocked by his gaze, remembering his own previous 
inability to do so, he could not help but avert his eyes. 


"| just want to tell you ...... " Wang Shouren continued to look at him: "If you are really as hardworking as 
you Said just now, your sword should not be wasted on such things. 


Hou Yingzhi's heart shook as he listened. 


--Obviously it was only the first time he met someone, or the official he despised the most, but Wang 
Shouren's words had touched him deeply. 


Yan Heng nodded in agreement, "Xiao Ying, go now. Go back to that very important person of yours. 
Don't miss it." 


Hou Yingzhi looked at Yan Xiaoliu for a moment, and without another word, he turned around and 
walked towards the dark courtyard. 


At this moment, Yan Heng remembered something and called him from behind: "Also, Xiaoying, the 
sword technique you used just now..." 


Hou Yingzhi didn't look back, just stopped. 
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"That's right. That's the swordsmanship you think of. Don't ask me why | understand it. Just treat it as a 
gift from God." 


He said, waved his broken sword and moved forward again. 


Looking at Hou Yingzhi's back as he quickly disappeared in the darkness, Yan Heng once again thought of 
Song Li, who had grown up with them. He thought of the words that Song Li had said before the Tai'an 
Temple. 


He turned back to look at Wang Shouren and mentally said to Song Li: 


--You are right. We martial artists are really useless. 


--But we can protect those who are useful. 


In the darkness, Yan Heng's heart was filled with various thoughts. Beautiful memories of Qingcheng 
Mountain in the past. Everything Hou Yingzhi just said. He missed Song Li. The newly acquired precious 
swordsmanship... 


He felt that he was standing at the junction of the past and the future of life, and his feelings were 
surging in his chest. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 166 Chapter 5 Blood Demon 


The streets in front and back of the mansion in Linjiang City were still as quiet as usual evenings. The 
aroma of dinner came from the room next door, making it feel warm and peaceful. 


But not many people knew that in the darkness of the surrounding streets, more than 20 elite 
guardsmen from Nanchang Prince Ning's Mansion were already lurking, completely surrounding the 
mansion. 


After hearing his subordinates tell him that everything was ready, Yan Qingtong stepped out of the 
sedan parked on the roadside far away. He straightened his fat body, stretched, touched his beard, and 
then waved his hand to the dozen subordinates around him to follow. 


Most of the dozens of people who followed Yan Qingtong to work this time were from green forest 
bandits. They used to be hostile to him who made a living as a escort, but today everyone is seeking 
work under the banner of Prince Ning's Mansion. All backgrounds in the past are no longer important. 
Yan Qingtong was actually more comfortable getting along with these people in the world - at least he 
was more comfortable than the hypocritical military advisers in the palace. 


While walking on the street, Yan Qingtong sighed secretly. Originally, when he came to Jiangcheng this 
time, he didn't really want to take action. He just wanted to leave the palace with a group of 
subordinates to get some fresh air. However, the last thing he expected happened: he received a letter 
from Ganzhou this morning: the matter failed. 


--Pooh! What about "Yao Feng", the most powerful killer in Jiangxi in the past ten years... who can't 
even kill a scholar? .... 


Yan Qingtong was furious after receiving the report, but had no choice but to order his men to do things. 


The first thing, of course, is for them to bring Cai Qing - they arrived in Linjiang City three days ago and 
immediately put Cai Qing under house arrest. 
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As expected, Cai Qing did not reveal the residence of "Yao Feng" easily. Of course Yan Qingtong 
understands that this is a necessary principle for a killer to connect people. 


But after breaking the seventh finger, Cai Qing finally said it. 


——As early as the beginning of his cooperation with Hou Yingzhi, Cai Qing had already secretly 
investigated his home in preparation for emergency needs. For example, when you still have to save 
three fingers. 


"How many family members does he have?" 


"There is a wife ...... seems to have a disabled relative, not to leave the house ...... " Cai Qing forehead 
with cold sweat said "no children." 


That's good, Yan Qingtong thought. He didn't want to do anything to the child. 


The whereabouts of "Yao Feng" after it was lost is not yet known, but whether he is alive or dead, Li 
Junyuan wants some protection. 


This is Yan Qingtong's job at the moment. 


As Yan Qingtong led his men out, he was cursing in his heart: this is simply not in line with the rules of 
the world at all. He once tried to persuade Li Junyiwu, saying that these people who do business have 
their own set of principles and don't have to worry about leaking; besides, if word of this spreads, 
people will be wary of working for the palace in the future. 


But Li Junyuan didn't listen and just responded coldly: "Why should | trust my safety in the hands of such 
a person?" 


——This kind of person... Well, |am also one of "this kind of person". 
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Yan Qingtong couldn't hold on. Who is he? A stranded former escort agency owner was lucky enough to 
be picked up by the prince to work. He had no worries about food and clothing, and had subordinates to 
help him... Even if he disliked scholars like Li Shishi and his son who claimed to be wise men, he had to 
endure it. 


Over the years of working for Ning Prince's Mansion, Yan Qingtong had secretly accumulated a fortune 
by taking advantage of his work. He thought that after a while, he would find an opportunity to leave. 


——This group of people is so crazy that they really want to rebel... | have no interest in this kind of 
thing, so | won't risk my head for you... 


The back door of the target mansion is already in front. Yan Qingtong took the lead personally, only 
because these men are fierce and reckless, and he was afraid that they would that they will kill 
indiscriminately. 


"We only need to arrest people. Don't kill or maim." He warned the men around him again. 


The royal guards who were ambushing in front and behind the residence had also emerged, totaling 
more than forty people. 


After the thrilling encounter with "Ghost Sword Chen" last time, Yan Qingtong never dared to be 
careless again, and always brought enough people with him every time he acted! Even more, he spent 
money with the people in the yamen in Linjiang City to take care of things beforehand, so that no matter 
what happened later, there would be no government intervention. 


A tall guard with a sledgehammer swung a low blow and cracked open the back door! 


Everyone rushed in with their sabers drawn. Yan Qingtong just wanted to finish this kind of nasty thing 
quickly, and entered under the escort of a few of his men. He didn't feel the slightest bit of danger in his 
heart. 


OOOO 
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He was lying on his bed, his eyes still open in the darkness. 


When he is alone, his room is not lit at night. They were afraid that he would be so stunned that he 
would not know how to react if an oil lamp or candle fell over. 


Besides, light was of little use to him. 


The dark room was filled with the scent of the plum blossom in the bottle. 


Lying on the bed like this was not very different from being asleep - with his eyes open, he still could not 
do anything. Except for the nights when he practiced with Hou Yingzhi, he went to bed very early every 
day, and right after nightfall. But every night before he went to sleep, he always had this moment of 
daze in the darkness. 


What he was thinking, or not thinking, no one knew. Was his mind shattered by the bombardment that 
day? Or was it sealed in some corner of his soul? Again, no one knows. 


On the surface, he seemed to be very calm, without a single ripple of emotion. But who knows for sure if 
there is a voice inside him that is screaming desperately? Is there an energy that is struggling fiercely, 
but cannot break through the barrier? 


The soul of a Wudang master should not surrender so easily. 


But no one knows. Because from the outside, he was still just an empty shell without a soul. 


He was lying on his back, his abdomen rising and falling slowly and steadily. After more than thirty years 
of practicing the Wudang breathing technique, it had become quite instinctive and had not been 
forgotten with the loss of his mind. 


It was as if he had returned to the time when he was only five years old, when he had been a medicine- 
testing child of the Object Migration Sect. He had no ego and existed only for the sake of others. Hou 
Yingzhi used him as a tool for sword practice; Yin Xiaoyan used him as a solace for her heart. He doesn't 
even have the ability to resist or feel sadness. 
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His future is just like the dark night at the end of winter ....... 


After an unknown amount of time, his eyelids were slowly closing. 


Open it again. And the action of opening his eyes was very quick. 


His body suddenly sat up from the bed and turned into a half-kneeling posture. There was still dementia 


on his face, but his figure was full of energy. 


That's because he felt strange. 


Since escaping from Wudang Mountain, he has only reacted to two things: one is Yin Xiaoyan's care, and 


the other is Hou Yingzhi's murderous intent. 


Now, the murderous aura was rising from around the big house - the sensitive man noticed it 
immediately. 


But he couldn't do anything about it-he didn't have the ability to think like that. 


His body kneeling in the darkness was as still as a sleeping bird in the tree. 


Then, another thing that stimulated him appeared. 


From far inside the mansion, Yin Xiaoyan's frightened screams could be heard. 


The frozen body suddenly burst out with primitive wild kinetic energy. 
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The paper window on the side of the room facing the corridor was smashed. No one is in the room 
anymore. 


OOOO 


Yang Sheng covered his left eye, a hot stinging pain made him clench his teeth. 


He moved his palm away and looked at it with his right eye, only to see a few drops of blood on it. 


On his left cheekbone, there were two bloody scratches, which were only shallow cuts, but the corner of 
his eye was scratched by the third finger of the other party, and the fingernail even injured the pupil of 
his eye, causing him severe pain, and he was unable to open his eyes, and he was not sure if his eyesight 
had been impaired or not. 


Sun Ci, the maid standing in front of Yang Sheng, was breathing rapidly. There were still skin flakes and 
blood on the three nails on her right hand. Sun Ci stared hard at Yang Sheng, who was more than a head 
taller than her, and her whole body was trembling. 


But the trembling came from excitement more than fear. Sun Ci didn't know where she got such 
courage. If it had been in the past, facing such a ferocious man - with a bright sharp knife in his hand - 
Sun Ci's knees would have been unable to bear her body at this moment. 


Her mother, who was a wanderer, used her own experience for more than ten years to teach her 
daughter that men cannot be disobeyed. Only by obeying them can you survive, no matter what they 
want from you... 


And yet she resisted. In order to protect her Mistress, who stood behind her at the moment and was 
even smaller than she was. 


Yin Xiaoyan shrank into a ball behind Sun Ci, shivering even more than she had. 


"Don't...Xiao Ci...don't..." Her whimpering voice was almost inaudible. 
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But even if Sun Ci heard it, it was too late. 


Yang Sheng's face, like his right eye that could still see, turned red at this moment, as if all the blood in 
his body had risen to his head. 


Yang Sheng, who was born as a horse thief, was originally a bandit because he got into a fight with 
someone in his hometown and killed someone by mistake. Later, he impulsively took out a knife while 
drinking and gambling in the thief's village, killed several brothers, escaped, and moved to Prince Ning's 
Mansion. His emotions are as flammable as gunpowder. 


He and several comrades rushed into the room first. When he saw the beautiful Sun Ci, he became 
lustful. He was born ugly and could never find such a girl even if he spent money. He thought that he 
would take advantage of the opportunity to catch Sun Ci. Unexpectedly, Sun Ci resisted fiercely like an 
attacked cat, almost gouging out one of his eyes. 


The companions around him couldn't help laughing when they saw Yang Sheng's injury. This stimulated 
him even more, thinking of the prostitutes who had rejected him one by one in the past... 


Something seemed to break in Yang Sheng's heart. 


He stretched out his big palms that were almost big enough to cover Sun Ci's entire face, grabbed her 
neck, shouted violently and threw her to the side! 


Sun Ci's body was less than half the weight of Yang Sheng. When he caught her, she was like a kitten 
unable to struggle. After being thrown out, she flew away violently, and the side of her head hit the 
brick wall with an astonishing loud noise. The whole person bounced to the ground. 


There was a dent in the wall, and there was blood in the middle. 


Sun Ci on the ground was already in a daze, her eyes rolled white. 
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Yang Sheng's anger was still not gone, so he stepped forward and kicked the unconscious Sun Ci in front 
of him. Even the other palace guards, who are ruthless characters, find it disgusting and can't bear to 
look at it. 


After the reverberation of the kick faded, the room fell silent. 


Yin Xiaoyan trembled even more violently. She lowered her head and looked at Sun Ci, her mouth wide 
open with tears in her eyes, but she could no longer scream like before, her voice was stuck in her 
throat and could not come out. She was on the verge of unconsciousness on the spot. 


""What are you doing..." A tall figure came forward from behind, it was Yan Qingtong. He found Sun Ci 
lying on the ground, and felt chill and anger in his heart at the same time. 


He originally did not like this task. Now he finds it even more outrageous. 


Yan Qingtong reached out and put Yang Sheng's right wrist, and with a twist of his other hand, he took 
the knife out of his hand. Although Yan Qingtong has neglected to practice martial arts in recent years, 
after all, he was once an "internal disciple" of the Xinyi Sect Headquarters, and his martial arts skills 
were much higher than those of these guards. 


"You go outside." Yan Qingtong said coldly to Yang Sheng. He did not raise his voice to reproach him, 
because he was not the only one of the royal guards, so he did not want to arouse the anger of the 
public. 


Yang Sheng took a look at Sun Ci's miserable state and without any remorse, he spat a mouthful of saliva 
at her on the ground before covering his eyes and walking towards the door of the room. 


Yan Qingtong took a closer look at Sun Ci's clothes, and there was no doubt that she was a maid, and felt 
a little relieved. He then stepped forward and spoke softly to the woman who was dressed in rich 
clothes and had a hairpin and was believed to be the mistress of the mansion. 


"As long as you don't resist, we won't hurt you." 
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Yan Qingtong observed the woman while talking, but saw that she lowered her head and did not dare to 
look at him. Yan Qingtong didn't want to touch her, so as not to frighten her again, so he crouched down 
and looked at her face to make sure she really understood. 


When Yan Qingtong saw that beautiful face whose rouge had been melted away by tears and was still 
trembling violently, Yan Qingtong felt familiar at first sight. After looking at it carefully for a while, a cold 
air hit his spinal cord like a sharp cone. 


He never thought he would see Yin Xiaoyan's face again. And it's here. Just tonight. 


"Yinghua Pavilion". His biggest nightmare. The memories came flooding back. 


Yin Xiaoyan was also so surprised that she forgot to be afraid for a moment - when she saw that the 
person in front of her was Yan Qingtong. 


It took Yan Qingtong a long time to regain his senses, and the first thing he shouted was, "Let's go! Don't 
do anything--" 


However, the sound of the commotion outside the room had already overshadowed his words. 


OOOO 


The guard of Prince Ning's Mansion who was the first to encounter Yao Lianzhou in the courtyard saw 
the barefooted figure wearing a white robe with long flowing hair running towards him at high speed. 
He swung his sword and struck down without thinking. 


——Just because this man was approaching so fast, he felt a huge danger. 


He would never know what kind of person he had attacked. 
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When the blade was about to come, Yao Lianzhou suddenly lowered his body and accelerated to get in. 
His left hand was already hooked on the bottom of the guard's wrist holding the knife. Yao Lianzhou 
turned around with his right foot at the same time, taking advantage of the previous momentum to pull 
the guard's body out of control. The power of his attack and Yao Lianzhou's pulling force caused him to 
fly sideways! 


This is the first time Yao Lianzhou has used Tai Chi again since he lost his mind and lost his mind! 


When the guard's head hit the ground and his neck fracture was broken, Yao Lianzhou, who had 
snatched his sword away, was already running forward. 


Before the next palace guard could see anything clearly, Yao Lianzhou stepped diagonally with a snake 
step, swung his single sword downwards with a reverse grip, and hit the opponent's knee joint with the 
"Wudang Sword" technique! 


And this limping and screaming guy is already one of the lucky ones in this group of royal guards tonight. 


Yao Lianzhou, whose white robe was stained with blood, was running with bare feet. His demented face 
did not have the murderous look that he had during the decisive battle at Wudang Mountain, but it still 
had an unusual temperament. 


Like ademon. 


He rushed to the crowd gathered outside the room door. Mixed screams and cries. Some people fell 
down and some fled for their lives. 


Yang Sheng's head, which still had only one eye open, flew into the air with its bloody tail. 


OOOO 
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When Yao Lianzhou, whose white robe was stained with a thrilling bright red and had bloody footprints, 
walked into the room, the remaining eight palace guards inside all leaned against the surrounding walls 
in fear. 


In their eyes, the figure reflected in the light in the room was simply a walking nightmare. 


Yan Qingtong, who was at the end of the room, also stood with his back against the wall. His eyes 
widened in disbelief. 


What he couldn't believe was his unexplainable bad luck. 


Why? It's like this again and again...Did | commit any sins in my previous life? I'm obviously not a bad 
guy. I'm just chasing fame and fortune. Do | deserve to be hated by God so much? ... 


At this moment, his trembling hands tightly grasped the single knife, just like a drowning person 
grasping a life-saving straw. 


The blade was placed on Yin Xiaoyan's neck. His other arm held her tightly. 


Yin Xiaoyan opened her eyes wide in horror and looked at Yao Lianzhou who came in. Yao Lianzhou's 
demented expression has not changed, but this moment reminds her of the initial scene in the "Yinghua 
Pavilion": he fought desperately for her; she felt that her life had become one with him; for the first 
time, someone like that had appeared in her life. She never forgot that intimacy... 


--| betrayed him. 


Yao Lianzhou stood in the center of the room, silently looking at Yan Qingtong and Yin Xiaoyan. 


"|,..1...Master Yao..." Yan Qingtong took several breaths before continuing: "We are not here for you! | 
know! | know she is your woman! | don't want to hurt her! As long as you give us a way out, | will 
definitely give her back to you!" 
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Yao Lianzhou still showed no reaction, and his face remained blank. Yan Qingtong was scared. 


"Master Yao, do you understand? Let's forget about the past. The most important thing is Mrs. Yao's 
safety, right? We can end this right here, without one more death! You'll forget me in the future! You 
and your sister-in-law are so well matched ...... "Yan Qingtong was in a great shock and her speech 
became confused. 


But Yao Lianzhou still had no reaction at all. 


Just because he couldn't even listen to half of the words. 


Yin Xiaoyan suddenly stopped shaking. Yan Qingtong's words seemed to tell her something. 


"He is wrong." Yin Xiaoyan said slowly: "| am not worthy of you. Don't worry about me. Use your hands 
to kill them all." 


Yan Qingtong became anxious upon hearing this. 


Yao Lianzhou reacted because of Yin Xiaoyan's words. He stretched out his bloody left hand and walked 
towards them again. 


Yan Qingtong thought that Yao Lianzhou was going to strike, and the reasoning in his heart broke. 


His saber, dragged down. 


At the same time, the wall behind him, located to the right of his waist suddenly burst out with a loud 
noise! 


A huge fist suddenly penetrated the wall from the outside. 
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The arm that reached in was odd: it had two elbow joints. 


While Yin Xiaoyan's neck was splattered with blood, the incoming fist turned into a claw shape and 
grabbed Yan Qingtong's right elbow. The iron-like force made it impossible for Yan Qingtong's knife to 
continue dragging. 


The next moment, the five fingers of that hand exerted force, and Yan Qingtong's elbow joint was 
crushed to pieces. 


Amid the screams, Yan Qingtong let go of his left arm. Yin Xiaoyan slid down from in front of him. "But 
even at this moment, Yan Qingtong's instinct for survival still drove him to stretch out his left hand to 
catch the fallen Yin Xiaoyan. 


But just when his fingers were about to touch her shoulders, something appeared on his forehead: 


A section of sword tip that glowed with a faint crimson light. 


--The "Sword of Flying Fire". 


The tip of the sword quickly retracted and disappeared from the paper window behind him. 


At the same time, Yao Lianzhou in the room threw away his saber and ran forward to pick up Yin 
Xiaoyan, whose throat and neck were covered in blood, from the floor. 


He stared at her with his eyes closed. 


The voice that still existed inside him finally broke through the barriers of his heart and surged out. 


"Xiaoyan! 
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The cry of grief could be heard in the street outside the mansion. 


Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan, who entered through the cracked window, saw their long-lost Sect Master 
kneeling on the ground, holding the petite female body in his arms, and crying bitterly in the sky. 


Yao Lianzhou shed tears for the first time in many years since he killed his master Gongsun Qing with his 
own hands. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 167 Chapter 6 Entering the Mansion 


When that group of people appeared on Nanchang City Street at dusk, the atmosphere was unusually 
weird. 


Seventy men dressed in mountain barbarian tribal costumes were filing through this bustling street. 
They naturally exuded a wild atmosphere that did not belong to the city. Passers-by on the street felt as 
if time and place were out of order. 


Their robes were all colorful, embroidered with totems of various animals or celestial phenomena, and 
they wore many ornaments around their necks and wrists. Everyone wears a thick traditional woven 
scarf around their heads, but the styles are different. Some wear their scarves in the shape of a steeple, 
while others wrap them in a ball. Among them, there are more than a dozen people who have scarves 
embroidered with mantras underneath, which covered their entire appearance, revealing only a pair of 
eyes. 


Some of them wore several layers of clothes, with rows and layers of colorful ropes twisted into flowery 
knots. Others wore short, strange leather hakama that reached only to their knees, with straw ropes 
tied around their legs. Most of the tribesmen carried several freshly sharpened wooden spears, while 
others carried axes and sabers and other rough blades. 


There are only two things that are consistent on each of them: the unique wooden symbol of the Wolf 
Soldiers hanging on their necks; and the two-foot-long tribal hunting saber on the side of their waists. 


If it wasn't for the sabers on their waists and the weapons in their hands, passers-by would have thought 
they were sellers. No one dared to point their fingers at this group of wolf soldiers. Because they all 
knew that they where this group of people was heading in the city: Prince Ning's Mansion. 


When the Wolf Soldiers entered the Ning King's Mansion three blocks away, the situation suddenly 
changed: there were no more passers-by along the road, and the street was cold and quiet, with only 
the sound of their seventy pairs of straw sandals stepping over. 


Nong Kun, who was walking at the forefront, knew why: they had entered the control and supervision 
scope of Prince Ning's Mansion. They had learned information beforehand that all the land and houses 
within a few streets of the palace had been coerced and annexed by Prince Ning, and they were the 
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outer garrison of the residence of the palace guards. Prince Ning's Mansion is like a "city within a city" in 
Nanchang. 


——We have already entered the tiger's mouth before we see the palace gate wall... 


"Don't be nervous." Yue Lang, the leader of the wolf soldiers beside Nong Kun, noticed the mood of the 
young successor and said to him in native language. 


"| didn't." When Nong Kun answered, he couldn't help but look back at the tribesmen behind him. 


"We Lian people have been fighting for the Han people for so many years." Yue Lang said: "No matter 
how difficult and dangerous the battlefield is, we are always at the forefront. The only reason is to have 
a bite of food from the Han court. 


Compared to that, our battle is much more interesting. Even if all of our people die this time, | will never 
regret it." 


"To Save ...... a woman?" Nong Kun frowned. 


"For friends." Yue Lang said, and couldn't help but look back at the subordinates behind him. "Friends 
who once fought for us." 


Nong Kun held the wolf soldier wooden talisman around his neck in his mouth, thought for a while, and 
nodded slowly. 


He looked around and saw that many of the houses along the road were lit. Although he didn't see 
anyone, he knew that there must be many people watching from the windows. As long as they made 
the slightest movement, they would appear from each house at any time and surround all the streets in 
an instant. 


Finally out of the intersection, the towering walls of the Ning Wang Mansion appeared in front of them. 

Inside the palace, the buildings were concealed by a high wall painted in vermilion, making it impossible 

to peek at them. Outside the wall, there are large lanterns hanging at intervals, and although it is not yet 
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completely dark, they are already lit up one by one, illuminating every corner of the surrounding streets 
clearly, with no dark places to hide in. 


In front of the palace is a seven-step stone staircase. The red lacquer door above is tightly closed. The 
door is inlaid with reinforced copper nails and edge copper frames to prevent damage from foreign 
enemies. It is like a pair of shrunken city gates. 


The eight palace guards guarding the gate extended their hands to greet Yue Lang and the others. 
Nongkun also gestured to stop the people behind him. Seventy wolf soldiers gathered and stopped, only 
a few feet away from the stone steps in front of the palace gate. 


Nong Kun stepped forward and shouted to the guard: "Tell Mr. Li that the leopard is here!" 


The palace guards had already received orders from Li Junyuan and knew that they would welcome wolf 
soldiers into the palace tonight, but they still couldn't help but feel nervous after seeing the lineup and 
fierce aura of these seventy people. 


"Commander Li has ordered you to come in." The leading guard said, "But according to the rules of the 
palace, all weapons are not allowed to be brought in. Please leave them outside the door and we will 
take care of them later." 


Nong Kun nodded and shouted to the wolf soldiers around him, and they piled their spears, guns, sabers 
and axes against the wall on one side of the stone stairs. 


The leader of the guards stared at their movements, then added, "The sabers on your hips must also be 
put down." 


"This is the hunting knife that the village elder personally gave us as men of the Mongolian tribe when 
we first hunted alone when we were thirteen years old. We will never leave it behind." Nongkun 
answered. 


"This is not okay." The guard leader said, "Except for us, Prince Ning's guards, no one can bring a sword 
into the palace!" 
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"Then | say no." Nong Kun stared at the other party. 


The guard leader raised his lips: "| heard that some of you were once imprisoned. You probably weren't 
imprisoned with a knife at that time, right?" 


"There was no choice then. There is now." Nongkun replied coldly. "If you don't bring knives, we won't 
goin. Go talk to Mr. Li." 


At this time, it was the guard leader's turn to become nervous. He did not dare to break the rules of the 
palace, but he was also afraid that Li Junyuan would blame him for driving away the guests, so he 
hesitated. 


Another guard saw Nong Kun being so arrogant and became furious. Prince Ning's guards have always 
been domineering in Jiangxi, how can they stand this anger? At this time, he saw a man standing close 
to the wolf soldiers with a mantra covering his face. He became even more angry and shouted: "Forget 
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the knife, what the hell is this mask? You are so sneaky, take it off 


With these words, he reached out to pull the mask of the wolf soldier. 


The mask was pulled off, revealing a dark, strong, bearded face with a profile not unlike that of a Han 
Chinese. 


The wolf soldier's face turned black and iron when his scarf was pulled down, and his eyes flashed with 
murderous intent, he reached out and pulled out his hunting saber from his waist, and swung it violently 
across his body! 


The guard was unable to react and only dodged half a step backward before the Wolf Soldier's saber cut 
through his chest, his torn shirt quickly seeped red, and he collapsed on the stone stairs! 


The seven guards were stunned as they watched their companion's blood splattered on the steps. 
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At that moment, the houses on both sides of the street opened their doors one after another, and 
people rushed out from inside, and in the blink of an eye, they gathered into a group of more than two 
hundred to three hundred people, and surrounded the Wolf Soldiers' backs, each of them unsheathing 
their blades. 


The seventy Wolf Soldiers were surrounded and immediately retrieved their weapons from the ground 
and formed a formation to resist. 


In front of the Royal Mansion, swords were drawn and tense, completely different from the previous 
calmness. 


The leader of the guards in front of the gate was about to strike the gong to call for more support from 
his companions, when he heard a cry from inside the gate: "Open the gate! At the same time, the sound 
of a latch being lifted was heard inside the gate. 


The gate was opened from the inside, and Li Junyuan hurriedly came out with several guards and 
attendants, saw the confrontation in front of the gate, and looked at the fallen guards on the ground. 


Seeing the confrontation in front of the door and the guards on the ground, he could not help but be 
shocked. 


"What are you doing? Put away your weapons! Li Junyuan raised his hands in the air and shouted to his 
men to take a look at the fallen guards. He saw that the guard was chopped open the chest, bleeding a 
lot, but the hunting knife hacked into the bone, already out of breath more than in breath less. 


Li Junyuan stared at Nong Kun: "What is this? If you can't even manage your companions, why should | 
recruit you into the palace?" 


Nong Kun looked calm and pointed at the wounded wolf soldier beside him. He saw that the wolf soldier 
was covering his face again and arranging it, muttering something in his mouth. 


"That guy was rude and pulled off my companion's curse scarf without asking." Nong Kun said, and 
reached out to point out the dozen or so masked people among the tribesmen. "Though we, the 
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tribesmen, are called one tribe, we have different customs in different caves. These are our clansmen in 
Hongluo Cave, and their rule is that whenever they go out of the mountain, they should cover their 
faces with a spell scarf, and they should not show their faces to the outsiders, or else their souls will be 
taken away from them. He killed the man with his saber, precisely to get his soul back." 


Li Junyuan had never heard of such a belief and could not help but be dumbfounded. He asked the 
guard leader about the situation just now, and it was true. 


"| also saw that guy's face, he really looks like a barbarian, there's nothing suspicious about him." The 
leader of the guards added quietly. 


"These Hongluodong people are famous among us Guilin people for their bravery and good fighting 
skills." Nong Kun added: "If you don't want them because they are masked, then don't worry, | will ask a 
dozen of them to go back first. | 


Li Junyuan looked at these barbarian wolf soldiers. Surrounded by more than three times the number of 
palace guards, they still showed no fear. Each one of them looked ready for a bloody fight. This kind of 
fierce temperament was exactly the military strength that the palace wanted. If by recruiting these 
seventy people and attracting more people to vote, the credit would be even greater. 


And this group will be his and his father Li Shishi's personal soldiers - he has repeatedly asked before 
tonight that the recruitment of wolf soldiers should not be known to people from Shang Chengyu's line 
in advance. At this time, the palace is guarding in front of this gate. The guards are also his people. The 
new force of the wolf soldiers will be a major asset for their father and son to compete with Shang 
Chengyu within the palace. Especially a few days ago, he had just received a letter from Fei Ge telling 
him that the assassination of Wang Shouren had failed and that he could not claim a big credit from the 
prince. Li Junyuan needs this strong army more than ever. 


——tThe best thing is that the people named Shang and Wu just left the palace these days, and no one 
interfered... This is an opportunity that cannot be missed... 


Li Junyuan made a decision, and his face immediately turned into his usual calm smile. 
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"It's my subordinates who are at fault..." Li Junyuan said. When he looked again, the guard who had 
been stabbed had already died. All the palace guards looked at him. But Li Junyuan knew that he must 
bite the bullet and resolve this confrontation at this moment, and would rather find opportunities to 
appease these subordinates in the future. "Since it's your custom, of course it's okay to cover your face." 


The leader of the guards in front of the door saw his men killed and his heart boiled with anger, but Li 
Junyuan was a close friend of King Ning, so he naturally resisted and said, "Master, but they were armed 


with sabers ...... : 


"Is your huge palace even afraid of a few knives?" Nong Kun stared at the leader and said with a smile, 
"We can even rip open a few of these guys looking at the door with our bare hands." 


The guards surrounding the street couldn't help but get agitated. Li Junyuan raised his hand to stop 
them. The wolf soldiers were showing this kind of frenzy, which was more to his liking. The people who 
were recruited into the royal palace were all from the three mountains and five mountains, and they 
often fought with each other, and it was common for people to die, so it was not a big deal for Wolf 
Soldier to kill one of the guards in his anger. It's just a matter of who joins first. 


--The most important thing is to be able to fight. 


"It's fine to carry a saber." Li Junyuan lightly patted his chest to the leader: "I'll take care of anything." He 
turned to Nong Kun and said: "If you can't even trust this little thing, what big things will you want in the 
future? 


After hearing this, Nong Kun turned his head and whispered to Yue Lang, the leader on the other side. 
Yue Lang nodded slightly after hearing this. 


"This is the leader of seventy of us, Brother Yue Lang." Nong Kun introduced to Li Junyuan. 


The two looked at each other and bowed to each other. Li Junyuan immediately called the wolf soldiers 
to enter the gate. 


When they stepped up the stairs, Yue Lang and Nong Kun laughed secretly. 
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—-—Brother Jing was indeed right. To win the trust of such a person, you must make him feel that it is 
not easy to get you. 


The wolf soldiers filed in. After a lot of planning, this night finally crossed the threshold of Prince Ning's 
Mansion. 


OOOO 


The "Wude School Hall" is located on the south side of Prince Ning's Mansion. Opposite the courtyard 
outside is a row of large bamboo sheds with various flags. It can accommodate two to three hundred 
people. It is usually a place where the guards rest and prepare, waiting to take turns using the school 
hall for drills. The wolf soldiers who entered the palace were led to settle down here. They saw that the 
bamboo shed had already been filled with tables and chairs filled with all kinds of wine and food, and 
there were attendants roasting several cattle and sheep beside them. You can already smell the aroma. 


Of course, this is not where the real banquet is. After the wolf soldiers entered the bamboo hut and sat 
at the tables, Li Junyuan invited Yue Lang and Nong Kun to go to the banquet hall together. 


"My father is waiting over there." Li Junyuan cupped his hands and said, looking very respectful and 
sincere. This has always been his specialty: when recruiting heroes from all walks of life, he is always 
courteous and virtuous, without any airs of being an important official in the palace. However, after 
these heroes joined him and were no longer willing to part with the salary from the palace, their 
attitudes and relationships changed again - just like the guards under his command now. 


——If you want to raise a loyal dog, you must first feed it the best meat. 


Yue Lang and Nong Kun had known for a long time that the other party would not easily allow seventy of 
them to enter the palace together. They must have made such an arrangement, and they had no 
objections. They appointed four tribesmen as escorts - one of them was Meng from Hongluo Cave. The 
soldiers in front of them - followed Li Junyuan and others deep into the palace, leaving behind the 
brigade. 


2737 


Nong Kun looked back at his men before he left. One of the Red Lotus Cave tribesmen sitting nearby, his 
turban worn low, only in the hole between the upper and lower cloth turban flashed out two points of 
sharp eyes. He nodded slightly to Jie Kun. 


After Yue Lang and the others left, the remaining sixty-odd tribesmen also munched happily, talked to 
each other enthusiastically in the native language, and walked excitedly from table to table. 


There were dozens of royal guards on all sides outside the bamboo shed, monitoring the wolf soldiers 
from a distance. Li Junyuan's words of "trust" just now were actually just a joke. How could he allow a 
newly arrived and brave barbarian army to move freely within the palace? The palace guards were all 
armed with swords and guns and were closely monitoring these wild men. 


The wolf soldiers ate and drank so noisily that they could not see clearly: each wolf soldier was only 
pretending to drink, but in fact he was secretly pouring wine on the sandy ground, or running from his 
mouth to the chest of his clothes, without actually taking a drop into his stomach. 


There was one more thing that the guards did not realize: there were two less wolf soldiers in the 
bamboo hut at the moment, and they had disappeared silently halfway through their walk to the garden 
of the school hall just now. 


OOOO 


After confirming that no one was around, the two masked Red Lotus Cave tribesmen half-kneeled under 
a statue of a general, and took out the equipment hidden in their clothes one by one. 


Nine small flying knives with handles about a foot long, one of which was specially wrapped in red cloth; 
two flying ropes with hooks; a bundle of more than ten leather ropes used to bind prisoners; A bullet 
fork that is slightly larger than a palm but has thick beef tendon attached, together with a dozen iron 
bullets with sharp corners; a three-foot-long imitation Japanese saber stored at the bottom of the robe; 
an iron spear head engraved with the word "Emei" . 


After Jing Li and Shimazu Hu Linglan took out these weapons, they inspected them briefly and then took 
them on one by one. Jing Li tied the iron chain on his left forearm, and fixed the iron spearhead on the 
outside of his arm with the last two circles, then inserted the throwing knife into his belt, and put a few 
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bandages around his waist. Hu Linglan took the rest of the leather rope, inserted the ammunition fork 
into the belt, hung the leather pouch containing the iron bullets on the side of the sliding body, and 
slung the saber on her back. 


The two of them each picked up the hooks, adjusted the hunting knives at their waists, stood up under 
the statue, and looked at each other. Jing Li looked around, and after confirming where he was and the 
direction he wanted to go, the two of them walked forward with their hands on the handles of hunting 
knives at their waists. 


None of them took off their veils. Firstly, the color provided some concealment at night, and secondly, 
they maintained their clothes. If they were accidentally discovered by the palace guards, they might still 
be able to delay a little time, which would facilitate a sudden attack. 


"The start is not bad." Jing Li whispered to Hu Linglan through the towel: "Everything is as expected. 
How lucky." 


The Wuji Sect of the Ruan family, who had many friends, once sent disciples to pretend to join the 
palace to investigate information. They had a rough idea of the layout of the palace before the invasion. 
Unfortunately, the spy did not go in and out of the palace too much, his position was not important, and 
his knowledge of the depths of the palace, especially the central area, was limited. Therefore, "Six 
Swordsmen'" still had to rely on luck to infiltrate this time. 


Jing Li passed by Wuji Sect earlier and met the disciple here again to ask him for more details. According 
to the disciple's estimation, when the palace recruits troops, there will be two possible places to place 
the wolf soldiers, one of which is the large bamboo shed outside the "Wude School Hall". This ultimately 
proved that the guess was correct. Jing Li, Nong Kun and everyone were sure where they were in the 
palace - this was very important and related to whether they could escape smoothly in the end. 


But the Wuji disciple never knew where Huo Yihua lived. Although he managed to slip the small letter 
into Huo Yiu Fa's tobacco pouch, he only did so when she was in the "Hall of Martial Virtue". He only 
knew that Huo Yihua was under house arrest in the southwestern part of the royal palace, within the 
confines of the General's House, which belonged to the residence of the "Dragon Knight General", Shang 
Chengyu, but as he was not directly under Shang Chengyu or Wu Zhihong, he did not have any 
knowledge of the interior of the General's House, not to mention the exact location of Huo Yihua's place 
of confinement. 
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Jing Liand Hu Linglan had no choice but to head towards the General Office first, and then they could 
make their calculations later. They followed the rough map in their memory and sneaked around in the 
night. 


The King of Ning's plan was so big that he spared no effort in laying out all the defenses. The royal 
residence was very tightly guarded, with many lanterns illuminating the corridors, and some of the areas 
close to the important places were even lit up like daytime all night long. There were many servants and 
guards passing by from time to time; Jing Liand Hu Linglan could not hide and sneak easily, and they 
could not move too fast. 


Fortunately, King Ning was a luxurious and superstitious person, and he liked to erect huge statues of 
fierce animals and heavenly warriors in the gardens of his residence to increase his momentum and 
boost his luck. A military officer in charge of the security of the royal residence once advised the king to 
remove them all so as not to weaken the defense, but the paranoid King Ning was too fond of these fine 
crafted statues and did not listen to him. Jing Li is now relying on them as a cover to move forward 
among the gardens and forests. 


As they walked along, he noticed that Hu Linglan's eyes were quite agitated, and she appeared to be 
very anxious about finding Huo Yao Hua. He patted her on the back of the hand and signaled her with 
his eyes to slow down, otherwise, if she was discovered, she would lose all her efforts. 


Hu Linglan nodded her head and lowered her tall body even lower. 


Jing Li understood Hu Linglan's feelings. Over the past two years, he had realized that Hu Linglan was no 
longer the same as she was in the past. Hu Linglan was no longer like the bold Satsuma woman she used 
to be, and there was always a shadow between her eyebrows. He knew that it was related to what 
happened in the mountains behind Wudang that day. 


Therefore, no matter how difficult it is, rescuing Huo Yaohua is something Jing Li is determined to 
achieve, not only to repay the favor of the "Sculpting Cream", but also to relieve the stagnation in the 
heart of the woman he loves so much. 


It is believed that the banquet for the Wolf Soldiers will be held for a long time to come. The two of 

them moved forward patiently in the palace, and had to suppress the fighting spirit of the warriors. With 
their martial arts skills, if they stormed in with lightning speed and quickly eliminated all the guards they 
encountered, no one might be able to stop them. However, they estimated that the palace's patrols and 
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defenses would not be careless, and there must be a mechanism for monitoring and reporting and 
frequent shift changes, so as long as a guard is missing, a long time may cause the guards to be on the 
alert, and to step up the guards' vigilance and send out searching, and they will soon find that there are 
people who have invaded the area. 


At that time, not only they could not find Huo Yaohua, but the wolf soldiers who stayed behind might 
also be in danger, so the two of them could only avoid the people in the palace one by one. 


However, Jing Li and his men still have an important advantage: the palace is heavily guarded, first and 
foremost, naturally, the living place of Prince Ning Zhu Chenhao, and then the gold and silver treasury 
and the important place where ordnance is stored; who would have thought that someone would risk it 
with all the hardships? He ran into Prince Ning's mansion, known as the "Earth Beast", just to save a 
woman who had nothing to do with the prince's ambitions? 


——This is the opportunity for "Six Swordsmen to Break the Gate" and the wolf soldiers to win. 


Soon after, Jing Li and Hu Linglan came to the first gate. 


They had already learned from the Wuji Sect disciple that the Ning King's Mansion was laid out like a 
walled city, with not only high walls around the outer perimeter, but also many walls on the inside 
separating the various districts. Although these inner walls are not as high as the outer ones, they are 
also heavily guarded, and the passages are guarded by people all day long, so it is absolutely difficult to 
pass by without the personal belt tags of the generals or ministers, or the daily change of the pass 
token; the inner walls are very thick, and the tops of the walls are just like a pathway, which is also 
patrolled by the guards and monitored from a high place. From this place to Shang Chengyu's general 
quarters, there were a total of three gates in the inner wall that had to be crossed. 


The two of them crouched in the garden at the far end of the barriers and looked over. There were four 
guards guarding the passageway, each of them was watching the door from the inside and outside. 


Jing Li then looked upwards and saw two men standing at different positions on the farther wall, walking 
slowly back and forth on the top of the wall, scanning the situation nearby. 


Fortunately, the defense was not strengthened. OK... 
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Jing Liand Hu Linglan looked at each other and understood each other's feelings, so they held hands and 
silently observed the person on the wall. 


Hu Linglan mentally rehearsed the moves they had practiced hundreds of times, ready for action at any 
time; Jing Li closely watched the movements of the two walkers on the wall, observing their habits and 
angle of vision, and at the same time estimating how long it would take for his side to cross the barrier. 


What Jing Li wanted to capture was the fleeting gap.... 


He gradually began to grasp the patrolling habits of the two guards on the wall. The gap between them 
became clear. Jing Li wasn't completely sure - if he had observed for a while longer, he might have been 
able to be more certain. But there was no time for that. 


--This was enough to take a gamble. 


Jing Li pulled Hu Linglan's hand, signaling to go. 


The two of them headed to the right side of the cartoon passage, stopping in front of a side wall about 
three feet away from the guards of the passage - the darkest place between the two lanterns, and near 
it was a statue of a heavenly general, which cast a shadow on the wall. 


Before Hu Linglan reached the bottom of the wall, she had already thrown the hook rope upwards. The 
iron hook grabbed the top of the wall. At the same time, she used the "Tai Chi" skill that Xi Xiaoyan had 
taught her before to gently pull the rope, and the iron hook firmly hit the wall. When the brick is 
removed, it only makes a slight sound. 


Hu Linglan used the power of running and pulling the hook rope to make a leap. 


Jing Li waited under the wall and stood still, opening his palms to welcome the flying Hu Linglan. 
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Hu Linglan had already risen up in front of him, her feet and legs reaching the height of his face. Jing Li 
pushed his palms on the soles of Hu Linglan's feet violently, and her whole body climbed upward again 
ina hurry. 


Hu Linglan stretched out her long arm and just managed to grab the top of the wall. 


While she was climbing up the wall, Jing Li grabbed the hook she let go and climbed up on the wall; Hu 
Linglan was not idle after landing on the wall, reached down and grabbed Jing Li. She stretched out his 
hand, and with the strength of her arm that was usually strong enough to swing the giant nodachi 
violently, she took advantage of the momentum and pulled Jingli up. When Jing Li was clinging to the 
wall with both hands, she had already untied the hook. 


Their seamless wall-climbing move was completed in almost two breaths. It was all because they had 
practiced it many times beforehand, showing their tacit understanding. 


The two of them climbed onto the wall without stopping for a moment. They ran silently along the wall 
with their bodies low, crossing the pass that was guarded by four people from a high place, and they 
took advantage of the fact that the two guards high up on the wall had averted their eyes! 


After they crossed the two to three feet distance, Jing Li thought that he had reached his limit, so he 
took Hu Linglan with him and jumped down along the wall. 


Just as they disappeared from the wall, the guard on the east side of the wall turned his gaze back. 


The two of them landed on the ground with their profound leg and foot skills, making only a very slight 
sound. Once they landed, they crouched still and listened quietly to see if there was any commotion 
from the guards. 


For along time, everything was quiet. Except for their rapid heartbeats. 
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They continued to crawl forward slowly, away from the passage. It wasn't until they were sure it was 
safe that the two looked at each other and smiled. 


"Thinking about it, it's been a long time since I've been like this." Hu Linglan whispered. Jing Li nodded. 
Both of them recalled the time when they met again in Chengdu, Sichuan, and immediately fought side 
by side in the dark, and they couldn't help but feel a strong sense of intimacy in their hearts. 


"Okay." Jing Li, under the face mask, showed his usual smile when facing difficulties. "Just do it twice 
more. It's easy." 


OOOO 


The venue for the banquet was in a private hall only a few dozen paces to the northeast of the Wudu 
School Hall. It was originally a place for the King of Ning to rest and comfort his soldiers after 
commanding them in the school hall, but since the King of Ning seldom practiced his troops, the hall was 
rarely used, and this night it served as a banquet hall. 


There are chairs for each person in the hall, and wine and fruit have been placed on each table. The food 
will not be served until everyone is seated. The first seat belonging to the prince is vacant, and the chairs 
to the left and right are occupied by Li Shishi and his son. 


Although Li Junyuan had arranged six seats for the guests, Yue Lang and Nong Kun had to sit down, 
while the other four leopard men stood behind them to guard them, motionless. Li Junyuan was even 
more happy when he saw it: these wolf soldiers were so loyal and brave, and when they saw the 
delicious food and wine, they were not as greedy as those Jianghu people who came to invest, but they 
only focused on protecting the leader. 


——Although these wolf soldiers are difficult to tame, as long as they can be used for their own 
purposes, they will fight loyally in the battle formation... 


| am already thinking about how to persuade the prince to allocate military funds tomorrow to give this 
team of wolf soldiers extra treatment, and how they can persuade more tribesmen to come... 
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Li Shishi had the usual look of being exhausted and withered at any moment, with a hunched back and a 
cane with both hands. The wine glass on the table was not touched, and his strange separated eyes 
scanned the wild man. The masked Red Caveman standing behind Yue Lang was unusually thick and 
strong, like a big breathing rock. Even among the royal guards, there were not many such strong men. Li 
Shishi took a look at his son and showed a favorable expression. 


There were more than a dozen attendants standing around the hall, and several of them stood close 
behind Li and his son. Looking at their clothes, they looked like servants. In fact, they were all martial 
arts figures from all over the country that Yan Qingtong had recruited for Prince Ning's Palace over the 
years. The selected boxing masters are specially used on such occasions, so that they can protect the 
dignitaries at the banquet without offending the guests. 


At this moment, these dozen boxers were secretly staring at the hunting knife on the wolf soldier's 
waist. 


Several delicacies had been served, and the two sides had toasted each other for several rounds. Li 
Shishi saw that the leader of the wolf soldiers, Yue Lang, was eating and drinking happily. He thought 
that the time was almost up, so he said to Yue Lang: "My prince loves talents far more than anyone 
else." The imperial court. In the past, your tribe was often recruited by the imperial court to help the 
incompetent officers and soldiers fight against the bandits. What was the reward? Or just report military 
merits and give them some casual praise?" 


Yue Lang listened and looked at Nong Kun. Nong Kun translated what the old man Li Shishi said in 
dialect. 


——In fact, Yue Lang was very fluent in Chinese. At this time, he pretended not to understand, and Nong 
Kun pretended to translate back and forth. This just made the meeting go more slowly to give Jing Li and 
the others more time to act. 


After Yue Lang listened and nodded, Li Shishi said to Nong Kun: "Tell your leader: If you join our Prince 
Ning's palace, | promise to make him a general, and provide everyone with a share of food and salary for 
the wolf soldiers. It will definitely be far better than farming and hunting in your hometown." It’s not a 
problem to bring your family over to live with you - all the houses outside the palace belong to my 
prince. As long as you agree to work for Prince Ning, everyone will have no worries about food and 
clothing from now on." 
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Nong Kun translated the words. Yue Lang thought for a while while holding the wine glass, staring at Li 
Shishi, and replied to Nong Kun in native dialect. 


"My leader asked: What does King Ning want to recruit troops for?" Nong Kun conveyed. 


Li Shishi and his son looked at each other. This time it was Li Junyuan's turn to speak. 


"The king has the heroic style of his ancestor, and he is far more capable than that one who only knows 
how to play..." Li Junyuan smiled and changed his tone: "In short, if the battle is successful in the future, 
the world will be different. The status of you Lian people will also be different. " 


After hearing this, Nong Kun smiled at Li Junyuan, indicating that he understood the meaning of his 
words: King Ning wanted to overthrow his nephew's throne. 


After Nong Kun translated the words, Li Junyuan continued: "The Southwestern Lian people have been 
oppressed and despised for many years. Don't they want to be proud of themselves? To be a major 
contributor to the resurgence of the imperial court, such an opportunity does not come easily. Your 
descendants will sing your praises in the future." 


"If we win the war." Nong Kun responded with a smile. This time it was his own words. 


"Nothing falls from the sky, right?" Li Junyuan laughed too. "I'm sure you Southerners who live in the 
mountains understand this very well," he said. 


He paused, looked at the wolf soldiers behind Yue Lang and Nong Kun, and said, "If you gamble naked, 
your descendants will be different. They will enjoy your blessings for many years." 


After listening to Li Junyuan's lobbying, Nong Kun was really moved. Li and his son were right: What has 
the Han court given us over the past thousands of years? If the fighting ability of us wild people is used 
in this critical place, we might be able to escape from the life of living in the poor mountains and rivers 
for a long time... 
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If he hadn't already decided that Prince Ning's Mansion was the enemy this time, Nong Kun would really 
consider this suggestion. 


But Yue Lang, who was listening silently, knew that this was a very dangerous deal, and even if it wasn't 
for the position of the Six Tigers, he would never have accepted it. 


—— Yue Lang, who has been dealing with the Han people for many years, knows that although the 
world today is not a "prosperous age", it is not yet in a critical situation. Those who want to step forward 
and strive to be emperor at this time can only drive others with interests. Yue Lang intuitively 
understands this people can never be trusted... 


Nong Kun and Yue Lang were talking in dialect again. Li Shishi and his son waited patiently. As Yue Lang 
spoke, he pointed to the empty first seat. Li and his son didn't know why. 


Nong Kun turned around and conveyed Yue Lang's words. 


"My chief asks, if your royal master is really so capable, why hasn't he come to drink with him now?" 


When this statement was made, the "attendants" around the room were mildly angry. 


——tThese barbarians are so rude to the prince? 


— —Do you think that just because you know how to fight a war, you should be personally received by 
the prince? We have been in the prince's palace for so long, and we haven't had many drinks with him in 
the same room! 


Li and his son did not show any anger. Li Shishi touched the crutch in his hand and said with a smile: 
"Tonight, Li made his own decision and wanted to get to know you two first. As long as your tribe is 
really interested in joining, Li will definitely arrange to meet the prince as soon as possible." 


Jun Yuan paused and continued: "My father is the chief adviser to the prince. His promise to you is 
equivalent to the prince's promise." 
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Yue Lang listened to Nong Kun's translation again, thought about it and replied, then he grabbed the 
pastries on the shelf and ate them. "My leader said he wants to think about it again." After Nongkun 
finished speaking, he also picked up a piece of braised pork and started chewing it. Li and his son looked 
at each other, feeling even more satisfied. If the wolf soldier leader agreed easily, they would doubt his 
determination. 


While Yue Lang was eating and drinking, he looked relaxed on the outside, but in his heart he kept 
thinking about how to prolong the banquet longer... 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 168 Chapter 7: Night Flower 


At last, they entered the area where the "Dragon Knight Commander", Shang Chengyu, lived. The 
buildings and gardens here were much simpler than the other areas of the royal residence that they had 
passed through earlier, and there were no more statues of gods and beasts. Jing Liand Hu Linglan 
traveled through a garden filled with plum trees. 


In the middle of the forest, they passed by a small stone shrine, the corners of which were filled with 
wooden plaques and small figures. Jing Li looked inside and and found a small pottery statue with a 
goat's head and human body enshrined. He picked up another wooden sign and took a closer look at it 
through the light in the distance. The strange incantation engraved on it was very familiar. It was the 
same thing-transfer teaching text he had seen many times before. 


There was no doubt that this shrine belonged to the Dragon Warrior King, Wu Ji Hong. This makes it 
even more certain that Huo Yaohua is within this area. 


——But where? 


The two dived deeper and arrived outside a brightly lit house. Hu Linglan quietly peeked inside from the 
window, and saw seven or eight men inside the room eating, drinking, and chatting enthusiastically. 
They looked very relaxed. The same number of weapons were placed against the wall. They were 
obviously off-duty guards in the general's office. 


Jing Li also observed them. The guards were drinking heavily, obviously not taking the job of protecting 
the general's residence into consideration, and just treating it as an easy errand, and their conversations 
were all about men's wealth and liquor, and they were talking with great gusto. 


"The last hand yesterday... | was really unlucky. The dealer threw a double six, and | vomited all my 
winnings all night long..." 


"| told you, just take it as it comes. ...... If you went to the brothel with me, you wouldn't have to lose 
everything." 
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"If you don't lose everything, you'll still end up losing it all to women." 


"Haha, at least we should have a good time. ...... 


Jing Li looked at them with their faces flushed from drinking, as if they were always so relaxed. 


--of course. If there is already a former deputy leader of the Wudang Sect at the guarding place, and 
there is also a Wave Dragon Master sitting in charge, no one will be too nervous... 


Jing Li and Hu Linglan thought to themselves, "With such undisciplined guards, no one would suspect if 
one of them disappeared, and would only guess that he was drunk and sleeping in a corner of the 
garden. 


Hu Linglan looked closely at the guards to determine which one had drunk the most. Her eyes suddenly 
rested on the face of one person. 


"This person ...... you remember, right?" 


Jing Li followed the direction of Hu Linglan's finger and found the face. He couldn't help but smile after 
looking at it. 


"You have a good memory," said Jingshi. Jing Li said. 


"That's him." Hu Linglan pulled down the spell cloth covering her face, rolled it into a ball, and then took 
the cowhide rope from her waist. "He must know." 


OOOO 


When the cloth on Yu Siping's eyes was removed, he still closed his eyes tightly and did not dare to look. 
Fear filled his heart, making him tremble uncontrollably. All the alcohol had dissipated. 
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Not long after he relieved himself, he felt the urge to urinate again. 


Yu Siping had always felt that he was a lucky man all these years: originally he was only a small horse 
thief, but when he met the Dragon King's recruitment, he ran rampant in Luling for many days; when the 
Clear Lotus Temple was attacked by the group of "Six Swords of the Broken Door," his companions were 
all dead, but he was one of the eight King of the Magic who were lucky enough to survive and escaped 
from the Qingyuan Mountain alive; soon after they scattered and fled, he and his other two companions 
were able to reunite with King Wujihong again, and joined the King of Magic in the magnificent Ning 
Prince's Palace. In addition to receiving a share of food and salary, he could also use the "Prince's Palace 
Guard" as a Signboard, living the happy life of the past in Nanchang City again, 


No matter how arrogant and tyrannical they are, the government does not dare to offend... Being just a 
guard at the general's residence in the palace is much more leisurely than working as a horse thief 
before... 


However, he could not have imagined that he would encounter such danger in this iron barrel-like Ning 
Wang's residence! 


He didn't quite know how it happened. He only remembered that he had gone to the garden to relieve 
himself with two colleagues. The two of them had finished their work and went back first. However, his 
peeing was particularly long, so he was left alone... Then instantly his mouth, eyes and hands are sealed 


A palm gently slapped his face, asking him to open his eyes. 


"Do you recognize us?" 


Yu Siping's vision was a little blurry at first, but after refocusing, he could clearly see the man with long, 
fluffy hair in front of him. 


How could he not recognize it? For a long time, this guy had been in his nightmares. 


--The man who chopped up the Dragon Warrior King! 
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Yu Siping looked at Hu Linglan next to him and was finally sure that this was not a dream. 


But he really couldn't think of why the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" appeared in front of him? 


Hu Linglan forcefully twisted Yu Siping's arms that were tied behind his back. His mouth, gagged with 
stones, could only growl. 


"If you don't want to die, just tell me one thing." Jing Li approached Yu Siping's face again and said, 
"Where is Huo Yaohua?" 


Yu Siping struggled for a while before he regained his ability to think and realized what Jing Li wanted to 
know. 


And he knew the answer. 


--"My good fortune is not all gone yet. 


Yu Siping nodded vigorously. 


OOOO 


The smoke exhaled from Huo Yaohua's red lips lingered in the room, changing into various uncertain 
shapes. 


She was lying on the bed, lighting a dim oil lamp, looking closely at the clouds and mist, and her mind 
seemed to be temporarily drifting into the distance. ——Forget the reality of being imprisoned. 


She held the cigarette rod with her slender fingers and half-closed her eyes, enjoying the illusion of 
freedom. 
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Over the past few days, Huo Yaohua has become accustomed to anesthetizing herself like this. Although 
she still thought of the small note hidden in the cigarette bag from time to time, she tried not to think 
too much about it. Too much hope is just torture for yourself. 


However, deep down in her consciousness, she still couldn't control it. The index finger of her other 
hand unconsciously marked a word on the chair handle of Hu's bed. 


— —The word "Jing" on the note. 


She continued to do this while smoking the cigarette rod, as if it could relieve the pain in her heart. 


Just as she was drawing the knife on the right side of the word "Jing" for the nineteenth time, a sharp 
sound suddenly entered through the paper window on the side of the room, and then made an 
abnormal noise in the room. 


The sound is not loud, but it contains a special energy. This is created by the object flying through the air 
with extraordinary force. 


It is even more impossible for a female warrior like Huo Yaohua not to be able to tell the difference. Her 
whole body suddenly bounced slightly on the bed, as if she had been electrocuted. 


But at the same time she knew there were still watchers out there. She suppressed her impulse, sat up 
from the bed as usual, stretched a little, then stood up and walked towards the place where the sound 
came from, pretending to be as leisurely as possible while walking. 


However, when she saw the thing nailed to the head of the bed, her heart immediately beat 
uncontrollably, and sweat oozed from the pores of her skin at the same time. 


It was a small knife with a curved shape, like an artifact from a foreign country. 
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This knife shape was very familiar to Huo Yaohua: it was the hunting knife she took from Jing Li when 
she first met him at the foot of Qingyuan Mountain that day! 


Of course, Huo Yaohua instantly judged that this was not the same sword. The souvenir she had been 
keeping in her body had been searched and picked up by Wu Jihong, and together with her favorite 
weapon, the saw blade, they were locked in the palace armory; although the shape of this saber was the 
same, the blade and handle were rougher, and the luster of the blade was freshly minted, a mere 
replica. 


However this is not important. What matters is the appearance. 


Represents the person who threw the knife in. 


Huo Yaohua prayed that the sound did not alert the watchers outside. But this failed. She had already 
heard the light footsteps, approaching the paper window that had been shot through. 


She reached out and pulled out the knife from the wood at the head of the bed, holding it in her right 
hand. 


The watcher outside the window got closer. She knew the moment she'd been waiting for had arrived. 


And she had been preparing for this every day for the past two years. 


Huo Yaohua bit her lower lip. The long-hidden wolf girl appearance appears again. 


The watcher outside reached out to inspect the hole in the paper window. 


beats How is this going? ..... 


This bodyguard under Wu Jihong has been ordered to monitor Huo Yaohua for a year. He has long been 
tired of this boring job. Nothing unusual has happened in the past year, so his response is inevitably 
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slow. Originally, when he heard a strange noise, he should have alerted his colleagues before going 
forward to investigate, but he did not act so cautiously and just walked over casually. 


This is a rare opportunity. 


Huo Yaohua's body, which had not been exercised, was instantly filled with energy. She walked lightly 
and silently to the paper window, and suddenly the guard at the window came face to face with Huo 
Yaohua, and was stunned for a moment. 


Huo Yaohua's body jumped forward like a cat, crossed the window, and jumped on the guard! 


The guard's mouth and nose were covered by Huo Yaohua's left hand, and he fell backwards, unable to 
call out for a moment. 


Huo Yihua straddled his chest, and the blade of the hunting saber she held in her right hand was already 
pressed against the opponent's neck! 


In panic, the guard could only grasp Huo Yaohua's right sleeve with both hands, trying to stop her 
movements. 


Huo Yao's eyes flashed with long-repressed murderous intent. 


She swung her right arm outward. The sleeves were torn up to her shoulders under the tug, revealing 
her arms tattooed with object-transferring incantations. 


A startling red color paints the ground outside the window. 


Huo Yaohua's face was stained with blood. But she didn't stop because she killed one person, and 
immediately jumped up from the corpse. 


--She jumped up from the body because there were still two watchers on the other side of the room. 
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--And Huo Yihua knew exactly where they were hiding. 


With one arm bare and holding a bloody knife, she jumped through the window and returned to the 
room. She lowered her body to prevent the other two surveillance guards from seeing her through the 
opposite window. She crawled around the room like a wild animal until she reached the window there 
and jumped out again! 


The two surveillance guards had not yet seen what was happening, and had not yet decided what to do, 
when they suddenly saw Huo Yaohua jumping out of this window, they were stunned and frozen, and 
when they saw that she was holding a blood-stained knife in her hand, the two of them reacted by 
immediately pulling out their waist sabers, and were ready to subdue her. 


They all followed Wu Jihong after entering Prince Ning's Mansion. They never knew how this woman 
Huo Yaohua came to know that she had a knife in her hand. They only thought about their negligence in 
monitoring. 


The first reaction was to subdue Huo Yaohua and seize the knife, so that they could escape punishment - 
when they thought of the terrible witch general, they just wanted to resolve the matter privately. 


The first person was afraid of killing Huo Yaohua, so he turned his waist knife with the back of the knife 
facing outward, preparing to knock her out with one blow. 


But when he saw Huo Yaohua taking two steps towards him, he knew he was wrong. 


——Why so fast—— 


Huo Yohua hadn't practiced for two years, and her body and mind were indeed slow and rusty. 
Otherwise, when she killed the first person just now, she could just jump out of the window and kill him 
with a quick knife. Why would she need to suppress the fight before using the knife? Now that she has 
tasted the long-lost blood, her swordsman instinct has been fully awakened. 


The guard had no time to breathe and call for help, so he could only desperately swing his saber at the 
charging wolf girl! 
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At the last moment, Huo Yihua dodged so precisely that the saber passed an inch above her head. Her 

right arm swings forward in the shape of a hook. The short saber arced from the side and stabbed into 

the side of the guard's neck. It was the "Tooth Hook Stab", a Ch'u Wolf School saber move that she had 
not used for a long time! 


As the guard fell with the knife in his neck, Huo Yaohua had already taken away his waist saber and 
turned around to deal with the third spy. 


When the third man saw that his companion was killed in an instant, he was so frightened that his 
original fighting spirit disappeared. He turned around and ran away, shouting for help! 


But just when his cry was about to alarm the general and the others, the breath of that voice was stuck 
in his throat and could not be exhaled. 


Just because the moment before he exhaled, a sharp-edged iron bullet hit the back of his head and sunk 
deeply into his bones! The next moment, Huo Yaohua's knife penetrated his heart from behind. 


Huo Yaohua stretched out her legs to push down the corpse, waved the blood on her waist knife, and 
looked at the corpse on the ground, feeling indescribable joy in her heart. 


The spilled blood looked like a big red night flower blooming on the garden soil. The smell of blood 
overwhelmed the fragrance of plum blossoms. 


Huo Yaohua slowly turned around to look at the two figures walking out of the corner of the courtyard. 


When she saw Jing Li's face emerging from the shadows, an extremely complex and exciting emotion 
surged into her chest, making her choke. She held back tears because she didn't want her vision to 
become blurred and unable to see clearly the man she had missed day and night. 


When he looked at Huo Yaohua, his expression was the same as the last time they parted at "Qinglian 
Temple", the same hearty smile. 
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--But Huo Yohua hadn't forgotten: that night, he had almost killed her with a single saber. So did she. 


At this moment, she did not know how to face Jing Li. 


She had a lot to say. But she couldn't say anything at all. 


When she saw Hu Linglan behind Jing Li, she came to her senses and remembered her position. 


When Hu Linglan saw Huo Yohua again, her eyes were also moist. 


--She's really alright! Great! ...... 


She and Jing Li found their way here with Yu Siping's information, but they saw someone watching the 
guards from afar. On the one hand, they couldn't be sure if Huo Yaohua was in the room, and on the 
other hand, they didn't know how many watchers were hiding. Fortunately, Jing Li had already prepared 
a token that could remotely notify Huo Yaohua that "we are here": the imitation hunting knife. He took 
the knife out of the red cloth and threw it into the window of Huo Yaohua's room. 


——lIf Huo Yaohua had read our note and believed that we would come to rescue her one day, then she 
would be ready to escape every day. This includes identifying where the people who are watching her 
are every day. ...... 


Jing Li gambled on this. The result was successful. 


At this moment, he saw that Huo Yaohua and Hu Linglan were both excited, and said to them quietly 
and calmly: "Let's talk about everything after we go out." At the same time, he began to take off his 
outer robe. 


After hearing this, Hu Linglan came to her senses, took off her robe, and took out the headscarf and face 
towel she had taken off earlier from her waist pocket. 
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Both of them wore an extra layer of leopard clothes in order to bring Huo Yaohua to dress up as a wolf 
soldier, so that the three of them could turn back the same way, and blend in with the wolf soldier's 
group in order to get away safely. 


--Of course, everything must be done as soon as possible. The disappearance of the three men here will 
alarm the palace soon. 


Although Huo Yaohua didn't know what their plan was, she completely trusted them and quickly put on 
these weird alien clothes. Hu Linglan also stepped forward to help her. While wearing this outfit, both of 
them recalled the trip they took with Xi Xiaoyan disguised as merchants, and couldn't help but feel 
nostalgic. 


"Do you know...... he is still alive?" Huo Yaohua asked quietly while wearing her headband. 


Hu Linglan knew Huo Yaohua was asking about Xi Xiaoyan as soon as she heard it. She remembers the 
reluctance of Huo Yao Hua when she spoke to Xi Xiaoyan when they parted ways at Wudang Mountain. 


"I've never heard of it..." Hu Linglan adjusted her belt behind her. "| don't think he is a man who dies so 
easily, is he?" 


Huo Yaohua was silent. This sentence can be applied to every master of the Wudang Sect. But they still 
died... 


On the other side, Jing Li put the three corpses into the house and covered the blood on the ground with 
sand. When he dealt with the second dead person, he pulled out the hunting knife stuck in the body, 
wiped the blood with the corpse's clothes, and then showed the blade to Huo Yaohua. 


--You still remember it. 


Huo Yao Hua nodded comfortingly. 
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Jing Li picked up a waist knife left by the dead man for his own use, and prepared to insert the knife into 
his belt before continuing to carry the body. But at this moment, a gloomy voice sounded from the other 
end of the garden. 


"Blood in the dark of night always smells extra sweet." 


Jing's smile faded, he held the knife behind his left hand and hid it on the inside of his forearm, facing 
the direction of the voice; 


Huo Yaohua's face turned pale in an instant, and she pulled out the waist knife that was originally stuck 
on the dirt ground in her hand again; 


Hu Linglan slowly picked up the imitation Japanese saber she had put aside when she was taking off her 
clothes, and placed her palm on the handle. 


From the archway in the distance of the garden, many figures appeared. 


"Ever since | left Wudang Mountain, | have been particularly sensitive to this smell. | smelled it from a 
distance just now." 


The first speaker was shirtless in the winter night, revealing a toned but fair skin, glistening with beads 
of sweat under the distant lamplight. The man's hair was cut in different lengths, and he was holding a 
strange sword in each hand: the left hand's green blade was long and narrow, while the right hand's 
sword was like a snake in a wave shape. 


But what surprised Jing Li most was his pupils: the left eye was black and the right eye was red. 


"Wudang Dark Swordsman, Wei Dongliu." 


Although he had been in the royal residence for more than a month, Huo Yaohua had never seen him 
and did not know that Shang Chengyu had gained this powerful assistant. 


Hearing the word "Wudang", Jing Li's blood immediately boiled up in his chest. 


2760 


--But at the same time, he knew that it was not tonight to fulfill his desire to fight in a martial arts duel. 


Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua shared the same feeling, and together they fled towards the way 
they came before! 


Wei Dongliu's yin and yang pupils flashed fiercely, and he led more than 20 royal guards to chase after 
the three of them! 


Hu Linglan, while running, sheathed her saber on her back, took out a spring fork inserted in her waist, 
and pulled out an iron bullet from her right hand from the pouch on her waist, and clipped it onto the 
bull's eye of the spring fork, then suddenly turned back and half-kneeled, and pulled the fork full of 
bullets to the back and fired at the rear! 


Wei Dongliu side-stepped and dodged, one of the guards behind him was shot in the nose and rolled to 
the ground, tripping over another. 


After Hu Linglan fired, she quickly stood up and ran back, at the same time, Jing Li matched her by 
stopping and turning back, the hunting saber in his hand was thrown out in the air! 


One of the guards turned his head in time and dodged the saber, but his cheek was still cut open, and a 
burning sensation came from the high speed friction. Though he dodged a bullet, the guard was still in a 
cold sweat and his steps slowed down. 


The other guards did not dare to use their full speed during the chase, for fear that they would become 
the target of their opponents' powerful hidden weapons. 


This was the effect Jing Li and Hu Linglan hoped for. 


The three of them passed through the general's residence and soon reached the first checkpoint. The 
four people guarding the passage "saw the sudden appearance of several unknown figures in front of 
them, and immediately asked, "Who are they?" 
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Hu Linglan pulled out her saber and threw away the scabbard. Huo Yaohua placed her left palm on her 
right wrist, preparing to use her two-handed sword. 


Jing Li ran while looking forward and backward, mentally estimating how long it would take Wei Dongliu 
and his pursuers to reach this level, and then made a decision. He pulled out the hunting knife from his 
waist with his left hand, and together with the waist knife in his right hand, they formed a double sword. 


Both female swordsmen understood his decision: to kill the four people in front before the enemies 
behind them caught up. 


But just when the three of them walked three or four feet in front of the checkpoint, the number of 
people in the front checkpoint passage suddenly increased, about seven or eight - it turned out that 
there were already guards from the palace who were alarmed that something was wrong and came to 
reinforce them. 


It seems impossible to rush through in one go. 


"You guys find a place to climb the wall. I'll be responsible for pestering them." Jing Li said. 


"No!" Huo Yaohua shouted flatly. "If you want to rush out, let's rush out together! We must never leave 
anyone behind!" 


Hu Linglan looked at her and nodded. 


"That's good." A look of determination appeared on Jing Li's face. "Get ready, follow me." He looked at 
Hu Linglan and said, "Blow the trumpet." 


Hu Linglan understood, took out a wooden whistle hanging around her neck from her clothes, put it in 
her mouth and blew it vigorously. 
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The sound of the whistle, which sounded like the odd call of a certain kind of night bird, rang out over 
the Ning King's Mansion. 


At the same time, Jing Li stared at the enemies at the front gate. The seven to eight guards stood ina 
tight formation, each holding a saber, ready to attack the intruders, each with a fierce look on their face. 


Jing Li was running and adjusting his breath at the same time. When he was only one foot away from the 
barrier, he took a deep breath and jumped forward. 


The moment his feet hit the ground together, his hands were hanging down with his saber, completely 
relaxed, his waist and back were arched like a wild animal, and his knees were deeply crouched and 
bent. 


Images of waves were stirred up in his heart. 


The body leapt forward again. 


OOOO 


"What's that sound?" 


When he was sitting in the banquet hall and faintly heard the strange bird-like whistle, Li Junyuan was 
stunned and looked out the window with a wine glass in his hand. 


At the same time, the faces of Yue Lang, Nong Kun and several wolf soldiers at the table all changed. 


He became expressionless, as if cast from iron. 


Because that is the unique warning signal among their wolf soldiers. This whistle sounds like the cry of a 
sacred bird called "Yu Ming Bird" in the traditional mythology of the Lun people. According to legend, 
when the fateful bird cries, blood will be shed in the world. 
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When the whistle sounds, it has only one meaning: 


All out fighting. 


The masked red cave wolf soldier standing behind Yue Lang suddenly turned sideways and rushed out 
with his huge body, flying toward Li Junyuan! 


Two royal guard boxers disguised as attendants stood closest to Li Junyuan. They responded promptly, 
stepped forward to cover Li Junyuan, and set up a boxing stance. 


These two people, one is a disciple of the Li family's Leopard Boxing, and the other is a master of the 
secret sect branch in Guangshan, Henan. They are not comparable to the palace guards who have 
backgrounds in the military or bandits, so they can adapt to this situation. 


The wolf soldiers in front rushed to the Leopard Fist disciple on the left first. The disciple of Leopard Fist 
saw that the wolf soldier was rushing towards him like crazy, and there was an empty space in the 
middle. He turned sideways on his horse and punched with a protruding knuckle, and struck the wolf 
soldier's left rib from below with his yin hand! 


The moment before the wolf soldier was hit, he exhaled a breath and his body suddenly turned into a 
heavy stone. 


The Leopard Fist disciple's punch hit the ribs. There was no bone-breaking sensation as expected, but it 
was like hitting a heavy iron plate! 


At the same time as his knuckles burst in pain, the Leopard Fist disciple saw with tearful eyes a huge fist 
hitting his chest! 


At the same moment that the Leopard Fist disciple was knocked away, the Guangshan Secret Sect boxer 
on the other side attacked. He used his sect's unique "Yanqing Confused Step" to circle to the side and 
rear of the wolf soldier; he threw out a soft palm and hit the wolf soldier in the back of the head with 
the back of his palm! 
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——This disciple of the secret sect has practiced "Iron Sand Palm" hard for more than ten years. The 
bones of his palms are as heavy as iron. He slams his palms like this. 


The blow may seem gentle, but the actual power is equivalent to an iron weight hanging from a rope 
and hitting the human body hard! 


But the wolf soldier seemed to have a backsight. He lowered himself onto the horse and flexed his right 
arm to protect the side of his head, blocking the arm swung by the secret sect boxer! 


When the two arms touched, the secret sect boxer felt as if he had hit an iron bar, and the right arm he 
swung out immediately went numb, as if half of his body could not exert any strength. 


The wolf soldier's body remained low, but his right foot in front quickly lifted off the ground and kicked 
off. The sole of the foot wearing straw sandals was like an ax blade and kicked out laterally. It hit the 
side tendon of the boxer's knee and immediately produced a kick. With the sound of breaking, the 
secret boxer screamed and rolled to the ground. 


At this time, Li Junyuan had already turned over the tables in front of him. He couldn't care less that his 
luxurious brocade clothes were stained with wine and vegetable juice, and he tried his best to run away 
in the opposite direction of the wolf soldier. 


But a thick hand quickly stretched out, grabbed the back of Li Junyuan's clothes, and held him back like a 
chicken. One arm was wrapped around his head, and the five fingers of the other hand were spread out 
to pinch his face. 


"Don't move! I'm going to break his neck, just like breaking a dead branch!" 


That rough voice spoke fluent Chinese and definitely didn't sound like a foreigner. 


The other boxers who wanted to step forward were frightened by these words and retreated. At this 
time, Yue Lang and the other five people each pulled out their hunting knives and stood guard behind 


the masked wolf soldier. 
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Seeing that Li Junyuan no longer dared to resist, the sturdy wolf soldier let go of his face with his right 
hand and pulled off his turban and mask. 


Li Junyuan was extremely surprised when he saw his face covered with wild hair. Just because he had 
seen this person: in Xi'an: when the martial arts army that was attacking Yao Lianzhou walked out of the 
"Linmen Inn"... 


"You are...from the Shaolin Temple..." 


When all the guard boxers in the hall heard this, they were all stunned and looked at the two colleagues 
who had fallen down by lightning on the ground. The Leopard Fist disciple was injured internally and his 
mouth and nose were bleeding, but he still held his right fist with a broken joint and looked at it in 
disbelief. 


This hand was destroyed by hard work using the Shaolin Sect's "Bronze Man Armor" and "Golden Bell 
Cover". 


Opposite him, Li Shishi was no longer as calm as usual. His separated eyes were bloodshot. He looked at 
the Shaolin monk Yuan Xing and his kidnapped son Li Junyuan through the group of boxers in front of 
him, and his eyes were filled with tears. 


Li Junyuan recalled the warning letter he received from the "Six Swordsmen" that day: "Although we are 
thousands of miles away, we will kill all of you." He felt inexplicable fear in his heart, and his legs were 
so weak that he could hardly stand. 


"What... do you want?" Li Shishi stared at Yuanxing with resentful eyes. 


"Nothing." Yuan Xing smiled and replied, "We are leaving the palace. 


I'd like to ask your son to give us a ride," he said. 


OOOO 
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When the sound of "The Bird of Destiny" sounded in the night sky, the people in the big bamboo shed 
opposite the "Martial Arts School Hall" stood up from their seats and looked into the distance where the 
sound came from. 


The palace guards who were watching them outside the shed were also attracted by the whistle and 
looked over there. Some people also whispered among themselves. 


"What is that..." one of the guards asked, looking up in the direction of the whistle and nudging his 
colleague with his elbow. Suddenly he heard a strange noise next to him. Then there was the sound of 
the weapon in the colleague's hand falling to the ground. 


The guard and several people nearby looked at his colleague, and were shocked to find that a flying 
knife was nailed to his throat, with a red scarf on the handle. Those dead eyes widened in horror. 


No one is sure what happened yet. The guard who spoke was confused and still stretched out his hands 
to support the deceased to prevent him from falling, but he heard the sound of many feet running on 
the ground. 


Sixty wolf soldiers, each with their hunting sabers drawn, were rushing toward him! 


The royal guards who surrounded the bamboo hut and watched over the wolf soldiers numbered three 
hundred, five times the number of wolf soldiers, but they were divided into seven or eight groups 
standing around the bamboo hut-that is to say, each group was smaller than the wolf soldiers. 


The guards on the south side of the bamboo hut were suddenly attacked and were in a panic, so they 
hastily formed up and drew their weapons to fight! 


They never thought that someone would do something so openly after entering the palace that was like 
an iron barrel, so they were quite relaxed when guarding the wolf soldiers. Their trust in the palace's 
superiority has now become their Achilles' heel. 
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The wolf soldiers on the other side are always ready to fight at any time. When the "bird of fate" cries, 
they will attack at full speed together as agreed in advance without hesitation. 


They also had another advantage: the masked Red Caveman who was running in front of the 60 men. 


The figure charged forward and used the momentum to swing his arms forward one after another! 


Among the guards who were attacked, one person was hit by a flying knife in the thigh and fell down. 
The other person's chest made the sound of a sharp knife being driven into it, and he fell to the ground 
slumped. 


——tThe Kongtong School's unique skill "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" is powerful and has no warning 
signs. In the martial arts world, it is probably only comparable to the flying sword of Fan Zong, the 
former "Brown Snake" of the Wudang sect. 


Lian Feihong pulled off his turban and face towel, revealing a head of white hair and an old face, but his 
eyes were as bright as a young man in the dark night. With his right hand, he pulled out the iron fan 
hidden on the side of his thigh under his robe, and with his left hand, he was already wearing the iron 
glove he had taken out earlier. With flying feet, he rushed into the enemy group first! 


A palace guard standing at the front saw Lian Feihong coming and put his sword diagonally in front of 

the door on guard. Unexpectedly, Lian Feihong didn't have to think about it. As soon as he arrived, he 

swung the folded iron fan and struck him in the face. As soon as the iron fan and the waist knife came 

into contact, the guard felt an extremely heavy force. Before he could react, the iron fan and the waist 
knife hit his face hard, causing blood and bones to crack! 


Another palace guard standing on the right side of Lian Feihong was about to take advantage of his iron 
fan to strike his outstretched right arm from the side, but Lian Feihong noticed it early, turned his body 
to the right and swung his left fist horizontally. Out, a Kongtong "Hua Zhan Chu" hit the elbow of the 
man's knife-holding arm. 


Not only did it intercept the knife, but the arm was strangely bent on the spot, and the guard rolled 
backward with a cry of grief! 
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Lian Feihong continued to take advantage of his turn, and with his right hand, he swung his iron fan out 
to the side and back, with another " Dark Leaf Fan", the sharp edge of the iron fan cut hard across the 
arm of the third guard, and the saber fell with the loss of strength in his fingers and palm, and the man 
stroked the cut on his arm that could be seen through to the bone, groaning as he fell backward. 


Mr. Fei Hong, the "mythical beast", had defeated three people in a row, his saber had not yet grown old. 


With this kind of vanguard general, when the wolf soldiers come to kill, their combat strength and 
morale will be greatly boosted, and they can fully take advantage of the surprise attack. In the blink of 
an eye, more than a dozen palace guards fell down! 


Lian Feihong rushed back and forth in the formation, with a fighting strength of thirty men. In front of 
the "Eight Great Jue" of the Kongtong Sect, these guards were like rotten trees swept by the storm, and 
were destroyed one by one. 


Taking advantage of Mr. Feihong's momentum to clear the way, the wolf soldiers also charged forward 
bravely, giving full play to their ferocious habits. Every time a palace guard is killed or injured, the wolf 
soldiers gain another weapon. Now there are more than 20 people holding single swords or long spears 
in their hands, which increases their combat power. 


The wolf soldiers suddenly launched an attack and bloodbathed the palace. The other guards who were 
watching were slow to react. Only then did they rush in from all sides, hoping to overwhelm the 
opponent with their numerical advantage. 


Unexpectedly, the wolf soldiers moved quickly and uniformly. After defeating the first group of guards, 
they rushed to the west without stopping and surrounded another group of enemies. 


There were originally forty or fifty people in the guard on the west side, and the confrontation with the 
wolf soldiers might not collapse in an instant. However, when they saw the tribesmen who were capable 
of killing, each of them had wooden talismans in their mouths, and their expressions were like wild 
beasts in the forest, they felt anxious in their hearts. After panicking, some people turned around and 
ran away, and suddenly the whole group retreated! 


At the same time, a dozen tall wolf soldiers who had obtained long knives walked towards the edge of 


the bamboo shed with great tacit understanding, and worked together to chop down the two 
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supporting wooden pillars. They were used to cutting down trees to clear roads in the mountains. As 
they swung their swords together, the two wooden pillars quickly became like standing dead trees. 
When the wolf soldiers extended their legs to attack, one wooden pillar suddenly broke, and the weight 
of the leaning bamboo shed was also involved. It broke a damaged wooden pillar! 


The wolf soldiers left the bamboo shed in time, only to see that half of the big bamboo shed collapsed, 
bamboo branches and wood were scattered, and the courtyard was full of obstacles, which became the 
cover of the wolf soldiers. 


A royal guard from the north rushed over and wanted to attack the wolf soldiers, but more than thirty 
wolf soldiers had already picked up the long bamboos scattered on the ground and threw them at the 
guards as their usual spears. Suddenly the bamboo branches flew like rain. Under the hunting spear that 
the wild man had learned since he was a child, the guards screamed in panic and ran away. Several of 
them were hit by strong and heavy bamboo branches, and their bones were broken immediately. 


Lian Feihong led the wolf soldiers, using the collapsed bamboo shed as cover, to confront the palace 
guards. The guards were killed three or four times in a row, and they did not dare to advance any more. 
They only stayed on guard from a distance, thinking that they had to wait for more colleagues. Hear the 
sounds of battle and come to support. 


Sure enough, a group of people arrived from the north soon. The palace guards looked around, only to 
see that the visitors were none other than the wolf soldiers who had gone to the banquet. One of them, 
a tall and sturdy man with short, wild hair, was holding someone in his hands. At first glance, he was 
clearly the prince's think tank, Li Junyuan. 


Don't do it! Don't do it! "Li Junyuan was held by Yuanxing's shoulders with one hand and the top of his 
head with the other. It felt like his head and neck were being placed in a large iron clamp that was about 
to be clamped at any time. He was so frightened that cold sweat ran down his back. When he saw the 
palace guard in front of him, he thought. He rushed forward, waving his hands and calling: "Get out of 
the way! Everyone, get out of the way!" 


Behind them were a large group of guards, and Li Shishi was also carried and followed by several 
Wangfu boxers. They kept chasing anxiously, but they were unable to do anything. 


2770 


Yue Lang, Nong Kun and several wolf soldiers each held hunting knives and escorted Yuan Xing and Li 
Junyuan forward. They passed through the thicket of palace guards and finally met up with Lian Feihong 
and the wolf soldiers. 


Lian Feihong looked at Li Junyuan's appearance and couldn't help laughing. 


"Where are Brother Jing and the others?" Yuan Xing asked. 


Lian Feihong put away his smile and once again looked in the distance from where the whistle came. 
"They will come back." Lian Feihong said, "Now we can only believe in them." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 169 Chapter 8 Demonic Eyes 


The eight royal guards guarding the barrier had the feeling that they were dreaming. 


They had never seen anyone fly so fast. 


--And it was headed right for them. 


When they had the chance to think of "meeting this enemy", Jing Li's whirling figure was already right in 
front of their eyes. 


Just like when you see a wave coming, you can't dodge it in time. 


Jing Li's whole body spun halfway in the air, utilizing the full force of his jump. 


The blade of the waist saber in his hand suddenly disappeared halfway through the swing, as if it had 
transformed from a solid body to an invisible energy. Where the high-speed saber passed, the bodies of 
two people were consecutively chopped apart! 


After the saber had passed through the two bodies, it seemed that there was no stoppage at all. Jing Li's 
body still continued to rotate, and in the process, he swung his left-handed hunting saber out to slice 
open another person's chest! 


Jing Li's momentum was only weakened at this point, but he still used his last strength to make another 
half turn, and the saber came out of his hand just before the centrifugal force subsided, the blade flew 
out ina straight line, and entered into the thigh of the fourth person! 


Jing Li then half-kneeled on the ground. 


A "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" killed four people in a row. 
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This variant of "Iron Cutting Power" does not focus ona single sword, but spreads it over several 
combos. Although it is less powerful, it can be used when the enemy is outnumbered. A new way of 
breaking. 


But just now, he made a small jump after running, and instantly took up the technique of "Water Wave 
Cutting Iron Position". It was an idea that he only had in the past few months, which can supplement the 
"Iron Cutting Position" move. The shortcoming of the long preparation time is that its true power is far 
from the formal "Iron Cutting Force", but it can be flexibly used in situations like this. Jing Li had 
practiced it dozens of times in a light way before, but he didn't want to use it for the first time in an 
emergency, and the effect was even greater than expected. 


Wei Dongliu, who was behind, saw Jing Li's sword move from a distance and couldn't help but froze. He 
had never seen such a strange and violent sacrificial sword skill on Wudang Mountain. Wei Dongliu was 
very excited and stepped up to catch up. 


The number of guards in the checkpoint passage was suddenly reduced by half, and one person broke 
through. The other four guards were also shocked. At this time, two murderous female swordsmen 
came close to them. Before they could take the attack, they were already fighting. Total loss. 


The Yinliu sword technique of Japan and the Chu Lang style sword technique of China danced 
separately. Two more guards were swallowed up by the sword light like grass. The remaining two ran 
away in terror. 


Jing Li and the three of them broke through the first barrier in a single breath, before they were 
overtaken by the twenty or so men from behind, including Wei Dongliu. 


"Where are we going?" Huo Yaohua asked. 


"The bamboo hut outside the main school hall." Jing Li replied. "Our companions will meet us there." 


Huo Yaohua made a mental calculation. She had been thinking about how to escape from the Ning 
Wang Mansion these days, and had carefully memorized the topography of the mansion. She knew right 
away that there were still two more barriers to overcome before reaching their destination. 
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She looked at Jing Li's face. Jing Li, who had resumed running, was not as relaxed as before, it seemed 
that the saber move just now had consumed him a lot. Without any chance to catch his breath, it was 
unlikely that he would be able to use it twice in a row, and even if he did, it would definitely be less 
powerful. 


--And now that some time has passed, I'm afraid that there are more than eight guards at the next level. 


As a matter of fact, half of the Ning Royal Mansion is already in a state of emergency at the moment, 
and in the distance one can hear people beating gongs and shouting. The number of guards attracted to 
the palace will only increase. 


"You have brought something to climb the wall, right?" Huo Yaohua asked again. 


Jing Li took a set of hooks from his waist and threw them to Huo Yaohua. 


"Follow me!" Huo Yaohua rushed forward and walked to the southeast corner of the garden. 


"That way they are going -" a guard guarding the top of the inner wall shouted, directing the pursuers in 
which direction to go. Hu Linglan shot an iron bullet to intercept his voice, and the guard screamed and 
fell from the wall. 


Huo Yaohua led the two of them to the corner of the garden, threw a hook and climbed up an inner 
wall. The three of them continued running along the top of the wall toward the east. 


The guards on the walls noticed their presence and at the same time called to warn their colleagues 
below. 


Huo Yaohua estimated that this was already a place where the palace's defenses were weak. But just as 
they ran along the wall for less than five feet, a group of more than thirty royal guards suddenly 
appeared under the wall, all carrying bows and arrows. 
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As soon as the three figures were discovered, the leader of the team immediately waved his hand and 
ordered, and more than thirty guards bent their arrows and bent their bows at the same time, aiming at 
the wall! 


Jing Li and the others judged that their bodies were completely exposed on the wall, and the moving 
space was straight and narrow. It was impossible to dodge the arrow rain, so the three of them jumped 
decisively to the other side of the wall! 


After the three people landed on the ground, they immediately pressed against the wall to avoid the 
falling arrows, and then fled forward. 


This time they entered a cluster of houses, some of which seemed to be private rooms, and some where 
the servants worked and rested. Jing Li had difficulty determining where he was, so he could only trust 
Huo Yaohua to lead the way. 


"We need to take a longer detour here." Huo Yaohua said while running. Her face suddenly turned red 
and she was already panting. After all, Huo Yaohua hadn't exercised for a long time. When you run for a 
long time, your endurance is depleted very quickly. Jing Li and Hu Linglan could only accommodate her 
speed. 


As the three of them were running through the alley, they encountered a group of maids. They saw 
three intruders with knives appearing, and they were so frightened that they ran away. 


"I'm just afraid...Shang Chengyu and King Shu will appear..." Huo Yaohua said while running. 


"It seems there is no need to worry about this." Jing Li replied. 


In order to reduce the chance of meeting the two masters, Jing Li had a plan beforehand: he sent Lian 
Feihong to stay in Jiujiang for a few more days, broke into the mansions of several unscrupulous wealthy 
businessmen at night, robbed them, and deliberately pretended to reveal the secrets unintentionally. 
He was a member of the Wudang Sect; there were many contacts in Prince Ning's Palace in Jiujiang, so 
naturally the news was quickly passed back to Shang Chengyu. 
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Jing Li estimated that Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong would go to investigate the matter, but he was not 
sure whether they were traveling together; but just now Wei Dongliu, a Wudang swordsman, came 
alone with his men to pursue and intercept them. It seemed that this plan was indeed successful. Both 
Shang and Wu were lured away. 


Huo Yaohua led them through the pile of buildings, and then climbed up the walls of the Five Palaces in 
a roundabout way. Three times, they repelled or avoided the pursuit of the palace guards, and finally 
returned to the west side of the "Martial Arts School Hall". A large garden full of dragons, tigers, beasts 
and statues of gods, generals and soldiers. Just go through it and you'll meet up with the wolf soldiers. 


But when the three of them walked to the center of the garden, many people were already standing 
among a bunch of statues. 


They were none other than the Wudang swordsman Wei Dongliu and the royal guards following him, 
which had now increased to more than forty people. 


Huo Yaohua looked over and saw that the eyes of the guards were all red, and many of them had just 
taken the "Zhao Ling Pill" of the Object Transfer Sect. 


——tThe three of them took a detour and had to climb a wall. The journey was already far, and it was 
difficult to hide their destination along the way. The men led by Wei Dongliu had taken the secret 
medicine "Zhaoling Dan" and their physical strength increased instantly, so they were able to stop Jing Li 
and his men here. Along the way, they were followed by some new recruits, which made them this size. 


There was only a short distance to go before they met up with the Wolf Soldiers. Although Jing Li did not 
know whether Yuan Xing would be able to follow the strategy of capturing the other party's key figures 
as hostages, this was the most likely way to escape from the Prince of Ning's residence at the moment. 


--And they must be waiting for us to return. 


--Kill these people in front of us. 
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Jing Li slowed down his pace and handed over the short hunting knife, which was only about two feet 
long, to his right hand, and then untied the iron spearhead tied to his left arm and gripped it in his left 
palm. 


Hu Linglan was following Jing Li's right side with the same thought, her saber was tilted to her right waist 
in preparation for the "waist threat" stance. 


Huo Yaohua had been traveling with Hu Linglan for quite some time, and knew from her breath that she 
had already made preparations for the battle, so she also took up the enemy stance of the Chu Wolf 
Sword Sect on Jing Li's left side, with her saber on the left side of her face, the blade facing upwards and 
the tip of the saber pointing towards the front. 


The fighting stance of the three was just what Wei Dongliu wanted to see, and the pupils of his black 
and red eyes showed his ecstasy. He held the two swords in his left hand and extended his right palm to 
the men around him. 


"Give me one." 


The guard under Wu Ji Hong's command picked up the wooden tube hanging on his neck, opened the 
stopper and poured a pill of Zhaoling Dan into Wei Dong Liu's palm. Wei Dongliu took the medicine and 
chewed it with his teeth before swallowing it, in order to make the power of the medicine dissipate 
faster. 


When he raised his two swords with his right and left hands again, his right eye appeared redder than 
usual, glowing like a demonic light. A greenish-black blood vein could be seen floating under the skin of 
his eyebrow. 


Watching Wei Dongliu taking the medicine, Huo Yaohua said to Jing Li, "There is something | still want to 


tell you now. |..... 


"Needless to say. | know." Jing Li looked at her with a slight smile, "You are no longer the same person 
you were before. Right?" 
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Huo Yaohua felt a warmth in her heart when she heard this sentence that she had wanted to tell Jing Li 
for along time, but after so many years of trials and tribulations, it was finally spoken by him first. 


Her heart felt warm for no reason. She was even more determined: she had to get out of here alive. 


"Leave that guy to me." Jing Li looked around at Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua. "I'll leave the rest to you." 


"That man is mine." Meanwhile, Wei Dongliu said to his subordinates, "No one is allowed to touch him." 
To Wei Dongliu, following Shang Chengyu into the Ning King's mansion fighting and killing was the only 
pleasure. He didn't care at all whether Huo Yaohua, a woman who had nothing to do with him, escaped. 


--| never imagined that after only a short time here, | would meet such an expert, and that | would be 
the only one to enjoy it. It's not a mistake to come here. 


Both sides are finally approaching the final limit of safety. 


Huo Yihua and Hu Linglan looked at each other and rushed to the left and right at the same time. 


The guards who had taken the elixir were already like a group of hungry dogs in cages, and were 
released together at this moment! 


The sound of blades breaking through the wind echoed in the night sky. 


Wei Dongliu and Jing Li stood still in the middle, facing each other. The blood flowers flying around 
seemed to have nothing to do with them. 


Wei Dongliu, who was shirtless, had his strange swords raised to the left and right. The two sword tips 
met faintly in the middle, forming a triangle. 


Jing Li stood sideways with the hunting knife in front, and slowly released the iron spearhead with his 
left hand from behind. 
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The spearhead of the Omei School, which belonged to Sun Wuyue, pulled out the long iron chain that 
was wrapped around his left arm and fell silently onto the soil. 


In the middle of the garden, there were more than ten fine and powerful stone statues of gods and 
beasts, all of which were carved by artisans paid by the King of Ning, each painted in color, and carved in 
a lifelike manner, as if they were pouncing and galloping. Especially at night, with only the distant lights 
shining through, they were half-hidden and half-embodied, creating the illusion that they were alive. 


Hu Linglan and Huo Yihua were facing more than twenty men on each side. In order to avoid being 
besieged, they both wielded their swords while roaming around, and from time to time, they also used 
the nearby statues to cover their backs, so even though there were many guards from the royal palace, 
it was difficult for them to form a siege for a while when they fought in this open area. 


The martial arts of the two female swordsmen were far superior to those of the palace guards. In just a 
short period of time, each of them killed and injured two or three enemies. 


One of them was hit by Hu Linglan's "Yan Fei" sword, and the half-severed arm holding the sword flew 
into the air, shocking everyone! 


However, most of the people in the guard were Wu Jihong's subordinates who had taken the "Zhaoling 
Pill". They were fearless under the power of the drug, and they still bravely stepped forward to pursue 
them. 


Although Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua seemed to gain from the battle, the opponent's numbers were so 
large that as time went by, the situation could reverse at any time. Jing Li knew that he had to deal with 
the enemy leader as soon as possible. 


But there is no hurry. Looking at Wei Dongliu's stance, Jing Li knew that his sword skills were not 
ordinary. He felt vaguely familiar, and he was recalling and comparing the masters of Wudang swords he 
had seen before one by one... 


--Jing Li, who is determined to take revenge on Wudang, always went through a lot of tracking and 
observing to make sure that he had a certain degree of certainty before striking out, so that he could 
live to accumulate experience in dealing with the Wudang faction. Because of this period of time, he had 
developed the habit of memorizing his Wudang enemies. 
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Jing Li remembered. It was at Mount Qingcheng. He had seen this swordsman when he watched 
Wudang challenge the Qingcheng Sect from a distance in the mountain. Although his appearance and 
weaponry were very different, the flavor of the stance was still the same. 


Jing Li remembered that the Soldier's Crow Road Sichuan Expedition warrior Wei Dongliu was also a 
member of the Wudang Sect's elite, but he didn't have such a fierce momentum as today's. If he had 
this kind of accomplishment, he must have been one of the Soldier's Crow Road assassins who followed 
Jiang Yunlan's night attack in Chengdu. 


It must have been the defense of Wudang Mountain that changed him. ...... 


It is not a myth that a martial artist who has gone through a tough life and death battle and has gained 
new understandings and transformations in a short period of time will have a sudden surge in his 
strength. Jing Li knew this very well because he himself had also traveled this path. 


Facing Wei Dongliu's stance, Jing Li found it difficult to take action - especially since he lacked his 
favorite weapon at the moment. 


--He thought that he had lured away two of Wudang's top masters, and there would be no more 
troublesome characters tonight. ...... 


At the same time, Wei Dongliu was also cautious about Jing Li: Jing Li's stance seemed to be casual, and 
the short hunting saber seemed to be no match for his swords, but Wei Dongliu still didn't dare to attack 
at will, because he always felt that his opponent would come up with some strange and unusual moves - 
the "Wave Cutting Iron Stance" had already sown a seed of doubt in Wei Dongliu's mind. 


--If he were in the Wudang Sect, he would be a powerful "palace guard" who could challenge the Vice 
Sect Master's position! 


However, Wei Dongliu knew that time was on his side. The other two female enemies couldn't last too 
long against more than forty people. This guy must be eager to help... Therefore, although Wei Dongliu's 
blood boiled after taking the "Zhaoling Pill" and he was eager to try, he still holds back. 
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Wei Dongliu's demonic aura was naturally emanating from his body, and his pair of peculiar pupils were 
firmly staring at Jing Li. Jing Li couldn't help but look at him and found that his black and red eyes had an 
indescribable attraction. 


Jing Li only felt that the shadows of the statues of tigers, leopards and beasts on the ground seemed to 
have lengthened as he looked out of the corner of his eye; the statues seemed to have moved slightly. 


Wei Dongliu's evil eyes were able to attract Jing Li's heart and create a slight illusion! 


——lIf someone's heart is not as firm as Jing Li's, he might have been controlled by Wei Dongliu's eyes 
and killed him at will. 


The two were locked in a stalemate, but their souls were already fighting. 


At this moment, Hu Linglan swung her saber and struck another enemy in the chest, the remaining force 
of the saber knocked the corpse away and hit a fellow soldier. 


The guard of the royal family who was hit fell to the ground and rolled backwards, but when he knelt 
down, he realized that he was only 6-7 feet away from Jing Li's right rear side, and he saw Jing Li gazing 
at Wei Dongliu, who did not seem to have noticed. 


The guard was affected by the "Zhaoling Dan" and his heart was full of killing intent. Seeing that there 
was an opportunity to take advantage of it, he forgot about Wei Dongliu's order just now and took a 
step closer quietly, drawing his saber and drawing his bow in order to cut Jing Li! 


But Jing Li didn't need to look. As soon as the guard stepped into his guarding area, his reaction was 
already triggered. Before the guard raised his saber, Jing Li stomped on the ground with his left foot and 
flew horizontally to the right, and swung his hunting saber backhandedly, cutting the throat of the other 
party open! 


While Jing Li was distracted by the guard's attack, Wei Dong Liu took this rare opportunity to launch his 
attack. 
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His upper body maintained a posture with the sharp points of the two swords centered, and his legs 
advanced towards Jing Li with a very rapid pace. Wei Dong Liu's posture was extremely strange, he was 
obviously charging forward, but the half of his body above the belt was not moving, as if the upper and 
lower bodies were not related to each other. 


But in Jing Li's eyes, it was a very dangerous sight: This person's physical coordination ability was 
extraordinary, so he could make such a seemingly uncoordinated posture, and yet be able to rush so 
fast! 


After Jing Li delivered the blow just now, he tried his best to recover his body in the shortest possible 
time. At the same time, his eyes were closely watching Wei Dongliu's rapidly approaching figure, and his 
head was constantly working to estimate the other party's intentions. 


What Wei Dongliu used was exactly the tactics he had learned during the sword test in the dark night of 
Nanjing: charging straight at the enemy without showing any intention to attack, until the opponent felt 
that they were at a dangerous distance and had no choice but to take action to protect themselves. That 
is to respond immediately to counterattack, when the opponent has no room to react again. 


So far, no one has been able to survive this method of warfare. 


The distance between the two of them was only six feet. The target range has been reached. The sharp 
points of Wei Dongliu's swords exerted great pressure on Jing Li's chest. 


Five and a half feet. If Wei Dongliu stretched out his arm, the tip of the sword could already touch Jing's 
heart. 


But the Jing Li remained untouched. 


Wei Dongliu had never encountered this situation before - every time in the past, the enemy had been 
forced to react in tension and fear. 


But Jing Li kept the hunting knife at shoulder height and remained motionless. 
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Wei Dongliu's heart was a little shaken. 


Five feet. Four and a half feet—— 


This is the limit of the most effective attack distance of Wei Dongliu's double swords. If you get any 
closer, you'll miss it. 


At that time, a hunting knife with a shorter crack could even out the original disadvantageous situation. 


——Ilt turns out that he calculated to this extent! 


The situation reversed in an instant. The one who was forced to take action became Wei Dongliu. 


He hissed, moved the long and narrow ancient sword in his left hand, and flashed the sharp edge 
towards the Jing Li upper door. 


But the actual killing move was with another sword - he kicked off the ground with his left foot, stepped 
diagonally with his right foot into the "Wudang Sword" snake step, and slashed horizontally with the 
snake-shaped sword in his right hand towards the empty space on Jing Li's left rib! 


Seeing that the serpentine sword was cutting into this gap, Jing Li did not have any method or weapon 
to resist, but unexpectedly, halfway through the strike, the blade of the sword was blocked by 
something in the air, and a loud clash of metal and iron was heard. 


--What is it? 


It was only then that Wei Dongliu saw clearly that the iron bar hanging down from Jing Li's left arm was 
the one that was resisting his right Serpentine Sword! 


Of course, the soft steel could not block this attack, but at the moment, this small-thick steel was 
standing vertically, as if it was a barrier protecting Jing Li's side. Jing Li's left foot was secretly stepping 
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on the iron spearhead that had fallen on the ground, and at the moment when Wei Dong Liu's Snake 
Sword came to him, he turned his left hand upward and stretched it out, pulling it up and down with 
one hand and one foot, and straightening the iron spear to receive the chop! 


After receiving the chop, the two of them had already reached the distance of close combat. 


This was also the best distance for Jing Li's short hunting saber to attack. 


——Jing Li’s strategy is similar to the method he used to defeat Xi Xiaoyan in close combat on the roof of 
“Yinghua Pavilion”. He only has a weapon in his hand, and he uses it more boldly! 


Wei Dongliu's yin and yang eyes widened. He took a big step forward with a diagonal step. After the 
sword was blocked, his body completely lost its momentum, and his entire body was exposed to Jing Li. 


The hunting knife of the Deer Clan slashed down from top to bottom—— 


Wei Dongliu had nowhere to escape, and the only way was to lean back and dodge along the side of his 
body—— 


Wherever the hunting knife passed, there was a flash of blood at high speed. 


Wei Dongliu was stabbed in the head, but his body still rolled backwards on the ground and escaped. 


Jing Li knew from the feeling of the hunting knife that the knife didn't cut deeply into Wei Dongliu's 
forehead, so it might not be fatal. 


——This guy’s survival reflexes are comparable to those of the Wave Dragon Master! 


Jing Li, following the trend of the saber, stepped forward with his right foot; his left foot was originally 
stepping on the iron spearhead on the ground, but as he stepped, he also left, kicking his toes forward, 
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and cupped on the iron chain connecting with the spearhead, which then flew forward against the 
ground, attacking at Wei Dong Liu! 


Wei Dongliu was blinded by the blood streaming from his forehead, he was unable to see for a while, 
but with his intuition honed from the battlefield of Wudang Mountain, he felt that there was a danger 
coming, and he crossed his two swords in front of his chest to protect himself, just in time to block the 
Emei Iron Lance that flew towards him! Jing Lionce again marveled at Wei Dongliu's reaction. If he had 
taken advantage of the situation to continue his pursuit, he would have won the battle, but he stopped 
paying attention to Wei Dongliu and ran forward at full speed. 


He ran forward at full speed because he saw that Huo Yaohua's left shoulder had been sabered. 


Killing the enemy in a duel was not his first priority when he entered Prince Ning's Mansion this time. 


Huo Yaohua already lacked exercise. In addition, she suddenly ran away and charged for a long time. 
Now she had to fight one against twenty or more, and her physical fitness was almost at its bottom. 


Just now, when she moved a little slowly, her shoulder was cut with a knife, and then she was chased by 
three people from different directions. She seemed to be overwhelmed, and her steps were getting 
messy. 


At this moment, the only thing that supports her is a belief: 


--| want to see tomorrow's sun beyond this wall. 


Huo Yaohua exhaled her remaining breath and swung her saber diagonally, slashing down another royal 
guard. 


But the number of enemies surrounding her increased to eight. 


On the other side, Hu Linglan saw Huo Yihua's plight, but she was still surrounded by a dozen of royal 
guards and had no way to come to her aid. 
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Desperate. 


Huo Yaohua was so tired that her mind went blank. 


At this time, a deep and eager voice sounded in her heart. 


"This is called the 'Anode Knife'." 


It’s amemory of being in the mountains on a sunny afternoon. Xi Xiaoyan is teaching Hu Linglan the 
secret of using a knife with force. Filled with inexplicable jealousy, she deliberately stayed far away on 
the other side and did not listen. But in fact, she couldn't help but listen to everything he said. 


— —And | have always remembered it deeply, and recalled it day and night during this period of losing 
freedom, and continued to practice invisible in my mind. 


At this moment, as if she were about to faint, she unconsciously wielded the saber. 


It was as simple as a woodcutter chopping down a tree, but because of the high coordination and 
multiplication of each joint, the swing of the saber brought an amazing power. 


The blade first chopped off one guard's face, and then struck another person's forearm. Just because it 
hit one person first, the angle of the blade was skewed when it came into contact for the second time. It 
failed to cut into the enemy's arm, but the extremely strong force still broke the arm bone! 


This slash with the momentum and skill of the "Yangji Saber" caused the other two guards in front to 
jump back in panic. Huo Yihua's saber defeated and forced back the four men. 


However, it also exhausted her remaining energy. 


At her back, another four men are approaching. 
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However, before they could carry out their murderous act, a sudden and powerful murderous aura 
swept in from the side, causing the four people to gasp. They looked sideways at the same time. The 
eight eyes also widened at the same time. 


The first guard who came into contact with Jingli didn't even have time to react. The fist holding the 
knife had been cut by the hunting knife of the Deer tribe, and three fingers flew off along with the knife 
in his hand. 


Using the Siam Ayutthaya warrior's fighting method, Jing Li lifted up his leg and kicked straight after 
chopping the knife, slamming his heel on the chest of the guard who had lost his weapon! 


The guard's body flew backward and collided with the other three! 


Jing Li stepped forward in time to support Huo Yaohua, who almost collapsed. 


On the other hand, Hu Linglan, with the help of a statue of a spotted leopard, attacked halfway around 
the circle, and her saber slashed down vertically, cracking the top of the guard's head along with his 
crown and cap. Bones were scattered. The royal guards that surrounded her had lost one-third of their 
number in a short period of time, and even though they had taken the "Zhaoling Pill," it was hard for 
them to hide the shock. A dozen or so of them were on guard against this female martial artist from the 
East who came and went like the wind, although they realized that she was already panting a bit no one 
dared to say that they would be able to kill her if the battle went on. 


Then they heard Jing Li's roar, and realized that the leader of their party, Wei Dong Liu, was already lying 
on the ground, his face covered with blood; and the most powerful man of the enemy party had already 
joined the battle. 


"If you all want to die, | won't mind the trouble!" Jing Li scanned from side to side. "I'll chop off your 
heads one by one!" 


Huo Yaohua was able to take a breath, stand up again, and leave Jingli's embrace. Jing Li took this 
opportunity to retract the tip of the iron spear, holding a section about three feet long, spinning it at his 
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side, making a wind-breaking sound like a ghost whistle, and continued to look left and right, as if he 
was about to throw it at anyone at any time. . 


The leading Wudang swordsman has been defeated, and the team has lost more than ten people. The 
opponent's ace has also joined in to call for battle... The fighting spirit of all the palace guards suddenly 
collapsed, and they all dispersed and stopped. 


Hu Linglan ran over to join her companions. Huo Yaohua took a moment to recuperate, and her eyes 
regained their sharpness. Jing Li glanced around again and showed a smile, then turned around and left 
with the two girls. 


At this time, Wei Dongliu got up from the ground and knelt down, wiping the blood seeping from his 
eyes with his forearm. The blood flow from the cut on his forehead continued to drip along his eyebrows 
and nose. 


After he regained his vision, he took a look and found that the three people from Jing Hui were already 
far away and were about to walk out of the garden. 


Wei Dongliu didn't know that the enemy he had just faced was the top master who had killed Lei Jiudi, 
the head of the secret sect "Cloud Hidden Spirit Walking". If he could survive under his hand, he 
definitely had no need to be ashamed. 


But even if he knew that, he would not think so. 


No matter who he was facing, defeat was a disgrace. This is the creed of a martial artist. Especially for 
the Wudang Sect. 


Wei Dongliu looked at Jing Li's distant back, let out a bitter roar, and plunged his two swords deep into 
the soil in front of him. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 170 Chapter 9: Awakening 


Six or seven miles from Nanchang City, the first rays of morning light rose from the east. 


Standing on the wild ground, Huo Yao Hua, still holding the twisted single saber in her hand, looked out 
at the emerging sunlight and felt the urge to cry. 


However, she held back her tears and continued to follow the tribal wolf soldiers, dragging her legs, 
which were already like stones, forward. 


Yue Lang, who was walking at the front, pointed to a hill in front of him. 


"We can rest when we go up there." 


The four people from the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" also followed the wolf soldiers silently, 
rarely talking to each other along the way. After a night of infiltration, fierce fighting and escaping, Jing 
Li and Hu Linglan were naturally very tired when they had to walk such a long distance on foot. Lian 
Feihong had been dispatched to Jiujiang City for several consecutive nights in order to complete the task 
of transferring the tiger away from the mountain. He has to rush to Nanchang to join everyone, and he 
led the wolf soldiers in another battle last night. At his age, he has almost reached his limit. 


While Yuan Xing was walking, there was someone tied behind his back. It was Li Junyuan who was 
blindfolded and gagged. Even so, his pace is not far behind that of many lightweight Wolf Soldiers. 


Nong Kun stayed at the rear of the group. There were more than a dozen people in front of him, helping 
or carrying several injured companions. There was also a wolf soldier who unfortunately died in battle. 
At this moment, his body was wrapped in cloth and carried by two of his fellow soldiers. 


They were all casualties in the brief battle at the bamboo shed. Nong Kun looked at them and couldn't 
help but feel heavy, but at the same time he was glad that the clan members had gone deep into the 
tiger's den and returned with only so little damage. 
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Finally they all climbed up the hill and then sat down to rest one by one. Yuan Xing also removed Li 
Junyuan. Yue Lang ordered several of his subordinates with the best eyesight to run to various hills and 
look down to see if any pursuers from Prince Ning's Mansion were secretly following them in violation of 
their orders. 


Initially, they were worried that Li Junyuan, a wise man of the royal family, would not be powerful 
enough to force back one of the Ning royal family. Fortunately, his father, Li Shishu, is the chief 
strategist of the King of Ning, Zhu Chenhao, and his position in the palace is so high that the royal guards 
have to listen to him and retreat, so as not to hurt this precious son of his. 


Jing Li went forwardand gently untied the cloth tied around Li Junyuan's eyes and mouth. 


"We finally meet again," Jing Li said. 


Li Junyuan blinked a few times, his eyes that had been covered in darkness for a long time, and only 
after his eyesight was gradually restored did he recognize Jing Li's face through the dim morning light, 
and he could not help but feel a tremor in his heart. 


"Before | actually entered the palace, | was standing less than a foot away from you. It's just that it was 
not convenient to say hello to you at that time." When Jing Li said, he threw the mask woven with 
incantations at Li Junyuan's feet. 


At this moment, Li Junyuan naturally knew that the masking custom of the "Red Law Caveman" was all 
nonsense, and the purpose was to mix the "Six Swords of Broken Gate" into it. 


But Li Junyuan couldn't figure it out, how could the "Six Swordsmen Breaking the Door" get mixed up 
with the wolf soldiers far away in the southwest? That was exactly why he failed last night. 


Li Junyuan looked around at the people on the hill. Everyone can kill him casually. Now that they had 
successfully escaped from Nanchang City, Li Junyuan could not think of any reason why they should not 
take action. He felt like a lame lamb in the middle of a pack of wolves. 


Jing Li knew what he was thinking. 
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"In order to weaken a bad guy like King Ning, we should have killed you with a single saber," Jing Li 
stared at him and said, "But since | have a promise to your father, I'll give you some more time to live. As 
long as we are sure there are no pursuers, we will let you go later." 


Li Junyuan stared at Jing Li incredulously. However, when he thought back to that day in Xi'an, he had 
personally seen Jing Li and many other martial artists acting in such a way that he could not help but 
believe in these words. 


--These people have a strange obsession with promises. 


Li Junyuan nodded to Jing Li, his body trembling less. He was usually so eloquent and talkative, but at 
the moment, he couldn't even say half a word to Jing Li. 


Huo Yaohua was sitting on the rock, gasping for breath. Someone handed her a bamboo tube filled with 
water. She looked up and saw that it was Nong Kun, the young leader of the wolf soldiers. 


"Thank you." Huo Yaohua took it and took a few sips. Nong Kun looked at her appearance and figure, 
and was very surprised. Unexpectedly, the "Six Tigers" wanted to save such a beautiful woman, but 
there was a twisted knife on the ground in her hand - from the situation, it was clear that her arm 
strength was amazing. 


While Huo Yaohua was drinking water, she looked at the injured person resting on the other side and 
the body on the ground. She couldn't help showing guilt in her eyes. 


"You don't have to feel sorry for them." Nongkun noticed the look in her eyes and said. "We volunteered 
to help because we wanted to repay Brother Jing and the others for their kindness. We had known for a 

long time that we were going to take risks. They were killed and injured for this, and they would only be 

proud of it." 


Huo Yaohua still looked at the corpse while listening, shaking her head. 


"No." She murmured, "That's not the case... If you are dead, you are dead. You will never come back..." 
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OOOO 


After confirming that there were no pursuers from the Prince of Ning's residence, Jing Li let Li Junyuan 
go as he had promised. As soon as he was gone, they set off again, heading south to avoid the road, 
through dense forests and wasteland, and finally arrived at a cave in the late afternoon. 


Before they even reached the cave, they heard a welcoming bark. The one responsible for guarding the 
cave these two days is the hound Alai. 


The clothes and blades of the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate", as well as the various artifacts of the 
tribesmen, were all stored in this hidden cave. It was only then that they really relaxed and washed 
themselves with the water of the nearby river. The "Six Swords of Broken Door" also changed back to 
their own clothes and jewelry. Hu Linglan also prepared another set of clothes for Huo Yaohua to 
replace. 


After everyone had a good meal, they went to sleep in batches and had a good rest. Huo Yaohua still 
didn't know how to get along with the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", so she stayed away from 
everyone and slept under a big tree with a few thick leopard robes. 


Without the soft pillows on the high bed in Prince Ning's Mansion, Huo Yaohua hadn't slept so sweetly 
for along time. When she woke up, she only felt full of strength. 


When she was washing her hair by the river, Hu Linglan came over. She was already carrying her favorite 
weapon, the Nodachi, but she still held the imitation Japanese saber in her hand, which was made by Hu 
Linglan herself last night, and was sandwiched between two long pieces of wood and wrapped in rattan 
at various places to serve as a sheath. 


"You left all your weapons in Prince Ning's Mansion, right?" Hu Linglan said, "This sword is for you." 


Huo Yaohua took it silently and nodded to Hu Linglan to thank her. From mortal enemies, they have 
turned into strange friends today, a subtle relationship that only the two of them can understand. 
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After everyone gathered around for another meal, they finally parted. Jing Li, Yue Lang and Nong Kun 
each hugged each other, feeling reluctant to leave each other. 


"When you go back, it's best to disperse into several groups so as not to attract attention." 


Lian Feihong instructed. "Take care on the road." 


Nongkun bowed his fist to Hu Linglan, shook hands with Wanxing, and said to them: "I will tell my future 
sons about the story of 'Six Tigers' and the kindness to us Lian people. It will be passed down from 
generation to generation.” 


The wolf soldiers saluted the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" again and left first, leaving only five 
people and one dog in front of the cave. 


They had already planned to go south to Ganzhou to meet up with Yan Heng and Tong Jing and see if 
they could catch up with Wang Shouren. 


"Do you... have any plans? How about..." Hu Linglan asked Huo Yaohua, thinking about how to invite her 
to accompany her. 


"| still have something to do and | have to go alone." Huo Yaohua put the saber on her back. 


"Put down your saber and become a Buddha." Yuan Xing said, "You have regretted your past mistakes, 
there is no need..." 


"That's not the case." Huo Yaohua smiled. When she looked at the four people, she felt refreshed and 
her eyes were bright. There was indeed no shadow of the past. "Yes, | am no longer the same Huo 
Yaohua as | used to be., - she said. 


But just because I've regretted and realized what I've done in the past doesn't mean that it's all gone 
away. It's not that easy." 


She looked far into the mountains, took a deep breath, and added, "I will go back to Ji'an Luling and see 
what | can do for the people there. | want to pay back what | owe them." 
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She lowered her gaze to Jing Li. 


"When | was trapped in the royal palace and saw your note, | already decided that | would do this as 
long as |am free one day! 


Jing Li also looked at her. They exchanged glances for a while. Jing Li nodded in understanding. 


Huo Yaohua waved her hand to the four of them, and without further words, she turned around and 
walked towards the south. 


The four of them looked at her back, and with that brave stance, they felt that all the hardships and 
adventures they had gone through earlier were worth it. 


OOOO 


He suddenly remembered that sunny afternoon. 


Just like now, the sun was casting its warmth from above, bathing his body in the saddle. He forgot how 
long ago it had been. Six months ago? A year ago? It didn't seem that long ago. ...... 


That day, he rarely dropped everything and took Xiaoyan out. Not holding a sword. Ignoring Yao 
Lianzhou in the room. It was just him and her, holding the brown horse he spent a lot of money to buy 
on the other side. After they left the city, he helped Xiaoyan onto the saddle, then stepped behind her 
and rode towards the countryside outside the city. 


Xiaoyan's body in thin clothes was close to his chest. He gently held her young waist with one hand, held 
the horse's rein with the other, and wandered aimlessly through the windy, sunny wilderness. Her 
tousled hair tickled his face, itchy and fragrant. 
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He could not see Xiaoyan's expression as he sat behind her during the ride, but he could hear her 
heartfelt laughter. 


He loved riding horses. Unlike Xiaoliu, he learned to ride from his father Hou Yutian, who was an escort, 
when he was young. There were only two useful things his useless father had taught him - the other 
being how to hold a sword, of course. 


Whenever he rode his horse, he felt his body become lighter. Everything around him felt less heavy. The 
things he has been desperately chasing: the dignity of life, the admiration of others, the power not to 
yield to anyone... can all be put aside temporarily. He enjoyed the feeling of the wind blowing through 
his hair. Therefore, after settling down in Linjiang City, he did not hesitate to spend a lot of money to 
buy this famous and strong horse. 


But that day, instead of galloping, he let his horse pace gently. Because he knows Xiaoyan likes this. He 
sacrificed his own pleasure in exchange for her laughter. 


Xiaoyan nervously held on to the saddle at first, but gradually she completely trusted his arms and 
opened her hands to face the endless scene ahead. 


"It's like we're the only ones left in the world." 


Xiao Yan's words deeply touched his heart. 


"In fact,......, what else do we need? ...... 


She continued to say this, but his smile disappeared and he became speechless. 


He thought again of everything he pursued. Thinking of the destruction of Qingcheng and Wudang. 
Thinking of everyone he had stabbed with his sword since he became an assassin. Thinking of Yao 
Lianzhou... 


He was unwilling to do so. 
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Feeling the stiffness of his body, she knew that her words had touched an inviolable forbidden zone in 
his heart. Her laughter disappeared too. That afternoon, the two didn't exchange a word. 


He had some regrets. Why not let her happiness last a little longer? Why can't he respond to her 
sentiments more? 


He once had such doubts that afternoon. But then he gradually forgot about it. He didn't think about it 
again until now. . 


As he thought, his body began to shake. It was as if he were about to fall from the saddle. ...... 


A long arm stretched out from the side to pull Hou Yingzhi, causing him to wake up immediately. It was 
Amu, riding another horse. Seeing Hou Yingzhi seeming to be about to fall out of the saddle, he came 
closer and stretched out his hand to hold him. 


Hou Yingzhi woke up from the sweet and bitter memories and cheered up in the saddle. But soon he 
thought of Xiaoyan again. 


During the journey back to Linjiang City, Hou Yingzhi's mind was completely filled with Xiaoyan's 
appearance. He didn't even think about the fact that he had just lost to Yan Xiaoliu. 


The memories of spending time with Xiaoyan over the past year or so were constantly flashing in Hou 
Yingzhi's mind. Some scenes even surprised him, completely unaware that he had memorized such 
trivial things in a certain corner of his mind. 


It turns out that without realizing it, Yin Xiaoyan has already occupied so much of his life. 


——And what did | give her? ... 
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Thinking of this, Hou Yingzhi urged his horse to speed up again. He wants to go back faster. To hold her 
in his arms and confirm every inch of her existence... 


Eight hoofed legs galloped around, kicking up intense dust. 


OOOO 


When Hou Yingzhi saw the broken and open back door of his house from a distance at the end of a back 
alley, something seemed to break in his heart. 


He was originally wary of approaching carefully, but he no longer cared about it. He picked up the 
broken long and short swords and ran towards the door. Amu followed closely behind. 


As soon as Hou Yingzhi entered the door, he already noticed the chaotic footsteps on the land in the 
backyard. He walked towards the mansion in panic, praying in his heart, but what he saw in his eyes was 
more and more contrary to his hopes: broken windows; a knife abandoned by an unknown person on 
the ground; dried blood... 


But there was no one in sight - living or dead. 


He went into the hall, where tables and chairs were overturned and scattered, paintings and drawings 
on the walls were askew, and broken flower pots scattered black dirt. 


He then ran to his and Xiaoyan's bedroom. When he looked at the floor, he realized that there was a line 
of blood-red barefoot footprints in the same direction as he had walked. 


When he rushed into the bedroom, it was in the same state of disrepair, with blood everywhere. There 
is a chair in the center of the room, a person is sitting on the chair. 
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Hou Yingzhi looked twice before recognizing that the beaten face with a bruised nose and swollen eyes 
was that of Cai Qing. Cai Qing's hands were on his knees, seven of his fingers were clipped with wooden 
strips. 


Hou Yingzhi roared, stepped forward and grabbed Cai Qing's lapel, lifting him up, staring at him with 
stormy eyes, the two swords clipped to his right hand seemingly about to stab through at any moment. 


--The other party found his home, naturally through Cai Qing. 


Cai Qing was gripped tightly by Hou Yingzhi's lapel, but with an unusually calm demeanor, he extended 
his palms and said, "Yes. | betrayed you. If you want to kill me, | have nothing to complain about." 


Hou Yingzhi looked at the bloodstains everywhere in the room; the bloody footprints on the ground; the 
holes in the walls and windows... 


He was so excited that his whole body was shaking, and his murderous intent was strong. 


Amu who rushed in was stunned. Although he was anxious when he saw Cai Qing's dangerous situation, 
he did not dare to approach the furious "Yao Feng". 


Cai Qing's life is like hanging on a thin thread. 


But in the end, Hou Yingzhi's murderous intention retreated. He gently let go of Cai Qing. 


——Everything is my fault. lt was me who decided to sell my sword. | was the one who found him. 


Only then did Amu dare to step forward and look at the injuries on Cai Qing's face and hands. But Cai 
Qing pushed him away. 


"That person told me that if you didn't kill me, | would take you there." Cai Qing said to Hou Yingzhi, and 


” 


smiled bitterly: "What nonsense... If | kill you, how can | take you there?" °?...... 
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Under the leadership of Cai Qing, Hou Yingzhi, he and Amu walked through the winding alleys and 
walked to a small house a few streets away. That was one of the three shelters Cai Qing secretly 
purchased in Linjiang City. 


Cai Qing didn't say a word to Hou Yingzhi along the way, and refused to tell him who "that person" was, 
nor what happened in the mansion. "That person ordered it. 


| can't tell you." Cai Qing explained. 


Entering the hall of the house, he saw that there were not many utensils and no one there. There was 
only one thing lying horizontally in the center. 


But anyone who comes in cannot ignore it. 


A seemingly petite body was lying on a wooden bed, covered in white cloth with a few blood flowers 
stained on the cloth. White candles were lit on the left and right sides of the wooden bed. 


The moment Hou Yingzhi saw the corpse, his entire figure was emptied out. The two swords slipped 
from his hands and clanged on the ground. 


——tThe sword that he valued most in his life and was most reluctant to let go of seemed to be of no 
importance to him at this moment. 


Hou Yingzhi knelt in front of the corpse. His trembling hands wanted to reach out and uncover the white 
cloth, but he flinched many times. 


He has lost a lot of things in his short life. Every time he did not despair, he felt that he could get back 
what he had lost. The Qingcheng sect was gone, so he went to the Wudang sect to seek swordsmanship; 
the Wudang sect was gone, so he continued to look for it from Yao Lianzhou. He was convinced that his 
destiny was sealed and that he would get everything he wanted. 


But this time, what he lost would not be found again. 
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Hou Yingzhi thought that the feeling of emptiness after being defeated by Yan Heng was already the 
lowest point in his life. But compared to this moment, that defeat was so small and far away. 


Because of this great shock, even if someone came out from the inner room of the house, Hou Yingzhi 
did not realize it. It was not until the two of them stood in front of him through the corpse that he 
looked up and saw them. 


With a cold expression, Yao Lianzhou's eyes regained their former spirit, looking down at Hou Yingzhi 
who was kneeling. 


Beside Yao Lianzhou, there was someone holding his hand. 


A person Hou Yingzhi thought he had lost forever. 


Yin Xiaoyan's neck wound is still wrapped in cloth, a hand holding Yao Lianzhou. Her beautiful big eyes 
were staring at Hou Yingyizhi's face, with relief in her pupils. 


Hou Yingzhi was speechless with his mouth open. After a long time, he lowered his head and reached 
out to gently lift open the white cloth, and saw Sun Ci who had lost his life and had a broken face. 


He stood up excitedly and walked over the corpse to the two men. He wanted to grab Yin Xiaoyan in his 
arms right away. But Yao Lianzhou was like a mountain between them. Hou Yingzhi was unable to 
approach the Wudang master's imposing presence. 


Three other people also appeared from the back, namely Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan, followed by Ling 
Yuchuan. Seeing Yao Lian Zhou who has recovered his mind and Ye Chenyuan who has lost his arm, Hou 
Ying Zhi felt nothing; surrounded by the three great masters of Wudang, he has committed the crime of 
betrayal, but he did not think about the consequences at the moment. 


In his eyes, in his heart, there is only Yin Xiaoyan. 
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He only wanted to go back to the life of the past year or so. 


Hou Yingzhi's behavior at this moment was completely in the eyes of Yao Lianzhou, who looked 
indifferent. 


"In my life, no matter what | want, | will go all out to get it." Yao Lian Zhou said. Yao Lianzhou spoke up. 
"This is the first time, | don't think it can be like this." He turned his head to look at Yin Xiaoyan. 


He turned his head to look at Yin Xiaoyan and held her between himself and Hou Yingzhi. Then he let go. 


"That day in Xi'an, | didn't really give you a choice. Now, you can choose again." 


Yin Xiaoyan stared in amazement, tears streaming down her face. She looked at Yao Lianzhou and said 
apologetically, "| don't deserve this." 


"It has nothing to do with what is worthy or not." Yao Lianzhou smiled at Yin Xiaoyan. The smile was 
small, but it was as if the snowy mountains had melted. "The only thing that matters is how you want." 


Yin Xiaoyan stared at Yao Lianzhou for a long time. He was still such a perfect man. She thought back to 
how she felt when she first saw him at the Ying Hua Pavilion. 


Then she turned her face to the other side. She turned her face to Hou Yingzhi. 


Hou Yingzhi did not know what he should say at this moment. He realized how selfish he had been in the 
past, and that he was no longer qualified to try to impress her. 


Yin Xiaoyan looked at Hou Yingzhi's face for a while, found something reflecting light on the ground, and 
looked sideways. 


It was the broken sword that Hou Yingzhi had thrown down. 
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--He let go of the most important thing in his life. 


Hou Yingzhi knew this was his last chance. He mustered up the courage and said only four words. 


"| need you." 


Yin Xiaoyan stared back at Hou Yingzhi with excitement. 


--Those were the four words she wanted to hear the most. 


She jumped into Hou Yingzhi's arms. 


Hou Yingzhi hugged Yin Xiaoyan, and it felt like he was holding the whole world. 


Yao Lianzhou watched all this coldly without showing a single ripple of emotion. 


This result was actually exactly what he had hoped for. From everything he had just seen, Hou Yingzhi 
would no longer hold the sword for Yin Xiaoyan; he would choose to live another life. 


At the same time, Yao Lianzhou's heart longed for him to be exchanged with Hou Yingzhi. 


But it is impossible. Because he is Yao Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou is unique in the world. 


Hou Yingzhi held Yin Xiaoyan for a long time before gently releasing her and looking at Yao Lianzhou 
again. The hearts of these two men understood each other like never before. 
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After taking a look at the broken sword on the ground, Hou Yingzhi said to him: "Do you really believe in 
me? Maybe one day, | will be like before again." 


"Then at least she still has hope." 


Yao Lianzhou said, looking at Yin Xiaoyan. She looked at him and wanted to say something, but Yao 
Lianzhou gently pressed his index finger to her lips, then turned and walked towards the door of the 
house. Ye Chenyuan, Xi Xiaoyan and Ling Yuchuan followed expressionlessly. 


--Xi Xiaoyan was the only one among these three whose calm face was fake. It's because when he 
watched Hou Yingzhi and Yin Xiaoyan embrace, he couldn't help but secretly think of Huo Yaohua ....... 


When Yao Lianzhou walked out of the gate with Yin Xiaoyan on his back and the sunlight fell on him, the 
last bit of his original smile disappeared. 


Throwing away the things that should not belong to him, Yao Lianzhou once again made preparations to 
go to hell. 


Before Ye Chenyuan left, Hou Yingzhi called him from behind. 


"| have seen Yan Heng." As Hou Yingzhi said, he looked at Ye Chenyuan's ghost-like one-armed figure. "I 
don't know if you remember? My fellow disciple of the Qingcheng Sect. | even fought with him." 


"So what?" Ye Chenyuan looked at Hou Yingzhi coldly, showing no intention of reminiscing with him. 
Hou Yingzhi, who had given up the sword, was already an irrelevant mortal in Ye Chenyuan's eyes. 


"Nothing, | just want to tell you something..." 
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When Hou Yingzhi said this, he recalled his past interactions with Yan Heng and the reunion a few days 
ago. He was thinking: Maybe all his efforts over the years were actually destined to fulfill Yan Heng's 
swordsmanship. 


"The true Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword has already reappeared in the world." 


After hearing this, Ye Chenyuan didn't make any reaction, so he turned around and followed Yao 
Lianzhou's back again. 


But after hearing these words, his seemingly lifeless eyes ignited a dim flame in their depths. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 171 Volume 16 Light and Shadow 
Postscript 


This year, | was honored to be selected by the Hong Kong Central Library as the theme writer for the 
Hong Kong Literature Data Room. Some of my manuscripts were displayed (yes, | still insist on writing 
novels on original manuscript paper), and the organizer, Mr. Leung Ko Ching, asked me to display some 
weapons for kung fu practice, and gave the exhibition a title, "Able to Write and Able to Wushu". To be 
honest. I'm a bit ashamed to bear these four words, | often think I'm just a person who happens to like 
martial arts and writing novels. Especially at this stage of the writing of Poems of Martial Maniacs, | have 
made reference to some historical information about Wang Yangming's campaigns against bandits and 
riots, and | am deeply convinced that only with his achievements can he truly deserve the description of 
"both martial arts and literature”. 


This volume describes Wang Yangming's process of suppressing bandits in southern Jiangxi. It mentions 
the plot of recruiting Chi Zhongrong, the leader of the Litou bandits in Longchuan, Guangdong Province. 
However, due to space limitations, it does not elaborate on how to suppress the Chi family afterwards. 

This paragraph is written in great detail in Feng Menglong's novel "Wang Yangming Jing Luan Lu" of the 
Ming Dynasty, and is worth reading. 


It is said that Chi Zhongrong originally came from a wealthy family in Longchuan, but he was falsely 
accused by his enemies to the government. 


In anger, he gathered a crowd and killed eleven of the opponent's men and then fled. Then he recruited 
a group of desperadoes to become bandits at Jitou Luocao. They defeated the government troops many 
times and became so powerful that they called themselves the "Golden Dragon Overlord". However, the 
local wealthy people of Longchuan named Lu Ke and Zheng Zhigao and others gathered thousands of 
people to protect the countryside, and they had a vendetta against Chi Zhongrong. 


When Wang Yangming sent troops to exterminate the Nan‘an bandits Xie Zhishan and Lan Tianfeng, he 
first recruited both Longchuan and Longchuan troops to join him in order to avoid future troubles. 
However, he knew that Chi Zhongrong was not a law-abiding person and was only temporarily 
surrendering. Sure enough, as soon as the news that Tonggang Lan Tianfeng was breached came out, 
Chi Zhongrong started to "defend himself" and sent troops to Longchuan to guard various dangerous 
areas to guard against the government troops. Wang Yangming sent someone to question him, but Chi 
Zhongrong excused himself because Lu Ke and others often came to seek revenge and attack, so he had 
no choice but to send troops to defend himself. 


Wang Yangming, who was clever and resourceful, took advantage of his excuse to secretly make an 
agreement with Lu Ke and others who came to Ganzhou to plead guilty. He accused Lu Ke, Zheng Zhigao 
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and others of seeking revenge and causing trouble, and jailed them, and even announced that they 
would be executed. His family members were asked to be killed and the river was leveled. This was of 
course to reassure Chi Zhongrong. Sure enough, the Chi family was overjoyed after hearing the news. In 
response to Wang Yangming's call, he personally took ninety-three soldiers to the Ganzhou Governor's 
Mansion to testify and receive the reward. 


On the one hand, Wang Yangming comforted Chi Zhongrong who arrived, and also lent a lot of money to 
his soldiers to visit prostitutes in the city, completely softening their wariness; on the other hand, he 
sent envoys to Longchuan and secretly ordered the relatives of Lu Ke and others to order their troops. 
Everyone, prepare to attack Chi Zhongrong's gang of thieves. 


Wang Yangming kept Chi Zhongrong until the first month of the lunar month, and planned to reward 
him and his soldiers greatly on the third day of the lunar month, giving him a lot of wine, meat, and 
silver. He also asked them to put on grand robes and oil boots, and divide them into groups of five. They 
would receive the reward one by one and then go out of the Yamen. He was cheered by the people; in 
fact, when every five people went out to pass the shooting garden after receiving the reward, they were 
surrounded by dozens of soldiers in ambush. The thieves not only held many rewards in their hands, but 
also were hindered by their long robes and oil boots with slippery soles, no matter how brave they 
were, they were still easily slaughtered. At the same time, musicians were hired to play flutes and drums 
in front and behind the Yamen to celebrate, so that the thieves in the Yamen could not hear the sound 
of killing. In this way, they were surrounded and killed one by one. In the end, only eight people 
including Chi Zhongrong were left. Wang Yangming ordered them to be captured in one fell swoop and 
beheaded at the gate. On the same night, Mr. Yangming issued a message and sent out troops to join Lu 
Ke and other troops in a lightning raid. They quickly wiped out the remnants of Chi Zhongrong, and the 
banditry around southern Jiangxi was completely eliminated. 


After all, the above is a novel, and the plot may be exaggerated or creative, but it also shows Wang 
Yangming's status in the minds of people at the time. A person who has great knowledge and lofty 
principles, but also has practical skills and strategies, and does not fall into empty talk about ideals - in 
this confused era, we need this kind of person most. 


Qiao Jingfu 


July 2, 2015 
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Volume 17: The Wind Sweeps the Mountains and Rivers 
Introduction 


Heaven is in good health, and a gentleman constantly strives for self-improvement. 


——"Book of Changes:Qian" 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 174 Chapter 1 Seduction 


Sitting cross-legged on the highest rock on the hill, Yan Heng looked up with a smile and watched the 
floating clouds slowly passing by in the clear sky. Like a child, he unconsciously stretched his hand up 
slowly, as if he wanted to touch the clouds. 


Of course Yan Heng knew he couldn't touch it. But he couldn't resist the desire to try. 


His eyes as he looked at yhe clouds were shining with innocence and sincerity. 


——Maybe | can really touch the sky... 


The thought made his smile grow wider, more like a child's. Yan Heng had never laughed like this before. 
Even when he was in Qingcheng Mountain, even when he was granted the qualification of "Taoist 
Disciple" by his master. 


Because in those days, he was always thinking about how to meet other people's expectations, how to 
proceed without making mistakes or regressing, how to bear what he shouldered, and persevere. 


Today, Yan Heng no longer has to think about this. 


He put his hand down and looked down at his palm. 


It was empty inside. 


But it also means being able to catch everything. 


The movement of clouds in the sky became slightly faster. A gust of spring breeze greeted Yan Heng's 
face and dried the sweat on his forehead. 


2808 


Two long and short blunt iron swords used for practice were stuck upside down in the soil on both sides 
of him. The hilts were wrapped with sweat. The long sword swayed slightly back and forth in the wind, 
as if it was performing an impromptu dance. 


Yan Heng felt that everything around him was so perfect. 


He took the cloth bag lying beside him, took out the bamboo tube containing water, uncorked it and 
drank a few sips, then took out a blue sweat towel embroidered with flying bird patterns and wiped his 
face. 


There is another thing in the bag. Yan Heng touched it and couldn't help but take it out to look at it 
again. 


It was a wooden slip about four fingers wide and two palms long. It was densely carved with fine 
characters. At first glance, it seemed to be some ancient scripture, but upon closer inspection, it was 
actually something newly carved. The light-colored wood used was very solid. It seemed that It is quite 
rare and valuable. The carving on the wood is exquisite and black lacquer is applied to make the font 
appear deeper. 


There are seventeen pieces of this set of wooden slips in total, and except for this piece, the rest are 
stored in Yan Heng's room. Yan Heng had actually memorized the contents carved on the wooden slips, 
but he always liked to take a piece with him, like an amulet that could calm the soul. 


This set of wooden simples was delivered to Wang Shouren's court by a tall and dull young man half a 
year ago - three months after the fateful battle at the south Ganzhou governor's residence that night. 
The youth did not seem to know how to speak, but merely produced a letter designating that the 
wooden slips should be delivered to Yan Heng, or that Lord Wang should receive it in person. 


The young man refused to store the box containing the wooden slips or hand it over to someone from 
the government. He insisted that he could only hand it over to one of the two people. Yan Heng is still a 
prisoner of the imperial court, and the officials accompanying him must not admit any connection with 
him. They were afraid that this was a trick by political opponents to frame Mr. Wang, and they didn't 
know how to deal with it. 
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In the end, Meng Qihe informed Yan Heng to come and take over. They led the young man to the 
countryside outside Ganzhou City and waited for Yan Heng in the dark, when no one was around, so as 
not to be followed and monitored. 


That night Yan Heng arrived accompanied by Lian Feihong, who was experienced in the martial arts 
world. Yan Heng looked at the young man Amu and couldn't sense anything suspicious. But he did not 
forget the profound lessons learned from the battle of the Horse Pai Gang in Chengdu or the fight 
against the "Kings of Magicians" in Luling. Everything was done in accordance with Mr. Feihong's words. 
He did not open the wooden box immediately after receiving it, but first gave it to Lian Feihong for 
careful inspection to make sure there is no mechanical device used by the assassin. 


Lian Feihong finally opened the box. By the light of the lantern, everyone saw what was inside. 


However, Mr. Feihong was still very cautious. He took out the wooden slips from the box with his hands 
wrapped in thick cloth and carefully checked whether they were contaminated with poisonous powder 
or other foreign matter. 


Yan Heng's eyes were completely attracted by the words engraved on the wooden slips. The first piece 
of paper Mr. Feihong held in his hand began with this inscription: 


eueds Dragon and tiger meet, male and female are in harmony, longitudinal, short, horizontal, smooth, 
and reverse freely. ...... ] 


In the darkness of the night, Yan Heng heard his heart beating like a drum. He reached out and snatched 
the piece of wood, touching the words to read them carefully, the more he read, the more excited he 
became, and his fingers trembled. The others saw him and wondered why. 


The firelight reflected the tears in his eyes. The flesh of his fingers sank deep into the concave lines of 
the lettering to make sure that what he was seeing was not an illusion. ...... 


Now Yan Heng is under the sun, and he is also gently stroking the inscriptions on the wooden slips, and 
he no longer has the excitement that night. 


2810 


This set of wooden slips was carved according to the script copied by someone. Although the shape of 
the strokes was somewhat different after being copied by the craftsmen, Yan Heng could tell at a glance 
whose hand it was: after all, he grew up with that person and learned to read and write together for 
many years. 


Yan Heng had been wondering before: Where did Hou Yingzhi know many "Male and Female Dragon 
and Tiger Sword Techniques" moves come from? After receiving these wooden slips, he suddenly 
realized. 


So how did Hou Yingzhi obtain this precious sword manual? Yan Heng speculated: After Wudang 
captured the Qingcheng Sect, they must have looted various collections in the "Xuanmen House", 
especially the "Guiyuantang", the martial arts training center of the "Taoist disciples", from which they 
found "Male and Female Dragon Tigers Sword Manual" is not a strange thing. 


In the wooden box that Yan Heng received, in addition to the seventeen wooden slips with the original 
text of the sword manual, there was also a small booklet at the bottom. When he opened it, he saw that 
it was also full of small characters, also written by Hou Yingzhi. What is written in it is Hou Yingzhi's 
experience in interpreting the sword manual, including some speculations about areas that have not yet 
been determined. 


The "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual" is written in code to keep it confidential. The 
numbers in it are the code names of the first nine sets of swordsmanship and moves of the Qingcheng 
Sect. Outsiders who have not learned Qingcheng Sword have no way of understanding it. 


Yan Heng has been focusing on the study and restoration of Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Techniques for years, and has already accumulated a lot of insights, coupled with his battle with Hou 
Yingzhi in Ganzhou, he has learned a lot of moves. 


A new world of Qingcheng Sword Way opened up in front of Yan Heng. 


Of course, Yan Heng did not follow Hou Yingzhi's guidance, but instead, after thinking about it himself, 
he realized that Hou Yingzhi's swordsmanship was going in the wrong direction. Yan Heng guessed that 
it was because Hou Yingzhi was too obsessed with adding the Wudang sword techniques he had 
learned, "strengthening" the original "Dragon Tiger Sword", but violating the original sword theory. 
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However, there are some creative ideas and insights from Hou Yingzhi that make Yan Heng applaud and 
stimulate him to reflect on his own shortcomings of being too rigid and not daring to try. 


--Xiao Ying got the sword manual and learned more than me, but he lost to me. ...... | should have more 
confidence in my own way of swordsmanship. 


——It's my "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword". 


Yan Heng has been reading sword manuals and notes for more than half a year, and it's like experiencing 
Hou Yingzhi's years of struggle in the Wudang sect through time and space, and it's like regaining an old 
friend to accompany him in practicing swordsmanship. He often recalled the days when the two of them 
trained each other and studied swordsmanship together in Qingcheng Mountain, and his heart was 
filled with warmth and nostalgia. 


This sword manual was delivered to Yan Heng at the best time. The Wudang Clan is no longer around, 
and after the "Six Swordsmen" successfully rescued Huo Yaohua, life has temporarily settled down. Yan 
Heng tried hard to think about how to go forward, but he seemed to have no direction. The most logical 
goal was to rebuild the Qingcheng Sword Sect, but Yan Heng was still wanted by the court, so it was 
absolutely impossible to openly restore the name of the Qingcheng Sword Sect. What's more, when it 
comes to having the martial arts achievements to take charge of a sect, Yan Heng also feels that he does 
not have enough weight. Yan Heng was in deep distress because he couldn't do what he most wanted to 
do and should do. 


Obtaining the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual" was like grabbing a solid rope in the 
quagmire for Yan Heng; Hou Yingzhi's notes made him feel that he was not alone on the road to 
"reviving Qingcheng". 


Yan Heng was touching the wooden slip at this moment, wondering where Hou Yingzhi was? What kind 
of life do you live? Except for the sword manual and notes, there is no word from Hou Yingzhi in the 
wooden box. Yan Heng knew what this important gift represented. 


——xXiaoying, he figured it out. 


——He must have found "that very important person". 
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Yan Heng is naturally happy with the progress he has made in his swordplay over the past six months, 
but he is also gratified to learn that his old friend has found peace of mind. 


What happened to Hou Yingzhi inspired Yan Heng: 


— —Don’t let the past or the future weigh you down. Live in every moment. 


This is in line with his realization from the "Mountain Snail" practice a year ago: he was too attached to 
the sword, so he was enslaved by the sword. Only after he gave up the sword did he understand how to 
truly "use the sword." 


Now Yan Heng enjoys every moment of practicing swordsmanship, appreciates all the mysteries of 
swordsmanship, and regards every unsolved difficulty as fun. 


Only then did he finally understand why Master He Zisheng showed an excited expression as if he was 
about to enjoy delicious food every time he performed martial arts and during the decisive battle with 
Ye Chenyuan. 


——This is what happens when you have "your own sword". 


At this time, the sound of footsteps on the grass was heard in the distance behind him. Yan Heng had 
just finished sword practice, and his senses were still in a highly sensitive state. He immediately noticed 
it and could tell who it was. 


He smiled heartily, still sitting still, and continued to touch the wooden slips. 


Tong Jing gently sat next to him and leaned on his shoulder. 


One night more than ten days ago, Tong Jing had a dream of memories. 
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She goes back to when she was only six years old. 


The Minjiang Gang founded by her father, Tong Boxiong, had not yet dominated river transportation in 
Sichuan Province, and was still competing for the interests of several of the largest ports in Chengdu. 


On the day recalled in the dream, the little boy was sitting quietly in a warehouse of the Minjiang Gang 
headquarters, watching his father and the gang members. 


A group of good fighters are wearing armor made of bamboo pieces, and are distributing bright knives 
and spears, preparing for a battle to decide who will be the underground hegemon in Chengdu. 


She stared at her father and those men with her big, bony eyes. There was almost no conversation. Each 
person exudes a kind of aura - that aura is not something that the young Tong Jing can understand. She 
only knows to smell it, and her little heart beats faster. 


Her father, Tong Boxiong, suddenly raised his head and looked at her. That was not the warm face that 
Tong Jing was usually familiar with. Cold, yet hot at the same time. Her father's eyes seemed to be 
looking at her, but he seemed to be looking blankly at the wall behind her. There was no expression on 
his face, but he seemed ready to explode at any moment. 


Six-year-old Tong Jing relied on her innate intuition to feel that her father and those men presented a 
strange beauty at this critical moment. 


——She really wanted to be one of them. 


Then she watched them walk out of the heavily guarded warehouse door... 


Tong Jing woke up from her dream and sat up on the bed, unable to sleep again. 


In the darkness, she recalled the scene she thought she had forgotten for a long time. Then she 


confirmed: 
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——From that day on, | hope to learn to fight. 


The morning after having that dream, Tong Jing continued to learn martial arts from Feihong. 


Lian Feihong had already had experience in teaching the female disciple Xing Ying, and through these 
years of getting along with him, he knew Tong Jing's characteristics very well. Therefore, he did not 
forcefully teach her all the "Eight Secrets" of the Kongtong Sect. She picked out the things that suited 
her and taught them: the skillful moves of the "Through-Arm Sword", the quick-shooting technique of 
the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade", and switched to a lighter double-edged flying sword; the "Black Leaf 
Fan" A close-quarters strike to prevent strong opponents from rushing in; the flying rope of "Destroying 
Heart Lao" is combined with the leap of Qinggong; the technique of "Moyun Hand" is used to escape the 
enemy's grapple; the relatively simple technique of "Mountain Whip" There are a few tricks to use two- 
handed long weapons to defend against enemies even when you have to use heavy weapons. As for the 
fierce "Nichirin Sword" and the "Hanazhan Pai" which relies too much on physical fighting, training 
Feihong does not teach them at all. 


That morning, Mr. Feihong was teaching Tong Jing how to "carry mountain whip". Perhaps because she 
didn't get enough sleep the night before, Tong Jing seemed weak when holding the four-foot-long stick 
with both hands, and she couldn't fully use her waist and legs to generate strength. "You have to 
practice hard." Lian Feihong's face darkened. 


"This is not suitable for me at all." Tong Jing let go of one hand and threw her wrist, indicating that she 
was a little tired. 


"You can't always choose your weapon in battle." Lian Feihong patiently explained, "If the weapon 
doesn't suit you, are you going to stop fighting and let others slaughter you? Moreover, this two-handed 
whip method can help you stretch your whole body, and train your muscles that you have neglected by 
using one-handed swords too much, which will be very beneficial to you when you learn other things in 
the future! 


After hearing this, Tong Jing stopped talking, and raised the whip pole again with both hands, but still 
couldn't concentrate on hitting it, she was only doing the moves. 
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The more Lian Feihong looked at it, the darker his face became: he had put so much effort into planning 
this set of exercises for Tong Jing, but she just dealt with it perfunctorily. He finally couldn't help but yell: 
"Where has your heart gone? Are you thinking about that kid Yan Heng again?" 


Tong Jing was stunned. The next moment her face turned red and she dropped the whip pole to the 
ground. 


"You are not my master! | didn't ask you to teach me either!" 


Tong Jing turned around and left with tears in her eyes, leaving a regretful Lian Feihong standing there. 


OOOO 


For Lian Feihong, every morning is a challenge. 


At this age he doesn't sleep much, and almost every day he wakes up to see the faint morning stars. 


When he woke up, his body felt as if every joint had been fixed with an iron nail, so stiff that even 
turning over was a struggle. When he tried to sit up, every muscle and joint in his body was protesting 
against him. 


Lian Feihong didn't want to wake up his sleeping companions in the room, so he always suppressed his 
moans and slowly sat up inch by inch. He first used the breathing method of his Kongtong sect to 
circulate the internal and external blood and make the body functions slightly more active, and then he 
climbed out of bed and quietly practiced various standing Zen postures of the Shaolin School's "Yi Jin 
Jing" learned from Yuan Xing, stretching his muscles and bones. After practicing for a long round, he 
could really move freely. 


At the dawn of dawn, Lian Feihong would put the "Fen Lion Sword" on his belt, take his other favorite 
weapons, and go out alone to practice martial arts in the nearby mountains. 
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——He knows that the smell in the mountains and forests in the early morning is thicker and turbid, 
which is not suitable for exercise. But he didn't want any of his companions to see that he hadn't 
adjusted his body in the morning and was showing a stiff and awkward martial arts training posture, so 
he still rushed ahead of everyone else. 


In fact, it was not necessary for him to bring all the weapons of the "Eight Great Absolutes", he could 
have used lighter practicing equipment instead. But he insisted on doing so. 


Carrying the weapon he had fought with for so many years with him made him feel more like his old 
self. 


It takes twice as much time and patience to practice Feihong every day before he can regain his normal 
sense of martial arts, turn thousands of swords, clubs, fans, etc. into extensions of his body, and punch 
and kick with all his strength. He didn't know whether this preparation time would get longer and longer 
as the years passed. 


——Will it get worse? .....Would there even come a day when it becomes impossible to do it at all? ........ 


Lian Feihong realized a long time ago that growing old is a constant process of loss. But even though he 
knew it, he couldn't help but be afraid when the things that belonged to him disappeared one by one. 


At the age of 67, Lian Feihong knew that there was no uphill road ahead of him. 


It wasn't just age that made his body deteriorate so much. Lian Feihong was severely injured in a battle 
by Lei Jiudi, and his vitality was severely damaged, and he could never regain his previous state and 
skills. And every time he saw a large piece of his ear cut off in his reflection in the water, it reminded him 
again of that tragic failure, which deeply damaged his self-confidence. Lei Jiudi had already died under 
the Jing Li knife, and he would never be able to wash away this humiliation. 


——Oh, who am | lying to? ...So what if Lei Jiudi is alive today? There's no way | can defeat him... 
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One day, when he was practicing the Kongtong School's "Flower Method" of throwing shuriken swords, 
his palm reflexes couldn't catch up for a moment, and the scimitar fell to the ground. He stopped and 
stared blankly at the knife on the ground. At that moment, this thought came to his mind: 


——l’m still practicing hard, for what purpose? ... 


Whenever he got tired from practicing, he would sit on a stone to rest, and then start thinking about 
what he would teach Tong Jing later that day. Only at this moment will Lian Feihong's brows relax. 


Concentrating on his thoughts, he gently gestured with the sword in his hand the moves he was going to 
teach Tong Jing, or the techniques he was going to ask her to repeat by heart. When he imagined how 
the clever Tong Jing would assimilate these martial arts techniques and turn them into her own, Lian 
Feihong would always get excited, stroking his long, almost completely snow-white beard, and once 
again displaying the boyish smile of the former Mr. Feihong. 


Lian Feihong's greatest fear was that one day he would die in his hospital bed. Sometimes he would 
wonder if he would have been happiest if he had died that night under Lei Jiuti'’s saber. 


The only person who could dispel this thought was Tong Jing. Although Lian Feihong did not say 
anything on the surface, he had already entrusted the remaining meaning of his life to Tong Jing. 


--As long as she was dedicated and continued to have the right guidance, in twenty years, or even just 
ten years, she would be able to become a supreme master like Yao Lianzhou, or a great master who 
would pioneer a new school of martial arts! 


Lian Feihong was convinced of this. 


--In order to nurture her, | have to live on. The longer the better. 


--| want to see that Tong Jing. 


He prayed in his heart. 
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But one day, when Tong Jing threw down her whip and left in a rage, Lian Feihong felt his heart break. 


Lian Feihong had actually held back the words he had used to scold Tong Jing for a long time before 
spitting them out. Tong Jing's progress in martial arts over the past two years had not been as good as 
expected, and had even stagnated recently. 


Lian Feihong knew why Tong Jing was distracted. 


It's Yan Heng. 


OOOO 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing continued to sit side by side on the hill. Their relationship has already reached a 
stage where they can feel happy together quietly without talking much. 


For a long time, Tong Jing lowered her head and saw the wooden slip in Yan Heng's hand. She took it 
over and touched the words on it. 


"Have you already practiced all these?" She shook the wooden slip and asked Yan Heng. 


"About 70-80%. Some of them haven't figured it out yet, but | already know what the sword path is like. 
If | spend a little more time, | should be able to figure it out." 


Tong Jing smiled and said, "Then why don't you thank me more?" 


Ever since Yan Heng had obtained the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manuals, he had been 
devoting himself to deciphering the techniques therein, and Tong Jing had also been helping him, not 
only assisting him in his sparring exercises, but also giving him her own views on the mechanics of the 
sword strokes. In this process, Yan Heng realized how smart Tong Jing was in terms of martial arts. 
Although her practical experience and understanding of Qingcheng's swordsmanship were still limited, 
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and many of her ideas were inaccurate, her extraordinary ingenuity was able to stimulate Yan Heng to 
come up with new ideas, which made him break through some of the obstacles in practicing the 
"Dragon Tiger Sword". 


When Yan Heng heard Tong Jing's words, he purposely remained silent. 


Tong Jing immediately grabbed his sleeve and shook it violently, "What? Are you saying that | don't have 
any merit? 


"Yes, yes... it all depends on Miss Tong! She is Yan's great benefactor!" Yan Heng grinned and held Tong 
Jing's hand. 


Tong Jing smiled happily and looked at the wooden slip again, her eyes shining. She was very satisfied to 
be able to help Yan Heng make rapid progress - Yan Heng's achievements were equal to her own 
achievements. 


Yan Heng was very grateful that Tong Jing had spent so much time and effort to help him, and he felt 
that their relationship had taken a big step forward because of their joint efforts. 


"But..." Yan Heng said at this time: "These days, | don't seem to see you practicing martial arts with Mr. 
Feihong..." Tong Jing's smile dropped for a moment, and then she forced a smile: "It's nothing... It's just 
that | think | learned too much too quickly before, so | want to review it by myself first..." 


Yan Heng already had a deep relationship with her and had a spiritual connection with her. How could 
he not notice the difference in her tone? But he knew that Tong Jing had a stubborn personality and 
didn't like being pushed by others, so he stopped asking questions for the time being, thinking that he 
would ask Lian Feihong later. 


"Let's go back." Yan Heng said. 


Tong Jing nodded, stuffed the wooden slip back into the cloth bag and carried it. Yan Heng also stood 
up, pulled out a pair of blunt iron swords for practice from the ground, and the two walked briskly down 
the mountain side by side. 
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After a while, they returned to Shuiyan Village - the home of "Six Swordsmen" for this year. 


That day, Jing Li and others rescued Huo Yaohua and separated from the wolf soldiers, then returned to 
Wang Shouren in Ganzhou to meet up with Yan Heng and Tong Jing. Since the six people were still 
wanted by the court, it was not appropriate to stay with Mr. Wang. However, after Mr. Wang was nearly 
assassinated, "Six Swordsmen" knew that Wang Shouren was the governor of Southern Jiangxi and was 
risking his life day and night in Nanchang. It seems that Prince Ning's Mansion will launch an attack at 
any time. "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" has nowhere to go, so it is better to stay near Ganzhou and 
provide support for Mr. Wang when necessary. 


Wang Shouren also believed that wandering around all day long for the "Six Swordsmen" was not a 
long-term solution, so he finally found a place suitable for settling the six of them, which was in Shuiyan 
Qianzhai, west of Ganzhou Fucheng and more than ten miles outside Shangyou County. 


Yan Hengtong quietly returned to the village and saw that it was a small sentry village with a mountain 
onits back and a river. It was about the same size as a mansion of a wealthy family in the city. It was 
surrounded by high bamboo fences. There were a few holes everywhere due to the war. There are 
traces of burning everywhere, and only a few houses inside can be seen in front of the gap in the wall. 
Two remaining observation towers protrude from the south and north corners of the wall, giving it some 
appearance. There is a forest to the east that covers most of the sentry village, and the location is quite 
secretive. 


This front village was originally an outpost built by bandits from Shuiyan Village in the mountains to 
guard against the officers and soldiers who made sneak attacks from the back mountains. Not long after 
Wang Shouren took office, he sent troops to wipe out the nearby bandits. The Shuiyan stronghold was 
destroyed by lightning and the stronghold was burned down. However, this small former stronghold 
remained. Wang Shouren originally wanted to transform it into a sentry post in Shangyou County, where 
the militiamen would take turns to serve and guard it, and as a place for long-term military training. 
However, the southern Jiangxi government has been busy suppressing bandits and calming the people, 
so this plan has not been implemented. Now it has become a the place where the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door" rest. 


Although Shuiyangianzhai and Shangyou County are not far apart, there are rugged mountains and 
rivers in between, making it difficult to pass, so there are very few people passing through on weekdays. 
The only village closest to here is Pingyan Village, with a population of only a hundred or so. Wang 
Shouren pretended that Jing Li and the other six people were the elite soldiers he had recruited, and 
they were temporarily living here because their homeland had been destroyed. The villagers of Pingyan 
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had suffered from banditry in the past. Master Wang was like a reborn parent to them. Naturally, they 
would not be suspicious. They never came to disturb them and they lived in peace. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing entered through a gap in the fence without opening the village gate. 


There are only four small houses and a slightly larger warehouse in the village, forming a semicircle 
surrounding an open space in the middle. At this moment, the open space is covered with straw mats 
with stones at the four corners, and the mats are covered with dried mountain vegetables and fruits. 
There were also two bamboo poles standing on the ground, and a row of dried meat hung on the rope 
between them. They were all wild animals and fish caught in the river, which had been pickled with salt. 


——Wang Shouren sent people to deliver some rice regularly. In addition, "Six Swordsmen" had been 
wandering for a long time and were accustomed to hunting and gathering food in the mountains. 
Therefore, even though they had lived in this uninhabited land for a long time, they had no worries 
about lack of food. 


Shuiyan Qianzhai has been abandoned for a while. When the "Six Swordsmen" first moved in, it was like 
a dead place and quite gloomy. Tong Jing was not used to it, but today, it is filled with the atmosphere 
of life, so that she feels like a home indeed. 


--Of course, it is also because of Yan Heng's presence in ....... 


The four houses in the fortress each had a bright red cloth hanging on the front door frame and a red 
paper with the word "happiness" written on it. When the two of them came back, they couldn't help but 
look at each other with a sweet smile. 


The "Six Swords of Broken Door" will soon organize a wedding ceremony. 


Jing Liand Hu Linglan are going to get married. 


OOOO 
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"Sister Lan, do you really want to marry that wild monkey?" 


Tong Jing asked Hu Linglan this question on the second day after Jing Xi announced her marriage. The 
two of them were packing clothes to dry in the village. 


Hu Linglan brushed her black hair from her temples, lowered her head slightly, smiled, nodded, then 
continued to fold the robe in her hand and gently put it into the bamboo basket. 


Tong Jing was a little stunned when she saw Hu Linglan's smile in the sun. After all these years, Hu 
Linglan has gained a more enviable charm than when she first met her, just like the fresh fruit on a tree 
when it matures to its most plump and plump form. 


Even though they are both women, Tong Jing can't help but admire in her heart. 


"| first came to the Ming Kingdom by boat to find him, so that | could have closure with him." Hu Linglan 
looked at Tong Jing and said, her long, beautiful eyes sparkling. "Either | defeat him or | marry him." 


"So you don't want to defeat Brother Jing now?" Tong Jing asked. 


Hu Linglan sighed softly and shook her head, "I already know that it is impossible for me to surpass Jing 
Li - after he realized the 'Wave Cutting Iron Strength’ and his body has recovered, | already knew that." 


She smiled, revealing her white jade-like teeth, and watched the clothes hanging on the rope undulate 
and flutter in the wind. In her eyes, they seemed to have been transformed into the turbulent waves 
that she had crossed that day when she left her hometown and took a boat to the west, and they also 
seemed to be the grudges and love and hatred that had once swirled in her own heart. 


"Then my only remaining choice is to become a samurai's wife." 


Hu Linglan used the phrase "samurai's wife" in her hometown dialect. Tong Jing couldn't understand it, 


but she understood what Sister Lan was talking about even without asking her. 
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Tong Jing guessed that Hu Linglan had already made this decision in front of the riverbank ring in 
Xiangtan - that day, as her wife, she told Jing Li, who was about to fight against Lei Jiuti, "Bring back the 
victory." 


Then they rescued Huo Yihua from the Ning King's mansion. After settling the matter, Hu Linglan had no 
reason not to marry. 


--But she still waited for a year before agreeing to Jing Li. She wanted to make sure that she had no 
more regrets. 


Tong Jing looked at Hu Linglan's happy face and couldn't help but think of herself. 


——Sister Lan has entrusted her future life to Jing Li... Can | also entrust it to Yan Heng? ... 


"Sister Lan, will you give up sword practice in the future?" Tong Jing asked. 


Hu Linglan laughed: "Of course | still have to practice. He also told me that | am not allowed to give up 
my martial arts just now." 


The corners of her mouth turned even sweeter as she said this. What Jing Li said at that time was 
actually not that simple. 


——"You really fascinated me when we met again for the first time and | was almost killed by you." He 
said last night: | don't want you to become another person in the future. " 


It's just that my goal of practicing martial arts will be different from now on." Hu Linglan then said to 
Tong Jing: "I no longer train to defeat anyone, but to protect our family." 


Tong Jing was stunned again. The Hu Linglan in front of her is completely different from the former 
female swordsman who was entangled in love and hate and followed Jing Li with full of contradictions. 
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Now she has finally gained a spiritual balance between love and fighting, and has reconciled with her 
former self. 


Tong Jing rolled up a dry cloth and asked casually, "What about Brother Jing? What are his plans for the 
future?" 


Hearing this, Hu Linglan stopped gathering the laundry. 


Tong Jing didn't realize it, and was still talking to herself, "In the past, Brother Jing only had the Wudang 
Sect in his eyes, but Wudang has long since disappeared. Yan Heng still has the dream of rebuilding the 
Qingcheng Sect, but | seldom hear Brother Jing talk about reviving the Tiger Respect Sect in the South 
China Sea or anything like that, and | don't even hear him mentioning his hometown in Fujian....... 
However, Brother Jing, the wild monkey, will definitely not stop! No matter how high the mountain is, 
he will definitely keep climbing up ....... 


A faint haze appeared between Hu Linglan's eyebrows. 


At this time the wind became a little stronger. The clothes that had not been put away were fluttering 
violently together. 


",, Sister Lan, do you think so?" Tong Jing asked with a smile. 


Hu Linglan's originally stiff face recovered and nodded. She looked up at the sky and said, "Let's clean up 
quickly. 


It looks like it's going to rain." 


OOOO 


Walking to the door of the house, Yan Heng placed a pair of iron swords against the wall. Tong Jing 
picked up the spoon, poured water into the water tank in front of the door, washed Yan Heng's hands 
and face, and took out a sweat towel to wipe him clean. 


Yan Heng then took the spoon and let Tong Jing wash her as well. 
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While the two were enjoying this peaceful and happy moment, Alai's barking came from the other end 
of the warehouse, followed by a rough voice yelling. 


They couldn't help but frown after hearing this. Then they saw Alai, the hound, running towards me ina 
bit of panic. Tong Jing immediately squatted down to catch it, hugged its head and neck to comfort him, 
and at the same time smelled the smell of alcohol on Alai's mouth. 


"Stupid dog, you won't even drink if | ask you to, you're so stupid | " 


A figure walked over with crooked steps while shouting and cursing. "Damn monk! Did you make him 
drink again? You know he can't drink it! "Tong Jing cursed angrily. 


Wan Xing held the wine jar in one hand and used an iron-wrapped eyebrow stick as a crutch in the other 
hand. He walked over with squinted eyes and a blush on his face. 


Wan Xing had unkempt hair that had not been trimmed for an unknown period of time. The stiff hairs 
stood up like spear points. His monk's robes were dirty, and his clothes were stained with wine stains. 
His face and body were much thinner than before, and his appearance looked different as a result. 


--Especially when he was drunk. 


The wine was home-brewed with wild fruits from the mountains, and although the sweet and sour 
flavor was not too harsh, it had a strong aftertaste. The wine jar in Yuan Xing's hand has become half 
lighter. 


Yuan Xing looked like a drunken beggar, which made Yan Heng's heart ache. 


What was going on? Among the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate", Yuan Xing was always the most easy- 
going and the least annoyed one: except for the times when he did not have enough to eat, he was 
hardly heard complaining about anything. He never hid the famous martial arts of the Shaolin School, 
especially the "Yishu Jing", which is the most valuable and beneficial to the body, and has been practiced 


by all of the Six Swords of the Broken Door. 
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Yuan Xing lifted up the wine and took a big gulp. 


"Stop drinking!" Tong Jing stood up and shouted: "We saved these wines to prepare for Brother Jing and 
Sister Lan to drink when they get married." 


Wan Xing ignored it, took another sip of wine, spit out the wine and said: "I can drink if | want, can you 
control me? What does their wedding ceremony have to do with me, a monk? " 


"You still tell me that you don't violate the precepts when you get drunk?" Tong Jing stamped her feet 
and said, "Monk, what disease are you suffering from? Are you crazy?" 


Wan Xing laughed wildly, and turned the eyebrow-level stick on his head with one hand in a big circle, 
looking around Shuiyan Qianzhai: "If you live in a ghost place like this, if you don't drink a few sips of 
wine to relieve your boredom, you will really go crazy." 


Tong Jing did not understand why Yuan Xing thought so. In the past, the Six Swords of Broken Door had 
been wandering all over the place, even in the deep jungles of the mountains, or in the poor 
mountainous regions of Guangxi, it was all the same, but now that Yuan Xing was living in this fortress, 
which was ten times better than those places, with no worries about food and clothing, and being able 
to concentrate on his martial arts training, why did Yuan Xing dislike this place? 


The loss of Yuan Xing and increasingly derailed behavior began a few months ago. At first, everyone only 
noticed that he talked less, ate less than before, and especially no longer ate much meat. At that time, 
Tong Jing even teased him that he was "finally more like a monk", and then he got worse, not bothering 
to wash and change his clothes, often smelling bad, and looking even more like a beggar when his beard 
grew longer. Yan Heng also remembers that when he first met Yuan Xing at the Linmen Inn in Xi'an, 
Yuan Xing said that he ate meat in order to have the strength to fight, and that wine did not help him, so 
he did not like to drink. 


But now this monk Yuan Xing has become a terrible drunkard. 


"Do you have to drink because you're bored?" Tong Jing refused to let go of Wan Xing: "Won't you find 
other things to do?" 
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Yuan Xing grinned, his teeth peeking out between his disheveled moustache: "I'm not a girl, I'm not 
looking for a man to make love to me." 


Tong Jing's cheeks flushed red with anger, but she could not say anything to refute him. 


"Monk, speak with dignity." Yan Heng said calmly with a blue face. 


Yuan Xing stared at Yan Heng with a fierce gaze, "Ah, yes, today's little Yan Heng has grown up, no 
longer the timid boy he was before, now he has the guts to challenge me, the monk". 


Yan Heng didn't want to scold him, and thought it would be better to leave him alone, so he turned his 
head away and prepared to leave with Tong Jing A Lai. 


Yuan Xing, however, did not let him go: "Since Miss Tong ordered me to find something else to relieve 
my boredom, why don't you, the next head of Qingcheng Sect, play with me!" 


As he said that, he remotely pointed the head of his Qi Mei stick, which was covered with iron round 
nails, straight at Yan Heng's face. 


Yuan Xing's phrase "the next Master of the Qingcheng Sect" was obviously meant to ridicule Yan Heng. 
Yan Heng's heart was burning with anger. However, he still suppressed his emotions. If a normal Yuan 

Xing had asked him to spar with him, he would naturally be happy to do so, but now this Yuan Xing, he 
definitely did not want to fight with him. 


That sentence also stung Tong Jing, who was beside him - the restoration of Qingcheng was Yan Heng's 
dream, and she would not allow anyone to insult it. 


Tong Jing was so angry that she couldn't help but blurt out, "| bet Yan Heng is already stronger than you 
today!" 


Yuan Xing's thick, hard eyebrows rose up and he said with a strange smile, "Is that so? We'll have to see. 
Little Yan Heng, come on!" 
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Yuan Xing stepped forward and struck the water tank in front of the door, sending tiles and water flying 
in all directions, splashing Yan Heng all over. A-Lai was so frightened that he barked furiously. 


Yan Heng, however, looked unchanged, still turning his head to go. 


"Do you despise me?" Yuan Xing glared at him, and with his left hand, he smashed the wine on the 
ground, leaving a heap of broken tiles and dregs of wine on the ground. 


At the same time, Yuan Xing struck Yan Heng in the direction he was going with both hands, punching a 
hole in the wall of the house! The blow was only a few inches in front of Yan Heng's face, and it was 
obviously powerful. 


--The monk was serious! 


The signal of danger caused Yan Heng's body to react immediately, dodging backward while at the same 
time reaching out and picking up the pair of short and long blunt iron swords that had been resting on 
the wall, he looked directly at Yuan Xing and stood on guard! 


In the midst of Tong Jing's shocked cry, Yuan Xing's long stick came at Yan Heng again with a fierce wind- 
breaking sound. 


Yan Heng moved with his body, dodging the head of the stick, at the same time, his right hand 
longsword stood out, a distance of about feet, suppressing Yuan Xing's left hand, which was holding the 
stick, in order to prevent the Qi Mei stick from flipping over and striking again. 


--Yan Heng did not attack, but only used his sword in the direction of the remote stance, has suppressed 
the Yuan Xing's chain of attacks, the method is like when He Zi Sheng and Ye Chenyuan, change each 
other's stance against each other in the air, it can be seen that the Yan Heng's sword skills have entered 
another level. 


Yuan Xing also had to applaud Yan Heng's skill in his heart, but his will to fight had risen, and he didn't 
stop just because of this block, sliding his palm over the stick body in succession, turning the Qi Mei stick 
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into a broom-like anti-grip handle, with the other end of the clad-iron head of the stick ruffling Yan 
Heng's abdomen from the bottom! 


--This is the Shaolin Twin Headed Baton of Qi Mei, which changes the way of holding the baton by sliding 
the handle, so that the two ends of the baton change freely, and the angle of striking makes it 
impossible for the enemy to guard against it. Yuan Xing had learned the Kongtong "Flower Method" and 
the "Zhi Shan Whip" from Lian Fei Hong over the years, so he was able to utilize the Shaolin's own stick 
technique with more dexterity than strength. 


Yan Heng had already put his left hand short sword on his belly when he had set up his long sword 
earlier, in preparation for any changes in Yuan Xing's moves, so he did not panic at this moment, and 
pressed downward to block the Qi Mei Stick. 


Yuan Xing's backhanded upward thrust was not as strong as a normal forehand chopping blow. Even so, 
Yan Heng had already made preparations, relaxing his body and footsteps, and when the short sword 
connected with the head of the stick, he only locked his shoulders, back, and elbows and wrists to 
withstand it, while the rest of his body easily absorbed the incoming force, and he drifted away three 
feet to the diagonal backward, and agilely stood still again, and this blocking was a smooth way to get 
out of Yuan Xing's attacking distance! 


--Yan Heng retreated in such a way, not only because he did not want to fight with Yuan Xing, but also in 
order to lead him away from Tong Jing, so that she would not be affected by the battle. 


Yuan Xing stepped lightly after Yan Heng, and at the same time, the Qi Mei Stick in his hand had 
returned to its proper grip. He exhaled from between his teeth and made a sharp sound, and with his 
hands together, the Qi Mei Stick was aimed straight at Yan Heng's face like a javelin with the "Sleeve 
Threading Stance" of the Shaolin School's "King of Kinara Stick"! 


Yan Heng raised both eyebrows and dodged to the right side of his head and neck, at the same time, his 
right hand longsword used a "half cover" style to pave away the head of the incoming stick to the left, 
and the long stick crossed Yan Heng's ear only three inches away. 


--The monk was so fast! 
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Yuan Xing's pursuit was quicker than Yan Heng had expected. Yuan Xing had been the front-runner of 
the Six Swords of the Broken Gate in many battles before, and although he was strong and powerful, his 
speed was by no means slow, but it seemed that he had gone to a higher level now, and the pace of his 
pursuit was much more agile than his previous power-oriented stance, and his long stick strike was 
much smoother and with fewer precursors. 


--Yuan Xing's body has become thinner, but his martial arts have improved, adding the precision and 
sensitivity that was lacking in the past. 


The Qi Mei Stick immediately retracted when it missed. Yan Heng had been with Yuan Xing for a long 
time, and he knew his stick's habit; after a straight thrust, he would often turn downward and turn it 
into a middle and lower swing, and his swords were already on guard. 


Yuan Xing's right hand, which was holding the end of the stick, was put back, and the head of the iron 
stick was stabbed out again, this time towards Yan Heng's shoulder! After Yan Heng's surprise, he 
immediately mobilized his two swords and waved them in front of his body one after another, which 
was exactly the sword pattern of the "Yuan Xing Twin Swords" of the Qingcheng School, the long and 
short swords were pinging and pinging, and they blocked the four times of Yuan Xing's stabbing sticks in 
a row! 


Yuan Xing's chain of stabbing sticks was like a snake devouring a strike, extending out but then 
retracting back in a split second, and it was impossible for ordinary eyes to catch even the shadow of the 
sticks. This was because Yuan Xing's control of his strength was extremely good, and he did not put ten 
percent of his strength into any of his strikes; as soon as he felt that Yan Heng's two swords were about 
to intercept him, he swallowed back and struck again. Therefore, although Yan Heng blocked four times 
in a row, only two times did he make a sound, and the sound of the swords and clubs clashing was not 
very loud. 


Yan Heng's reaction was equally sensitive, and once he realized that his defense had caused Yuan Xing's 
stick to retract, he relaxed and stopped putting in energy, preparing to defend himself against the next 
blow. 


He was ready to defend himself against the next blow. Had he not done so, if any of his sword strokes 
had been too great, Yuan Xing's next thrust would have already taken advantage of the situation. 


2831 


Both of them are competing with each other with sharp senses and precise control. What appears to be 
a simple series of attacks and defenses actually contains subtle power and skills. 


-Drunk monk also fight like this ...... If he did not drink ...... 


Yan Heng's heart stirred. He remembered that it had been a long time since he had seen Yuan Xing's 
Skill. ...... 


Yuan Xing, however, seemed to be oblivious to the fact that he was still in a frenzied state of mind, and 
this time he no longer stabbed straight ahead, but suddenly closed down his long stick and paused for a 
split second, in order to make Yan Heng puzzled by the difference of half a beat, and then transformed it 
into a sweeping motion! 


Yan Heng was not deceived, but he knew that the force of this sweeping stick was so strong that his pair 
of poorly made iron swords were not enough to resist it, so he stepped diagonally on his left foot and 
opened his horse stance, and sank down, dodging the stick with his head down. 


Then Yan Heng leaned back to the right to avoid the diagonal blow from the eyebrow-level stick, and at 
the same time shouted: "Don't interfere!" 


It turned out that he saw Tong Jing behind him and wanted to come forward to help, so he stopped her 
by shouting. 


——Tong Jing has no weapons, so it is impossible for her to help suppress the drunken Wan Xing. On the 
contrary, it will make Yan Heng scrupulous, which is absolutely useless. 


Wan Xing continued to chase with his stick, while Yan Heng kept dodging left and right, occasionally 
using his sword to block, but never counterattacked. However, such a passive approach cannot last long 
in the face of the elite monks who were once the "Eighteen Bronze Men" of the Shaolin Temple. The 
threat of the Eyebrow Gun has become increasingly dangerous. 


Yan Heng did not want to fight with Yuan Xing, but at the same time, there was an idea in his heart. 
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Among the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate", Jing Li's strength was undoubtedly the first, while Yuan 
Xing, who had always been an authentic Shaolin master, had great strength and was in his prime, so 
everyone secretly agreed that he was better than Hu Linglan in the second place. However, after Yan 
Heng's breakthrough in the practice of "Mountain Snail", his realization after the battle with Hou 
Yingzhi, and his recent acquisition of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Records", he has 
made great progress. Today, no one has seriously thought about how he compares with Yuanxing. 


——How big is the difference between me and the monk... Can | beat him? ... 


The ambition of a warrior cannot be suppressed. Even if you are facing a companion who has lived and 
died with you. 


Yan Heng wanted to give it a try. 


Yuan Xing seemed to sense Yan Heng's emotion and was also stimulated by it. He suddenly changed the 
way of holding the Qi Mei Stick into a short grip in the middle, and snatched up Yan Heng's body and hit 
him with a series of strikes with two heads. 


As Yan Heng suddenly enters into close combat, there is no more room for Yan Heng to dodge, and if he 
doesn't counterattack, he can only endure the beating. 


Yan Heng's eyes changed and he entered another state of mind. "Borrowed Phase". 


At the same time, his left short sword was turned into a reverse grip. The two swords formed a subtle 
triangle in front of his body. 


The body, with chest and back drawn out, exhales vigorously. A sound like the winter wind came out 
from between his teeth. 


The whole body's strength explodes with the step, and is carried through the two swords. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique - Tiger Thunder Wail"! 
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In the past, Yan Heng had seldom utilized this kind of short-range, rigid sword technique, and Yuan Xing 
was greatly surprised by it. But he had always loved to fight hard. With his hands widened, Yuan Xing 
pressed the middle part of his Qi Mei stick forward in a tripod-like stance, in order to clash with Yan 
Heng's longsword that was coming straight at him! 


The swords and sticks clashed, but there was no rebound, instead they stuck together as if they were 
attracted to each other. The two of them stood still, unable to move forward. 


Yan Heng crosses the short sword he is holding in his left hand over the long sword, fully resisting the 
Yuan Xing's suppression. 


His four legs stepped on the sand and soil. 


However, Yan Heng's iron sword was never a real weapon. It could not withstand the pressure of this 
hard-fought battle and began to deform and bend! 


This made Yan Heng's "Tiger Thunder Roar" stance unsustainable. In order to avoid being crushed by 
Yuanxing, he let go of the hilt of the sword at the last moment, while shrinking down and rolling to the 
left. 


The Yuan Xing was not able to stop the attack, and the iron sword was bent and flew to the side. 


Yuan Xing, however, quickly changed to grasp the end of the stick with both hands, and then turned 
back to the horse, about to hit Yan Heng on the ground with the whole stick from the height! 


Yan Heng, half crouching, gripped his short blunt sword and prepared to meet this move with all his 
might... 


A shout like dry thunder rang out, stopping Yuan Xing's pursuit. 
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Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong rushed to the open space from different directions. The one who 
shouted was Jing Li. He was bare-chested, with his curly hair messed up like a bird's nest, obviously he 
had just woken up from a nap, and he was carrying a sheathed goose-winged saber in his hand, with his 
eyes firmly fixed on Yuan Xing. 


Hu Linglan and Mr. Fei Hong also returned from the wall with their weapons. They thought there was a 
foreign enemy, but they never imagined that Yuan Xing and Yan Heng were the ones fighting. 


--What the hell is the monk doing? ...... 


Yan Heng had a chance to return to his standing position, still holding his short sword in his left hand as 
he stood on guard against Yuan Xing. 


Yuan Xing put down his Qi Mei Stick, put the end of the stick on the ground, and shook his head to look 
at Jing Li. 


"You are here." 


"Monk, you'd better go back to your room and take a nap." Jing Li said to Yuan Xing with a smile, but 
there was no trace of laughter in his eyes. 


"Sleep?" Yuan Xing's wild eyes fell on Jing Li's saber. "I'm in high spirits, why should | sleep?" 


He said, dragging his Qi Mei Stick backwards, he walked towards Jing Li step by step. 


"This time it is your turn to relieve my boredom." Yuan Xing's eyes were glowing with ferocity. 


Seeing Yuan Xing challenging Jing Li, both Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong wanted to step forward to stop 

him. However, Jing Li held out his hand to stop them. Hu Linglan looked at Jing Li worriedly. But Jing Li 

remained calm, his arms were wide open and he faced Yuan Xing with his chest open. Yuan Xing pulled 
up his stick and stood up to meet him again. 
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With excitement on his face, he stared at Jing Li and took three more steps forward, getting close to the 
attacking distance. Yuan Xing body emitted an unusually surging fighting aura. Every companion in The 
Six Swords of Broken Gate felt it. 


--He is serious. 


Lian Feihong wanted to scold him, but he was frozen for a moment because Yuan Xing was in sucha 
state. He could not hold back his curiosity as a martial artist: did Yuan Xing have a chance to beat Jing Li 
today? What is the difference between the two of them? ...... 


"Draw your saber." 


Yuan Xing urged. His face began to distort, becoming as vicious as the half-mask he wore in battle. 


It was like being possessed. 


He took another step. The Qi Mei Stick could already threaten Jing Li. 


Jing Li lowered his hands. The palm of his right hand rested on the hilt of the goose-winged saber. 


Yan Heng watched from the outside, his back was covered in sweat. 


He absolutely believed in Brother Jing's ability to resolve the crisis. However, he had not forgotten Jing 
Li's fiery and competitive spirit. If Yuan Xing is so determined to compete, there is no guarantee that it 
will not cause Jing Li to selflessly accept the challenge - Yan Heng himself did the same just now. 


--It was like lighting a fire next to a tank of oil. 


Jing Li looked straight into the depths of Yuan Xing's eyes. 
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Yuan Xing seemed to be ready to strike at any moment. 


"Come on." He cut his teeth and said, "I'll prepare your starting hand. Let me take the Wave Chopping 
lron Stance." 


Jing Li, encouraged by Yuan Xing's words, smiled again as if a child had been given a toy. With his legs 
spread out, it seemed that he was about to start the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" stance. 


But the next moment, Jing Li's hand slowly left the hilt of his saber. 


Yuan Xing's eye brows furrowed. 


"Monk, stop it." Jing Li relaxed his face and his smile returned to normal. "| can't be fooled by this so- 


called ‘killing spirit’. 


The others did not know what Jing Li was talking about, They only saw Jing Li giving up on drawing his 
sword and leaving the door wide open. They were worried about him, but they noticed that the frenzied 
fighting spirit radiating from Yuan Xing's body had disappeared in an instant. 


Yuan Xing sighed and dropped the Qi Mei Stick to the ground with one hand. He looked frustrated, but 
also seemed to be relieved for himself. 


"| thought | could try it once and take your full strength move from Jing Li." 


OOOO 


Yuan Xing walked up from the river shirtless, his body covered in alcohol and dirt that had been 
thoroughly washed away. Yan Heng handed him a cloth towel, which Yuan Xing took with a nod of his 
head, drying his hair and body, and putting on the robe Tong Jing had given him. 
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Yan Heng saw that Yuan Xing's eyes were bright and clear, and he did not feel drunk at all. This was not 
because he had bathed in the cold cleansing water. Yuan Xing was simply pretending to be drunk and 
crazy from the very beginning. 


--| was fooled by him. ...... 


It was only then that Yan Heng recalled that Yuan Xing's attacks on him during the previous fight, with 
the exception of the final move of the mutual collision, were in fact all secretly reserved, but only 
because Yan Heng was intoxicated by the attack and defense confrontation right after he was attacked 
suddenly, and that the heart of the fight overshadowed his judgement. 


——Brother Jing, on the other hand, could see it at a glance... 


Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong had been sitting on the river bank, watching Yuan Xing wash his 
body. At this moment, Mr. Fei Hong could not hold back any longer and shouted to Yuan Xing, "Monk, 
it's time to make things clear!" 


Yuan Xing looked at the beautiful scenery on the other side of the river. He was always straight-faced, 
but he thought for a long time before speaking. 


"When | first left the Shaolin Temple, | did it for Wudang." When he said, his eyes seem to be able to 
faintly see the temple where he grew up, with a nostalgic look in his eyes: "The Wudang sect challenged 
the world martial arts, and | Shaolin even hid in the mountains, hid In the mountains, it would be too 
cowardly to have no ambition to stop Wudang. | wanted to use my own power to push Shaolin to join 
the war - it didn't matter if | killed a few Wudang disciples or Wudang killed me. We cannot wait for Yao 
Lianzhou to visit the main gate of Shaolin Temple in the future." 


Yuan Xing hung down his head, looked at his bare feet, and shook his head and laughed. 


"But I'm cheating myself a bit by saying that. There's something else I've been reluctant to admit: | don't 
like the idea of Wudang claiming to be ‘invincible’. | want to use my own fists and sticks to prove that 
Shaolin martial arts are superior to Wudang martial arts. "Whether it's 'The World's Martial Arts Sect' or 
‘The World's Invincible’ - | want to win!" 
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"In Xi'an, Grand Master drove me away and didn't take me back to Shaolin Temple. He asked me to see 
the world of mortals. To be honest, to this day | still don't understand what Grand Master wanted me to 
see and what he wanted me to see. Where to find it? By accident, | became a companion with you and 
did many things together." 


"When | think back to the past few years, | followed you all because | felt that practicing together would 
make me stronger, and because | believed that we would someday face off with Wudang again - the 
five-year no-fighting pact that Yao Linzhou made with the martial arts world was mostly for Jing Li, Yan 
Heng, and Tong Jing," he said. 


Hearing this, Jing Li did not deny it, but seemed to agree with it in his heart; Yan Heng's heart warmed 
up as he heard it; and Tong Jing's eyes widened. 


"Yes, Miss Tong." Yuan Xing said, "You also have a part to play. You defeated a Wudang swordsman with 
your sword that day. Did you think Yao Lianzhou didn't notice? Your talent is such that even that guy 
had to recognize it, and was eager to see you grow. Don't waste these people's expectations of you." 


Lian Feihong nodded vigorously as she listened. Tong Jing, on the other hand, couldn't help but think: If 
the Wudang Sect were still around, the five-year contract would have expired by now. 


--I'm not sure if I've grown to the level that Yao Lianzhou expected. ...... 


"But the Wudang Sect is no more." Yuan Xing continued. "Over the years, we, the Six Swords of the 
Broken Gate, have formed a deep friendship through various experiences and tribulations, which | 
treasure very much. But | am a monk after all. This friendship is not what | really want to pursue, nor is it 
what Master Tai wanted me to look for when he drove me away." 


So these days | began to wonder why | stayed. | can't think of a reason." 


Hearing Yuan Xing say this, everyone was surprised. For the past few months, they had been wondering 
why Yuan Xing had become so depressed and degraded. It turned out to be just the opposite: he was 
thinking more deeply than ever before. The changes in his body were born out of the quest of his mind. 
His martial arts became more agile and his control of moves more refined, also because of the changes 
in his mind. 
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However, no matter how much progress he made, he could not catch up with one person after all. 


Yuan Xing's gaze fell on Jing Li. 


"| can't bear to let you all go. It's you who really made me decide." 


Jing Li looked at the monk, speechless. But in his heart, he already knew what Yuan Xing was going to 
Say. 


"It's because the distance between you and me is getting farther and farther, especially after you have 
realized the Wave Cutting Iron Strength." Yuan Xing smiled and said slowly, "As a companion of the Six 
Swords of Broken Door, | am of course happy for you, but | can't help but wonder if | should be looking 
for something myself. Otherwise, | will only be living in the distress of not being able to catch up with 
you, and spending my days in the obsession of not being able to find anything." 


Jing Li remained silent, only looking at Yuan Xing with his eyes. Both of them understood each other's 
thoughts clearly. But even so, Jing Li could not say anything. 


On the road to the top, at a certain stage, one is always alone. 


"But in the end, I'd like to be free," Yuan Xing said, laughing. 


Therefore, he pretended to be crazy in order to take Jing Li's best move. "Sorry." Yuan Xing then made a 
sign to Yan Heng. Yan Heng shook his hand to show that he didn't mind. He understood Yuan Xing's 
thinking very well--wasn't he himself eager to compete with Yuan Xing just now? 


"Mionk ...... are you leaving?" Tong Jing's eyes moistened. 


"After Brother Jing and the others get married." Yuan Xing nodded, but there was no trace of sadness 
about the separation on his face. Tong Jing looked at the monk and then at Hu Linglan. Only then did she 
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realize that they both had similar ideas. They all knew that they could not catch up with Jing Li in martial 
arts, so they had to find another way, otherwise their souls would never gain balance. 


--And what about me? ......... 


She couldn't help but recall what Jing Xi said to her father, Tong Boxiong, that day: 


Everyone has his own way. 


——My path...should | continue walking? 


Tong Jing suddenly realized that she had become a stranger. 


Eight days later, Jing Li and Shimazu Hu Linglan were officially married. 


It was a sunny and cloudless day. Both of them liked sunshine, so the wedding was held outdoors under 
the sun. Wang Shouren, accompanied by Meng Qihe and a few close militia members, came to the 
former fortress of Shuiyan to attend the wedding and acted as the master of ceremonies together with 
Mr. Feihong. 


Although different from the custom of her hometown, Hu Linglan obediently stepped out of the house 
wearing a red wedding dress and a red scarf on her head. Even Lian Feihong and Yuan Xing couldn't help 
but stare at her, as she was even more beautiful than usual with a little powder on her face. 


Jing Li was rarely seen in a serious manner, wearing a neat and tidy dress, and his messy hair was also 
properly combed and tied up. His strong shoulders and chest filled out the robe, and with his wild face, 
it didn't match the clothes at all, and Tong Jing snorted with laughter. 


"It's like a monkey wearing human clothes ...... . 
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Jing Li's face was red and he couldn't counter Tong Jing, this was the first time he had ever done so. On 
the other side, Yan Heng glared at Tong Jing, signaling her to stop making fun of Jing. 


The ceremony was very simple, the two of them paid homage to heaven and earth on the riverbank in 
front of the fortress, and then paid homage to Wang Shouren and Lian Feihong, the two honored elders. 


"You two should have been together a long time ago." Lian Feihong smiled heartily when he was 
kowtowed by Jing Li and Hu Linglan and couldn't help but say this. Mr. Wang next to him stroked his 
beard and nodded. 


Compared to their meeting a few months ago, Mr. Wang Shouren seemed to have a heavy heart and 
could not smile until the bride and groom were married. 


Among the "Six Swords of the Broken Door" no one asked about it, but they already knew that Lord 
Wang must have been distracted by political affairs. It seems that the Prince of Ning's house is even 
more rampant than before. 


Wang Shouren was genuinely happy to witness Jing Li's marriage. Although the "Six Swords of Broken 
Door" were a group of fanatics, they were the rare honest and upright people he knew among public. 
Although Wang Shouren could not fully understand their fervor in pursuing martial arts, he appreciated 
the behavior of the six, and they had fought side by side with each other in Luling in the battle of life and 
death, so that friendship was extraordinary, and it was even more profound than the relationship he 
had with the like-minded people in the official circle. Now when the one of the Six Swords of Broken 
Door has finally become a family man, Wang Shouren is heartily happy. 


In the end, Jing Liand Hu Linglan bowed to each other and became husband and wife. 


Hu Linglan looked at the mountains and rivers here and thought of the magnificent volcano and coastal 
scenery in her hometown of Kagoshima. Hu Linglan got married alone here, and she couldn't help but 
miss her hometown and family in Satsuma Country. Two lines of tears flowed down, melting the rouge 
on her cheeks. 


When Jing Li saw her, he gently wiped away the tears on her face with his generous and warm palm, and 
then held her hand, which was also covered with thick calluses. Hu Linglan felt that her whole body was 
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surrounded by warmth. She was extremely glad that she had decided to take a boat to come west. —— 
Leaved home, but found a home that truly belonged to her. 


Jing Li was holding Hu Linglan, and he also felt an unprecedented sense of happiness that he had never 
gotten before in his martial arts career. This was not the first time he held her hand. But he knew that 
the meaning of this time was different from the past. 


This time, she really will never go away. 


OOOO 


The next day after the banquet, the Six Swords of Broken Door bid farewell to Wang Shouren. Yuan Xing 
also decided to leave and escorted Lord Wang on the way. 


Yuan Xing had not brought anything with him as before, wearing a monk's robe and a Qi Mei stick, with 
the "Half-body Bronze Man's Armor" and dry food and water in his bag. 


Before he left, he entrusted his hound, Alai, to Tong Jing. "He's going to starve anytime he follows me. It 
is better for you to take it with you." Yuan Xing said. He only waved his hand, and Alai obediently walked 
to Tong Jing's feet, seeming to understand what Yuan Xing was thinking - just as he had done when he 
followed Yuan Xing in the jungle. 


Tong Jing couldn't help but cry, and her nose turned red. Yuan Xing stroked his newly shaved head and 
chin, and smiled and patted Tong Jing's head. 


"I'm sure we'll see each other again." 


Yuan Xing said goodbye to the rest of the Six Swords. When he shook hands with Yan Heng, he looked at 
him and said, "You are on the right path. If you continue to make progress, you will not lose to Brother 
Jing." 
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This was not a simple comment, and Yan Heng knew that Yuan Xing never lied. As he listened, his blood 
rushed up and he was unable to utter a single word. 


"Old man, don't push yourself too hard." Yuan Xing lightly beat Lian Fei Hong's chest, turned his head to 
look at Hu Linglan: "Quickly give birth to a small Jing Li out. With his bloodline, he will surely defeat his 
father." Hu Linglan smiled shyly. 


Finally, he shook Jing Li's hand. 


"It was nice to meet you that day in Xi'an." 


Yuan Xing simply said. Jing Li nodded back. There was no need for them to say anything more to each 
other. 


Yuan Xing lifted up his cloth bag and followed Wang Shouren and the others’ horses on foot. 


He did not look back until he disappeared into the distance. 


OOOO 


Early the next morning, Lian Feihong repeated his daily steps: sitting quietly in bed, practicing the 
"Yishen Jing" posture to relax his body, bringing along his favorite weapons, and going out alone to the 
forest to practice martial arts. But he didn't realize that there was a swift figure behind him, following 
him all the time. 


Tong Jing hid in a corner of the forest and watched from afar as Mr. Lian Fei Hong practiced one move 
after another in the semi-darkness of the forest, spitting out soft moans from time to time. As she 
watched Mr. Fei Hong practicing over and over again, in order to coordinate his body, arms and legs, 
and to bring out the original form of each move, Tong Jing realized how much Mr. Fei Hong had put in 
and endured every day in order to instruct her. 
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--He was desperately grasping for his lost abilities every day, while | was holding back my talents day 
after day. 


——Am | worthy of him? Am | worthy of myself? 


Tong Jing wiped the tears from her face with her sleeves, and only jumped out from behind the tree 
after she was sure that she had completely stopped crying. 


"What are we going to practice today?" 


When Lian Feihong saw Tong Jing for the first time, he couldn't help but blush when he thought that her 
clumsy posture was being peeked at by her. However, when he saw that Tong Jing responded to her 
enthusiasm for practicing martial arts, he was overjoyed. He picked up the whip stick lying next to the 
big tree and said: 


"Let's continue from last time, okay?" 


Tong Jing nodded and took the whip. She swung it a few times, looked at the forest and murmured, "I've 
decided in my heart that | don't want to be like Sister Lan." 


"What do you mean?" Lian Feihong asked. 


"You all feel that if you want to pursue the highest level of martial arts, you have to give up something." 
Tong Jing said confidently, "But this is not decided by anyone. If | am really as powerful a genius as you 
say, | will | must be able to do things that others cannot do, right? Then | will be the first peerless master 
in the world to get married!" 


Lian Feihong was dumbfounded after hearing this. But in the next moment, he smiled with excitement: 
this disciple's demeanor in saying these words was something he had never seen before. 


At that moment, Tong Jing's face flushed red again, and he pointed his whip at Lian Feihong: 
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"Don't tell Yan Heng the last words | just said! Otherwise | will definitely kill you!" 


OOOO 


The moonlight illuminated the surroundings of the mountain stream clearly, and every blade of grass 
and every stone was covered with a layer of glowing light blue. With the sound of murmuring water, 
everything was as unreal as a dream. 


Jing Li chose a grassy slope about ten feet away from the stream, put down the traveling bag with food 
and utensils, carefully cleaned up the stones on the grass one by one, unfolded a rolled up straw mat, 
added a layer of cotton cloth on top, carefully laid it out, and pressed the corners of the mat with 
stones. 


After organizing the sleeping mat, Jing Li dug away a piece of grass and made a small circle with stones. 


When Jing Li was about to go back to look for kindling, he saw Hu Linglan kneeling on the bed, slowly 
removing the belt and knot of her clothes. 


Jing Li watched as the robe fell off, revealing Hu Linglan's beautiful body. 


The moonlight outlined the graceful curves of every inch of her body, mesmerizing Jing Li to the point of 
suffocation. Hu Linglan was naked in the open world of this moonlit night without any trace of shyness, 
her eyes were slightly blue in color as she looked straight at Jing Li, showing him everything about 
herself. 


It was only at this moment that Jing Li realized exactly what he had missed out on by delaying his 
relationship with Hu Linglan for so many years. 


He saw goose bumps on her skin due to the slight coldness. He picked up the quilt that was placed on 
the bedroom bed and went up to his knees to embrace her, wrapping the quilt around himself and her. 
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They were both feeling each other's body heat. 


"| was wrong." Jing Li whispered in her ear, "I should have taken you with me when | was in Satsuma." 


Hu Linglan shook her head, "That's not true. Without these experiences, you would not have known the 
real me. | wouldn't have known the real you either." 


Jing Li stroked Hu Linglan's back, which had several battle scars, and couldn't help but nod his head. 


She hugged him tighter. The two hearts were beating close to each other. 


"You have to promise me one thing." Hu Linglan said. 


Jing Li looked into her eyes from a close distance and listened sincerely. 


"Don't change yourself for me." She said, "Don't stop walking the path you should walk for my sake. | 
know what you want to do. ...... You want to do what Wu Dan did. Then do it. Only then will | be worthy 
to be called a samurai's wife. Please don't make me regret it." 


Jing Li was thrilled to hear this. 


Hu Linglan had guessed exactly what he was thinking. 


There is no more Wudang in the world. Jing Li's quest for the strongest path was the only one left: to 
follow the example of Wudang and challenge the great masters of the martial arts. 


--As Yao Lianzhou told Jing Li the other day in Xi'an, they were both of the same kind. If it were not for 
Wudang's greatest goal, Jing Li would have already taken the same path as Wudang. 
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However, Jing Li did not have such a great desire for conquest as the Wudang sect. He did not want to 
subjugate anyone, nor did he want to destroy any disobedient sects. He just wants to prove that he is 
the strongest, to climb the peak that seemed impossible in the past but is now gradually appearing in 

front of him; to burn his limited life to the end. 


Burning yourself will also burn those close to you. 


But Hu Linglan said she didn't mind. She will embrace the fire. 


No matter what is left in the end. 


——This is the obligation of a daughter of the martial arts family that she has learned since she was a 
child. Although she had betrayed and ran away long ago, her heart has not changed. 


Jing Li shed tears. 


When he returned to Quanzhou and saw the tombstones of his adoptive father Jing Zhao, Master Pei 
Shiying, and all his fellow disciples of the South Sea Tiger Respect Sect, he had also shed tears on rare 


occasions. 


On that day, he lost his home; today, he has a home again. 


The long period of loneliness has finally come to an end. 


At the age of thirty-one, Jing Li's life was is moving towards perfection. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 175 Chapter 2 Joining the Gang 


Pushing open the paper window of the inn room, warm sunlight and the smell of the street below were 
immediately sent in. Han Shanhu stood in front of the window with his eyes closed, letting the sunlight 
shine on his face, sobering up a lot. 


Han Shanhu was enjoying the sunshine with half his body naked, and his toned body had the whiteness 
of a northerner. There are two scars on the left shoulder and right forearm that are particularly 
conspicuous. Although it has been a long time, they still have a red color that has not faded, as if they 
have been cursed. 


--These two sabers were cut by Master Lei Jiuti on that terrible night in Xiangtan. 


Ren Yunfei, his fellow disciple, came back to the room with a pot of hot tea in his hand and poured a cup 
for Han Shanhu. Han Shanhu gently sipped it and leaned halfway against the window with the tea cup, 
looking down at the scenery below. 


It was still early and there were not many pedestrians on the streets of Nanchang City. But every day, as 
long as it comes to noon or so, the street road will be crowded shoulder to shoulder, saber handle to 
gun handle. 


Nanchang is not only the capital of Jiangxi Province, but also an important land and water hub. It is 
natural for it to be lively. However, the people who have flocked to Nanchang this year are very 
different. Most of them are not ordinary business people, but groups of ferocious-looking refugees. 
After arriving in the city, they had nothing to do, wandering in the streets and alleys all day long, or 
passing the time in restaurants and teahouses. These vagrants completely ignore the local government 
and often walk around with weapons in broad daylight. They often gather to fight and cause trouble, or 
gamble all day in dark alleys. Some make a living by robbing and stealing. Every day in the city someone 
was killed, and the streets became more like a jungle infested with wild beasts at night. There are so 
many villains that the government has no way to enforce the law. 


Of course, there is another reason why the government can't control it: most of these villains gather in 
the area of Prince Ning's Mansion. This area is controlled by the guards of the Prince's Mansion, and the 
guards and policemen of Nanchang Mansion dare not step in to interfere. 
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These outlaws were all attracted to Nanchang by a piece of news: the Ning royal family cherishes the 
world's brave and talented people, and if they are lucky enough to be recognized, they will be awarded 
a post by the royal guards, with gold and beautiful women all within their grasp. 


Han Shanhu and his seven Secret Sect fellow disciples, were also attracted by the news and came from 
Qianzhou. The difference is that their goals go far beyond gold, silver, treasures and women. 


Han Shanhu drank the tea in his cup, stretched and left the window. He placed the empty cup back on 
the table in the center of the room and picked up the cloth bag on the table. Find the token among the 
miscellaneous things in the bag. 


The token carved from a special jet-black stone was only two fingers wide, with the words "Prince Ning's 
Palace Guard" engraved on it. There were some concave and convex carvings on the back, which 
seemed random, but Han Shanhu guessed that they represented some kind of secret code. 


He touched the token and pondered, smiling around his moustache. 


Ren Yunfei, who was wiping away with a single sword, couldn't help but feel happy when he saw his 
senior brother's smile: "Today is the day, senior brother Han. It's worth coming here." 


Han Shanhu looked at his junior brother and nodded. 


"We want to make the secret sect's name resound throughout the martial arts world again" Ren Yunfei 
said again, his eyes shining brightly with the light of the sword showing excitement. 


"Of course." Han Shanhu replied, but his tone was much calmer than that of his junior brother. He was 
still stroking the Prince Ning's Mansion token, thinking of the person who gave it to him yesterday. 


How ironic the world is, Han Shanhu thought. This person who led the way happened to be from the 
Wudang Clan. 


--Or rather, the former Wudang Sect. 
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Han Shanhu brought seven of his fellow disciples from the Yuji Hall in Changzhou to the south once 
again, with only one thought in mind: to revitalize the Secret Sect. 


Three years ago, an internal battle at the Xiangdu Inn had left the Secret Sect devastated. The head of 
the Sect and his disciples slayed each other, killing and wounding each other, which was a rare scandal 
in the martial arts world, and then the head of the Sect, Lei Jiuti, was publicly killed in the competition, 
the reputation of the Secret Sect fell into an abyss, and the branches all over the world broke away from 
the headquarters in Changzhou to set up their own, and even the "Yuqi Hall" had some of the members 
leave, and the Sect, which was once one of the "Nine Great Sects" in the world and was famous for the 
large number of its disciples and the wide distribution, was tattered and torn apart. Every time people in 
the martial arts talk about it, he is the butt of laughter. 


Han Shanhu, who was originally the candidate to succeed the next head of the secret sect, returned to 
"Yuqi Hall" to recuperate for a long time. After that, he saw the division and decline of the sect, and all 
the glory and authority that should have been in his possession disappeared. 


The power of "Yuqitang" is temporarily held by Han Shanhu's clan brother and uncle Han Tianbao and 
several elders. They are very distrustful of Han Shanhu. First, Han Tianbao knows that this clan brother 
has always been of bad character. 


Second, Han Shanhu was the key figure that led to the internal strife in Xiangtan. Why he had a dispute 
with Lei Jiudi was just Han Shanhu's one-sided statement, which is not fully believed. 


Since the secret sect has always lacked another candidate with the strength and reputation, the position 
of the new leader has been vacant for a long time. The group of dragons is leaderless, which is another 
big blow to the secret sect. 


Han Shanhu was the top expert in the secret sect main hall, but his future was bleak. Therefore, after 
recovering from his injury, he was still depressed, completely abandoned his martial arts, and indulged 
in drinking and sex all day long. 


It was a cold winter morning that made him wake up from his self-destruction. Before dawn that day, he 
dragged his hungover body out of Huajieliuxiang and returned to "Yugi Hall". After entering the gate, he 
felt nauseous again and squatted under the big tree in the front yard and vomited for quite a while. 


When he stood up and wiped the dirt from the corner of his mouth, he vaguely saw several figures rising 
and falling on the martial arts field in front of him. 
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He went closer to see, it turned out that they were several "inner disciples" of the Secret Sect 
Headquarter, all younger than Han Shanhu, because of the lack of experience, they did not follow Lei 
Jiudi south to hunt down the "Six Swords of Broken Door", but their martial arts skills were not bad, and 
they were the most promising new generation of "Yu Qitang". Among them, Ren Yunfei and Ouyang Jing 
were more familiar with Han Shanhu. 


They were practicing together, each one of them was drenched in sweat, with white smoke coming out 
of their bodies. 


--The sky has not yet dawned ...... When did they get up to practice martial arts? ...... 


Han Shanhu then look carefully, a few disciples are not just ordinary practice, but with wooden weapons 
in each other to fight, the intensity of the degree of almost real combat, some people's face forehead 
has been swollen, one of the disciples Zhao Ao even have a left arm injury, and had to hang it witha 
cloth around my neck. Even if he can not participate, he still watched with great interest. 


After the Secret sect's transformation, the morale of the disciples was extremely low, and since there 
was no longer a threat from the Wudang Clan, the training atmosphere in the "Yu Qi Hall" during these 
days was very bad, and more and more people deserted and returned to their hometowns. However, 
Han Shanhu did not expect to see such a scene so early this morning. 


——This suddenly made him think back to his past self... 


"What are you doing?" Han Shanhu asked with lingering sour breath. 


Qin Tieyi, the youngest among the junior brothers, stopped holding his wooden sword and walked over 
to salute Senior Brother Han. 


"I'm practicing." He wiped the sweat from his forehead and said, "If | don't work harder, how long will it 
take to kill Jing Li?" 
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"What...what did you say?" Han Shanhu was stunned. 


"Kill that Jing Li." Qin Tieyi said with a matter-of-fact expression, looking at the people behind him. "This 
is our agreement: to avenge the death of our master, and to avenge the disgrace of the Secret Sect. 
Anything else?" 


-Anything else? 


At that moment, Han Shanhu felt that his soul was shaken awake. 


"Senior Brother Han, | know what you want to say." Ren Yunfei continued: "Yes, we will probably all die 
if we face Jing Li. But there are some things that you have to do even if you die." 


A huge sense of shame made Han Shanhu almost collapse, and he almost knelt down in front of his 
junior brother. 


--They didn't give up. 


"You should come and practice together." Ouyang Jing said on the other side, scratching his hair: 
"Actually... these days, we are all concerned about Senior Brother Han coming back to the training 
ground." 


They had also seen Han Shanhu who had followed Lei Jiudi back from Shandong, and the power of his 
"divine descent" was astonishing. If there is still hope for the Secret Sect, it must still be with Senior 
Brother Han. 


Han Shanhu was silent for a long time. Everyone stopped and waited for his answer. 


"If you are really prepared to die, then you might as well leave your life to me." Han Shanhu said. 
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From that day on, Han Shanhu changed into a different person. And got seven companions. There are 
not many people, but everyone is determined enough. 


"In order to revive the secret sect, we must do whatever it takes." Han Shanhu said to them before 
leaving Cangzhou: "Just like Master, in order to become stronger, he does not hesitate to become a 
madman. When necessary, even humanity must be abandoned. Without this heart, please don’t follow 


” 


me. 


They followed the news brought by their fellow secret sect members and headed south to Jiangxi. This 
was Han Shanhu's decision - he was a smart man, and of course he understood the significance of King 
Ning of Nanchang recruiting so many brave men. 


The world will be in chaos. A new order will also be born in this chaos. Riding on this wave, there is a 
chance to gain new power, then regain the secret sect branches in various places, and restore the past 
glory of the secret sect - no, it may even establish a new secret sect that surpasses Shaolin and Wudang. 


——And these seven junior brothers and | will engrave our names in history. 


After arriving in Nanchang City, Han Shanhu found that the place was really stormy and there was a 
restless atmosphere flowing everywhere. 


In inns and restaurants, they heard new stories every day, saying that someone had entered Prince 
Ning's Mansion by virtue of his ability as a thief who could fly over walls and walls, and had already 
obtained the position of commander, while someone was so poor that he couldn't even pay for an inn 
and had to sleep on the streets in the city, within one day he became the head of the royal guard. He 
went to brothels and gambling houses with his brothers every night, and couldn't spend all the money in 
his hands... 


At the same time, various methods of recommending oneself to the palace were also circulated among 
the people. Some claimed that they had the means to find introductions from people they knew well in 
the palace. Of course, this cost a little money... Many of them were actually scams. 


Han Shanhu and his junior brothers never listened to this, and turned a blind eye to all the fights and 
disputes around them, without interacting with anyone. 
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——We are different from these scum. What we want is more than that. 


Finally, on the tenth day in Nanchang, they met a group of people from the royal palace at a teahouse, 
and there was a confrontation - it's a bit of a misnomer to call it a confrontation, but the truth is that 
Han Shanhu slashed five of the royal guards in the face in one fell swoop. It was a very light cut, and it 
only blinded one of the eyes of each of them. 


This dispute was of course deliberately caused by Han Shanhu. He could see that the men were the best 
of the royal guards. It was the most direct way to get the royal family's attention - though there was no 
way to be sure of the outcome, good or bad. 


The man who came to them the next day was unforgettable to Han Shanhu. In fact, it was impossible to 
forget: the tall bamboo pole-like figure, the bald head and strange look; the strange wrinkled tattoos on 
his cheeks; the long sword at his waist that exuded a sinister aura and was obvious to him that he had 
killed many people. 


This man came with only three of his men - one of them was a royal guard who had seen Han Shanhu in 
action yesterday. This tall man didn't need to bring more men with him. Wherever he passed on the 
street, all the men who usually acted fierce and viciously retreated as if they had encountered a 
poisonous creature. 


The man recognized Han Shanhu at a glance. It is always easy to recognize the same kind of person, 
whether it be by posture, movement or aura. 


"Wudang, Wu Ji Hong." 


"Secret Sect, Han Shanhu." 


Upon hearing the names of the rival sect, Wujihong's mouth smiled like it was splitting open. 


——He is an enemy of Jing Li. 
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There is no need for both sides to say anything else - Han Shanhu and the other eight have already made 
their purpose clear by coming to Nanchang. 


Wujihong gave Han Shanhu the token of passage to the king's residence and told him to come the next 
day to meet with the important ministers of the residence. 


When Wujihong was about to turn away, Han Shanhu said, "I hereby declare that | will only submit to 
the king. 


——Meaning: Don’t think that if you wave to me, | will become yours. 


Wu Jihong smiled slightly. 


"That is decided by the prince, the generals and the military advisors," he said. "We have to see how 
capable you are." 


Han Shanhu, who was in the room at the moment, was playing with the token and was a bit nervous. It 
had been a long time since he had faced Yin Yingfeng of the Eight Trigrams Clan. Although Han Shanhu's 
body had returned to the state it was in before he indulged in alcohol and sex, his muscles were still 
slightly more flabby than before, and his breath and stamina had not returned to their peak - a fact that 
directly affected how long he was able to maintain his state of "divine descent". He regretted that he 
had wasted a lot of time. 


But there was nothing to be done. Opportunity does not wait. If you want to join the Prince of Ning's 
household, you have to do it before it's too late, so that you can better build up your connections and 
get reappointed. Besides, the King of Ning will start a rebellion at some point, so it would be too late to 
join until then. 


"Today we will pass the first level." Han Shanhu seemed to be saying to Ren Yunfei, or to himself: "| 
want people to know once again how powerful the secret sect's martial arts is." 


OOOO 
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Before entering the walls of Prince Ning's Mansion, only two streets away from the Prince's Mansion, 
Han Shanhu and his seven junior brothers were already being interrogated and had to show the black 
stone token before they could continue forward. 


The streets in that area were as bustling as usual, filled with homeless people looking for opportunities. 
When they saw Han Shanhu take out the token, their eyes flashed with envy. 


In front of the red lacquer gate on the west side of Prince Ning's Mansion, there are more than ten 
guards guarding it. They took Han Shanhu's token, took out another wooden board of similar size, put 
the two together, and carefully confirmed that the concave and convex carvings on it matched perfectly. 
The black stone token and wooden board were replaced every day by Prince Ning's Mansion to prevent 
anyone from stealing it in advance. 


All the weapons of Han Shanhu and the other eight people were temporarily confiscated. They had 
expected this. However, the palace guards still insisted on searching the eight people's clothes. "If you 
don't like it, then don't go in." The chief guard said. Han Shanhu and the others had actually handed 
over their hidden weapons and darts a long time ago, but they still endured the humiliation and allowed 
the other party to search them. 


Finally, a guard of more than 20 people came out of the gate. They took out another roster and 
confirmed that Han Shanhu's name was registered in today's visitor list before taking them in - and they 
also divided them into two groups, with each group of four people entering one after another and the 
path they took was not the same. In this way, after one group enters the palace, they will not know 
where the other group of companions are walking along the way, which can prevent them from causing 
trouble. 


Although the procedures were cumbersome and his body was searched, Han Shanhu felt that it was a 
good thing that Prince Ning's Mansion was so cautious. If he acts carelessly, Han Shanhu will have to 
consider whether it is worth working for him. 


——He didn't know that the palace's defense had been strengthened to this extent, all because of the 
lessons learned from the "Six Sword Breaking Swords" invasion a year ago. 
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Han Shanhu was taken to one of the mansions in the palace. He heard the guards who led the way (and 
also monitored) say that this was the "residence of the Dragon Cavalry General". Is that Wu Jihong the 
"Dragon Cavalry General"? Or does he have a boss? Han Shanhu believes that he will know soon. 


He and his three junior brothers were arranged to wait in a side hall. The other four Secret sect 
members were also brought to join them soon after. There were dozens of royal guards guarding 
everywhere outside the hall. 


"General Shang and General Wu will come to meet you. Please wait." The leading guard said to Han 
Shanhu, his tone was very polite, and he also brought tea. Since he knew that Han Shanhu was someone 
Wu Jihong had taken a liking to and recruited personally, he must be very capable. If he really joined the 
palace, he would probably become his superior in the future, so he naturally did not dare to neglect 
him. 


The guards all left the hall, leaving eight people behind. With their hands empty and being in a strange 
place, and being heavily guarded outside, they naturally felt uneasy. 


Han Shanhu, on the other hand, was pondering over what the guard leader had just said. "General 
Shang" was ranked before Wu Ji Hong, which meant that the one who had a higher status in the royal 
palace was probably the "Dragon Rider General". And what kind of person would be able to subjugate a 
Wudang master like Wu Ji Hong? 


--It was most likely a remnant of the Wudang sect. 


However, Han Shanhu tried to recall all the powerful figures of the Wudang Sect that he had heard of in 
the past, but he could not recall anyone with the surname of Shang. ...... 


TThe eight members of the secret sect were in this side hall. Some were sitting and regulating their 
breath, while others were walking around stretching their arms and legs, and they were all making 
preparations. They knew that they would have to perform in front of Prince Ning or his important 
ministers at any time. This was a rare opportunity to join the palace, so they felt a little nervous. Young 
Qin Tieyi looked around at the furnishings in the hall - how could such a luxurious style have been seen 
in Cangzhou before? 
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This luxury is also a manifestation of power. Several secret sect disciples with little experience in the 
world suddenly felt that they had entered a new world. 


Han Shanhu drank tea calmly on the surface, but in his heart there was a mix of uneasiness and 
excitement. 


However, they waited and waited, but still no one came. 


Han Shanhu's heart gradually became cold like the cup of tea in his hand. 


More than half an hour passed. The anger in the hearts of the eight people continued to accumulate. If 
the former Han Shanhu was so insulted, he would have left with his fellow disciples long ago. But 
thinking about his great career in the future, he still held the tea cup and endured it. 


Ren Yunfei couldn't stand it any longer. He pushed open the hall door and stepped out, shouting 
outside: "What is this? Who do you think we are? How long do we have to wait?" 


The guards guarding the door were originally gathered around and whispering. When they saw Ren 
Yunfei rushing out, they immediately stepped forward to stop him. After the last invasion, the palace 
strictly prohibited visitors from moving around on their own, and the guards must enforce this 
prohibition, otherwise they will be punished. 


As soon as Ren Yunfei saw the three guards, he stepped forward first. He used the secret sect's "Yanqing 
Confused Step" to easily dodge past the two of them. He then swam behind the third person, locked his 
arm with a grappling technique, and grabbed him from behind with his other hand. Pulling on his front, 
he used the edge of the flap to strangle the guard's throat, and with a little more force with both hands, 
he suffered severe pain in his elbow and shoulder joints and was unable to breathe. The pain was like 
falling into purgatory. 


Ren Yunfei gritted his teeth and roared at the guard's twisted and red face: "Are you looking down on 
our Cangzhou Secret Sect with such contempt?" 
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——tThe secret sect has been ridiculed a lot these days. As an "internal disciple" of the main sect, Ren 
Yunfei attaches great importance to the honor of his sect. He beat many people because of this in 
Cangzhou. At this moment, his emotions broke out again. 


Although those royal guards have the responsibility of guarding, they know that only a few dozen people 
here may not be enough to subdue the elite disciples of the world-famous secret sect. If they call for 
reinforcements immediately, they are afraid of causing a big incident and being held accountable, so 
one of them hastily stepped forward to mediate. 


"Please let our colleagues go first! The two generals happened to be summoned by the prince to discuss 
matters - so they can't come right away." 


"So what if the prince summons me?" 


Ren Yunfei's anger continued: "Are you going to leave us here and ignore us?" 


While he was cursing, his men unconsciously increased their strength, and the joints of the captured 
guard's right arm cracked, and he fell unconscious. 


Ren Yunfei let him go and watched coldly as the other guards came forward to take care of him. 


These royal guards were not good-natured people at first. They were angry and cursed one after 
another. One of them with the worst temper shouted: 


"People come to Prince Ning's Mansion every day, and you are not the only one today! Do you think you 
are the most powerful? " 


"What did you say?" Ren Yunfei clenched his fists loudly and wanted to take action again. 


"We just heard that the two generals were summoned because someone came to serve the prince - and 


they are very important people!" 
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The sound of breaking teacups came from the side hall. 


OOOO 


When Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong entered the "Dragon and Tiger Hall", the highest military center of 
Prince Ning's palace, they found that all the most important advisers and generals of the palace were 
present: Li Shishi and Li Junyuan and his son, military advisor Liu Yangzheng, navy and army 
commanders Min Ersatsu and Ling Shiyi are all waiting. 


Shang Chengyu, still wearing a snow-white fur, scanned these people with a sword-like gaze. 


"General Shang is here? Please take a seat." As soon as Liu Yangzheng saw the two arriving, he stood up 
together with several of his counselors to greet them, and gave up the seats above him for Shang and 
Wu to sit. 


Shang Chengyu looked at Liu Yangzheng's fat face with a warm smile, bowed his hands in a slight salute, 
and then sat down with Wu Jihong unceremoniously, next to the still empty prince's seat. 


Opposite him, Li Shishi and Li Junyuan, father and son, looked at Liu Yangzheng's flattering expression 
coldly. Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng, the two great strategists of the palace, had always competed for 
favors and refused to give in to each other. It was only after Shang Chengyu joined the palace that the 
two parties briefly formed an alliance because they had a common enemy. However, last year, the "Six 
Swords of Breaking the Gate" caused a great disturbance in Ning. Li's father and son bear the greatest 
responsibility for the incident in the palace, and Li Junyuan's kidnapping is even more humiliating. The 
"market" of the two father and son plummeted in front of the prince. The cunning Liu Yangzheng 
immediately turned to Shang Chengyu, and Li Shishi's faction seemed weak for a while. 


While waiting for the arrival of the prince, no one talked, but occasionally looked at each other. Li 
Shishang, the old man, was still looking like the old days. He was sitting on the muleta like a dying tree, 
not showing any expression of his face. 


Shang Chengyu stared at Li Junyuan, but unexpectedly received the other person's direct gaze. Since Li 
Junyuan survived the catastrophe of being kidnapped by the "Six Swordsmen", he has been greatly 
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stimulated. There was a time when he was so frightened that he did not dare to go out to meet people. 
Even after he recovered, he was still as frightened every time he attended military meetings in the 
palace. Always avoiding the eyes of Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong. 


However, at this moment, Li Junyuan's face was filled with long-lost confidence. While he dared to look 
at Shang Chengyu, he seemed to be suppressing the smile on his lips. 


Wu Jihong also noticed this, turned his head and asked Liu Yangzheng with his eyes. Liu Yangzheng knew 
his doubts without having to talk. Looking at Li Junyuan's proud look, he shook his head and said that he 
didn't know the reason either. 


Finally, King Ning Zhu Chenhao entered the "Dragon and Tiger Hall", and everyone stood up to greet 
him. The tall and sturdy King Ning walked with more grace than in the past. This was all because the 
palace had become more and more active in recruiting troops in the past year, and the armament of 
both men and horses was at its peak. The northern court was not alert, so the situation was excellent. 


Of course, these two aspects cost a lot of gold and silver in Prince Ning's treasury. For this reason, King 
Ning ordered his soldiers to loot the nearby water and land routes more frequently to supplement 
military supplies and bribery needs. In addition, desperadoes continued to flock to Nanchang Mansion, 
and the entire northern Jiangxi Province became a lawless land. Even if Sun Sui, the governor of Jiangxi, 
had the will to resist, Wang Hong, the eunuch who had no choice but to control the local military power, 
had been bribed by Prince Ning with a lot of money. Sun Sui was powerless and could only watch the 
Ning Prince's palace wreak havoc and grow. 


Behind King Ning were ten strong men selected from a hundred, as well as Li Ziran, a warlock whom he 
trusted very much. Zhu Chenhao, walking like the wind, quickly walked to his throne and sat down on 
his chair, while the rest of the people arched on both sides, and the immortal Li Ziran stood close to the 
king's father. 


After everyone sat down again, Shang Chengyu looked at the prince's face and found that he was even 
more excited than usual. His expression, as if he knew something and couldn't wait to say it out, was 
somewhat similar to Li Junyuan. Over the past year, the prince's favor for Shang Chengyu has only 
increased, which made Shang Chengyu feel at ease, but at this moment, he felt vaguely inappropriate. 
He looked at Li Junyuan again and saw that he and Prince Ning looked at each other and nodded slightly. 
Prince Ning also nodded in response. The two of them seemed to be hiding something important. 
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--What is going on?... 


At this moment, Prince Ning's eyes fell on Shang Chengyu's face. 


Shang Chengyu's ominous intuition became even stronger. But he couldn't think of the reason. 


Wu Jihong immediately felt the throbbing in Senior Brother Shang's heart. He hadn't seen Shang 
Chengyu in this state for a long time, and he couldn't help but be secretly surprised. 


Prince Ning's excited look was in perfect contrast to Shang Chengyu's. 


"General Shang, | still remember very clearly: the day you stepped into the palace three years ago, | 
thought to myself, it was like a big treasure fell from the sky into my palm." 


Shang Chengyu lowered his head: "It is my blessing to be able to serve the prince. | will never forget the 
kindness of knowing you." 


——In the closed-door meeting in the palace, it has become a habit for everyone to call themselves 
"subject" to the prince. Even so, Prince Ning couldn't help but be happy every time he heard it - 
especially when someone claimed to be a capable person. 


"Very good. So can | completely trust General Shang?" 


This sentence can have many meanings - including very sinister ones. Beads of sweat broke out on Wu 
Jihong's forehead. 


Shang Chengyu was unmoved. 


"| don't understand what the prince means." 
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As soon as these words came out, everyone below King Ning was shocked. 


But Shang Chengyu then said, "I can't think of anything else that | haven't done that would cause the 
prince to have doubts about me." 


Zhu Chenhao laughed heartily when he heard this explanation. In the "Dragon and Tiger Hall" where no 
one else dared to breathe, the majestic laughter could not help but echo. 


"General Shang should be very clear about this king's lifelong wish." King Ning finished laughing and 
said, "In order to realize this wish, General Shang is willing to sacrifice everything?" 


Shang Chengyu stood up and bowed to King Ning, "| am at the mercy of your majesty." 


"Even if you want to put aside your personal grudges?" 


These words were like needles stabbing into Shang Chengyu's heart. He felt a bone-chilling chill. 


--Just like the seven years he was imprisoned in the stone prison at the back of Wudang Mountain. 


Next to him, Wu Ji Hong's body also trembled. 


Although Shang Chengyu was shocked inside, he did not show the slightest sign of it on the surface - this 
kind of extraordinary willpower was one of the reasons why he was able to survive the Battle of the 
Object Transfer Cult back then. 


"This heart is unchanging." Shang Chengyu replied immediately, without King Ning hearing any 
hesitation. 


"Excellent." King Ning smiled and turned toward Li Junyuan, "Please invite them in." 
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Li Junyuan has obviously been waiting for this moment for a long time. But he still took a look at Shang 
Chengyu before he proudly ordered his subordinates to bring the people in. 


No matter how well Shang Chengyu concealed it, Liu Yangzheng still noticed something strange about 
him. 


——Who can make this monster so shocked? 


——lIt must be another monster. 


Liu Yangzheng raised his head to watch curiously. 


At a doorway on the east side of the Dragon and Tiger Hall, the royal guards brought in three men. 


All three of them are the kind of people you can't forget once you see them. 


One was missing an arm, and the other had a longer arm than normal. 


But none of them are as conspicuous as the third person in the middle. This man has no physical 
features, and is not particularly strong or taller than ordinary people. He is neither old nor young, and 
his clothes are clean but not flashy. 


However, at a glance, you will feel that this person does not seem to belong to this world. 


A fierce sound came from the "Dragon and Tiger Hall". People turned their heads to see the source of 
the sound. It turned out that it came from Wu Jihong's chair - the hard chair handle shattered under the 
grasp of his huge palm. 


Shang Chengyu was as calm as before, looking at the three people who came in, as if he saw only three 
strangers he didn't know. 
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——Although the person in the middle has been torn apart by his own hands no less than a thousand 
times in his dreams. 


At the same time, he gently pressed Wu Jihong's arm to help him control his mood. 


The three men came to the center of the hall. They had no weapons on their bodies or in their hands. 
But with the exception of King Ning, Shang Chengyu, Wu Jihong, and Li Shishang's father and son, all of 
them felt extremely uneasy - as if they were suddenly in a room with several wild beasts, with no bars 
between them. The last time they felt this way was when Shang Chengyu came to the King of Ning's 
residence. 


Prince Ning was not afraid at all. From the day he was born, Zhu Chenhao, who was a noble man, 
believed that everyone in the world should be driven by him and that no one could threaten him. He 
looked at these three people with eyes as eager and excited as a teenager looking at a new gadget. 


The man in the middle greeted Prince Ning with a fist in his arms and saluted, and finally spoke. 


"Yao Lianzhou, head of the Wudang sect, has brought his deputy head Ye Chenyuan and his disciple Xi 
Xiaoyan to see His Majesty." 


Although Liu Yangzheng and the many advisors and generals of the royal family could tell that the 
person in front of them was extraordinary, they were still shocked to hear that he was the head of the 
Wudang Sect. 


——The man who led only a few hundred people and destroyed half of the Forbidden Army's Shenji 
Battalion, the madman who dared to confront the emperor head-on. The number one rebel in the 
imperial court's arrest. Right before your eyes. 


Yao Lianzhou did not look at Shang Chengyu, but lowered his head slightly and continued to say to King 
Ning: "Previously, our faction was attacked by the imperial court for no reason. All of our fellow disciples 
died heroically in battle, and the Wudang gate wall was destroyed. We survivors, with this hatred of Zhu 
Houzhao, is not the same as heaven and earth. Today, we sincerely join the Ning King's House, to 
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contribute to the prince's great cause, just to avenge the blood feud, wash away the shame, and restore 
Wudang." 


Yao Lianzhou's words were not spoken with gritted teeth, and his tone was even a little indifferent, but 
they were filled with inexplicable majesty. It was even more treasonous to directly call the current 
emperor his name and call him an enemy. He said it calmly, which made people feel a domineering spirit 
that cannot be concealed and looks down on the world. 


Shang Chengyu was surprised to hear this. The Yao Lian Zhou he knew had never been good with words 
and etiquette, and even if he had someone else to draft it, Yao Lian Zhou would never have been able to 
pronounce it before, but now he was completely sincere in his confession, and his tone was very 
natural. 


What surprised Shang Chengyu even more was what happened next: 


Yao Lian Zhou led Ye Chenyuan and Xi Xiaoyan, the three of them kneeled down in front of the King of 
Ning. 


This completely violated everything Shang Chengyu knew about Yao Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou was kneeling, arching his hands towards the King of Ning, his face towards the floor, his 
expression very sincere. 


Li Junyuan, who was on the other side of the room, watched this long-awaited scene and was ecstatic. 
Over the years, he had interfered in the martial arts world, utilizing all sorts of schemes and connections 
to make waves behind the scenes, with the sole purpose of bringing in a few more powerful martial 
artists for the Prince of Ning's residence. 


At this moment, he has finally achieved his greatest goal: Yao Lianzhou, the Wudang master who "is not 
as high as this mountain", and who had once shaken up the crowd in Xi'an, has joined the King of Ning's 
army today. 


2867 


The King of Ning did not answer Yao Lianzhou, but instead looked at Shang Chengyu and asked him with 
his eyes. 


Shang Chengyu tried his best to control the violent emotions in his heart, stood up expressionlessly, 
raised his hands to Prince Ning and said calmly: "Congratulations, Your Majesty, you have added some 
powerful generals to your command." 


Listening to these words, Li Junyuan was even more proud. In his heart, Shang Chengyu's words were 
tantamount to admitting defeat. 


——| found your biggest enemy and installed him in the palace. What can you do? 


Li Junyuan imagined that he was like a slap on Shang Chengyu's face. 


Prince Ning was overjoyed and immediately asked Yao Lianzhou and the others to stand up. 


"The emperor's nephew is headstrong and uses weapons indiscriminately. He doesn't care about the 
heroes of the world, and he destroys the elites of the imperial court. He is really an unethical king." Zhu 
Chenhao took the opportunity to recite the emperor's crimes, and after a pause he said: 


"Today we have three people joining our government, it is truly a blessing to the common people. | now 
ennoble Mr. Yao as the bodyguard of Prince Ning's Mansion as ' Flying Phoenix General’, Mr. Ye as 
‘Flying Falcon General’, and Strongman Xi as Guerrilla General. 


May the three of them work together with the royal family to bring order to the world. 


When the King achieves his great endeavor, he will reward you with the 'Palace of Encountering Truth’ 
on Wudang Mountain and register the Wudang Sect as the leader of the world's martial arts, so as to 
help you to shine again in Wudang! 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 176 Chapter 3: Prison Cage 


After the meeting at the Dragon and Tiger Hall, Yao Lianzhou and Shang Chengyu stayed until the end as 
if they had a tacit understanding. 


Li Junyuan knew that he could not intervene between these two men, so before he left, he quietly said 
to Ye Chenyuan, "Please beware General Yao about this man ...... "and left the hall. Ye Chenyuan's 
expression didn't change, but he was sneering in his heart. 


--We know Shang Chengyu better than anyone else, and we don't need you to remind us. 


Shang Chengyu took the first step out of the hall with his cronies. Yao Lianzhou didn't talk to him, but 
followed him from a distance with his own people. 


Halfway there, Shang Chengyu asked Wu Jihong to go back to his residence first. "No matter what, make 
sure to keep those Secret Sect disciples here." 


Wu Jihong understood what Senior Brother Shang meant: they needed strong assistance more than ever 
before. Although Wu Jihong was worried about Yao Lianzhou, he still obeyed and left. 


Later, Yao Lianzhou also asked Xi Xiaoyan to go do something first, and ordered the six temporary 
entourages assigned to him by Li Junyuan to leave together. Xi Xiaoyan silently accepted the order and 
left. 


When they reached a garden, Shang Chengyu ordered the guards to stay outside and went inside alone. 
Yao Lianzhou and Ye Chenyuan slowly followed behind, separated by more than ten steps. 


In the center of the garden was a pond surrounded by rockery and trees, wide and quiet, the carp could 
be seen faintly in the water, and the water was as smooth as a mirror, with only the ripples caused by 
their occasional turning over. 
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Shang Chengyu stood by the pond with his left hand on the hilt of the sword at his waist. Yao Lianzhou 
arrived and stood by the pool with his empty hands hanging down, seven or eight steps away from 
Shang Chengyu. Twenty or so steps behind the two of them, Ye Chenyuan was leaning against the tree 
trunk, staring at Shang Chengyu's back with emotionless eyes. 


Yao and Shang seem to be in a natural and casual posture, looking at each other's reflection in the 
water, like two old friends who have not seen each other for a long time, finally getting together again. 
However, both of them could feel that the entire nerves of the enemy next to them were on alert, ready 
to explode at any moment. 


Shang Chengyu stroked the snow-white fox fur on his body and said lightly, "I killed Shi Xinghao." 


"| know." Yao Lianzhou replied without moving an eyebrow. "When | heard that you came out, | guessed 
it." 


"In the stone prison where you imprisoned me for seven years." Shang Chengyu seemed not to have 
heard Yao Lianzhou's words and continued to speak alone. There was a cold hatred in his voice. "After 
leaving Wudang Mountain, | wore white clothes every day." 


Yao Lianzhou shrugged his shoulders, "It doesn't matter who wears the snow-white robe of the Wudang 
School today." 


"You were the one who wore a white robe for seven years and was not locked in a cold dark prison. Of 
course you Said it didn't matter." 


Yao Lianzhou didn't answer anything. Faced with this silence, Shang Chengyu could no longer act out - 
indulging in the pain of the past was a shameful thing for a Wudang sect warrior. 


Feeling that Shang Chengyu's anger had subsided, Yao Lianzhou said slowly: "You should know that we 
decided to lock you up - not because you lost to me." 


When Shang Chengyu heard what Yao Lianzhou said, he thought that the other party really didn't know 
that Shi Xinghao had drugged him before the competition between the two. 
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——You didn’t really defeat me. 


But Shang Chengyu didn't want to get entangled in this matter at the moment. 


"Shi Xinghao has told me. You think that | am a traitor, against the master's idea, and will lead the 
Wudang sect in a dangerous direction ...... haha ...... " Shang Chengyu sneered, "But in the end, in whose 
hands was the Wudang sect lost?" 


"Yes." Yao Lianzhou nodded, "| was wrong." 


Shang Chengyu was shocked when he heard this - just like when he saw Yao Lianzhou kneeling to Prince 
Ning before. He looked carefully at Yao Lianzhou's reflection in the water and couldn't believe it. 


--This guy. This stubborn and blind believer actually admitted that he was wrong! 


"| have thought about it seriously these days." Yao Lianzhou continued: "Senior Brother Shang, you are 
right. Wudang should not suppress the desire for power over martial arts. This is the reason why the 
Wudang School fell." 


He turned his head and looked at Shang Chengyu for the first time. 


"The past cannot be forgotten. | will not give up on the Wudang Sect because of this. However, Wudang 
is regarded as rebellious by the court and cannot be revived under the sun. Then the remaining way out 
is to change the world." 


When Shang Chengyu heard these words, his heart was boiling. 


However, the person speaking was clearly the person he hated the most. 
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--Maybe it's because Shang Chengyu still can't let go of the word "Wudang" in the deepest part of his 
heart. ...... 


Yao Linzhou added, "We need power. And the only place in the world that allows us to get it is the Ning 
Wang Mansion. That's why we're here. It is definitely not because you are here." 


After hearing this, Shang Chengyu glanced at Ye Chenyuan behind him. The one-armed Ye Chenyuan 
looked like a wild ghost clinging to the tree, with no change in his expression. 


--That is to say, he absolutely obeyed Yao Lianzhou's proposition. 


"You know that Li Junyuan brought you here to contain me, right?" Shang Chengyu asked. 


"That's not relevant." Yao Lianzhou looked directly at Shang Chengyu and said, "That kind of person's 
vision can't understand what we want." 


--And | understand what you want. 


This is what Yao Lianzhou meant. 


Shang Chengyu looked at Yao Lianzhou's eyes and realized that Yao Lianzhou had really seen through his 
true ambition: 


Riding on the storm of King Ning's revolt, he would gain the most power and replace him in the end. 


--And he said, "What do we want?" ........ That means he wants what | want. 


"We can go down this road together." Yao Lianzhou said, "If you like, we can have another competition 
at the end. In short, no matter who wins, the world belongs to Wudang. That is enough for me." 
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Wudang Dynasty. 


This was exactly what Shang Chengyu had been dreaming of for many years. 


Yao Lianzhou glanced at Shang Chengyu again, turned around and left without waiting for his consent, 
as if knowing that Shang Chengyu would definitely not refuse. 


Ye Chenyuan followed Yao Lianzhou away like a shadow. 


Shang Chengyu looked at Yao Lianzhou's back and felt that this junior brother had become a completely 
different person. He wasn't sure what made Yao Lianzhou change. 


--ls it only because of the destruction of the Wudang Sect? 


If Shang Chengyu knew the real reason, he would definitely be dumbfounded and unable to understand: 


Yao Lianzhou's transformation was all because of a woman. 


If a man is willing to give up the woman he loves most in his life, he will look at the world differently. 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan knew that every time he passed a barrier in the royal residence, the guards were paying 
attention to his strange figure. 


Xi Xiaoyan has been wandering in the Jianghu for years, and he has always had to use various methods 
to hide his long right arm so as not to reveal his identity. Now that his arm is finally free in the Prince of 
Ning's mansion, Xi Xiaoyan should have felt relaxed, but instead, he felt more uncomfortable than he did 
outside the walls of the mansion. 
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The reason was not because he was seen as a monster. 


As soon as the three Wudangs were recognized by the King of Ning as soldiers, Li Junyuan issued them 
with the royal general's passes so that they could move around the palace. The guards who guarded the 
key passes all stood in awe when they saw Xi Xiaoyan's belt tag - he was appointed as a guerrilla general, 
leading more than 3,000 men in the royal guards, and had the sole power of life and death over the 
subordinate lieutenants, so naturally, the guards didn't dare to offend him. 


However, whenever Xi Xiaoyan showed his belt plate and passed through the barrier, he did not have 
the satisfaction of mastering authority, but felt like entering a prison. 


--The power to take a step was given to me by someone else. 


Xi Xiaoyan was accompanied by three temporary attendants sent by Li Junyuan. One of them is leading 
the way, while the other two, one holding Yao Lian Zhou's favorite "Single Back Sword" and the other 
carrying Ye Chenyuan's "Sword of Fire", are following Xi Xiaoyan. Xi Xiaoyan was carrying the long sword 
with a rattan handle on his back, just like before. 


Carrying his own sword again gave Xi Xiaoyan a sense of stability. 


The six retainers took Xi Xiaoyan to the gate of the royal palace to retrieve the weapons and the 
traveling bag that were left there. Three of them transported the bags to Yao Lian Zhou's residence first, 
while the remaining three servants took Xi Xiaoyan and his saber to the armory on the east side of the 
palace. 


There are three places in the Ning Wang Mansion where military equipment is stored and prepared, 
among which the east armory is responsible for the collection of sabers, guns, armor and shields, and 
other equipment used in close combat, and there is also a smithy for repairing and polishing the blades 
and iron weapons. 


After the battle at Wudang Mountain three years ago, Yao Lianzhou and his three weapons have not 
been properly repaired and polished. First, they were afraid of revealing their identity, and second, they 
did not trust ordinary blacksmiths or sharpeners. The weapon craftsmen recruited by Prince Ning's 
Mansion were all top-notch. After Xi Xiaoyan entered the mansion, he felt that he had nothing to do. 


2874 


Instead of going back to his residence alone to wait for the master, it is better to take the blades to be 
repaired and polished first. 


The attendant holding the "single-backed sword", knowing that he was holding the sword of the 
Wudang master, was very careful, so nervous that his back was full of sweat. The sword was almost lost 
in the battle of Wudang, and Yin Xiaoyan and Hou Yingzhi took it away and kept it in a secret place until 
Yao Lianzhou regained his senses, when Yin Xiaoyan returned it to him. 


Xi Xiaoyan glanced back at the Single Back Sword and recalled Yao Lianzhou's decision four months ago: 
he would come to Nanchang to join the Prince of Ning's residence. 


After hearing this, Xi Xiaoyan felt quite conflicted, not only because he had once been an enemy of Wu 
Jihong, but also because he vaguely knew from Wu Jihong that Prince Ning's Palace might have 
contributed to the imperial court's attack on the Wudang Sect and enabled Shang Chengyu to escape. 


"The past is no longer important." Yao Lianzhou said to Xi Xiaoyan, "We should go to whoever can help 
us to revive the Wudang Sect. Just like a duel between martial artists, victory is everything." 


Ye Chenyuan, as expected, absolutely obeyed Master Yao's advice. Xi Xiaoyan had no choice but to 
follow. 


But he couldn't completely shake off a doubt in his mind: 


--ls the Wudang Sect revived by this method still the same Wudang Sect? ...... 


After finding Master Yao, Xi Xiaoyan was relieved to be able to put down the heavy burden of leading 
the remnants of Wudang. But now he misses the wandering days of those years - the precariousness 
and the worry about the future every day, but the total freedom. 


Walking through the labyrinthine corridors of the Ning Wang Mansion, Xi Xiaoyan knew that the 
straight-forward life of the past was getting farther and farther away ....... 
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Before even seeing the ordnance depot's workshop, Xi Xiaoyan could already feel a heat wave coming 
from the front. Sure enough, as soon as we arrived at the factory, we saw a row of eight blazing 
furnaces, surrounded by hundreds of men, most of whom were naked and glistening with sweat. They 
were each hammering steel, adding wood to the furnaces, blowing air, or doing some work. Various 
weapons and armaments were being assembled, and the shouting and the sound of iron and metal roar 
interacted in harmony. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at the hundreds of sabers, shields and armor parts piled up around the room, and saw 
the many craftsmen working non-stop, the whole artisan room is full of vitality, and also saw that the 
King of Ning's ambition to start a rebellion is no joke. 


--And all the remaining Wudang Sect members are in the center of the storm. 


When Xi Xiaoyan saw the scene in the craftsman's room, he suddenly felt extremely familiar and 
laughed for the first time in Prince Ning's Mansion. Although craftsmanship and martial arts are two 
completely different things, the atmosphere of such a large group of people working hard and striving 
for the best results made Xi Xiaoyan recall the days of training with many Wudang disciples. 


At this time, he saw one of the three older craftsmen who were sharpening the knives. There were 
many people watching intently around them, and they seemed to be watching and learning from the 
sidelines. They were obviously the most skilled knife sharpeners here. Xi Xiaoyan led three attendants 
over to them. 


As he approached, Xi Xiaoyan realized that the back of a man in the crowd looked familiar, the man had 
an odd haircut and his back stood out to Xi Xiaoyan. 


It is the body of a swordsman. 


As if that person had backsight, he would have been alerted when Xi Xiaoyan was watching him from a 
distance and turned his face. 


Because of his strange black and red pupils, Xi Xiaoyan had to stare at him for a while before he could be 
sure that the person in front of him was Wei Dongliu, a fellow disciple of Soldier's Crow Road from 
Wudang, whom he had not met for a long time! 
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Suddenly seeing that there was another Wudang disciple who had survived, and he was also one of the 
best swordsmen, Xi Xiaoyan excitedly ran up to him and shouted, "Junior Brother Wei!" 


However, Wei Dongliu just looked at Xi Xiaoyan coldly, without a trace of emotion on his face. Xi 
Xiaoyan felt that there was something wrong with him, and his own smile froze, and he stopped a few 
feet away. 


"You are still alive." Xi Xiaoyan said. 


"You are also alive." Wei Dongliu paused and said, "Ah, of course. You were not in Wudang Mountain at 
that time." Xi Xiaoyan then remembered: he returned to Wudang Mountain at the last moment of the 
war. Wudang joined the fight, and one man raided Shenji Camp from another direction, but many of his 
fellow disciples did not see it. In Wei Dongliu's mind, he naturally thought that Xi Xiaoyan had never 
gone back since he went to Wudang in private. 


"No, me too..." halfway through Xi Xiaoyan's words, he felt that he didn't want to defend himself - after 
all, he did not protect Wudang from beginning to end, and he felt guilty - and immediately fell silent 
again. 


At this time, Wei Dongliu saw the "single-backed sword" in the hand of one of the attendants. 


This time he was moved. 


Xi Xiaoyan noticed it and explained: "Yes. Head Yao is here too. And Deputy Head Ye. We have joined 
Prince Ning's Mansion together." 


Wei Dongliu just looked at the single-backed sword and did not say anything. Xi Xiaoyan thought back to 
the Soldier's Crow Road, this young and gifted disciple, the impression was so different from the one in 
front of him. He looked at Wei Dongliu's strange pupils, and also saw the strange double swords on his 
waist, he couldn't figure out what made Wei Dongliu change so much. 


"Junior Brother Wei, what about you?" Xi Xiaoyan asked, "Did...Shang Chengyu bring you into the 
palace?" 
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Wei Dongliu nodded. "Originally, | was alone. He found me with his brother, the sorcerer." 


Xi Xiaoyan heard that Wei Dongliu was willing to say a few more words, and his previous indifference 
seemed to melt a little. He walked a little closer and lowered his voice to probe, "Now that Sect Master 
Yao has joined us, will you want to ...... follow him again? He is our sect master." 


Wei Dongliu's black and red eyes stared at Xi Xiaoyan for a while, and then slowly asked, "Since Yao 
Lianzhou has joined the Ning Mansion, doesn't it mean that he has given up his previous principles? 
Then what is the difference between him and Shang Chengyu? What difference does it make who | 

follow? " 


Xi Xiaoyan was speechless, but could not refute even a single sentence. 


"And Shang Chengyu just brought me in. | didn't 'follow' him. | did what he asked me to do, | did it if | 
liked it, and | didn't do it if | didn't like it." 


Wei Dongliu's voice had a sense of arrogance in it, "The moment | left Wudang Mountain, | was already 
determined to live only for myself from now on. | think you'd better follow my example, Brother Xi." 


After Wei Dongliu finished his speech, he patted Xi Xiaoyan's shoulder and left with his two 
subordinates. 


Xi Xiaoyan stayed where he was, watching the three sharpeners working in front of him, but he kept 
thinking about Wei Dongliu's words in his heart and could not calm down for a long time. 


" General ...... wants to sharpen his saber?" One of the sharpeners spotted Xi Xiaoyan and his guerrilla 
general's belt tag, immediately stopped his work and came forward to greet him. 


Xi Xiaoyan just woke up from a dream, and stopped thinking about that matter for the time being. He 
took off the long knife on his back, handed it to the knife sharpener along with the "Single Back Sword" 
and the "Sword of Fire", pointing out the characteristics of the three swords and the requirements for 
sharpening to them in detail. 
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The three sword sharpeners were all experienced. When they saw the three swords, they felt the strong 
murderous aura emanating from them and knew that the owner of the swords was not ordinary. 
Especially the "Single-backed sword", which is half sword and half saber. Its structure is not simple. The 
three of them would never dare to repair it carelessly. 


"General ...... these blades, we have to spend a few more days to be able to sharpen them according to 
what you said." 


Xi Xiaoyan nodded his head. If they were to do it hastily, he would be more worried. 


"We still have to practice these days, so we need to find some weapons to replace them." he said. 


After hearing this, the attendant immediately led Xi Xiaoyan to the warehouse where weapons were 
stored. After they explained to the guard, the guard took everyone to one of the houses and unlocked 
the door to allow Xi Xiaoyan to enter. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at the room and saw that there were all sabers and swords hanging around 
everywhere, and he could tell at a glance that all of them were well-crafted and were not used by 
ordinary soldiers, but were from the collection of the royal family. 


Xi Xiaoyan is a martial arts fanatic, the natural love of blades, suddenly saw these hundreds of fine 
swords and knives, like a child saw a mountain of sugar, the previous boredom was swept away, 
immediately went forward to take a closer look. 


Suddenly a familiar saber came into view. 


Xi Xiaoyan stretched out his trembling hand and stroked the leather sheath and the long handle with 
blood-red hair hanging down. 


At one time, he and the owner of this saber were facing each other day and night. 


"Why is this handle ...... here?" 
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"General, do you know....... that woman named Huo?" 


Xi Xiaoyan grabbed the saber with his left hand, and with his right, he stretched out his long arm and 
grabbed the lapel of the attendant. 


"She is in the royal residence?" 


Under Xi Xiaoyan's power, the attendant was like a kitten, his body shrinking in fear: "Originally ...... she 
was here... But ...." 


Xi Xiaoyan thought that something had happened to Huo Yaohua, and glared at the attendant with a 
ferocious look like a beast, scaring him so much that he couldn't speak any further. 


The other two men hurriedly explained how the Six Swords of the Broken Door and the Wolf Soldiers 
broke into the royal palace a year ago and rescued Huo Yao Hua. 


As Xi Xiaoyan listened to the story, his heart felt infinite regret. He thought of how he, Ye Chenyuan and 
his fellow disciples of Wudang "Head Snake Tao" had been monitoring and probing outside the Prince of 
Ning's residence in Nanchang for quite some time, never realizing that Huo Yaohua had been trapped in 
the royal residence at that time and she could not do anything about it. 


| was so close to her at that time. But | didn't know that Jing Li, not me, was the one who saved her in 
the end. 


In that case, will Huo Yuhua be with Jing Li now? What about Shimazu Hu Linglan? Slowly letting go of 
the attendant, his mind was completely occupied by confused emotions. 


--She got out. And | came in. 


--What the hell am | doing here? ...... 


2880 


Xi Xiaoyan thought. 


He hugged Huo Yao Hua's saber with both hands. He held it so tightly, so tightly. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 177 Chapter 4: The Dark Surge 


" Ajie! Ajie!" 


Song Li called anxiously, lifting her skirt and running with several maids in the corridor of the Leopard 
Room, panting and looking around. 


They walked for a while, and finally saw the small figure running away quickly between the hanging 
curtains of the palace. 


"Don't run around!" Song Li shouted to the figure. 


It was a child who was only about two feet tall. He stopped when he heard Song Li's call. The boy was 
dressed strangely, with a brightly colored cloth draped over his body. He wore a small red hat like a 
rooster's comb on his head. He was dressed like a Western monk. He was holding a toy wooden sword 
in his hand. He stopped at this moment. When he came down, he turned around and smiled at Song Li. 
The baby teeth in his mouth had all grown in. 


This boy's skin color is reddish brown, his eyes are very smart, and his appearance is cute and healthy. 
He is very different from other children who are born and raised in the deep palace. 


He stopped for a moment and then turned around and ran forward. Song Li and the maid screamed 
inwardly, so they had no choice but to continue to catch up. 


"Only two years old, why is this little boy so good at running?" One of the maids couldn't help but 
complain under her breath. 


Only to see the boy running steadily and smoothly, although his body is still small, his movements are 
completely like a five or six year old child's. Song Li frowned and laughed. 


--Who taught him to have such a strong mother? ...... 
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He is the child of the Emperor's favorite concubine, Ma Di, who was born in the border wilderness, and 
was given the nickname "Ah Jie" by His Majesty, because he was born after the victory in Yingzhou, 
which was regarded by the Emperor as an auspicious omen of victory. 


That time, Emperor Zhu Houzhao was not satisfied after personally conquering and repelling the Tatar 
army. He returned to the capital and lived for only about half a year. Then he went out with Jiang Bin to 
patrol the border. In addition to taking Song Li, Ma Di and other concubines with him, he also asked Ajie, 
who was still under one year old, to accompany the army because he regarded the child as a lucky 
person who would bless the victory of the expedition. As a result, he traveled thousands of miles on this 
tour and did not return to Beijing until the spring of that year. Ajie had been in the wilderness for a long 
time, and when he came back to live in the palace of Leopard House, he felt that everything was very 
strange, so he ran around in the palace all day long, making Song Li busy watching and following him 
every day. 


But he saw several officers appearing in front of Ajie. Before Song Li could call out, one of the people in 
the group reached out neatly, grabbed Ajie who was running towards him, and held him in his arms. 


Song Li saw that it was none other than Qian Ning, the emperor's favorite, and her face that was red 
from running suddenly turned white. When all the maids saw Mr. Qian, they all bowed. 


"Song Meiren is in good health." Qian Ning's fair-skinned face was smiling, and hid slender eyes turned 
to look at the boy in her hands: 


"Is that him? He does look a lot like Ma Meiren." 


Ajie was hugged by Qian Ning, the smile on his face disappeared, and he hit Qian Ning's head and face 
with the small wooden sword in his hand. Qian Ning dodged, and the wooden sword hit him on the 
shoulder. Although it didn't hurt at all, a ruthless look flashed on his face because of his extremely 
narrow mind. However, it was inconvenient for him to attack in front of Song Li, so he had to put Ajie 
back on the ground in a hurry. Ajie turned around and ran to Song Li and hugged her legs. She picked up 
Ajie and patted him to comfort him. 


In the past few days since returning to Beijing, Song Li often saw Qian Ning coming in and out of the 
Leopard Room. She naturally knew the reason: the emperor had spent most of the past two years 
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traveling with Jiang Bin, and Qian Ning had been alienated for a long time. Nowadays, it is rare for the 
emperor to return to Beijing, Qian Ning naturally came to the Leopard Room to camp every day, trying 
his best to get the chance to get close to His Majesty again. 


Song Li looked at Qian Ning without saying a word. Although Qian Ning is a sworn enemy of Jiang Bin, 
whom she hates, and she and Qian Ning were considered "accomplices" in prompting the emperor to 
send troops to Wudang, she knows very well that this man and Jiang Bin are just the same kind, and she 
has no idea about these people who have been all day long. She has no sympathy for the careerists who 
compete for power in the court. 


At this time, footsteps were heard from behind, and it turned out to be Ma Di and several other maids 
arriving. She and Song Li had previously split up to look for Ajie, but now they found it here. After 
meeting Qian Ning, they greeted each other and then looked at their son with reproachful eyes. 


Ajie saw her mother's gaze, hugged Song Li tighter, and hid in her chest. 


"This boy treats his godmother more closely than his biological mother." Ma Di laughed. "Knowing that 
his godmother won't beat or scold him. How cunning." 


Song Li also laughed after hearing this, caressing Ajie's head, and tidying up his hat that was about to fall 
off. Her expression really seemed like she was taking care of her own child. 


Helping Ma Di take care of Ajie in the past two years has become the sustenance of Song Li's life. 


It is not easy to protect and raise a child in a place like this. Zhu Houzhao himself was a young boy and 
had no interest in being a father. What's more, Ajie was born to Ma Di and her original husband Bi Chun, 
and was not his flesh and blood at all. In order to prevent Ajie's crying from annoying the emperor, Ma 
Di tried every means to hide the child, and Song Li was of great help many times. Dressing Ajie up in this 
weird look was just to please the emperor. 


Zhu Houzhao regards Ajie as an auspicious son who brings victory. This is not only lucky, but also brings 
crisis. Fortunately, the emperor did not ask anyone to send Ajie away for this reason, so that Ma Di 
would not be separated. However, because of superstition, the emperor forced Ma Di to patrol the 
border with the child. The desolate and cold conditions outside the pass, and the long and bumpy road, 


are not easy for even a strong adult sergeant to withstand. Even if they are riding in the emperor's 
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luxurious car, it is a journey full of dangers for a child who is less than one year old. The emperor's 
border patrol this time was far more active than the first time. He kept inspecting the garrison at various 
passes along the Great Wall, and finally went as far as Yulinwei in Yansui, Shaanxi Province. The round 
trip was thousands of miles long. If Ajie hadn't had Song Li helped take care of him, and because he was 
naturally extremely strong, he might have died on the way. 


Song Li regards protecting this child as her biggest goal in life this year. For this reason, she went against 
her own likes and dislikes and asked Ma Di to teach her horse riding and archery. Song Li, who hated 
martial arts the most, actually took the initiative to learn horse riding and archery. Yan Heng would have 
been surprised if he knew about it. Song Li did this for Ajie. She was afraid that she was not strong 
enough to take care of her children, so she decided to exercise well. As a result, even the occasional 
asthma attacks in the past have become less and less frequent. 


Qian Ning watched the two beauties smiling at each other and couldn't help but be stunned. Song Li's 
transformation is amazing. The sickly and frail beauty that made people feel sad in the past is no longer 
there, and Song Li's body and mind have been re-infused with vitality. 


But because of this, Song Li's special charm that attracted the emperor's favor in the past also 
disappeared. The romantic Zhu Houzhao had doted on Song Li for a long time in the past, which was 
originally a miracle, but now he finally got tired of it. In addition, on his way back from the patrol, he got 
a new stunning singer Liu Liangnu, when he was a guest at the Jin Palace in Taiyuan. He doted on her 
very much, and immediately After being brought back to the capital, old favorites such as Ma Di and 
Song Li were immediately left out. 


But for Ma and Song, this was a great thing: they no longer had to accompany the emperor on a daily 
basis, so they could concentrate more on taking care of Ajie's growth. 


——Of course, Qian Ning, who had spent his entire life relying on the favor of powerful people to climb 
up the ladder and only had power and wealth in his eyes, could not possibly understand their thoughts. 
Instead, he thought that the two of them were frustrated because they were left out. 


"Master Qian, | seem to see you coming to the Leopard Room every day." 


Ma Di has a masculine pride. Compared with Song Li, she is not afraid of Qian Ning at all and looks 
directly at him while speaking. 
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"It is my duty to help His Majesty relieve his worries." Qian Ning replied respectfully. Although the two 
beauties in front of him have fallen out of favor recently, the emperor's will is unpredictable. One day 
the emperor may regain his old love, so Qian Ning knows that there is no need to offend them. He 
paused and asked again: Do you two know which palace His Majesty is in? " 


Song Li and Ma Di both shook their heads. 


Qian Ning looked slightly disappointed, saluted the two of them, and was about to leave with his 
officers. Ma Di rarely met an official in the Leopard Room, and the emperor was not around, so she took 
the opportunity to ask him: "Your Majesty said earlier that he would tour the south, have he really given 
up the idea?" 


It turns out that Emperor Zhu Houzhao came back from outside the Great Wall in the north and presided 
over the ceremony of worshiping heaven. After living there for only ten or twenty days, he became tired 
of the capital. He had had enough fun in the north, and this time he thought of a tour to the south, with 

the goal of visiting Nanjing. 


As a result, compared with the last time the emperor left the country, many courtiers opposed it more 
fiercely this time and wrote letters to remonstrate. Emperor Zhengde angrily fought against the officials, 
causing a palace storm in which more than a dozen of them were killed under the imperial mace. 


"| heard from my colleagues in the court that His Majesty promised a temporary postponement ...... 
Qian Ning replied. He did not want to say more about this, for fear that something would reach the 
Emperor's ears and cause his displeasure. 


Ma Di and Song Li felt relieved after hearing this. Of course they didn't care whether Zhu Houzhao was 
having fun or not, or what the court regulations were, but they just didn't want Ajie to be forced to 
travel far away with the emperor again and unable to grow up safely. 


After saying goodbye to the two beauties, Qian Ning continued to lead his officers to search for the 
emperor. Although he is no longer as favored as before, he still has the status of the emperor's godson 
and can move around the leopard room on his own without restriction. 
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——Where is that kid playing? ... 


Qian Ning only hoped that when he found the emperor later, his mortal enemy Jiang Bin would not be 
present so that he could give advice to his majesty. But he knew this was unlikely. Ever since Jiang Bin 
successfully lured the emperor to travel outside the border and almost regarded the Xuanfu outside the 
Pass as another capital, the two were inseparable all day long, just like brothers. 


Qian Ning was anxious to come to the emperor every day, not only to regain his favor, but also for 
matters related to Prince Ning's palace. 


Prince Ning's Mansion has become the biggest worry in Qian Ning's heart. The restlessness of King Ning 
was no longer a secret in the court. Sun Sui, the governor of Jiangxi, had made seven memorials in 
recent years, accusing King Ning of Nanchang of treason. These seven memorials either caused King 
Ning to send people to hunt down the messenger, or stopped him. They were intercepted by Qian Ning 
in the capital with his power and connections, and none of them could be handed over to the emperor's 
hands. But Qian Ning knew that this still could not suppress the news from spreading among the 
courtiers. 


However, no one in the capital has ever written a complaint against Prince Ning on suspicion of treason. 
Qian Ning knew the reason: Chief Assistant Yang Tinghe and many court officials had also received 
bribes from Prince Ning's Palace, so he tried to downplay the matter. 


There is one person who Qian Ning is always worried about the most: Jiang Bin. 


——That guy will definitely use this to attack me... 


Jiang Bin must have known that Prince Ning was suspected of treason. The only question is how much 
evidence he has of Ning's affair with Prince Ning's Mansion. 


Thinking of this, even in the April Palace, Qian Ning was still sweating under his clothes. 


Of course he did not regret accepting King Ning's bribe - gold and silver treasures that were so dazzling 
that who in the world could refuse? He regretted getting involved so deeply. At first, he received money 
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and gifts from Zhu Chenhao, but the price was just a few kind words in the emperor's ear from time to 
time, praising Prince Ning's humility and kindness. Afterwards, the more treasures he received, the 
bolder Qian Ning's actions became. First, he persuaded the emperor to approve Ning Prince's Mansion 
to maintain the guard force. Later, he took advantage of the Shenji Battalion to go south to attack 
Wudang and smuggled a batch of forbidden army firearms to Nanchang. 


In that dangerous transaction, Qian Ning made a lot of money, but now he has to worry about whether 
he will live to enjoy the money. Qian Ning initially thought that Zhu Chenhao was just playing games and 
dreaming about being an emperor, which would never come true. But with the current situation, that 
dream is becoming more and more real. 


——lf he really starts a rebellion in Jiangxi, wouldn’t |, who is in the capital, bear the brunt? ... 


Qian Ning thought about it and realized that the most important thing to do was to make King Ning 
delay or give up the rebellion. The way to do this was to make it possible for the King of Ning to obtain 
the throne without having to raise an army. 


For King Ning, the emperor Zhu Houzhao had the biggest opportunity to take advantage of: he still has 
no heirs. 


In the past two years, Zhu Chenhao still endured and did not cause trouble. One of the reasons was that 
the emperor frequently left the country. Outside the Great Wall, which was full of dangers, Zhu Houzhao 
could not guarantee that anything would happen. There was no heir apparent at that time, so King Ning 
had the opportunity to arrange for his prince to seize the throne without bloodshed in the chaos, and he 
himself became the supreme emperor with real power. In doing so, King Ning would not have to bear 
the eternal infamy of being at war with his colleagues and plotting to usurp the throne. 


However, the result disappointed King Ning: Zhu Houzhao returned from outside the customs safely 
again and again. 


However, Qian Ning still had a plan in mind: as he was familiar with the emperor's temperament, he 
would take advantage of His Majesty's most cheerful moment to praise Prince Ning again and persuade 
the Emperor to allow Prince Ning to attend the Ancestral Temple ceremony in the capital as a token of 
recognition. 
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Qian Ning secretly bribed the eunuchs in the palace and obtained the "Odd Colored Dragon Paper". He 
wrote an imperial edict of approval in advance and prepared to have the emperor add the seal when he 
was in high spirits. He immediately sent his trusted Jin Yiwei to deliver the dragon paper to Nanchang, to 
prevent others from intervening midway. This special "different-colored dragon paper" is extraordinary 
and is used by the emperor when giving rewards to the supervising country. As long as Ning Wang Zhu 
Chenhao obtains this certificate, if the emperor dies in the future, he can assume the status of 
superintendent of the country and make his son the emperor. 


How long the emperor would live, of course, no one knew for sure. But with this "Dragon Note", at least 
it should be possible to stabilize King Ning and not use troops for the time being. Based on Qian Ning's 
close observation, Zhu Houzhao has been drinking and having fun for many years, and his body may not 
be able to withstand it for long... 


When the time comes, the person who holds the throne will be Prince Ning, who is my close friend. 
Jiang Bin, you bastard, will definitely die without a burial place. 


Qian Ning touched the "Odd Colored Dragon Paper" hidden in his arms, and the light of ambition 
bloomed in his eyes. 


OOOO 


Ten days later, the emperor indeed grandly dispatched three envoys, the consort Cui Yuan, the imperial 
censor Yan Yishou and the eunuch Lai Yi, from the capital to Nanchang. 


However, the message brought by the messenger was not Qian Ning's beautiful expectation at all. 


The one who set off earlier than the envoy was the spy sent by King Ning in the capital. They rushed 
straight to Nanchang, hoping to bring the news to Prince Ning's Mansion in advance. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 178 Chapter 5: The Rise of the Winds 


Under the warm river breeze and listening to the rhythm of the boat breaking through the waves, Tong 
Jing almost fell into sleep. 


She stood up, stretched out, took a few breaths, and regained consciousness. She looked around and 
couldn't help but smile. She saw Mr. Feihong curled up on the deck and sleeping soundly. 


Tong Jing picked up the "Swift Bee Sword" and stepped out of the cabin. The fierce sunshine in June 
shone on her face, and she felt extremely comfortable. The body swayed slightly as the boat moved. For 
the eldest girl of the Minjiang Gang, this was a familiar feeling, and it suddenly reminded her of her 
hometown in Sichuan. 


—-—lIt’s been a long time since | took a boat ride... 


| still remember that when | first met Yan Heng and Jing Li six years ago, we all had a very happy time on 
the ship. That was also the first time she became independent from her father. From then on, every 
time she took a boat, or even every time she stood on the edge of the river, she would recall that joy. 


"Why are you laughing alone?" 


Tong Jing turned around and saw Yan Heng sitting cross-legged in the corner of the stern, carving a 
piece of wood with a knife in his hand. 


Yan Heng stopped and pointed the knife at Tong Jing: "Don't forget, we are not going to play this time." 


Tong Jing pointed to the wooden block in his hand: "Aren't you just playing with it yourself? What are 
you carving this time?" 


Yan Heng put the wood behind his back: "Humph, | didn't tell you!" 
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The two fought for a round, and Yan Heng finally gave in and gave the wood to Tong Jing. She looked 
carefully and saw that it was an unfinished boat. 


They have been living in Shuiyan Village for a year, and now they finally have the opportunity to travel 
far, and they feel very happy. 


The big ship was following the wind and heading north along the Ganjiang River. It had been six days 
since it set off from Ganzhou. 


The two of them walked along the side of the ship toward the bow, greeting several captains and 
attendants along the way. High above them, the official flag representing the governor of Southern 
Gansu was flying on the mast. 


There were several figures standing on the bow. A person stood in the front facing the wind, his slim 
body holding up his long clothes standing upright, his long beard dancing in the river wind. It was Wang 
Shouren, Mr. Yangming. On his left and right were Jing Li and Meng Qihe, as well as several 
accompanying militiamen and attendants. 


Wang Shouren stared at the Dafan River in front of the bow. Under the bright sunshine, he couldn't let 
go. Because he knew that this boat was taking him closer to the place covered with dark clouds. 


Meng Qihe, who had been following Mr. Wang for a long time, felt his mood and remained silent. On 
the other side of Jing Li. 


His curly hair was wrapped in a cloth scarf, and his face was full of energy as usual. The newly married 
man was even more stable and confident. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing went up to greet them. 


"Are we going to dock soon?" Tong Jing asked Meng Qihe. 


He nodded: "Fengcheng County is not far ahead. We can park and rest." 
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A militiaman next to Meng Qihe said: "When we get to Defeng City, it's only about a hundred miles away 
from Nanchang..." 


Upon hearing this, Wang Shouren's brows furrowed even more tightly. 


When Tong Jing saw it, she said to Wang Shouren, "Sir, you don't have to worry as our 'Six Swordsmen' 
will take care of you." Wang Shouren smiled bitterly: "No. You promised that when you get to 
Nanchang, you will only stay on the boat and not go ashore." 


When Wang Shouren left Ganzhou this time, he was originally ordered by the imperial court to go to 
Fuzhou to fight the rebellion. It is said that an officer named Jingui rebelled against the Three Guards in 
Fuzhou. Wang Qiong, Secretary of the Ministry of War, petitioned the court to issue an edict and a flag 
to lead the troops to Wang Shouren and went to quell the chaos. 


The day Wang Shouren set out was on the ninth day of the sixth lunar month. June 14th happened to be 
the birthday of King Ning Zhu Chenhao. As a rule, all the main officials in Jiangxi Province had to go to 
celebrate his birthday. Although Wang Shouren received the king's order to go on the expedition, he 
had to go to Fuzhou along the waterway from Nangan, when heading north, you must pass through 
Nanchang, so there is no way to evade it. 


Wang Shouren never wanted to set foot in Nanchang City, a dangerous place. The only thing that would 
make him happy there was to meet again with his boss, Jiangxi Governor Sun Sui. He and Sun Sui were 
arranged by Wang Qiong to come to Jiangxi to fight against Prince Ning's Mansion. Both of them were 
capable and upright. It was rare that they were from the same hometown of Yuyao, Zhejiang, so they 
were very close to each other. 


He has been worried about Sun Sui these days. He knew that Sun Sui kept reporting to the court, 
reporting King Ning's intention to rebel, but each time he failed, he must have been intercepted by the 
treacherous officials bribed by King Ning. 


The memorial was useless, and Sun Sui and Wang Shouren had no other choice. The other party was 
Prince Zhu, so they couldn't strike first like ordinary bandits. All that's left is to be alert and waiting - 
waiting for King Ning to take action. 
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——But I'm afraid it will be too late by then... 


Compared with Sun Sui, who lives next to tigers every day, Wang Shouren's stay in Ganzhou in the south 
is finally much safer. Wang Shouren was worried about Lord Sun's safety day and night. 


"He was the governor of Jiangxi, and in my heart | was ready to risk my life. The last time they parted in 
Nanchang, Sun Chan said, "But you are different from me, Mr. Wang. You must live." 


"Six Swordsmen" learned that Wang Shouren was going to Fuzhou to quell the chaos, so he took the 
initiative to ask for help. Firstly, the five of them had been at ease for too long and wanted to exercise 
their skills. Secondly, they wanted to prevent someone from harming Mr. Wang along the way. They 
initially thought that Mr. Wang would refuse, but Wang Shouren agreed immediately. 


——It seems that Mr. Wang has also sensed that the situation today is more tense than in the past... 


Wang Shouren's intuition was not completely unfounded. The chaos caused by the three guards in 
Fuzhou was not serious. Normally, there was no need to summon Wang Shouren, who was far away in 
Ganzhou, to go to Daping. Wang Shouren believed that this was a deliberate arrangement by the 
Minister of War. 


——Master Wang Qiong’s intention is to give me military power. 


(The local officials of the current dynasty did not have the power to garrison troops on their own. They 
could only issue marching flags from the court in the event of an accident, and they had to return them 
afterwards.) 


Wang Shouren's guess was not wrong. It turns out that Wang Qiong had a good relationship with Jiang 
Bin in the capital. When he learned that Jiang Bin had been collecting evidence of political enemy Qian 
Ning colluding with Prince Ning to rebel, he might take action in the short term. If this is true, the 
possibility of changes in Jiangxi will greatly increase, so Wang Qiong made this move to allow Wang 
Shouren to obtain the imperial seal flag that could mobilize troops. 
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Since Wang Shouren was flying the banner of fighting the rebellion, he naturally brought a personal 
militia with him on this trip. Although there were only thirty people, it was not difficult for the "Six 
Swordsmen" to blend in and hide their identity. However, Jing Liand others had made a big fuss in 
Prince Ning's Mansion before, and it was not appropriate for them to show up at Nanchang. Therefore, 
Wang Shouren asked them to agree that they could only stay on the official ship when they arrived in 
Nanchang. "Master Wang, | didn't enter Prince Ning's Mansion that time. | can pretend to follow you 
into the city." Yan Heng said at this time. 


Wang Shouren shook his head, "| heard that Li Junyuan from Prince Ning's Mansion once recruited you 
in Jiujiang City. This man has social skills and a photographic memory for his appearance. | will meet him 
many times when | enter Prince Ning's Mansion. You can't take this risk." 


He smiled bitterly and added, "If the King of Ning is determined to capture me at his residence, even 
with Yan Xiashi's amazing sword, I'm afraid he won't be able to save me. Anyway, | am already late for 
the birthday celebration, | missed the banquet of the officials, and | won't stay in the royal residence for 
long. You need not worry." 


In order to prepare for fighting the rebellion, Wang Shouren left Ganzhou later than the day he was 
supposed to set out to celebrate his birthday. He was already pressed for time, and he only found out 
when he reached Ji'an Mansion on the way that his attendants mistakenly left his official seal in the 
mansion when they left, so he sent someone back immediately. At the same time, it slowed down its 
speed. As a result, the official ship had not arrived in Nanchang until June 15th. The birthday banquet of 
King Ning had been held yesterday. 


"Master Wang actually put away his official seal on purpose. He didn't want to stay in a place like Prince 
Ning's Mansion and drink all day, right?" Tong Jing joked. Everyone also laughed. 


Wang Shouren just felt that it was a great pleasure to be with such a hero as "Six Swordsmen". 


"Where is Sister Lan?" Tong Jing asked at this time. 


"She is a little unwell and is resting in the cabin." Jing Li said. "It happens occasionally these days." 


"But Brother Jing, you are very energetic after your wedding." Meng Qihe said narrowly. Everyone 


laughed on the spot. 
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Only Tong Jing did not understand the meaning of his joke, and was puzzled to see these big men 
laughing. 


The sound of water and laughter temporarily covered the worries of the group. 


OOOO 


The official boat slowed down before reaching the river bank in Fengcheng County, and finally stopped 
opposite Zhangtou in Huang Tu Nao. Wang Shouren's entourage and escort took the lead in taking small 
boats across the water from the big ship to land. They notified the local magistrate of the arrival of 
Wang Shouren, the censor of Youqiandu and the governor of Nangan Province. They guarded the shore 
and prepared sedan umbrellas. 


"Six Swords of Breaking the Door" The five of them were already ready to land. Lian Feihong is from 
Gansu and is not used to taking boats. He has vomited several times in the past few days and often falls 
into a drowsy state. He only regains his energy when he finally gets to land. He puts on all kinds of 
weapons and holds a bamboo hat and a whip in his hand, ready to board the boat. 


"Sister Lan, are you all right?" Tong Jing saw Hu Linglan come out of the cabin with Jing Li and asked with 
concern. 


"It's nothing. My stomach is just a little bloated," Hu Linglan said. "But now my appetite is back. You will 
have to order more dishes later." 


Tong Jing patted her chest and said, "Let me order the food. I'll take care of it." She felt a little strange: 
Hu Linglan was born on an island, and she once traveled across the ocean to China on a survey ship. 


Why can't she adapt to taking a boat on this small Ganjiang River? ... 


The "Six Swords of the Broken Door" people have brought their weapons with them, each dressed in the 
usual militia dress, the women were veiled with face scarf, so as not to be noticed, also accompanied 
Wang Shouren on the boat to the shore. 
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As soon as they reached the shore, Meng Qihe stood in front of the river to greet them, with a worried 
look on his face. 


"Sir...it seems a little unusual." Meng Qihe said. He already had the big knife that he usually carried 
slung across his back in his hand, ready to draw it out at any time. "| have told everyone to be careful." 


Holding the sword at his waist in one hand, Wang Shouren stepped onto the land and saw many people 
gathered around the port, including men and women, old and young, each carrying large and small bags 
of belongings, and seemed to be waiting to board the ship. Wang Shouren glanced over and saw that 
everyone looked anxious, as if they wanted to leave quickly. 


Only half a mile inland from this port is the seat of Fengcheng County. Wang Shouren lined up the crowd 
and stepped forward to look in the direction of the county town. The "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" 
also followed closely to guard, always paying attention to whether there were any suspicious people 
around the port. 


Only see the distant Fengcheng, the southeastern city gate constantly people horses and cars out. There 
were also shadows of people walking on the road outside the city gate. 


"They ...... are leaving." Yan Heng said after watching for a while. 


"They are not leaving." Although Lian Feihong's eyes were not as sharp as they were when he traveled 
through the Western Plateau in the past, he could still immediately tell what the situation was: "They 
are fleeing." 


Jing Li nodded in agreement. 


A strong ominous feeling enveloped Wang Shouren's head. 


At this time, a group of people came straight from Fengcheng. Jing Li and the others immediately raised 
their guard, their palms pressed against their swords. It was not until the man and horse approached 
that they recognized that the leader running on foot included two of Wang Shouren's followers, and 
they felt relieved. 
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There was only one rider on the horse, dressed in official uniform, with a slightly fat figure, not a very 
good rider. As soon as the horse arrived in front of Wang Shouren, the man climbed down from the 
saddle with the support of his followers, and hurriedly came forward to salute Wang Shouren. My 
humble servant, Gu Bi, the magistrate of Fengcheng County, came to pay homage to Wang Shouren! 


Wang Shouren's face was like iron, his brows were heavily locked. 


He was already prepared in his heart, but he still had to ask for clarification. 


"What happened in Fengcheng?" 


"What happened is: the provincial capital." Sweat flowed down Gu Bi's forehead and along his temples, 
and his voice sounded like a groan of pain. 


"This county received a report this morning: Prince Ning has rebelled." 


OOOO 


Just two days before Wang Shouren and the "Six Swordsmen" arrived in Fengcheng, late at night on 
June 13, Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang was shrouded in a strange atmosphere. 


It was really difficult for the people of Nanchang to sleep that night. The sky above Prince Ning's 
Mansion was as bright as day all night long. There were lights and colorful decorations inside and 
outside the walls of the Prince's Mansion, and music and noises continued to be heard. Large groups of 
people kept coming in and out of the surrounding gates, all of them were the guards of King Ning 
stationed in the city. They took turns entering to receive the rewarded coins, and then returned to the 
dormitories outside the palace to enjoy rich food and wine. There are also people who can't wait to 
have fun and have fun after receiving the reward, and they noisily walk through the streets and alleys, 
making the whole city restless. 
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This night is the eve of Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao's birthday. The prince can't wait to hold a banquet to 
celebrate the birthday. He also takes the opportunity to reward the guards and soldiers to boost 
everyone's morale. 


Important officials from all over Jiangxi have also gathered in Nanchang that day. They will enter the 
palace tomorrow morning to congratulate the prince on his birthday. At that time, there will be another 
bustle. 


However, deep inside the palace that night, a puzzling situation occurred. 


The banquet hall of the main hall was filled with fine wine and delicious food, and performers were 
playing music, singing and dancing. However, the main seat was empty - Prince Ning had not been seen 
by anyone for a long time. 


Not only that, the important ministers who were already in the hall, such as Li Shishi and his son, Liu 
Yangzheng, several guard generals and the prince's relatives and family members, all left their seats. 
Only other low-ranking officers and counselors sat in their original seats. 


They all knew that something unexpected would happen that night, but no one dared to leave the table, 
and no one was brave enough to ask the actors to stop singing and dancing. They had no intention of 
watching the singing and dancing. They drank lightly, looked at each other, and did not talk much. 


At the same time, Wei Dongliu and Xi Xiaoyan each hurried back to the "Dragon Cavalry Admiral's 
Residence" and "Feng Xiang Admiral's Residence", and ordered dozens of their elite guards to go to the 
"Wude School" with all their swords, sabers, axes and blades. Of course, they all acted according to the 
orders of Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou. 


Zhu Chenhao was in the center of the Wude School Hall. He stood alone on the field, with the hem of his 
gorgeous robe rolled up in front and tucked into his belt inlaid with gems. He held a golden sword with a 
sword in both hands and struck the air in front of him one after another. He chopped with all his 
strength, as if he wanted to let out all the suffocation accumulated in his chest. Sweat dripped from the 
forehead wearing a gold silk crown. 


The King of Ning's eyes were filled with bitterness, as if his face was full of unseen thorns that could not 
be cut down. 
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Li Shishih's father and son, Liu Yangzheng, Min XXIV, Ling XI, Wu XIII, the fortune teller Li Ziran, as well as 
King Ning's crown prince, his younger brother Zhu Chentong, and a few of King Ning's clansmen who had 
long been dependent on him, were all gathered in the Dragon Tiger School Hall, but they dared to only 
stand on the sidelines, and none of them dared to ask the King Ning to stop. 


At this time, Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou also came in from different hall doors, each taking Wu 
Jihong and Ye Chenyuan with them. At this moment, Yao Lianzhou is different from the past. He is 
wearing a blue military uniform embroidered with flying phoenix hidden patterns, with a "single-backed 
sword" hanging on his waist. He no longer looks like the aloof Wudang leader in the past, but he does 
have the bearing of a military general. When Shang Chengyu saw it, no matter how reluctant he was, he 
secretly cheered. 


Ye Chenyuan, who is dressed in black and carrying a sword, is just like before, just like a shadow 
following Yao Lianzhou's side. 


Both Shang and Yao were watching King Ning's saber dance. In their eyes, Zhu Chenhao's saber stance 
was of course completely unimpressive. But that didn't matter - when a king had to carry a saber 
himself, it was already a dead end. 


What mattered was whether or not he had demonstrated his will and determination to become a king 
by slashing into the air. 


What they saw was the hesitation hidden in the blade. 


The two looked at each other and knew that the other party had noticed it. 


At this time, King Ning finally lowered the knife, and the tip of the knife fell on the sand at his feet. 


With a sweaty face, Zhu Chenhao scanned the ministers. 


"My spies posted in the capital just came back quickly to report: That boy Zhu Houzhao has sent three 
special envoys to issue an edict and admonition to the king. " 
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Although King Ning's ministers had already heard about this, they were still nervous to hear it formally 
from the king. --Finally, has this day come? ...... 


"They said that this matter is the work of Jiang Bin." Zhu Chenhao said with gritted teeth. 


As Wang Qiong, the Secretary of the Ministry of War, had predicted, Jiang Bin made a move against Qian 
Ning at the most critical moment. 


Jiang Bin had long known about Qian Ning's plot to induce the emperor to use the "Odd-Colored Dragon 
Paper" to make Prince Ning a guardian of the country in disguise. If the throne is really inherited by 
Prince Ning in the future, it will be very detrimental to Jiang Bin. Of course, he will never allow this to 
come true. 


For this reason, Jiang Bin asked the eunuch Zhang Yong to cooperate. Zhang Yong, who commanded the 
Royal Imperial Army, had long hated Qian Ning for facilitating the battle due to the severe losses in the 
attack on Wudang. Zhang Yong was also worried about King Ning's rebellion endangering the Ming 
Dynasty, so he discussed it with Jiang Bin. That's it. 


Jiang Bin waited until Qian Ning had praised the King's benevolence and virtue in front of the Emperor 
before launching the surprise attack: he instructed the royal historian Xiao Huai to submit a report to 
the Emperor, in which he listed the King's misdeeds, including the manufacture of armaments and 
firearms, the raising of a large number of thieves and rattlesnakes in the name of defense, the 
appropriation of the people's property and land in the Nanchang area, and the formation of parties and 
the secret services of the King in the Beijing capital. 


In the past, Qian Ning and many courtiers bribed by King Ning kept saying good things, but the emperor 
only heard praise for his uncle, which was greatly contradictory to what this memorial said. Although 
Zhu Houzhao didn't like to deal with political affairs, he was still not dull and numb, so he immediately 
asked his servants about the matter. Zhang Yong took advantage of the situation and struck a fatal blow. 


"If an official in the court asks someone to speak kind words in front of His Majesty, it is just for 
promotion and wealth. There is nothing surprising..." Zhang Yong said to Zhu Houzhao: "But what is the 


purpose of a prince doing this? ... 
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This statement alarmed the emperor, so he sent the memorial to the great scholars and asked them to 
make suggestions. 


Yang Tinghe, the first assistant, received the memorial and knew that it must be handled with caution. 
He knew very well that he could no longer side with Prince Ning and help him cover up his ambitions; 
but at the same time, Yang Tinghe was worried that if Zhu Chenhao was forced to raise an army, he and 
many courtiers would be exposed for accepting bribes from Prince Ning, and they might even be labeled 
as conspirators and accomplices to the treason. 


Even if | am His Majesty's teacher, | may not be immune... 


Yang Tinghe, like Qian Ning, did not take Zhu Chenhao's ambition seriously at first, so he accepted the 
treasures donated by him - after all, as the head of the court, Yang Tinghe had to spend a lot of money 
to maintain his power and influence - but he unwittingly fell into this quagmire. 


After thinking about it, Yang Tinghe finally found a compromise method based on the precedent a 
hundred years ago and proposed to the emperor: 


When Emperor Xuande, our ancestor, put down the rebellion of the Han Dynasty, King Zhao Zhu Gaosui 
had been colluding with the King of Han for a long time, and he deserved to be punished. However, King 
Zhao voluntarily gave up his bodyguards and ceremonial guards, and was exempted from the crime by 
the generous Emperor Xuande, and his title and fiefdom were preserved. 


Zhu Houzhao agreed to Yang Tinghe's proposal and sent three emissaries to Nanchang to deliver a 
decree to the King of Ning, admonishing him and ordering him to exhaust the army of guards, and if he 
complied with the decree, he would not be blamed. 


--Yang Tinghe could not be sure whether the King would accept this condition, but it was the most likely 
way he could think of to avoid a major disaster. 


The envoy to announce the decree still had a few days to arrive in Nanchang, but the King's spies who 
had heard the news had arrived earlier that night. 


Zhu Chenhao thrust the sword into the ground hard, and the handle kept bouncing back and forth. 
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"This king has spent so many years and devoted himself to build this bodyguard army today. Humph, are 
you going to take it away with just one sentence?" His usually rich voice was hoarse and trembling at the 
moment. Do you think | am afraid of a fight to the death with you? Do you think you are really some 
kind of "Great General Zhu Shou"? " 


After hearing this, all the counselors and generals knew that King Ning had not yet made up his mind, 
otherwise there would be no need to wave his sword in pain in this school ground. 


There were only two choices in front of them: to accept the order to submit to the Emperor, to cut 
down the strength of the army, or to start a rebellion. 


The two important ministers Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng were making their own plans. The two of them 
have been in Prince Ning's Mansion for the longest time and know best what their current strength is. 
With the royal guards and the bandits waiting in nearby places, the total number of troops that King 
Ning can mobilize in real time is about 100,000. If necessary, he can open the treasury to reserve 
financial resources and recruit an army in an emergency. He should be able to increase the number by 
30,000. With this kind of military power, as long as it is commanded properly, it is absolutely possible to 
seize half of the country in the south. The prosperous Jiangnan is the important tax town in the overall 
situation of the Ming Dynasty. As long as the situation in the south is stabilized, even if it is impossible to 
go straight to the capital to seize the throne in one go, a long-term war will still be possible. Good for 
this side. 


Liu Yangzheng knew that in such a situation, whoever was the first to encourage the prince to raise 
troops would gain greater trust, so he spoke before Li Shishi: "Now everything is ready! In one fell 
swoop, we can stabilize the world, rectify the royal family, and revitalize the Ming Dynasty. What | owe 
is a thought from the prince." 


After Li Shishi heard this, he also wanted to agree. Unexpectedly, his son Li Junyuan was the first to say: 
"Your Majesty, think twice! The throne will be won by your Majesty sooner or later, but we should not 
rush to deal with major events. | don't think this boy Zhu Houzhao drafted this imperial edict himself, 
but It's Yang Tinghe's suggestion. The chief minister has always been on good terms with our 
government, and this time he is planning for the prince. So what if the emperor wants to cut off our 
government's guards? We still have to rely on local officials to monitor it. We can act accordingly. On 
the surface, the officers were laid off, but in reality they were transferred to various places in Jiangxi. 
They continued to use the thieves' cottage as a cover. If they made more preparations and accumulated 
strength for two or three years, they would be more confident by then. If we rush to do something at 
this moment, we will fall into a passive position." 
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"That's wrong." Liu Yangzheng immediately countered: Then why did Yang Tinghe propose this imperial 
edict? How do you know for sure? Now that the imperial edict has not arrived, if our government takes 
the lead in taking action and turns its back on guests, how can we be considered passive? What's more, 
this timing couldn't be better. Tomorrow is the prince's birthday, and important officials from all over 
Jiangxi Province have come to celebrate his birthday. We can control them in one fell swoop and 
stabilize Jiangxi without spending a single soldier! The master of the capital came back a day early to 
report the news, which was like a blessing from heaven! My lord, this is a good sign! " 


Li Junyuan was sincerely serving Prince Ning, and he was so anxious that he wanted to refute again, but 
his father Li Shishi held down his hand and signaled to him with his crooked eyes not to say anything 
more. 


Prince Ning's blood boiled after hearing Liu Yangzheng's words, but he couldn't make up his mind yet - 
after all, in one thought, it was the difference between ascending to the throne and being ruined. 


"Two generals...what do you think?... 


Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou looked at each other. In the end, Shang Chengyu was the first to open 
his mouth. 


"Your Majesty forgives me, | really can't make a fair judgment." Shang Chengyu lowered his head and 
raised his fist. Just when King Ning was a little disappointed, he continued: "Since the first day | came to 
the palace, | have been looking forward to the day of the prince's uprising day and night. Naturally, | am 
eager for a battle. But should we take action immediately today? It is up to the prince to make the 
decision alone. | can only guarantee that once the military flag of Prince Ning’s palace is raised, | and the 
soldiers will fight to the death to fulfill the prince’s dream of bringing peace to the world!” 


Hearing Shang Chengyu's words made Zhu Chenhao's blood flow even higher, which was more powerful 
than directly inciting him to revolt. Li Junyuan next to him frowned and sighed in his heart that Shang 
Chengyu was really capable. 


Yao Lianzhou also spoke immediately. 
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"Yao has only been in the palace for a short period of time, and he is not able to think as 
comprehensively as Mr. Liu or Mr. Li. It's just that Yao remembered what his master said before his 
death: 'If you don't intend to kill, don't pick up a sword in your life.’ The day when the king first set up 
the guards and raised the troops and trained the horses, he should have been prepared to use it at any 
time. To give up one's sword without a fight is not the spirit that Yao learned in the Wudang sect since 
he was a child." 


With these words, he walked out of the crowd and stepped into the sandy schoolyard. He had his sword 
in his hand, and he was dressed in a green-colored martial arts uniform, so heroic that he didn't look like 
a mortal. 


Yao Lianzhou walked straight forward, less than ten paces away from the King of Ning. The civil and 
military men on the side suddenly felt the danger, Min 24 even shouted out: "General Yao, are you 
going to be rude to His Majesty?" 


Shang Chengyu also came out and approached the prince from the other side. He seemed to be 
protecting Prince Ning, but he also seemed to be threatening the prince with Yao Lianzhou. 


King Ning pulled out the sword at his feet. He knew that if the two of them really started to fight, he 
would not even be able to see the light of the sword and his head would be gone. However, Prince Ning 
was not afraid at all and still looked directly into Yao Lianzhou's eyes. 


Only then did Yao Lianzhou speak again. 


"If Your Highness really decides to comply with the order and remove his teeth and claws, then please 
allow Mister Yao and his disciples to take their leave first, and we will have to find another way to take 
revenge on the Emperor." 


"Are you threatening the King?" King Ning looked at Yao Linzhou with eyes that seemed to have flames 
coming out of them. 


"Not at all. It is just that tonight is an opportunity for Yao to see the soul of His Majesty clearly." 
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At this time, Xi Xiaoyan and Wei Dongliu each led their elite sword and ax warriors into the "Wude 
School Hall". Immediately afterwards, Han Shanhu and his secret sect disciples also brought another 
group of soldiers dressed in black. The murderous atmosphere in the school grounds suddenly rose 
sharply. 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao looked around at these warriors who belonged to him, and at Li Shishi and Liu 
Yangzheng, the two advisers who had been with him for the longest time, and made a decision in his 
heart. 


OOOO 


"| heard that in yesterday's king's birthday banquet, when the province's officials gathered, Ning ...... 
that person declared to rise up the army, and asked everyone to submit and join him immediately..." 
When Gu Bi, the magistrate of Fengcheng, recounted the news he had received, his face showed a look 
of celebration: Fortunately, my official position is not old enough and | was not qualified to enter the 
palace to celebrate the birthday yesterday... 


Just after the birthday celebration officials gathered, two hundred elite swordsmen from Prince Ning's 
palace suddenly appeared and surrounded the banquet hall like iron barrels. Zhu Chenhao immediately 
announced to everyone that he had received a secret edict from the Empress Dowager: Emperor 
Xiaozong was deceived by eunuchs and mistakenly adopted Zhu Houzhao as his biological prince. In fact, 
this son was not of royal blood. He had occupied the throne for 14 years. Now the Empress Dowager is 
dead. The king sent troops to the north to uphold justice in the world. 


Of course, many officials trapped in the banquet knew that this was all Zhu Chenhao's excuse to launch 
an army and rebel. It was nonsense. Looking at the bright swords and axes in the hall, the officials knew 
that there were only two ways in front of them. 


In the end, only Jiangxi Governor Sun Sui and Deputy Inspector Xu Kui had the courage and backbone to 
scold Zhu Chenhao for his rebellion in person. The two men were bound and pushed out of the 
Nanchang city gate, and their heads were displayed to the public. 


Other officials who refused to surrender were imprisoned by King Ning. The rest of them, under threat, 
bowed down to Zhu Chenhao on the spot, and kowtowed to him three times, saying "Long Live the 
Emperor". 
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Zhu Chenhao immediately claimed that the throne was legitimate. Everyone in the palace and those 
who surrendered were granted imperial official positions. Li Shishi was honored as Taishi, Liu Yangzheng 
was appointed as national counselor, and all the original royal guard generals were awarded the official 
title of commander. Liu Yangzheng immediately sent people to spread the message to Nanchang far and 
near, announcing the abolition of the Zhengde reign, listing Zhu Houzhao's various crimes, threatening 
to raise 150,000 troops to attack the capital, and calling on people from all over the world to join the 
"rebellion army" to bring order to the chaos. 


Hearing Gu Mi say that Sun Sui had been killed, Wang Shouren was shocked. He grabbed Jing's arm 
beside him, closed his eyes and took a deep breath before standing upright with his chest raised again. 


Although they were standing on the riverside where the sun was shining, everyone felt a suffocating 
atmosphere. 


The worst is about to happen. No one knows how many living beings will be involved in this storm. 


Wang Shouren, the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" and many followers, dozens of people were silent 
for a while. On the shore there is only the sound of waves blown by the river wind. 


"We must stop him." 


Gu Bi raised his head in shock and looked at Wang Dutang who was speaking. 


"Him?" Gu Bi asked doubtfully. 


"Zhu Chenhao. Stop him." 


When Wang Shouren said this, his eyes shone with determination. Gu Bi couldn't believe it. He looked at 
the dozens of people around Wang Shouren, including the five young and old men and women who 
looked like brave militiamen but were a little weird. 
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——Stop Zhu Chenhao, who has an army of hundreds of thousands? Just rely on you and these people? 


Gu Bi had also heard of Wang Shouren's achievements in fighting the bandits. But this is a war that 
concerns the Ming Dynasty, so there is no comparison at all. 


At this moment, Wang Shouren doesn't even have half an army. 


But Gu Bi saw that as soon as Wang Shouren said these words, everyone around him responded with 
their eyes, and everyone looked at Mr. Wang with expressions of trust. 


Wang Shouren looked at Jing Li at this time. The two understood it with just one look, and immediately 
turned back side by side, heading back towards the port, followed by everyone else. 


"Wangdutang...where are you going?" Gu Bi chased after him and asked. 


"Take care, Sir." Wang Shouren said calmly. He turned around briefly and walked towards the boat 
moored on the shore. 


But those who do great things will never indulge in shock and fear. They will always think rationally 
about the current situation and find ways to get out of the predicament. Wang Shouren, who "knows 
and acts as one", understood this truth best, so he took action without saying a word. 


Zhu Chenhao used his birthday banquet to capture and imprison many important local officials, but 
Wang Shouren was the only one who owed it to him. Firstly, he had the reputation of killing thieves, and 
secondly, he had the flag and seal to mobilize the army. He was a major threat to King Ning, and the 
King of Ning knows that Wang Shouren is coming to Nanchang, and he has most likely already sent his 
men to catch up and intercept and kill him. The rebellion broke out yesterday. Even if the troops chasing 
Wang Shouren were not dispatched that day, if they had left Nanchang this morning, they could have 
arrived in Fengcheng at any time. Wang Shouren must escape as soon as possible. ——Keep it useful so 
that you can have a chance to summon combat power to fight back. 


——Don’t betray Brother Sun’s heroic soul. 
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Jing Li, who also attached importance to practical actions, thought of this issue in the same way as Wang 
Shouren, and without saying a word, he escorted Lord Wang to the ship and escaped. 


--This morning the wind was blowing from the south, so the pursuers probably would not take the boat 
to come south against the wind and take the land route. We can avoid it by taking the waterway. 


Everyone returned to the ship one after another. Meng Qihe ordered the boatman to weigh anchor 
immediately and turn the boat southward. 


"The wind has not turned yet, so we can't move." The boatman frowned and said. He didn't know what 
happened yet. 


Meng Qihe was about to get angry, but Jing Li came over and said, "Then we will continue to sail north 
with the wind. "What?" Meng Qihe glared: "Sailing further to Nanchang, isn't it sending a sheep into the 
tiger's mouth?" "Brother Meng? Do you believe me?" Jing Li pressed the opponent's shoulder. "All of us 
will do everything we can to ensure that Mr. Wang escapes safely." 


Meng Qihe recalled the battle at "Qinglian Temple" that day and knew Jing Li's ability and thoughts. He 
nodded and stopped protesting and continued to urge the boatman to set off quickly. 


Jing Li turned around and saw his wife Hu Linglan behind him. He took her hand. 


Since Hu Linglan was born in the Wu family, she naturally understood the rebellion of the princes as 
soon as she heard it, and she also knew how serious the crisis was. But she just looked at her husband 
and smiled. 


"We have to fight again." She pretended to be coquettish: "| never seem to have a peaceful life with 


you. 


"Don't complain if you're a saber-wielding woman." Jing Li also laughed. 
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Yan Heng, Tong Jing and Lian Feihong also arrived. The five people gathered around to look at each 
other, but they didn't appear nervous. 


——This is the life they chose. 


The five of them walked up to Wang Shouren together. Meng Qihe and other participating and escorting 
militiamen also gathered around. 


Wang Shouren saw the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and was about to speak to them, but Tong 
Jing stopped him. 


"My lord, there is no need to say more polite words." She knew what Wang Shouren was thinking. 
"Didn't we have an agreement when we were in Luling?" 


"What's more, all of us here understand." Meng Qihe continued: "The safety of Mr. Wang is not a 
matter of one person, but is related to the life and death of many people. Including the families of all of 
us here." 


More than thirty militiamen also agreed and nodded together. 


Wang Shouren choked up. But he still lowered his head and saluted solemnly to the "Six Swordsmen of 
Breaking the Gate" and his subordinates. "Before the horn of counterattack blows, | entrust my life to all 
of you." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 179 Chapter 6: Chase and Kill 


A black storm swept along the east bank of the Gan River with astonishing momentum, and continued 
to move towards the north. 


An old fisherman on the shore was also frightened by the storm and fell into the water. He floated up 
and looked up at the shore, and then he saw clearly that it was not a natural wind, but more than a 
hundred knights in black cloaks rolling past, filled with murderous intent. 


One of the people at the front of the cavalry had a particularly tall figure in the saddle, and a strong 
horse under his seat. The knight's head was higher than everyone else, like a watchtower advancing at 
high speed. But this person's riding skills are very good, and he will never lag behind his companions just 
because he is tall and strong. 


That was naturally Wu Jihong, King of Bolongshu and the "Thunder Eagle Partial General" of Prince 
Ning's Mansion. His bald head was wrapped in a black scarf, and his mouth and nose were also covered 
with a black scarf to block the sand and dust. Only his huge round eyes were exposed, and he was 
always looking at the situation on the water of the Gan River in front of him. 


There were more than 200 subordinates walking in front and behind him. They were all dressed in black 
like him. Their clothes were tied with cloth strips to facilitate movement and fighting. Their bodies and 
saddles were full of weapons, bows and arrows, and all kinds of military equipment. The eyes of all the 
horsemen shone with the same intense murderous intent, like a pack of black-furred wolves on a 
hunting expedition. Just by looking at the way they rode their horses, it was clear that they were not 
ordinary soldiers, bandits or thieves, but had all received rigorous training. 


They had just left the boundary of Fengcheng County and were following the traces of Wang Shouren's 
official ship along the river bank. 


There was also a detachment with the same clothes and equipment, led by Han Shanhu, a member of 
the secret sect, with more than 180 people. They left their mounts and crossed the river by boat to the 
opposite west bank, coming from the north and south. The official ship is about to rendezvous to ensure 
that the target is not leaked. 
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Their "Xuanlin Team" of 400 people set out from Nanchang before dawn and rushed to intercept Wang 
Shouren on his way north. 


There was a strange heat in Wu Jihong's eyes, full of anticipation for the prey he was about to get. He 
has never forgotten the humiliation of his embarrassing defeat in Qingyuan Mountain that day and 
losing all the kings of martial arts. At that time, it was all because of Wang Shouren's gathering of troops 
and commanding the battle that it was possible for the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" to attack 
Qinglian Temple and defeat him. In Wu Jihong's heart, he hated Wang Shouren as much as he hated 
Jingli. 


Before Prince Ning's palace announced the uprising, Li Shishi found out that Wang Shouren was absent 
from the birthday banquet, and felt extremely uneasy. However, the raising of troops cannot be 
postponed because of this. So after stabilizing the situation in Nanchang and dealing with various 
officials, Li Shishi immediately asked King Ning—no, he was already His Majesty the Emperor—to hunt 
down Wang Shouren. 


Zhu Chenhao ordered Feng Qiqi to lead a royal guard to carry out the task at that time, but Li Shishi 
flatly opposed it and believed that more elite troops must be sent. 


"Wang Bo'an is by no means an ordinary person. If he is allowed to escape, it will become a serious 
problem for His Majesty Wang Ye. This matter should not be taken lightly." 


After Wu Jihong heard this, he volunteered himself and led the "Xuanlin Team" to pursue them. 


However, when Zhu Chenhao issued the order to Wu Jihong, he gave special instructions: "Wang Bo'an 
is an extraordinary talent. Although he refused my recruitment before, the situation has changed and | 
want to give him another chance. General Wu, please do your best." Take him alive and take him back 
to Nanchang." 


At this moment, Wu Jihong was riding at full speed, his mouth under the scarf sneering. 


— —No problem, | will catch this guy for you. 
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Wu Jihong knew very well that Wang Shouren had dared to take great risks and lead the people of Luling 
to fight against him. How could he participate in the rebellion to save his life today? At that time, Wang 
Shouren would flatly refuse, and Wu Jihong would ask Zhu Chenhao to hand it over to him... The 
thought of being able to torture the enemy at will and then kill him slowly made Wu Jihong so excited 
that goosebumps appeared all over his body. 


More than 30% of the four-hundred-person "Xuanlin Team" he led were warriors from nearby places 
who came to Prince Ning's Mansion. Wu Jihong, Shang Chengyu, Li Junyuan and Yan Qingtong gathered 
them from the martial arts over the years. The rest of the team members were the strong people 
selected from the bandits and thieves in the nomadic handpicked. 


It turns out that in the past few years, there have been a lot of people in the martial arts who have 
joined Prince Ning's palace. They are accustomed to competing in martial arts. Of course, they will not 
be commanded by generals with backgrounds such as Min Twenty-four and Ling Shiyi, and it is difficult 
to integrate them into ordinary people. In the Royal Navy and Army Guards. 


Only masters like Shang Chengyu, Wu Jihong and Wei Dongliu could make them convinced and willing to 
be driven. So Zhu Chenhao specially organized three special teams with warriors as the backbone, and 
after Yao Lianzhou joined, they were added to five teams. They are the "Tieshan Team" commanded by 
Shang Chengyu, which is the closest team to Zhu Chenhao's main formation. Wei; this "Xuanlin Team", 
headed by Wu Jihong and assisted by Han Shanhu, is responsible for ambushes and assassinations. The 
"Thunder Fire Team" led by Xi Xiaoyan is a powerful assault team prepared for siege warfare. Wei 
Dongliu leads The "Bloodwind Team" is responsible for guerrilla interference and sneak attacks behind 
enemy lines in the field. Finally, there is the "Green Wing Team", commanded by "General Fengxiang" 
Yao Lianzhou, which is an all-round combat capability that adapts to changes and assists the above 
teams. 


Since Wu Jihong had not yet determined whether Wang Shouren came to Nanchang by water or land at 
the time of departure, he and Han Shanhu divided their forces into two groups. He was responsible for 
reconnaissance of various land roads, while Han Shanhu went down the Gan River to explore. 


Although Han Shanhu had only come to Prince Ning's Mansion a few months ago, Wu Jihong got along 
well with him, and he and he jointly led the "Xuanlin Team" and there was never any disagreement. On 
the one hand, this is because Han Shanhu is indeed a leader and he quickly won the trust of other 
martial arts warriors in the team. Secondly, Han Shanhu is very ambitious and makes no secret of it. 
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| am only temporarily co-leading this team with you. "Han Shanhu made it clear to Wu Jihong from the 
beginning: "Within a year, | will have my own soldiers." 


What Wu Jihong hated and feared the most in his life were people like Wang Shouren, Yao Lianzhou and 
the "Six Swordsmen" who could give up their selfish desires for something - and the more lack of desires 
a person has, the more difficult it is to control him in the eyes of the King of the Dragon Warriors, the 
more difficult it is to guess his behavior. But people like Han Shanhu were very reassuring to Wu Ji Hong. 
He is even a bit like the "Flag Guards" of the former "King of Warriors", but with stronger martial arts 
skills - Wujihong reckons that Han Shanhu's skill is slightly better than Huo Yaohua's when she was 
under house arrest. 


The two "Xuanlin teams" each searched and inquired from two sides. Wu Jihong's troops passed 
through major road junctions in a whirlwind, but found nothing, so they decided to turn west and join in 
exploring the waterways. When they arrived in Fengcheng County, they learned from several frightened 
fishermen that Wang Shouren's official ship was once passed here and went north along the Ganjiang 
River. 


Wu Jihong was overjoyed and sent his fastest rider to notify Han Shanhu to ambush and intercept him, 
while he led his troops to pursue him along the river. 


——Perhaps the person named Wang knew that he was late and kept on traveling without stopping. He 
didn't know that the palace had rebelled and raised troops, so he still marched towards Nanchang? ... 


After running for a while, Wu Jihong suddenly tightened his eyes and stretched out his hand to order the 
cavalry to stop. 


The more than two hundred knights slowed down from full speed and walked more than ten feet before 
they all came to a stop. Wu Jihong stepped on the stirrups, stood up on the saddle, and looked far ahead 
of the river. 


He saw the shadow of a sail, larger than any other ship he had seen along the way. Flags fluttered from 
the masthead. 


Several subordinates with strong eyesight around him also saw it, looked at Wu Jihong and nodded. 
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——lIt must be Wang Shouren’s official ship. 


"Don't chase too fast. We just hang on and don't let the other side see us." Wu Jihong excitedly held the 
horse's reins and said, "Wait until they are ambushed by friendly forces before attacking from a flank. 
Don't give them any chance to escape by taking advantage of the chaos!" 


The "Xuanlin Team" received far more training than other ordinary palace guards. At this moment, they 
cooperated flawlessly and moved forward on the shore at half speed, keeping a distance from the 
official ship. 


They only saw that the terrain on both sides of the river in front of them was special, the western side of 
the river bank was a piece of rocky mountain, reflecting a big reflection in the water, and the top of the 
rock was even protruding above the river, slightly resembling a half-vaulted building. 


When Wu Jihong saw this terrain, he knew that it must be the place chosen by Han Shanhu to meet and 
kill. He was ready to order the cavalry to speed up at any time. 


Just before the big ship flying the flag of the Governor of Southern Gansu reached the rock, hundreds of 
black shadows appeared from the rock at the same time, each holding a crossbow and aiming at the 
official ship in the river. 


"Stop!" A loud voice sounded, echoing among the rock walls. 


The official ship was too big to accelerate past the bow and arrow ambush in time. If they didn't want to 
be shot into a stinging dragon in the water, they had to surrender. Sure enough, the captain heard this 
and untied the cable in panic, causing the sail to fall down, and the official ship immediately slowed 
down. The Hanshan tiger man who gave the order suddenly ran forward and jumped out of the rock 
halfway up the rock. He held a rope with both hands, tied to a strong tree on the top of the rock, and 
took advantage of the momentum to fly towards the river! 


Three other black shadows also emerged from the rock in the same way. They were Han Shanhu's junior 
disciples Ren Yunfei, Ouyang Jing, Qin Tieyi and other secret sect disciples! 
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When Han Shanhu reached the lowest point of his swing, his feet almost touched the river water, and 
his body then rose higher. Taking advantage of this swing, Han let go of the rope and landed on the deck 
of the ship with ease and precision! 


The other three secret sect masters also boarded the deck one by one. The members of the "Xuanlin 
Team" watching this scene on the rock wall, especially those from martial arts backgrounds, were 
greatly amazed. Cangzhou Secret Sect's Qinggong Body Technique has been famous for a long time, but 
today it is the first time to witness it in person, and it turns out to be really so marvelous. 


Han Shanhu and the four men quickly drew their swords, restrained the five captains on the deck, and 
drove them all to the bow, first ensuring that the ship could no longer move. The four of them then 
formed a formation and faced the exit of the cabin ahead. 


Han Shanhu looked extremely solemn. Before he set off, he had already determined to capture Wang 
Shouren alive - if he could achieve this great feat, he would definitely gain Zhu Chenhao's attention. 


"Master Wang, there is no need to panic." Han Shanhu said loudly toward the cabin door: "| am not here 
to harm you. Your Majesty just wants to ask Master Wang to have a few words and send me down to 
escort you to Nanchang." 


But there was no answer from the boat. 


Not even a single figure appeared. 


Han Shanhu knew what happened at this moment. 


He looked back at one of the boatmen. 


"Don't hide it if you want to survive." 
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The boatman nodded sharply. 


"They've changed ships a long time ago," he said, his voice trembling. 


While Wu Jihong was galloping on the shore, he suddenly heard the whistle blown by Han Shanhu from 
the boat ahead. That whistle was made by the craftsmen of Prince Ning's Mansion. It has a special sharp 
sound that will not be drowned out by the sound of horse hooves, human voices or war drums in the 
battle formation. 


Upon hearing the whistle, Wu Jihong ordered the cavalry to stop urgently again. He turned his horse's 
head and looked at the river he had just passed. There are many sails passing by on it. 


"| was deceived..." Wu Jihong's voice sounded like he was reciting some vicious spell, and his cruelty 
chilled the hearts of his subordinates. 


The rhythm of Han Shanhu's whistle sounds means "the target is not there." After Wu Jihong heard this, 
he immediately thought of Wang Shouren's strategy. He had already switched to an ordinary boat and 
escaped south. 


——In other words, Wang Shouren just slipped away from the river that Wu Jihong passed by. 


Wu Jihong calculated carefully in his mind: He was galopping along the river bank with more than 200 
knights. Everyone on the boat in the river could see it. If Wang Shouren was among them, they would 
immediately know that he had broken through the search net. At this time, Wang Shouren had two 
choices: continue to hide among the river boats and escape southward, or land at any place and take 
the land route. 


Both are possible. In other words, Wu Jihong could not give up either water or land route. 


Wu Jihong made a decisive decision and ordered a leader of the "Xuanlin Team" to lead a hundred 
people to the front to meet Han Shanhu. 


2916 


"Send the order to Han Shanhu." Wu Jihong said word by word, staring directly at the commander to 
make sure he remembered clearly: "Ask him to divide a group of troops and search southward on the 
other side to see if there are any traces of the other party's landing and escape, he and you will 
immediately recruit the nearby clippers and chase southward on the waterway to look for the enemy's 
hiding boat. | will search for the enemy on land on this river bank and tell him not to relax!" 


The commander accepted the order with sincerity and fear, and headed forward with the hundred 
cavalry assigned to him by Wu Jihong. 


Wu Jihong looked up at the sky. It will probably get dark in less than two hours. As soon as it gets dark, 
Wang Shouren's chances of escaping increase. 


--It's not too late. Although the wind has changed, it is still not too fast to travel south by boat. Even if 
they sneak ashore and take the land route, it is impossible for them to find horses in a hurry, and they 
can't outrun our horses with their limited distance on foot. 


Today, | will settle Luling's account in one go. 


OOOO 


Meng Qihe's robes were stained with mud and dirt, and were torn by sharp stones and tree branches. If 
not for the Bagua Gate saber in his hand, he would have looked like a scholar in danger on his journey. 


He and his two militiamen kept walking deeper and deeper into the wild forest. All three of them were 
drenched in sweat, but they just gritted their teeth and walked silently at full speed. Their legs and lungs 
protested. They had long ago gotten used to ignoring such suffering. 


The three of them were all heroes who had climbed mountains and waded in rivers in Hengshui and 
Tonggang to surprise the bandits' strongholds. The dangerous roads they traveled back then were ten 
times more rugged than here. At this moment, they felt that the woods were not dense enough - 
otherwise, they would be able to slow down the enemies riding behind them. 
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It's just that in real war, you don't have to choose the environment in which to fight. You can only 
overcome everything with will and wisdom. As veterans of bandit suppression, they understand this 
very well. 


Meng Qihe had already rolled up the hem of his robe to his waist and tied it with a cloth belt, otherwise 
he would walk more slowly. This set of clothes belongs to Wang Shouren. Before leaving the official ship, 
the participants found four sets of replacement clothes from Mr. Wang's luggage, and each was put on 
by a militiaman. They then escaped separately in order to maximize the scope and direction of the 
enemy's search. 


Among Wang Shouren's group, not counting the five members of the "Six Swordsmen", there were 
more than thirty people left, of which only twenty were militiamen with combat effectiveness, and the 
rest were the adults' followers. They estimated that the chasing group sent by Prince Ning's Mansion 
must have a large lineup, and there must be experts among them. With such a number of guards, if they 
were to fight head-on, even with Jing Li and others, the chance of winning would be very low, so the 
only way to win is to divide the group into smaller ones and try their best to interfere with the other 
side, so that Lord Wang would have the best chance of escape. 


When Meng Qihe and other militiamen and attendants disembarked from the boat and parted ways 
with Wang Shouren, they already knew what mission they were carrying. But everyone unanimously 
avoided looking at Mr. Wang for the last time - they didn't want to see Mr. Wang's painful eyes. 


——Because they all know that Wang Shouren's survival is not for himself. 


Meng Qihe originally had a group of nine people when he landed on the fishing boat. They deliberately 
left traces of landing on the river bank, and then went as deep as possible into the difficult terrain. In 
order to increase the difficulty of the other party's search, the nine people separated again and fled 
halfway, and finally there were only three people. Several times, Meng Qihe heard the screams of his 
companions in the distance. He only glanced at each other with his fellow travelers, and continued on 
this journey of death without saying a word. 


Meng Qihe looked up at the sky. It can be seen from the branches and leaves that the sky is still blue. 


——Hurry up and get into the dark... 
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He had never resented the sun so much. 


At this time, the faint sound of horse hooves was heard in the distance outside the woods. Meng Qihe 
and the two militiamen stopped and looked at each other. 


——lIt’s the end. 


The three of them didn't say a word, but they understood each other in their hearts. 


--Take care. If we can't survive, we'll fight together again in the next life. 


The three of them ran in different directions. 


As Meng Qihe walked, he began to take off his clothes. There is no need to wear this disguise anymore. 


When he took off his upper body, he heard a faint scream coming from the left rear. He didn't slow 
down, he just held the big knife across his back and freed his left hand. He took out a bamboo tube from 
his waist pocket, pulled out the stopper, and poured a pile of dark green and brown slurry into the palm 
of his hand. It was his family heirloom. Tree pulp used to hide traces. 


As Meng Qihe walked, he applied the tree pulp on his head, face and body. As if by magic, his body 
gradually merged with the forest. 


The sound of horse hooves behind was replaced by the footsteps of many people, running straight 
towards Meng Qihe. Meng Qihe knew that he had reached the limit, found a dense bush of dwarf trees, 
jumped into it and squatted down. 


The footsteps were getting closer and more numerous. 
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Meng Qihe tried hard to adjust his breath to avoid being noticed by the captors. At the same time, he 
took off the big knife from his back and slowly pulled it out inch by inch. Every time he took it out of the 
sheath a little, he used his left hand to smear tree pulp on the blade to cover up the light of steel. 


The sunlight filtering down from the leaves above reflected on countless weapons, and some of the light 
reflected in Meng Qihe's pupils. 


He bit his lower lip and remained motionless. Not even a tremor of fear. 


Half a year ago, Wang Shouren wanted to recommend Meng Qihe to take up a formal military position. 
Based on Meng Qihe's achievements in suppressing bandits in southern Jiangxi, this is by no means a 
difficult task. But he, who was still recovering from his injuries, flatly refused and decided to stay with 
Mr. Wang. He doesn't want to be an official. The only way to do truly meaningful things is to stay here - 
Meng Qihe firmly believed that at the time. And until now, he has no regrets. 


The sounds of enemy conversations are clearer. The siege net is tightening towards Meng Qihe. 


He had already seen figures in black through the trees. 


——|’ll let you experience the unique skills of Bagua Sect. 


Meng Qihe's short figure rushed out almost close to the ground. As soon as he took a step, his body 
quickly spun, and the long knife painted in dark green was swung out horizontally! 


The two "Xuanlin Team" soldiers were caught off guard. The same knife was swept across their hips and 
thighs, and they fell down screaming! 


As soon as Meng Qihe's "Old Eight Swordsman of Night War" was unfolded, it was like a continual wave. 
As soon as the power of the sword was exhausted, his steps immediately turned around, and he drove 
the sword to run in the opposite direction. The blade was swung out again with the sound of violent 
cracking and breaking wind! 
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Another Xuanlin soldier in black was cut by the blade, and his right arm was cut with blood. The weapon 
in his hand fell to the ground in pain. 


Meng Qihe's "Old Eight Sword" tried to attack as fast as possible and in the widest range, without paying 
attention to the yardstick and not aiming to hit the enemy's vital points. This is the sword skill he has 
honed on the battlefield in recent years, and it comes in handy at this moment - the more people are 
wounded, the more manpower the opponent needs to take care of, and wounding the enemy can slow 
down the enemy more than killing him. 


Meng Qihe, who is short in stature, is seen using the big knife, which makes people feel as if his body is 
being carried away by the knife. The fact is that he uses the exquisite footwork of the Bagua Sect to 
control the long blade to flip back and forth. The man and the sword statue merged into a constantly 
running weapon. Many of the captors were unable to catch the attack and could only scream and 
escape. 


Meng Qihe made the best use of what he had learned in his life, without any distracting thoughts in his 
mind. He only recalled what Wang Shouren said to him when he was in the village: 


"I'm going to give you another chance to live like a man again." 


——Did | do it? 


When the eighth "Xuanlin Soldier" fell injured, Meng Qihe, who was exhausted, finally slowed down. 


He heard an extremely soft sound of jumping feet coming from behind. There is also breaking wind and 
sharp sound. Meng Qihe had no time to turn around. 


The long sword of the Wudang Sect cut Meng Qihe's body and head apart. 


Wu Jihong stood tall in front of his headless corpse still holding the sword tightly, staring at the 
spreading pool of blood. 
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Meng Qihe's head rolled to a dozen steps away. It wasn't until he stopped that Wu Jihong slowly 
stepped forward, stepped on the head, looked at the face carefully, and recognized that it was one of 
Wang Shouren's men who had attacked "Qinglian Temple". 


"First." 


Wu Jihong's eyes flashed with the joy of revenge, and he murmured to himself. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 180 Chapter 7 - The Jiang War 


Wang Shouren's face was hidden in deep shadows. His body swayed as the boat broke through the 
waves, but his cross-legged posture did not change. 


In the corner of the cabin of this small fishing boat, he was wearing a raincoat and a bamboo hat, with 
only a sliver of his closed lips exposed. 


Tong Jing, who was sitting opposite, did not disturb him. She knew what kind of mood Mr. Wang was 
immersed in at this moment. 


It was not the first time for Wang Shouren to send others to die - as long as he was leading the war, 
there was no way to escape this reality. But that didn't mean he was used to it. 


Especially this time, in order to keep himself alive. 


Of course Tong Jing knew very well that Mr. Wang was definitely not doing it for himself. During the 
assassination incident at the mansion, she witnessed Master Wang facing Hou Yingzhi's sword, and was 
willing to stand in front of the seriously injured Meng Qihe and be killed. But this time it was different: 
King Ning's rebellion had become a fact, and Wang Shouren's life no longer belonged to him alone. 


Tong Jing touched the "Swift Bee Sword" lying across her legs and pondered. She couldn't imagine how 
painful she would be if she were in Mr. Wang's shoes. She felt that she simply could not make such a 
decision. 


She also hoped that she would never make such a choice in her life. 


On the outside, Wang Shouren looks like a meditated monk, but in fact he is boiling inside. He knew very 
well what kind of fate those subordinates who had landed from various river banks and fled in all 
directions to attract the enemy's pursuit were now facing. He knew that if he continued to fight against 
Zhu Chenhao, he would probably have to make more cruel decisions; he also knew that even so, he 
would still be facing an unprecedentedly difficult battle, and any wrong step would result in him being 
shattered into pieces, and with him, his life would be shattered. Countless people were led into the 
raging fire. 
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But even so, Wang Shouren is still thinking about how to win. Only victory can make all sacrifices 
worthwhile. 


To win, you must first gain strength. All of his troops were in southern Jiangxi. The first step was to 
escape from Zhu Chenhao's hunt and return to the south. 


At this time, Yan Heng opened the bamboo curtain and entered the cabin. His expression was equally 
solemn. 


"We can't see the pursuers yet..." When Yan Heng said this, he thought that Meng Qihe and others must 
have had an effect, but he really couldn't say it. "The captain said that we will reach Linjiang City in 
about half an hour." 


Linjiang is the closest big city that can be reached by water. If Wang Shouren arrives, he is most likely to 
be protected. 


Yan Heng observed the ship at the stern for a long time. At this time, he used the "dragon spine" in his 
hand to support the deck and sat down to take a rest. Tong Jing handed him the sweat towel to wipe his 
face. 


The three of them sat in silence on the rocking boat. The atmosphere of anxiety in the cabin lingered for 
a long time. 


Yan Heng rubbed his fingers back and forth on the lotus-shaped golden hilt of "Dragon Thorn", looking 
very worried. 


"Young Master Yan, do you want to ask me something?" Wang Shouren spoke for the first time in a long 
time. 


Yan Heng took a deep breath and said with a smile: "I just think it's a bit of a joke. Aren't our 'Six 
Swordsmen' the imperial prisoners designated by the emperor to be executed? But now we are risking 
our lives to protect his country..." 
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Wang Shouren took off his bamboo hat and looked directly at Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng did not escape the gaze and put away his wry smile. 


"I'm not questioning your decision, Mr. Wang... It's just that | can't help but think that the current 
emperor is not necessarily that good. Prince Ning wants to take his throne, so what? It's none of my 
business which one of them is going to be the emperor." 


Yan Heng was ready to accept Wang Shouren's righteous rebuke, but this was what he really thought in 
his heart, and he really didn't like it. 


Unexpectedly, Wang Shouren was not angry, but looked at Yan Heng with a peaceful face. 


"I'm a little surprised that Young Master Yan can have such profound thoughts." Wang Shouren said 
slowly. "What you said is actually not entirely wrong: it really doesn't make a big difference which of 
them named Zhu will be the emperor. And this kind of thing has happened before..." 


As soon as Mr. Wang said these words, Yan Heng and Tong Jing also felt strange. If such words are heard 
by people in the officialdom, they can be prosecuted for slandering the late emperor and being 
disrespectful. In addition to being dismissed from office, the crime is enough to be exiled or even 
beheaded. 


"If Zhu Chenhao fought in the palace to gain the throne, there would be nothing to say. But today, in 
order to fulfill his own selfish desires, he did not hesitate to involve countless people in the flames of 
war, and Mr. Wang must stop him no matter what. If Zhu Chenhao stabilizes half of the country, the 
north and south of the Ming Dynasty will be divided, and the war will last for years, and | don't know 
how many people will die. Moreover, | think that Zhu Chenhao is a man with great ambition and talent, 
and he is not a God. If he does this, | don't know how many ambitious people will take advantage of the 
chaos to make themselves kings and interact with each other in a chaotic war. What |, Mr. Wang, have 
in mind are the common people." 


After hearing Wang Shouren's words, Yan Heng felt relieved. He had no good impression of the Zhengde 
Emperor Zhu Houzhao. First of all, of course, he was wanted by the court because of the "Six Swords of 
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Breaking the Door". This happened because they were investigating King Bolongshu's sale of "Imitation 
Immortal Powder" in Jiangxi Province. Yan Heng saw the place from it. How corrupt the government 
was, and he felt deeply that the court was incompetent, and he also believed that Zhu Houzhao was not 
a good emperor. Zhu Houzhao sent troops to attack the Wudang sect and treated the martial artists so 
cruelly and ruthlessly, which even made Yan Heng feel chilled. 


--However, we are not fighting for him. It is for all the people of the world. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing's admiration for Wang Shouren deepened. 


The three of them listened to the sound of waves and silently hoped that the fishing boat would sail 
faster. Every bit of this peaceful moment was purchased with the lives of our companions. 


However, the black claws were approaching quietly from behind. 


OOOO 


Han Shanhu was half-kneeling on the bow of the clipper, staring at the river that broke into white waves 
in front of him, his whole body in a state of being able to attack at any time. 


The boat he and his fellow secret sect disciples were riding in was at the front of the team, followed by 
ten fast-sailing boats of similar size and speed, vaguely forming a cone-shaped formation and advancing 
rapidly on the Gan River. 


These clippers were all requisitioned from the Ganjiang River bandits who were occupying the nearby 
area. These bandits have always been in contact with Prince Ning's Palace. Today, they all planned to 
join forces after hearing the news of Prince Ning's army. Han Shanhu revealed the palace's guard 
generals. They also immediately lent out their boats, with a total of eighteen boats. 


As for the people who are in charge of the boat, they are all members of the "Xuanlin Team". There are 
many bandits in this team who are from Poyang Lake and the nearby rivers and waterways, and it was a 
good thing that they could join the "Xuanlin Team". These pirates were used to sailing fast to pursue 
their targets, and they knew how to use the wind and waves to accelerate their direction better than 
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ordinary boat drivers and sailors. But Han Shanhu didn't care about that and ordered all the ships to sail 
at full speed. 


To avoid slowing down the ship, only eight people were allowed in each boat, including the helmsman 
and sailmaster. As a result, more than fifty "Xuanlin soldiers" were unable to board the fast boat and 
could only ride on slower fishing boats to follow and support them from a distance. At this moment, 
they had already disappeared. 


At first, when the Clipper fleet saw a ship sailing at full soeed in the same direction along the way, they 

assigned two ships to go forward to observe. If they felt suspicious, they immediately intercepted them 

and boarded the ship for inspection using the trip horse hook originally used to intercept the enemy on 

land. The ship continued to move forward. But with more searches, fewer clippers were able to keep up 
again, down to the current number. 


Han Shanhu thought that if this situation continued, the fleet and manpower would become more 
dispersed, and there would not be enough to mobilize a large number of people when necessary. He 
ordered not to intercept any more ships, but to keep the current formation and move forward together, 
only observing the ships on the river through the water along the way. 


He thought: Wang Shouren's boat is probably only driven by the boatmen who are in danger, if they see 
us, they will be scared and show their legs! Even if we passed his boat temporarily, it wouldn't matter. 
He had already been captured by us. Caught in the middle, once the sky turns dark, the boats on the 
river will dock, and that guy will become a turtle in the urn! 


——Wu Jihong did not misjudge the person. Han Shan Huguo has extraordinary leadership and 
adaptability. 


Members of the "Xuanlin Team" stood or sat on the speedboat, displaying various weapons one by one, 
in order to scare the boatmen along the river with their murderous power and find the boat where 
Wang Shouren was hiding. Eleven ships carried more than eighty black figures, and wherever they 
passed, the river wind seemed to become colder. 


"If | had my boat before, | would have caught up ...... " The "Xuanlin soldier" responsible for steering the 
fast boat led by Han Shanhu is called Huang Bao, his eyes closely watching the waves in front of him, and 
his body also feeling the wind flow direction of the boat, adjusting the rudder with agility and precision. 
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He was already sweating profusely, but he still had time to complain that this ship was not as good as 
the one he had before. 


Huang Bao and his younger brother Huang Jiao, who was operating the sail, worked closely together. 
The two were not only water thieves capable of fighting on Poyang Lake, they were also martial arts 
masters from the Xinjiang Feiyan Clan. They were among the best in the "Xuanlin Team". He is an elite 
water warrior, so he is responsible for piloting Han Shanhu, the main ship. 


After hearing Huang Bao's words, Han Shanhu felt a little bit in agreement. This mission to hunt down 
Wang Shouren was too rashly prepared. Since the chase might have to be intercepted on the waterway, 
at least one or two of the royal warships should be dispatched. 


If | had full command, this would not be the case... This made Han Shanhu even more anxious to have 
his own troops; and Wang Shouren, who was somewhere in front, was the most precious gift to King 
Ning in exchange for this power... 


He looked at the five junior brothers behind him. Ren Yunfei, Qin Tieyi and others all imitated him and 
knelt half on the deck, keeping their bodies as low as possible. Their hands without weapons gripped the 
wood on the side of the ship more tightly. They each bit their lower lips with nervous expressions on 
their faces. 


There is no way. The members of their Cangzhou Secret Sect are all from the north and are not used to 
water. Although they have excellent balance skills and can move and fight on a boat, it will be a 
nightmare if they fall into the water. Riding on this small boat that was moving at full speed and had to 
weave between other ships, Han Shanhu was as nervous as his junior brother, but he forced himself to 
suppress his uneasiness, all for the future of the secret sect. He encouraged his juniors to overcome this 
fear with his eyes. 


Han Shanhu turned his head and continued to look at the river ahead. The sound of waves covered his 
ears, preventing him from hearing the exclamation coming from the last head of the fleet. 


OOOO 


Liang Kai suddenly felt that the rudder under his palm became slightly heavier. 
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The clipper he operated was at the end of the fleet because it had previously stopped to intercept and 
search suspicious fishing boats. Liang Kai, who was also a pirate in Poyang Lake, was as good at steering 
the boat as the Huang brothers on the lead boat. In addition, Luo Jiu, who was cooperating in operating 
the sail in the center, was also a good player. They finally caught up with the group smoothly. 


Liang Kai was short and stocky, which was the best figure for making a living in the water. He was so 
exhausted from driving the boat that he was sweating profusely. Fortunately, he had also learned the 
martial arts of the Niu Family's Huaquan sect in his hometown, and he had good skills and endurance, as 
well as his eyesight. The response was of great help to him in steering the ship. 


At this time, he felt from the tiller in his hand that the ship's hull seemed to be held back by something. 
It's just a small difference and doesn't really slow down navigation that much. Maybe it's the 
undercurrent under the river. Liang Kai only knew that he had finally caught up with other colleagues. At 
this moment, he really had no time to check and deal with it, so he could only continue to follow the 
brigade. 


Except for Liang Kai and Luo Jiu, the other six "Xuanlin Soldiers" on this boat are all good at close 
combat. At this time, each of them is carrying four single swords, a tassel spear and a pair of tiger-head 
hooks, and their eyes are watching every passage. The fishing boats and passenger boats all exude 
murderous aura. 


Prince Ning had just raised his troops yesterday, and this was the first time he had sent a team to attack. 
Everyone wanted to be the first to make meritorious deeds, so as to please the prince. The war is 
imminent, and whoever can climb up to the rank of commander in advance will have less time to risk 
fighting to the death on the front line. In the future, if the prince really succeeds in winning the throne, 
his reward as a "founding hero" will inevitably be richer, so they are all willing to do their best for this 
hunt. 


Just when Liang Kai's ship was almost abreast of the tenth ship in the fleet, he suddenly heard his 
colleagues on the opposite ship exclaim and point at him with the tip of his knife. 


Before Liang Kai could confirm what happened, a black shadow suddenly turned over from the stern of 
the ship and jumped onto the deck, only a few feet away from Liang Kai. The splashing river water made 
Liang Kai's shocked face wet! 
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At this close distance, Liang Kai saw something flipping up from the river. The naked smooth body, with 
red scales covering the shoulders, and a pile of wet hair like water plants, covered most of the face, with 
only the mouth shining with a sharp light... 


—— It's a water monster. 


When everyone on the boat had no time to react, the water monster reached out and took out the 
luminous object in its mouth, and at the same time pounced on Liang Kai! 


The next moment, Liang opened his throat and spurted out blood. Before his body collapsed and fell 
into the water, his eyes that were about to lose their luster of life finally saw clearly: the "water 
monster" had no scales on its shoulders, but a tattoo of a bright red flower. 


It was only then that the other seven people on the boat were able to let out angry shouts and turned 
their blades around, pointing at Jing Li, who was standing at the stern of the boat, holding a blood- 
stained blade in his backhand. 


Jing Li quickly picked up the sword that Liang Kai had placed on the deck. He held the handle of the 
sword in his right hand and swung it violently. The scabbard detached from the blade and flew towards 
the people of the "Xuanlin Team" in front! 


The scabbard flew directly in front of the "Xuan Lin Soldier" holding the double hook. He turned his head 
sideways in time to dodge, but his feet did not lose balance on the ship that was sailing at full speed. 


——This double-hook Yu Xingyong is the best among the six here. He is a disciple of Fengyang Cangyue 
Sect's headquarters. He came to the south a few years ago under the "Yuwu Order" to join the hunt for 
the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" Later, he was lured by Yan Qingtong with large sums of 
money to join the guard of Prince Ning's Mansion. At this moment, this dodge showed extraordinary 
skill. 


Jing Li's flying scabbard move was just to disturb the enemy. He then quickly approached Yu Xingyong 

and others with his left and right swords! Yu Xingyong was fearless, with a pair of proud hooks already 
placed in front of him to meet the enemy, and he was planning a strategy in his mind. ——Tangle this 

guy's weapon with the hook, and let other people's swords and guns take care of him! 
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However, Yu Xingyong didn't know: the enemy who suddenly boarded the ship in front of him was the 
strongest among the "Six Swordsmen" that he had chased but failed to meet! 


A fierce sword light suddenly appeared and fell diagonally from above Yu Xingyong. 


Yu Xingyong crossed his hooks, trying to resist the sword light, and was ready to turn into a lock the 
moment the weapons clashed. But the moment the blade made contact with the steel hook, Yu 
Xingyong knew that he was wrong. 


That power was far beyond his imagination. 


Jing's single sword suppressed Yu Xingyong's double-hook posture that collapsed instantly and 
continued to cut. Yu Xingyong didn't actually make more than half of his moves, and the left side of his 
neck was already broken. 


The other five people originally wanted to take advantage of Yu Xingyong's fight with Jing Li. But when 
the so-called "battle" turned into a one-sided slash, the five sabers were subdued. 


Jing Li had slashed his way across Yu Xingyong's body and charged forward again, his naked body, 
wrapped only in cloth, with every muscle showing its primitive kinetic energy under the sunlight, and 
the countless water droplets that were spilled out looked like sparks exploding at first glance! 


The "Xuan Lin Soldier" with a long saber had just aimed the tip of his saber at Jing Li, but the barrel of his 
saber was already being held by the bird-headed short sword in Jing Li's left hand. Jing Li dodged and 
dipped his body, the saber from the southern barbarian island nation slid down against the gun barrel, 
and two fingers were immediately cut off from the spear-holding forward hand of the Xuan Lin Soldier! 


Jing Li's body flew up, his left knee was lifted up sharply, and hit the "Xuan Lin Soldier"'s chest. With the 
sound of cracking bones, the spear was released, and the body of the "Xuanlin soldier" flew back and hit 
one of his colleagues who was holding a knife! 
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Immediately afterwards, the single sword on Jing Li's right hand swung out again. Another "Xuanlin 
soldier" holding a sword had a fountain of blood spurting from his neck. 


On this long and narrow boat, the members of the "Xuanlin Team" could not surround Jing Li. Jing Li 
could only face two people at the same time at a time. In addition, everyone moved violently on the 
boat, which made the deck shake more and more. For Jing Li, who grew up by the sea and went out to 
sea at the age of fifteen, this was an even greater advantage. 


One after another, the "Xuanlin Soldiers" were like dolls under the swords of Jing Li, either blood 
splattered on the deck or fell into the river. In the blink of an eye, the only people standing on the boat 
were Jing Li and Luo Jiu, who was still holding the sail rope. 


Jing Li stared at Luo Jiu from between his wet hair, his broad chest rising and falling rapidly. Jing Li was 
panting not because he had killed seven people in a row, but because he had consumed a lot of energy 
by swimming in the water. 


He was lurking under the water, waiting for the boats of the "Xuanlin Team" to pass by. He used the 
three-pointed hook that belonged to Tong Jing to hook the hull of the boat. He held the rope and 
followed the boat forward, climbing the rope to the edge of the boat while withstanding the waves. This 
required exceptional water skills, strength and physical fitness - but Jing Li had absolute confidence, 
simply because he had done it successfully in the piracy wars in the exotic southern country of Mancajia, 
and in a much rougher sea. 


The panicked Luo Jiu was about to jump off the boat to escape when he suddenly felt a strong sting in 
his back - a crossbow arrow shot deeply into his right lung! 


Jing Li had long expected that the neighboring ship would release arrows at this time. He stepped 
forward and grabbed Luo Jiu's clothes. He used his seriously injured body as a shield and pulled him 
back to the stern of the ship. 


On the other side, about two or three feet away, the "Xuanlin soldiers" on the ship had indeed replaced 
their weapons with crossbows and kept firing towards Jingli. 


Luo Jiu was hit by another arrow in the thigh, and his body collapsed in pain. Jing Li returned to the stern 


of the boat, let go of Luo Jiu and his right sword, and turned to operate the rudder. 
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With a turn of the rudder, his almost empty clipper also changed its course, with its bow pointing 
directly towards the enemy ship that was releasing arrows. Due to the change in the angle of the two 
ships, it was no longer possible for the "Xuanlin soldiers" on the front ship to shoot Jing Li with their 
bows and crossbows. 


Watching Jing Li turn the captured speedboat and approach, those "Xuan Lin soldiers" immediately 
knew what he wanted to do. 


"Turn around!" one of the archers shouted to the helmsman: "He wants to board! 


Don't let him get close!" 


The helmsman understood and changed the course to try to keep a distance and a more favorable angle 
from Jing Li. The others continued to load arrows and wait for the opportunity to launch at Jing Li. 


The helmsman of this boat was operating while looking back at the direction of Jing Li's boat, but he 
didn't notice one thing: the direction he was heading was about to pass a fishing boat parked in the 
middle of the river. 


——And this is exactly the consequence that Jing Li deliberately created. 


Just as the "Xuanlin Team" clipper was about to pass by the fishing boat, a black shadow jumped out 
from the fishing boat, crossed the distance of only a few feet, and landed in the clipper! 


As soon as the figure's feet touched the deck, they immediately opened into a horse stance and at the 
same time rotated its waist. 


The squealing voice brought up a fierce blade wind. 


The long Japanese saber slashed back from waist height, and there was no way to avoid it on the narrow 
ship's deck. Two men were spattered with blood in a single slash. Three others, frightened by the wind 
of the blade, jumped out of the boat to escape. 
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The sword had not stopped moving, and was about to cut into the ship's mast. But Hu Linglan, who was 
holding the knife, was well prepared and twisted the blade slightly at the last moment. This is a taboo 
when using a knife. It may hurt the wrist and bend the blade and damage it. However, Hu Linglan relied 
on her excellent physique and strength, as well as the extraordinarily thick nature of the nodachi, to 
turn the blade into a sharp edge. The flat surface is slapped on the mast of the ship to avoid the 
situation where the blade is stuck in the wooden mast and cannot be pulled out. 


Not only that, the Nodachi also bounced back violently due to the collision with the ship's mast. Hu 
Linglan controlled the elastic force of the collision, stepped in the opposite direction, turned her waist, 
readjusted the edge of the blade, and quickly slashed to the other side for the second time. 


The other three Xuanlin soldiers remained on the ship. Except for the helmsman at the rear of the boat, 
who was crouching at a distance that the saber could not reach, the other two were chopped down by 
the Nodachi in succession, and the Xuanlin soldier in charge of the sail was chopped off and his head 
was missing. This time Hu Linglan could no longer control the remaining power of the blade, and the 
Nodachi cut into the ship's mast, making a crisp sound. 


The "Xuan Lin soldier" who was in charge of the helm of the ship saw that Hu Linglan's blade was stuck 
in the wood, it was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, so he immediately let go of the rudder and rushed 
forward, wanting to pounce on this female saber with a gauze scarf covering her face! 


However, Hu Linglan had already noticed that there was only one person left on the boat. She calmly let 
go of the handle of her knife and faced the enemy who was charging with her bare hands with her head 
lowered. She stretched out her palms to hold the opponent's shoulders and back of the head, and at the 
same time moved her legs towards him. Then she quickly jumped and stepped forward, leaning forward 
with her whole body to withstand the enemy's forward attack. This was exactly the "Moyun Hand" 
wrestling technique she learned from Lian Feihong. 


After neutralizing the attack of the "Xuanlin Soldier", Hu Linglan bent her waist suddenly, raised her 
right knee and hit the opponent's nose hard. The "Xuanlin Soldier" immediately vomited blood and fell 
into coma. Hu Linglan used all her strength to wave her hands again, easily throwing him out of the side 
of the boat. 


After Hu Linglan kicked a seriously injured "Xuanlin soldier" who was still alive on the boat into the 
water, she turned around and held the long handle of the Nodachi, raised one leg to step on the mast of 
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the ship, and was about to use her strength to pull out the sword, when she suddenly felt Feeling dizzy 
and nauseous. She stood with the handle of the knife as support, held her chest and took a deep breath 
to rest. 


At this moment, Jing Li's fast boat passed by another anchored fishing boat, from which Lian Fei Hong, 
armed with various weapons, appeared and jumped onto Jing Li's boat, and the two of them 
approached Hu Linglan. 


Hu Linglan took a short rest and steered the boat aft to prevent the boat from spinning and capsizing. 
When Jing Li and Lian Fei Hong arrived, she had already retrieved her saber and picked up several bows 
and arrow pouches from the boat, and jumped into the boat to join them. 


Jing Li asked his wife, "Are you alright? | just saw ...... 


"I'm fine." Hu Linglan said categorically, put down her saber and bow and arrow, and went to the mast 
to help operate the sail. Hu Linglan, who was born in the Satsuma Kingdom, also has a good knowledge 
of the sea. With her help, Jing Li was able to steer the ship more smoothly, and the fast ship accelerated 
towards the enemy fleet. 


The members of "Xuanlin Team" at the back of the fleet had already realized that their colleagues were 
being attacked, but they were too far away from each other and they were moving at full speed, so they 
were unable to save them and could only scold them from the river. At that moment, they saw a fast 
boat coming after them, but the people on board were not wearing their black uniforms, so they knew 
that their colleagues in the two boats had all been killed. 


——So fast...who is he? 


Everyone in the "Xuanlin Team" felt that danger was approaching, and instinctively wanted to gather 
their strength to fight. Suddenly, six speedboats changed their directions and turned around to fight. 


Han Shanhu, who was on the lead boat, had already noticed the commotion behind him. His mind was 
thinking in another direction. 
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The enemy is about to intercept, which means we are already close to Wang Shouren's location! 


——No need to attack them! As long as we try our best to find Wang Shouren and capture him, we will 
win! 


But before he could give the order, many fast boats behind him had turned around to attack Jing Li and 
others. Han Shanhu quickly widened the distance between them and could no longer stop them. He had 
no choice but to instruct the two remaining ships closest to him to follow him and continue moving 
forward. 


Han Shanhu looked at the boats on the river in front and made a mental calculation: Wu Jihong's land 
cavalry had not caught up yet, which meant that they had found traces of people escaping ashore - it 
now seemed that Wang Shouren's subordinates had created a suspicious formation to distract the 
pursuers. So, the number of guards currently protecting Wang Shouren must be small! 


The sky has gradually turned yellow, and there are more and more boats with full sails heading south to 
return to the shore. Especially this section of the Ganjiang River is close to the important town of 
Linjiang City, and there are many fishing boats heading back to Fucheng. 


Han Shanhu and three other fast boats carrying black-clad killers passed among the dense crowd of 
boats. Sometimes they were only one or two feet away from the neighboring boats. It was quite thrilling 
and required a lot of snake-hand skills. 


Huang Bao, who was at the helm, was indeed a master. He could clearly see the course and speed of the 
ships on the river at a glance and find the best route to cross. You must know that sailing is different 
from running, riding a horse or driving a car on land. Turning and changing speed on the water must be 
calculated in advance, which requires greater insight and experience. 


Huang Bao looked at the boats passing by one by one, and suddenly a thought came to his mind, and he 
shouted to the Han Shanhu in front: "The boats at this time are all carrying catches! Pay attention to 
those that go very fast!" 


Han Shanhu nodded sharply when he heard this: That's right! Wang Shouren's boat must be lighter! 
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The three boats advanced a short distance, and Han Shanhu discovered that between the shadows of 
sails in the distance ahead, there were two fishing boats with hatch covers, one behind the other. They 
were separated by a distance, but they were moving much faster than other boats of similar size. 


—-—tThere are two. One of them without people is a last resort to spread our strength. 


——Wang Shouren is on one of the boats! 


Han Shanhu made this judgment mostly based on intuition. But many battle experiences in the past told 
him that his intuition was mostly reliable. 


He stood up on the bow of the boat, pulled out a pair of secret sect silver swords from his back and 
waist with both hands, and stared at the prey that was getting bigger in front of him like a wild beast. 
The attitude is somewhat similar. 


He looked back at the two boats following him and waved his swords in the air from right to left, 
instructing them to intercept the suspicious fishing boat that was closer. Then he pointed out to the two 
brothers Huang Bao and Huang Jiao the location of the other boat further ahead. The Huang brothers 
understood and immediately adjusted the course of the clippers and pursued the target! 


Behind Han Shanhu, Ren Yunfei and other five secret sect disciples were all ready to fight. Among the 
seven disciples, only Ouyang Jing and Tang Rong were sent by Han Shanhu to the west bank of Ganjiang 
River to lead the "Xuanlin Team" cavalry for land search. 


The opponent's ship and crew were obviously unable to reach this side, and Han Shanhu quickly closed 
the distance. At this time, he looked back and saw that two "Xuanlin Team" clippers had also caught up 
with another fishing boat. One of the clippers rammed the fishing boat hard from the left side, forcing it 
to slow down. Once the shock of the impact subsides, the "Xuanlin Team" will use hooks and ropes to 
board the fishing boat. 


Han Shanhu was greatly excited and turned around to look at the target in front of him again. 


It was close enough to see the panicked look on the captain's face—— 
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There was an extremely loud sound of metal chiming from behind, echoing on the river. Even the 
Hanshan Tigers could hear the intense force generated from far away. 


This was followed by the shouts of several people. It was mixed with horror, anger and despair. 


Han Shanhu and other members of the secret sect turned around together, and just in time to see: On 
the fishing boat behind, the body of a "Xuanlin soldier" flew out from the bow of the boat and fell 
heavily into the water! 


More sounds of weapons clashing came from the fishing boat. More screams. A black-clad body fell on 
the deck. A weapon that flies into the water. The looming golden sword light. 


Huang Bao and Huang Jiao didn't wait for Han Shanhu's order and tried their best to turn the boat back. 
However, this was not land after all. No matter how skilled and powerful the Huang brothers were, the 
boat still had to make half a circle on the river before they could return. Huang Jiao tried his best to 
furlough and unfurl the sail, turning it back and forth to match the changing wind direction. 


Han Shanhu and the other six secret sect warriors could only bear the sway of the speedboat while 
watching the battle on the other side. 


The four "Xuanlin soldiers" who originally boarded the fishing boat in one fell swoop were all knocked 
down within a few ups and downs. The rest of the people who were still on the two speedboats saw 
that there must be powerful masters hidden in the cabins of the fishing boats, and they did not dare to 
board the boats anymore. They all changed their weapons into bows and arrows, and prepared to fire at 
the fishing boats. 


The captain of the fishing boat was so frightened that he fell on the deck. At this time, a figure suddenly 
appeared at the stern of the ship, seeming to wave his arms twice. A "Xuanlin soldier" on the opposite 
boat who was about to bend his bow let out a muffled groan. The bow and arrow fell from his hand. He 
knelt on the deck and covered his chest, with something shiny nailed to it. 


"There are hidden weapons!" someone shouted. At the same time, the "Xuanlin Team" killers wanted to 
speed up their bow formation and shoot all the people in the fishing boat. 
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Another figure appeared from the bow of the fishing boat, leaping like lightning towards the speedboat 
on the left side. There were two spinning strange lights surrounding the figure. 


Han Shanhu, who was good at double swords, saw it from a distance and knew what it was at a glance: 
it was a sword blade flower for protection. 


——And looking at the speed and discipline, he is definitely a first-class master! 


The high-speed figure with a blade of light landed among the crowd of "Xuanlin Team" on the clippers. 
From a distance, it looked like a torch thrown into a pile of dead wood, burning violently in an instant. 


What erupted was not fire, but blood. 


The "Xuanlin Soldiers" on the deck of the clipper are either warriors or green forest experts. They are all 
elites who have invested in Prince Ning's Mansion over the years. But before the double blades of the 
intruder, in that narrow space, they all became animals to be slaughtered. 


Other than falling down in front of the blade, the only option was to jump off the ship and escape. 


Han Shanhu and others watched helplessly as the six "Xuanlin soldiers" "disappeared" from the ship in 
just a few breaths. 


"Hurry!" Han Shanhu, who was standing at the bow of the ship, his knuckles holding the two swords 
turned white, shouted angrily. 


In order to speed up and catch up with Wang Shouren, Han Shanhu had no choice but to disperse the 
Xuanlin team into small groups, giving up the advantage of overwhelming numbers. This weakness is 
being exploited to the maximum extent by the enemy at this moment, producing the worst 
consequences for him. 


2939 


However, how could he have imagined beforehand that the person guarding Wang Shouren was actually 
a master of this level? 


——We are clearly the ones making the surprise attack... 


At this time, Huang Bao finally pointed the clipper completely in the direction it was going, and 
approached the waters where the fierce battle was taking place at full speed. 


The three ships in the melee have not come to a complete stop and are still colliding with each other. 
The double-bladed man who cleared the first clipper boat turned around and leapt back to the original 
fishing boat with his steps as nimble as if he were on the ground. 


The remaining six men in black on the other speedboat, even the driver, no longer looked at the rudder, 
and all took up bows and arrows to shoot at the fishing boat. Several arrows were nailed to the hull and 
cabin, and one shot through the bamboo curtain on the side of the cabin and entered inside, but it is 
unknown whether it hit anyone inside. 


Another figure appeared at the back of the fishing boat, waving his arms again! 


One of the six "Xuanlin soldiers" was hit on the right shoulder collarbone by a flashing hidden weapon, 
and fell down with an unfired bow and arrow. He saw that what was nailed to his body was a small 
double-edged flying sword! 


Taking advantage of this gap, the man with the double blade flew out of the fishing boat again and 
descended on the second speed boat. 


Almost the same thing happened again here. 


This time Han Shanhu got closer and finally saw who that person was. 


The two swords, one long and one short, moved back and forth across the ship. Every time they moved, 
they brought out the light of blood and the sound of objects breaking. The power, speed, accuracy and 
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momentum were all perfect and balanced, without any unnecessary movement; the sword wielder It is 
clear that one is fighting against many, but it feels like one is dancing the sword alone. 


Although Han Shanhu had never met this person, he knew who he was from the long and short swords - 
he had heard Han Tianbao and other disciples describe this person many times. 


"Six Swordsmen", the successor of the Qingcheng Sect, Yan Heng is also the enemy that Han Shanhu 
never forgets. 


In order to revitalize the secret sect—or, in other words, to become the head of the secret sect in the 
world—Han Shanhu temporarily put aside his personal grudges to fight another war that did not belong 
to him. 


However, God seems determined to give me a chance for revenge, he thought. Being able to perform 
meritorious service for Prince Ning and avenge Brother Dong Sanqiao's blood at the same time, Han 
Shanhu wished he had the miraculous ability to run on the water at this moment. 


The desire for revenge did not cloud his calm judgment: Yan Heng's sword skills seemed to be far more 
powerful than he expected, and even felt bottomless. 


——What has happened to him in the past few years? ........ 


Today was Yan Heng's first real battle with the enemy since he obtained the "Male and Female Dragon 
and Tiger Sword Manual". The vitality he had accumulated during the long days of hard training was 
now fully unleashed. 


——Only real battles can test whether what you gain from daily practice is working. 


At this moment, he wields the two swords, integrating the insights he gained from continuous actual 
combat over the years, the understanding of the "Mountain Snail" practice, and the inspiration from the 
"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual". It has become a sword skill that is completely his 
own. He can follow his heart and follow the trend. The few "Xuanlin soldiers" in front of him who 
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hurriedly raised their weapons to fight back were like sword training objects to him, and every blow was 
a perfect suppression. 


However, at this extremely satisfying moment, Yan Heng also had to warn himself: 


——l1lam not practicing swordsmanship, let alone fighting for myself. It is to protect Mr. Wang, and he is 
guarding this last step! 


With this in mind, Yan Heng did not make any unnecessary moves, and used every move to defeat the 
enemy in the most direct and simple way - he knew that there were still unknown numbers and strength 
of enemies coming after him, so he had to save his physical energy. 


Han Shanhu watched closely every swing of Yan Heng's sword as he got closer and closer. Even if Yan 
Heng didn't exert his full strength, Han Shanhu could see that his sword skills were definitely not easy to 
deal with. 


Yan Heng's sword quickly stopped. Because there is no more standing opponent on the ship. He stood 
on the fast boat, with a pair of blood-stained Qingcheng sect treasures hanging on his left and right 
sides. Facing Han Shanhu's fast approaching boat, he adjusted his breathing and was on guard. 


The real enemy is coming. 


Just from the way Han Shanhu and others stood on the boat, Yan Heng had already judged that the 
opponents in this round were far superior to those just now. 


——They seem to have a familiar feeling... 


At this moment, the boat Yan Heng was on was right between the fishing boat and Han Shanhu's boat, 
so Yan Heng decided not to jump back to the fishing boat, but to attack here first. 


The five people behind Han Shanhu, including Ren Yunfei and Qin Tieyi, each put up their sword stances 
and prepared to engage in battle. 
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The distance between Yan Heng and Han Shanhu was less than five feet. 


Han Shanhu felt even more strongly the aura exuded by Yan Heng. He knew that when making a 
decision in his heart, he should prioritize killing the enemy in front of him? Or choose to capture Wang 
Shouren first? 


This was not a difficult choice for him: he had already made the decision when he left Cangzhou. 


"Junior brother, it's up to you." 


Ren Yunfei and the other five agreed. 


Two and a half feet. 


Yan Heng and Han Shanhu were both watching the remaining distance. It also involves estimating the 
speed of the clipper. 


Finally reached. 


Yan Heng's body went from stillness to leaping, with almost no warning. In an instant, he was already in 
mid-air, grabbing "Dragon Thorn" and "Hu Pi" and jumping straight to Han Shanhu's ship! 


Almost at the same time, Ren Yunfei and other five secret sect disciples swung their left hands together, 
and the "three-pointed swallow-tail dart" hidden in the palm flew towards Yan Heng in the air! 


After only a short time difference, Han Shanhu also jumped forward with his double swords! 


Yan Heng turned around in mid-air, dodged four of the darts, and blocked the fifth one with the broad 
blade of "Tiger Pier". At the same time, the direction of his body flying forward remained unchanged. 
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Han Shanhu came immediately and waved the silver knife in his right hand in the air! 


Just as the two were about to hand over, Yan Heng regenerated his strength from nowhere, and 
stabbed Han Shanhu with the "Dragon Thorn" sword in his right hand. 


The two blades intersected, causing sparks to shoot out! 


Two figures passed each other. 


At this moment, Yan Heng already knew that he had made a mistake: he attacked too aggressively and 
let one person from the opponent cross his defense line - and he was the strongest one! 


Meanwhile, Han Shanhu, who was still in the air, was surprised that the force of the golden blade of the 
Dragon's Thorn was so fierce - Han Shanhu thought that with the advantage of hindsight and the 
interference of his fellow disciples with darts, he would be able to shock Yan Heng into the water, but in 
the exchange of blades, his own momentum was skewed, and his leap was weakened, making it 
impossible for him to reach the fast boat on the other side. 


Yan Heng, however, was still going strong, and pounced straight ahead between the five members of 
the Secret Sect. 


The mistake he had made could not be undone. He knew that there was only one way out: to defeat the 
enemies in front of him in the shortest possible time, and then go back to help him. 


With a thought in his mind, Yan Heng's eyes changed. 


Momentum relies on the "tiger sign". 


"Male and female dragon and tiger swords" dance. 
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Han Shanhu, who was behind, tried his best to stand up in the air and move forward another two feet. 
He stretched out his left toe and just touched the side of the boat. He used the extremely dexterous 
secret sect's "Yan Qing Maze Step" skill, and relied only on the little contact of his toes to move his 
entire body forward, and finally successfully landed on the deck! 


At the same time, Yan Heng also arrived on the boat in front and clashed with the first secret sect 
sword! 


Han Shanhu stood firm on the deck, took a breath, and before the distance from the target fishing boat 
was far away, he ran again and jumped out to the other side of the boat! 


Zhao Ao, the "disciple" of the secret sect's main hall, collapsed in a bloody mess under Qingcheng's 
swordsmanship. 


Han Shanhu opened his arms holding the two swords and flew over the river like a bird, landing on the 
stern of the fishing boat. 


A secret sect sword almost pierced Yan Heng's left eye, but was blocked by "Hu Pi" at the last moment. 
At the same time, the "Dragon Thorn" in Yan Heng's right hand cut open the pulse of Xie Jun's right wrist 
holding the knife on the other side. 


Ren Yunfei shouted and launched his "Mingtang Quick Saber", attacking Yan Heng from the center. In 
this short exchange of blows, he had realized the huge gap between his own strength and Yan Heng's. 
But he didn't retreat for a second. However, he didn't have the slightest thought of retreating, only 
knowing that he had to try his best to block this terrifying dual swordsman in front of him, so that 
Master Han could complete his mission. 


Everything is for the future of the Secret Sect. 


-——Leave your life to me. 


Han Shanhu's words echoed in their hearts again. Even if they lose their lives here, Ren Yunfei and 
others will never have any regrets. 


2945 


Just as Han Shanhu's toes touched the deck of the fishing boat, a flying sword shot out from the 
darkness of the cabin. It was the moment when it was most difficult for him to dodge, and it also 
attacked the center of his chest, which was most difficult to dodge! 


His face changed in that moment in a strange way: it did not resemble a human being. 


The "God's Descent", an absolute art handed down by Lei Jiudi. 


With a speed close to humanly impossible, Han Shanhu rolled to the left, dodging the flying sword 
thrown by the Kongdong School's "Soul Sending Flying Blade" technique. He knelt down behind the deck 
and immediately jumped forward with both hands. The knife opened the way and rushed into the cabin. 


At the same time, Ren Yunfei's sharp knife could not move forward two inches before it hit Yan Heng's 
shoulder and neck. He caught a glimpse of the strange broad-bladed dagger blocking the blade. Ren 
Yunfei really couldn't figure out how Yan Heng was able to bring "Hu Pi" to defend again so quickly. 


The next moment, Ren Yunfei felt a strange force coming from the knife in his hand, and heard a strange 
whistling sound from the enemy. 


Yan Heng, who entered the "tiger phase", exerted his body functions to the maximum, and launched the 
unique skill "Tiger Thunder Roar" with only a single left-hand dagger. The strength concentrated in one 
point of the whole body was beyond Ren Yunfei's ability to resist, and the "Tiger Pi" had pressed the 
back of the secret sect's single saber against Ren Yunfei's chest, causing the sound of cracking bones. 
Ren Yunfei coughed up blood and was knocked out of the boat at the same time. 


However, Yan Heng was never excited about quickly knocking down another person. He had no time to 
look back at the fishing boat and could only concentrate on facing the remaining enemies. 


As soon as Han Shanhu entered the cabin, he immediately removed his "divine descent" state to avoid 
excessive physical and mental exhaustion. When he took a closer look, he saw that there were only two 
people in the cabin. One was wearing a fisherman's raincoat. It was Wang Shouren, the prey of his trip - 
everyone in the "Xuanlin Team" had memorized his face and portrait. The goal he had been chasing all 
day was right in front of him, and Han Shanhu was ecstatic. 
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But he never expected that the second person in the cabin would actually excite him even more. 


Tong Jing held up the unsheathed "Swift Bee Sword" and pointed the tip of the sword directly at Han 
Shanhu's face. Her eyebrows were knitted together, and her eyes were filled with fear and fighting 
intent. 


The last person she wanted to meet again. But we met in this situation. 


The thin tip of the "Swift Bee Sword" trembled uncontrollably. 


On normal days, when encountering such a satisfactory situation, Han Shanhu would say a few words to 
stimulate Tong Jing and watch her look like a frightened little animal. But now Han Shanhu just wants to 
end everything as soon as possible. Outside, his colleagues are fighting a bloody battle. Only by 
capturing Wang Shouren as soon as possible can he threaten Yan Heng to surrender. 


He stared at Tong Jing, thinking back to that fight that year, when Tong Jing used a piece of porcelain to 
use "Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse" to severely injure his wrist. Han Shanhu was secretly wary 
of her using this powerful trick again, and at the same time he concentrated his mind and prepared to 
enter the "divine descent" again. 


At this moment, Tong Jing felt the evil aura emanating from Han Shanhu's "God's Descent", and recalled 
the time when she had watched Lei Jiuti practicing kung fu. The fear she had felt at that time returned 
to her heart, and a cold sweat broke out on every inch of her body. 


Wang Shouren on the other side was calmer than Tong Jing. He had already drawn his sword in his hand, 
but he knew it was useless against someone like Han Shanhu. He felt Tong Jing's unstable mood and saw 
her back shaking slightly, so he said in a deep voice: 


"Trust yourself." 


These words awakened Tong Jing's warrior soul. It also reminded her of the daily exercises she practiced 
with her master, Lian Feihong. 
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——One day, | will become strong. 


——But if | die here, that day will never come. 


——In that case, | will try to turn that day into today! 


Han Shanhu's face turned into a demon again, and he stepped forward with his sword. 


At the same moment, Tong Jing's sword tip also stopped trembling. 


Stimulated by Han Shanhu's evil spirit, Tong Jing's appearance also changed. 


——Similarly becoming less human. 


Han Shanhu, who was already in the realm of "divine descent", did not notice this mutation and let out a 
ghostly howl-like sound. The silver knife in his right hand slashed diagonally towards Tong Jing from 
above at a high speed that almost successfully attacked Bagua Master Yin Yingfeng! 


Tong Jing suddenly trembled all over. 


Extending from the five toes of her left foot to her right shoulder, each joint emits a short burst of force 
and multiplies it all. When her right arm stretches out naturally, the force and speed generated turn her 
hand and sword into an afterimage. 


The "Swift Bee Sword" emitted an astonishing shrill. 


Being able to achieve such a high degree of coordination and integration is by no means the result of the 


"thorns on the back" she usually practices, but a "borrowing" of a higher level. 
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——lIt was a mental state she had never experienced before. 


Han Shanhu's "divine descent" state was instantly lifted. 


It was only because he realized that his saber move, which he thought would be fatal, had stopped 
halfway. The saber flew upwards and was nailed to the wooden bar on the roof of the cabin. 


He looked at his right hand. The tendons on the inside of his wrist were severed, blood spurting from 
the wound, and his fingers were completely out of control. Although he had prepared for this, he was 
still caught by the "Chasing Form and Cutting Veins" move. 


No, no, no, no. It was more than that. Han Shanhu knew that it was not his opponent's stance that had 
failed him. 


It was his speed. The sword shadow was so fast that he couldn't see it. 


Suddenly, he recalled the time when he was a young man and had just joined the Secret Sect, he had 
heard his master explaining the meaning of "speed". He remembered that Lei Jiudi said at that time that 
there was a kind of extremely fast attack in the martial arts world. People used a name to describe it, 
called "Yao Xuan"... 


At this moment, Han Shanhu's mind was confused. He seemed to vaguely see the shadow of Lei Jiudi 
standing behind Tong Jing. He remembered that day he overheard that Master wanted to accept Tong 
Jing as his disciple at all costs, and rated Tong Jing's talent far higher than any secret sect disciple... 


Han Shanhu couldn't accept all this. He let out a cry of sorrow and anger, and this time he raised the 
knife in his left hand. 


Yan Heng, who was still on another boat, listened to the cries from the fishing boat in the distance, 
suppressed the anxiety in his heart, and finally sent the "Dragon Thorn" into the throat of Qin Tieyi, the 
last secret sect enemy. 
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Qin Tieyi was dying, but he still desperately grabbed the Dragon's Thorn that was stuck in his throat with 
both hands, trying to stop Yan Heng with his last breath. 


In any other day, Yan Heng would have admired Qin Tieyi's will, but he didn't have such a mood at this 
moment. After pulling out the Dragon's Thorn, Yan Heng turned back to look at the fishing boat. It was 
then that he heard the first sound of the Swift Bee Sword. 


Yan Heng was shocked by the sound of the sword. "Yan Heng had long been accustomed to hearing the 
small tip of the Swift Bee Sword vibrate in battle due to the special shape of the blade, but this time, the 
sharpness and loudness of the sword's vibration was unlike anything he had ever heard before. 


--What on earth have you done, Jing? ...... 


The second chime sounded again, waking Yan Heng up. 


Just when he was about to jump over to another speedboat, he saw a figure slowly walking out of the 
cabin of the fishing boat and standing at the stern, looking very painful from the posture. 


At this moment, Yan Heng's heart seemed to have stopped beating. He was afraid to see that it was 
Tong Jing's figure. 


——lf this happens, everything in my life will be meaningless. 


All the happy feelings of living in Shuiyan Village over the past year are like candles that are about to 
extinguish and disappear in the wind. 


But the next moment he saw it really: that person was Han Shanhu. 
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Under the golden sunlight and water waves, it can be seen that blood is constantly flowing from the 
center of Han Shan's tiger eyebrows. He could no longer stand still and collapsed beside the boat, falling 
into the river. 


Han Shanhu's body surfaced again after a while. His eyes were wide open, as if he would not believe this 
ending until his death. Blood red spread from the water around his head, like a sad picture. 


Tong Jing also walked out of the cabin at this time. Her posture was not much better than that of Han 
Shanhu just now, her knees were weakening, and she had obviously lost a lot of strength. Her eyes, 
which were always bright, were now blank. Just because she had just experienced an experience that 
she had never imagined before - it was like leaving this world for a short time. 


One of her hands was hanging down with the bloody "Swift Bee Sword", and the other hand was 
covering her chest. She looked at the Hanshan tiger in the water and everything in the river, seemingly 
unable to judge whether the things in front of her were real. 


OOOO 


In order to clear a fast boat for use, Yan Heng threw the bodies on the boat into the water one by one. 
Only then did he have time to look at the dead enemies. Although he had never met Han Shanhu and 
others, he had fought fiercely with the secret sect disciples for the past three times and was already 
familiar with their martial arts methods - this was one of the reasons why he was able to quickly deal 
with Ren Yunfei and the four others. 


——The members of the secret sect have fallen to this point and joined Prince Ning’s rebel army... 


As for the "Xuanlin soldiers" who had just jumped into the river to escape, including the Huang brothers, 
they had already fled by swimming to the river bank, and Yan Heng had no time to pursue them. 


Just after Yan Heng cleaned up the ship, he saw an enemy speedboat approaching from the far north of 
the river. Yan Heng suddenly became nervous. The captain of the fishing boat had already approached. 
Yan Heng jumped onto the fishing boat and drew out the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" 
again. 
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Tong Jing also raised her sword and stood side by side with him. Yan Heng looked over and saw that 
although Tong Jing had recovered a lot of her energy, she still looked lost and she was very worried. 


"Jing...just now..." 


"| don't want to talk about it!" Tong Jing waved her hands and shook her head. The last thing she 
wanted to think about at this moment was recalling what she had been through just now. Losing control 
of one's mind is extremely scary - no matter how brief it is. She was extremely afraid of not knowing 
when she would become like that again. She recalled the infatuation Lei Jiudi had shown in front of her, 
and she became even more panicked. 


When Yan Heng saw her like this, he didn't dare to ask further questions. It's just that Tong Jing just 
single-handedly killed the top master of the secret sect, which was a very shocking thing. 


If it was a normal Tong Jing, even if she had lingering fears, she would at least show some excitement. 
However, that was not the case at all. 


He thought of the frenzy he had experienced when he practiced alone in the "Mountain Snail", was it 
also somewhat similar to what Tong Jing had just experienced? ...... 


This is not the time to think about this. The fast boat was already approaching. 


Wang Shouren also came out from the cabin. He didn't seem to be much shaken by the danger he had 
just experienced. He took a look at the couple in front of him and was glad that they were not hurt. 


"Lord Wang, you'd better...... "Yan Heng said. 


"I'll just stand here too. I'll just stand here too." Wang Shouren carried his sheathed sword and stood on 
Yan Heng's other side, also looking at the incoming ships. 


Yan Heng looked at Wang Shouren and saw that he looked resolute, as if he had no fear of the danger of 
being hunted down and the difficult battle ahead. He thought of the words that Lord Wang had said to 
him when he first met him in Luling: 
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He said, "Those who follow the right path in the world will die without any hesitation. 


"Lord Wang, do you think ...... "Yan Heng gradually put his swords on alert and kept his eyes on the sail 
that was getting bigger and bigger. "Can we win this battle?" 


"Who knows?" Wang Shouren said with a shrug. "But | believe in one thing. A man who fights only for 
himself can never win a battle against a man who fights for others." 


After saying this, he smiled slightly and extended his long sword to point at the approaching fast ship. 


"If you don't believe me, take a look." 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing also saw it and breathed a huge sigh of relief. 


The slowing boat was carrying only three people. 


Hu Linglan, who was supporting her tired body with a Nodachi saber, stood at the bow of the boat and 
waved to Yan Heng and the others with a smile on her face; Lian Feihong, who had a half-broken arrow 
sticking out of his shoulder, was sitting against the mast of the boat and resting; and Jing Li, who was 
clad in a black coat that had been stripped off from an enemy, was still at the helm of the boat. 


In the eyes of Wang Shouren and the three of them, there is no more beautiful picture than this. 


OOOO 


Meng Qihe's blood-stained and dried up head was hanging by a knot of hair beside the saddle, rocking 
back and forth. 


Then the horse's hooves came to a halt on an open hill. 
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Sitting in the saddle, Wu Ji Hong looked away from the small fast ship that was about to dock into the 
harbor of Lin Jiang City, and knew in his heart that his mission had been a complete failure. 


The hundred-odd horsemen of the "Xuan Lin Team" following him were already tired under the setting 
sun. 


It was believed that Linjiang city had already learned of the news of King Ning's rising, and had already 
organized its people to be on the alert. It is impossible to attack a large city with these 100 horsemen - 
not to mention that the other party was able to escape from Han Shanhu's pursuit, so there must be an 
extraordinary expert among the guards. 


Who is the expert? Wujihong already had the answer in his heart. He only hated himself for not thinking 
of it. 


--He thought that Wang was a big official, and it was impossible for him to be in touch with those guys 
who had become the most wanted criminals of the imperial court. 


--| still underestimated this Wang Bo'an. 


Wu Ji Hong turned his horse's head. Before leaving, he looked back at the boat again. 


"Well, I'll see you on the real battlefield." 


Guided by the Six Swords of Broken Door, Wang Shouren entered Linjiang city gate, and even the guards 
at the gate did not dare to stop the six of them. 


"Please quickly send word to the governor to come and see me." Wang Shouren ordered as he passed 
by, and ordered another guard to take them to the Yamen, but he never mentioned his identity. 
Although the guard did not know who this person was, he was so intimidated by his demeanor that he 
did as he was told without asking any more questions. 
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Lian Feihong had already plucked the arrow from his shoulder and bandaged it up, his injury had made 
his body even more tired, but his face was very excited. He hadn't fought for a long time, but in the boat 
battle on the river just now, he, Jing Li and Hu Linglan had killed and wounded more than 20 people in 
one go, scaring the rest of the fleet to scatter and run for their lives, and Mr. Fei Hong had killed five of 
them with his bow and arrows and flying saber alone. Proving once again that he could still fight, Lian 
Feihong's heart was filled with a sense of accomplishment. 


But at the same time, Tong Jing's strange state made him very worried. At Yan Heng's suggestion, Lian 
Feihong did not ask what had happened. From the sword wound on Han Shanhu's forehead, he had 
already concluded that it was Tong Jing's sword that had stabbed him. 


What on earth is going on? ... She and Yan Heng killed this guy through a combined attack, right? Could 
it be...? 


Each of the "Six Swordsmen Who Broke the Door" had just killed someone, exuding unquenched 
murderous aura from head to toe, and each carried a fierce weapon. They attracted much attention on 
the streets of Linjiang City. The people in the city were already in panic because of the news about King 
Ning's rebellion in Nanchang. Passers-by stayed away wherever the six people passed. 


Walking to the front of the Yamen, nearly a hundred civilians gathered together, including several 
officials, including Dai Deru, the prefect of Linjiang. 


Dai Deru was still scolding the guard who came to communicate. When he saw who it was, the color 
drained from his face and he stepped forward to greet him. 


"Master Wang! You haven't yet..." 


"I'm not dead." Wang Shouren and Dai Deru were officials in the same province. They had known each 
other for a long time and asked him to waive the etiquette. "But it's also really dangerous." 


"It's Wang Yangming, the governor of Southern Jiangxi!" One of the Baojias couldn't help blurting out 
after hearing who it was, but he immediately realized that he was being rude and covered his mouth 
with his hand. 
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Wang Shouren smiled at him: "Yes. It's me." 


The crowd immediately started to stir up excitement. Wang Shouren quickly wiped out the tyrannical 
bandits in the southern Jiangxi area a few years ago, and his military skills were like a god, and everyone 
in Jiangxi knew it. 


"This will help!" Some people couldn't help but shout excitedly. King Ning's army is strong, and all the 
nearby cities in Nanchang are in danger. People in Linjiang are also panic-stricken. Now that Wang 
Shouren has arrived, it is really great news. 


"Wangdutang..." Dai Deru said to Wang Shouren, "How many troops did your Excellency bring to the 
rivere" 


Wang Shouren pointed to the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" beside him. 


"just these five people." 


Dai Deru stared, despair flashing in his pupils. The others immediately fell silent. 


At this time, a large group of people approached from the street on the east side of the Yamen. "Six 
Swordsmen Breaking the Gate" and all the armored men immediately became alert. Tong Jing and Yan 
Heng each grasped the hilts of their swords at their waists and looked in the direction of the 
commotion, only to see a familiar face. It was none other than Ruan Shaoxiong, the master of the Ruan 
Family Wuji Sect, the largest martial arts school in Linjiang. The dozens of people who followed behind 
were all his disciples. 


Ruan Shaoxiong came forward and said, "My disciple said he saw you entering the city on the street. It's 
true!" He immediately saluted Yan Heng and Tong Jing because they had shown kindness to him. He and 
the disciples of the Wuji Sect had previously met with Jing Li and others when they were in Xiangtan. 
When the "Six Swordsmen" invaded Prince Ning's Mansion, the disciples of the Wuji Sect were even 
more helpful in gathering information. Everyone was very happy to see each other, and the atmosphere 
suddenly became lively again. 
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Ruan Shaoxiong held Yan Heng's hand and said sincerely: "Young hero, if you have any difficulties here, 


my disciples and | will do whatever you want, regardless of the swords and mountains and seas of fire.' 


"Senior, you are too strong..." Yan Heng said embarrassedly: "This time... it is not our business, but..." 
He turned to look at Wang Shouren. The two looked at each other and nodded. 


"..He is from the world." 


Wang Shouren looked at Yan Heng and Ruan Shaoxiong and patted Dai Deru on the shoulder. 


"Look, isn't this more troops?" 


Dai Deru looked back at Wang Shouren. 


Wang Shouren looked up at the fiery red dusk sky. 


"Our army will definitely increase." Wang Shouren's eyes reflecting the sky were very clear. 


"Those who stand on the side of justice will never be alone." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 181 Volume 17: Wind Swept Mountains 
and Rivers Postscript 


This volume is called [Wind Swept Mountains and Rivers], which is a title | came up with many years ago 
when | was still studying. 


At that time, | was studying in college and | had just finished my first full-length novel, Guo Shi Wu 
Shuang (which was never officially published and is currently available for free on the Internet), a 
martial arts story set during the Hundred Days' Reform in the late Qing Dynasty. Later, when | was 
thinking about my next novel, | happened to see two side-by-side photos in an old history textbook of 
Dr. Sun Yat-sen and Mr. Yuan Shikai with their soldiers, and | strongly felt the difference between the 
temperament of the two groups of soldiers, so | thought of writing a martial arts story based on the 
Revolutionary and the early Civil War period, and came up with the title "The Wind Swirls Over 
Mountains and Rivers". 


Later, because of the concept of "Killing Zen", | quickly fell into it (for more than ten years), and the idea 
of the Republic of China martial arts story never really took shape (I only considered writing about Chen 
Qimei, which was more realistic), leaving the title of the book to remain in my memory; when | came to 
this volume of "Poems of Martial Arts Fanaticism", | thought it was very suitable, and | took it in hand to 
use it, and it was also considered to be a closure to the matter. 


In order to write this volume (and the following ones) about the rebellion of King Ning, | have made 
reference to a lot of historical data and novels, and of course, | wanted to be close to the historical 
events, which was quite stressful, to be honest. However, during a recent dinner at the Hong Kong Novel 
Society, | had a gathering with Mr. Ni Kuang, a senior writer, and when we talked about how difficult it is 
to write about important figures in history, Mr. Ni said, "It's just a novel, how difficult can it be? This 
remark inspired me a lot: in fiction, the most important thing to pursue is to make it look good, and to 
convey one's thoughts to the readers." 


The word "good-looking" seems to be a bit subjective, but a more accurate and holistic way to describe 
it should be a "reading experience". In selecting and describing historical events, my concern is the 
same: what do | want to convey to the reader? After all, a novel is not a history book, nor does it have to 
be. 


While writing this volume, | was fortunate to attend a lecture given by another heavyweight senior 
figure in the world of poetry, Lu Guozhan, at the Open University. | had the opportunity to meet him and 
have a chat over tea. It's a bit embarrassing for him to say that every preview of the second volume of 
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"Martial Arts Madness" Hong Kong version quotes some classic martial arts lyrics for layout design. 
Many of the words are also famous works of Senior Lu, but | have not paid him Royalty fees (laughs). 
This design actually wants everyone to know that martial arts culture has a very profound tradition in 
Hong Kong. Without the nourishment of the large number of works of their predecessors, it would be 
impossible for me to write this book today. "Continuity" is a major cultural mission, and | hope | can 
keep the flame burning. 


| looked at the date on the copyright page of my first published novel "Blade of Fantasy Country" and 
counted on my fingers. It turned out that when this book was published, it was exactly 20 years since | 
debuted. It’s been so long, but | feel like | haven’t accomplished enough. But at least | achieved the 
career | wanted to do and persist to this day - in this city, this is probably a small achievement, right? 


My goal after that is to continue writing novels until the day | die. 


Qiao Jingfu 


December 19, 2015 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 182 


Volume 18 Killing and Zen Introduction 


Shariputra, it is the emptiness of all dharmas, unborn and undefeated, unsullied and impure, not 
increasing or decreasing. 


--The Heart Sutra of Prajnaparamita 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 184 Chapter 1 Welcome the Army 


Under the scorching sun at midsummer noon, Wu Wending's thick beard was soaked with sweat and 
stuck to his chin and neck. He wiped away the beads of sweat dripping from his eyes with the bandage 
that tied his sleeves, and his firm gaze was still directed towards the front of the wilderness road. 


As far as the eye could see, it was still empty. 


Wu Wending gritted his teeth and continued to urge him to get off his horse and move forward, with 
only one belief in his heart: 


——We will definitely find Mr. Wang. 


That man who was favored by heaven would not die so easily. 


Wu Wending's body, as burly as a bear's head, was a bit overwhelming for his mount. In order to move 
more easily, Wu Wending no longer wore a battle armor, only a short jacket. The field machete he wore 
was the weapon he used to lead troops to suppress bandits and charge into battles in dangerous 
mountains and rivers. His murderous and anxious look at this moment was the same as when he was 
fighting that day. 


Ever since receiving the news that King Ning Zhu Chenhao had rebelled, Wu Wending had entered this 
tense state. 


Behind him were more than 120 warriors on horseback, forming a long formation on the suburban road 
and searching together at half speed. 


The number of these war horses is already all that Ji'an Mansion can use at present. Half of the cavalry 
were soldiers who stayed with Wu Wending after he conquered Tonggang and Hengshui bandits, and 
the other half were militiamen who had been retrained in Ji'an Prefecture in the past two years. 
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Since the successful suppression of the bandits and his return to Ji'an as the prefect, Wu Wending has 
not dared to forget Wang Shouren's instructions for a moment: train the militia as much as possible and 
save as much military rations as possible without harming the people's livelihood. 


Now Wu Wending knows Master Wang's reason. 


He held the reins in his right hand, and his left hand held the scabbard swinging around his waist as he 
walked. This machete had just drank blood two days ago: as soon as the news of King Ning's rebellion 
reached Ji'an Mansion, officials and merchants in the city fled in panic. Wu Wending chopped down five 
of them with his own hands, quickly stabilized the situation and people's hearts in the city, and hurriedly 
sent documents to towns throughout Ji'an Prefecture, calling on officials and people everywhere to 
prepare for war. 


In the eyes of the people of Ji'an, Magistrate Wu, who was usually kind and kind, suddenly turned into 
another person, just like those majestic and ferocious generals in the City God's Temple. Because of this 
extreme change, everyone's awe of Wu Wending outweighed their fear of King Ning's rebels. 


Once the situation in Ji'an was settled and war preparations were assigned, Wu Wending couldn't wait 
and took the cavalry out of the city and headed north to search for Wang Shouren's location. 


Wu Wending, who once fought under Wang Shouren, deeply believed that Wang Yangming was the only 
person in the world who could immediately put an end to this rebellion. 


Wang Shouren had passed by Ji'an Mansion earlier on his way north, so Wu Wending knew that Mr. 
Wang was on his way to Nanchang. However, Jiangxi Governor Sun Sui and other unwilling surrenderers 
were executed at Nanchang Prince Ning's Mansion, but Mr. Wang was not included in the list of killed 
officials, which means that He escaped the clutches of King Ning's rebels, or at least remained so for the 
time being. 


Wu Wending was really worried. He has been an official in Jiangxi for a long time, and of course he has 
heard about the characters that Prince Ning's Mansion has recruited over the years. Wang Shouren, who 
was ona journey with no soldiers or generals at hand, faced the desperadoes under King Ning, like a 
lone sheep being hunted by a pack of wolves... 
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He looked back and saw more than a hundred knights following behind, enduring the poisonous heat of 
the sun, and all of them were covered in sweat. They had followed Wu Wending out of the city for two 
days and had been searching for Mr. Wang almost non-stop, but so far no one had complained. They 
just rode silently, always in a state of preparation for war. The reversal had just occurred, and the 
atmosphere within hundreds of miles with Nanchang as the core was tense. No one knew the 
movements of the rebels in Prince Ning's Mansion, and it was difficult to ensure that they would not 
encounter enemies anywhere. Therefore, Wu Wending did not dare to let the cavalry disperse, and all 
the people and horses gathered together and moved forward. 


Among the first row of knights following Wu Wending, there was one who was not a militiaman trained 
by him, nor was he one of his subordinates three days ago. 


This person is the only woman among the more than 120 knights. 


Huo Yaohua wore a thin layer of short hair, and she looked like a nun who had just grown her hair and 
returned to secular life. If it weren't for her pair of long bright arrays, it would be difficult to tell the male 
from the male. Her face is much darker than before. It seems to be the result of working in the field for a 
long time. The skin on her face has become rough and there are some freckles underneath. Compared 
to the past when she was under the throne of Wave Dragon Technique, now she has lost her seductive 
aura and gained another kind of healthy vitality that is very attractive. 


She was also wearing a dark short dress that was no different from men's clothing, with sleeves and 
leggings, and a pair of old straw sandals for her feet in stirrups. On her waist is the imitation Japanese 
saber that Hu Linglan gave her that day, and next to the saddle is a four-foot-long homemade heavy 
stick. The stick is thick at the front and thin at the back. The front is about a foot covered with a layer of 
leather. She prepares a heavy weapon to be used on the battlefield to replace the saw blade. 


Huo Yaohua's figure is obviously thinner than before, but she looks healthier. Her riding movements are 
extremely skillful, and her body coordination is unmatched by any militia knight around her. 


Wu Wending had already noticed Huo Yaohua's extraordinary skills, and now he couldn't help but 
admire her riding posture. He had never seen such a person in the military before, and even Meng Qihe, 
a disciple of the Bagua sect who had repeatedly performed extraordinary feats in the war against 
bandits, seemed to be inferior. 


———-—You are from the martial arts world, right? .... 
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During the journey, Wu Wending secretly kept an eye on Huo Yaohua. He really couldn't trust this 
woman who suddenly came from Luling County to join the army, especially after learning about her 
background. 


Wu Wending carefully inquired about the strong man from Luling who came to Ji'an Mansion to join the 
rebel army with Huo Yaohua, and learned that this woman was actually the leader of the demon bandit 
Bolong Shuwang who had ravaged the local area in the past, and had killed many people; that group of 
"Shuwangs" "A few years ago, Wang Shouren led his troops to eliminate him. After his defeat, King Shu 
himself heard that he had taken refuge in Prince Ning's Mansion, and he is now one of the rebel 
generals. But this long-lost female devil suddenly returned to Luling a year ago, publicly shaved her 
head, repented, and begged the people for forgiveness, which shocked the locals. 


Huo Yaohua had committed so many crimes that the people of Luling naturally would not forgive her 
easily, but they were afraid of her ability and did not dare to arrest her and punish her, so they only 
allowed her to live in a small piece of deserted and barren farmland outside the city. As time passed, the 
people saw that Huo Yaohua had no evil intentions and gradually relaxed their guard against her, while 
she cultivated that piece of barren land on her own to make a living and built a thatched hut to live in. 
Since then, nothing has happened to her, and the people see her not only cultivating the fields, but also 
repairing the bridges and pavilions around the county, or removing the rocks on the roads and the 
weeds in the rivers, which makes it hard to recall the crazy witch from the past. 


Until the news of the mutiny of the Prince of Ning spread to Luling County, people saw her come out 
from the hut with a saber, and went to the county government office, asked the local militia to borrow a 
ready-made heavy weapon, that is, the big wooden stick, and then followed more than ten strong men 


Wu Wending turned his head back and continued to look at the road ahead, but he was still worried 
about the female knight behind him. 


——Could it be a spy from Prince Ning’s Mansion ambushing here? But it doesn't look like it. No spy is so 
conspicuous and alert, right? ......... 


Wu Wending could have rejected Huo Yaohua's participation, but he didn't want to let her help him for 
nothing. With such force and experience, Huo Yohua could be a match for dozens or even hundreds of 
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ordinary militiamen. At this critical time, Wu Wending knew that he could not afford to waste any of his 
strength. Just keep an eye on her for the time being. 


Huo Yaohua still rode her horse as usual, without showing any expression on her face. How could she, 
who was so experienced in the world, not realize that Wu Wending was suspicious of her? But she 
silently endured the cold treatment from Magistrate Wu and everyone else without saying a word. 


——After these years, Huo Yaohua is very clear: to regain the trust of the world, it does not rely on any 
words 


"Prefect!" 


A knight on the left side of Wu Wending suddenly shouted, raised his whip and pointed forward. 


Almost at the same moment, Wu Wending heard a scolding from behind. 


Huo Yaohua urged her mount to rush out of the crowd and speed up. She suddenly passed Wu Wending 
at the front and ran towards the direction pointed by the knight's whip! 


Wu Wending's reaction was not slow and he immediately drove his horse forward to catch up with Huo 
Yaohua. He gritted his teeth and tried his best to catch up, feeling angry at the same time: 


——Are you really going to show your tail? 


The remaining hundred riders also advanced at full speed, creating a dust storm on the suburban road. 


Wu Wending's riding skills have always been difficult to compare with Huo Yaohua, who was a horse 
thief, and there is always a gap between him and her. Wu Wending looked ahead and saw a group of 
people and horses appearing, gradually getting bigger.. 


— —Don'’t let her arrive first... If it is really Mr. Wang, | don’t know what she will do... 
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What made him even more nervous was that when Wu Wending saw Huo Yaohua in front of him, he 
had already pulled out the saber from his waist and hung it sideways beside the saddle. The sunlight 
reflected the blade as if it was burning! 


Wu Wending did not have that solid riding skills, but he was distracted while riding at full soeed and 
pulled out the machete, so he could only continue to urge the strong horse forward. 


Huo Yaohua and Wu Wending were several dozen feet ahead of the others, but they were already close 
to the opposite side, which was less than fifty feet tall. Under the sun, it could be seen that there were 
at least a hundred people on the other side, and they were also armed with dazzling swords and guns. 
They were obviously not ordinary travelers. The group of people had already stopped and formed a 
defensive formation. 


Huo Yaohua slowed down her mount before approaching the opponent about three feet away. Wu 
Wending took the opportunity to catch up and reined in his horse after passing Huo Yaohua. He held the 
handle of the machete in his right hand and looked back at the suspicious female swordsman. 


Huo Yaohua did not appear uneasy. She just let her horse pace to Wu Wending's right rear and said to 
him, "I'll cover you." 


Wu Wending held the handle of the knife tightly, still gritting his teeth. But he had no choice at the 
moment. He let go of the hilt of the knife and raised his right hand to the sky, signaling the hundred 
knights behind him to stop at a distance and wait in case the attackers in front were being deceived. 


Huo Yaohua lowered her knife and held the horse's rein with one hand. She followed Wu Wending and 
continued to move forward until she was about ten feet away from him before stopping again. 


He saw that there were only about 20 to 30 horses among the hundreds of people. The weapons they 
carried were not sophisticated ordnance. There were only about 20 people wearing armors, and they 
were all rough bamboo armors and wooden armors. Obviously They were all local people's brave men; 
only the more than 30 people standing in front of the formation, although they were not wearing armor, 
were all armed with similar styles of single-handed swords. They all stood up and alert, and their silence 
contained the power to explode at any time. Wu Wending took a look and could say, they are warriors 
of the same sect. 


2966 


Among the warriors, there was only one person riding a horse. He was a strong man who was nearly 
fifty years old. Most of his head was bald. He wore a precious wild goose feather sword on his waist, 
which made him look very imposing. 


The mounted warrior looked at Wu Wending from a distance for a while, and then shouted in a loud 
voice: 


"Is this Lord Ji'an Wu, the prefect?" 


Upon hearing this question, a rush of blood surged into Wu Wending's heart. 


Because there is only one person in the world who understands his character so well and knows that he 
will be unable to resist and lead his troops out of the city to search and greet him here. 


Sure enough, only to see the opposite side of the crowd of martial artists lined up left and right, a man 
riding a horse appeared among them, wearing ordinary but the crown, waist wearing a long sword, a 
middle-aged scholar look, nothing overly dignified looks, but naturally exudes a solemn demeanor. 


It is Wang Yangming. 


Wu Wending dismounted hurriedly, almost as if he had fallen off the saddle. Huo Yaohua, who was 
behind him, put her sword back into its sheath and jumped off the saddle. They both bowed to Wang 
Shouren at the same time. 


Wu Wending lowered his head towards the ground, tears almost falling. His excitement at this moment 
cannot be expressed in words. 


"Shitai comes to see you, Master of the Capital City! Your Excellency, you are out of trouble and have 
not been harmed by the rebels. God bless the Ming Dynasty!" 
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Wang Shouren dismounted and waved to Wu Wending and Huo Yaohua to excuse themselves, while 
smiling bitterly in his heart. 


—-—lIt’s too early to say “God bless the Ming Dynasty” now... 


——Ican survive to this day, and God is not the only one who protects me. 


Wu Wending had just stood up straight when Wang Shouren walked up to him and shook his hands. 
Wang Shouren looked at this civil and military, powerful appearance of the former powerful generals, 
overwhelmed with joy, and heart first put down a big stone: Wu Wending led the troops out, that is to 
say that the situation in Ji'an Province is stable, the government and the people under his leadership 
have already prepared to meet the war. 


Wang Shouren was convinced of Wu Wending's abilities and decided to leave Linjiang City and go south. 


Two days ago, under the protection of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate", he narrowly escaped the 
pursuit of the "Xuanlin Team" of Prince Ning's rebel army and arrived at Linjiang City, where he received 
the support of the first team. However, Wang Shouren immediately reviewed the situation and analyzed 
that Linjiang was not a place to stay for a long time: the location was too close to the enemy's Nanchang 
main formation, and the terrain was undefendable. If the rebels dispatched a large fleet, they could 
break through it within two or three days at any time; Shanglinjiang Prefecture is decentralized and has 
insufficient troops. It is not an ideal place to call on the rebels to accumulate troops. Wang Shouren 
acted decisively with his troops. Once he made a judgment, he executed it quickly. He ordered Dai Deru, 
the prefect of Linjiang, to stay behind. He left Linjiang with a group of soldiers the next day. 


And the most ideal rebel formation in his mind is Ji'an. 


Linjiang and Ji'an are about four or five days' journey apart. Wang Shouren's troops were greeted by Wu 
Wending just halfway. Wang Shouren felt that this was a good omen. 


Wu Wending immediately waved to the cavalry at the rear, signaling them to come forward to see Mr. 
Wang. The militiamen who followed Wang Shouren became excited when they saw the reinforcements 
of more than a hundred cavalry. 
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The group of swordsmen guarding Lord Wang at the front were none other than Ruan Shaoxiong, the 
master of the Wuji Sect of the Ruan Family in Linjiang Prefecture, and his disciples. They did not show 
excitement as easily as the militiamen, but still looked solemnly at the woman next to Wu Wending. 
With the warrior's intuition, they all smelled the dangerous aura exuded by Huo Yaohua. 


Ruan Shaoxiong gently placed his right palm on the handle of Yan Ling's knife. Just because he felt that 
this woman was standing too close to Mr. Wang... 


Huo Yaohua had been using Wu Wending to block Wang Shouren's sight, intentionally or 
unintentionally. At the same time, she couldn't help but look among the crowd of Wang Shouren's 
subordinates, but she could never find the figure she longed to see. She frowned, unable to conceal her 
disappointment. 


At this time, two dagger-like eyes were cast on her. Huo Yaohua looked over and met Wang Shouren's 
righteous eyes. She hung her head in shame, her face pale. 


The last time the two met was at night five years ago during the battle of "Qinglian Temple" in Qingyuan 
Mountain. 


Wang Shouren certainly did not forget her. 


Huo Yaohua knelt down on the spot, took off the saber from her waist, the scabbard and the cloth belt 
hanging on it, and placed it on the ground in front of her. 


"The guilty person Huo Yaohua, please see Mr. Wang." 


She held back her tears, looked at the land, and mustered up her greatest courage to speak. 


During the days after returning to Luling, Huo Yaohua still heard people talk about the deeds of Wang 
Yangming, the governor of Southern Jiangxi, especially his achievements in suppressing bandits and 
using soldiers like gods. Wang Shouren was known for his uprightness and hatred of evil, and Huo 
Yaohua knew what the consequences might be if she appeared in front of him again. But she still chose 
to face it. 
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Now with the saber in front of her, Huo Yaohua was just letting Wang Shouren handle her. 


Wang Shouren looked down at Huo Yaohua for a long time, then stroked her long beard and said, "I 
have heard from Jing Xiashi and others about Miss Huo." 


He paused, his eyes flashing with sharp light. 


"Even so, you should know that the rest of your life cannot compensate for the crimes you committed in 
the past, right?" 


Huo Yaohua raised her head with difficulty and accepted Wang Shouren's gaze. 


"| never thought I'd have it again," she said word by word. 


Wu Wending watched from the side, his eyes fixed on Huo Yaohua's face. Wu Wending used to be an 
official in Changzhou and was in charge of criminal law. He had seen all kinds of cunning people. At this 
moment, he judged from Huo Yaohua's expression that her repentance was indeed genuine, and he 
couldn't help but sigh in his heart. 


Wang Shouren listened to Huo Yaohua's words and nodded. 


"You have to live in repentance for the rest of your days. But that doesn't mean that the rest of your life 
is meaningless. You can still do something." 


As he spoke, he stepped forward, leaned over, picked up the saber, and handed it to Huo Yaohua. 


"Jing Xiashi and the others believe in you. So | believe in you too." 


2970 


Huo Yaohua hasn't had this kind of passionate feeling for a long time. The last time was probably when 
you were fighting side by side with Xi Xiaoyan: there is such a person who makes you feel that you can 
completely entrust your life to him. Huo Yaohua shed tears and took the saber respectfully with both 
hands. Her ten fingers were trembling with excitement, as if she was receiving her own new life in her 
hands. 


She wiped away her tears, hung the knife back on her waist, and stood straighter than before. 


"By the way..." Huo Yaohua arranged her saber and asked, "Where are Jing Li and the others...?" 


Wu Wending was not sure who the "Jing Xiashi and the others" she and Mr. Wang were talking about, 
but he still couldn't completely trust Huo Yaohua and shouted sternly: "This matter involves military 
affairs, how can you ask questions on your own?" 


"It doesn't matter." Wang Shouren raised his hand to stop Wu Wending and smiled at Huo Yaohua. If 
Wang Shouren wants to use experts like Huo Yaohua to the fullest, he must be entrusted with key tasks. 
If he cannot be trusted, it is better not to use them. 


"It's just that we are still facing a serious crisis at this moment, and every second counts. Let's talk while 
we return to Ji'an." 


Wang Shouren and Wu Wending were riding together, while Huo Yaohua and Ruan Shaoxiong were 
guarding them on both sides, and they were also listening to Master Wang's words. 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao announced his rebellion, three days have passed since then. According to 
Wang Shouren's estimation, Prince Ning's Mansion has been planning a rebellion for a long time, and it 
will not take too long to prepare for war. The army can be launched at any time within a few days, and 
the total strength of the army is estimated to be at least 80,000. The army is very strong. 


Wang Shouren imagined that if he were Zhu Chenhao, the best strategy would be to quickly mobilize the 
entire army to the east of the Yangtze River and capture Nanjing in one fell swoop. 
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"If the Hao thieves gain access to Nanjing, their old capital, they will gain geographical advantage and 
boost the morale of the army. They can take advantage of the situation and declare their position. 
Overnight, they will achieve the goal of occupying half of the country and attract more tigers and wolves 
to join. At that time, the imperial court will be overwhelmed. Try your best, the outcome is 
unpredictable.” 


Wang Shouren frowned deeply when he said this. What he was more worried about was, of course, that 
the war would be protracted and people would be devastated. No matter who became the emperor in 
the end, the people would still suffer. 


Wang Shouren's goal was to stop Zhu Chenhao before he spread the flames of war across the land. 


However, what Wang Shouren lacked most at this time was time. Although he held the flag and imperial 
seal that could mobilize and command the army, Wang Shouren estimated that it would take at least 
twenty days to gather enough troops to fight against King Ning's rebels. If we rush in and out of the 
army before this in order to stop the rebels, we will definitely be defeated. 


——Even Wang Yangming, who is full of clever strategies, cannot violate the principle of "military 
strength", which is the right way to use troops. 


"Since we can't send troops to intercept the bandits for the time being, we must find a way to hold them 
back. A way that doesn't involve soldiers." 


When Wu Wending heard what Wang Shouren said, he immediately recalled the process of their 
conquest of Tonggang and Hengshui bandits two years ago. How Master Wang used tricks to contain the 
main force of the bandits, and then launched a surprise attack... 


When he thought of this, Wu Wending's eyes lit up and he looked at Wang Shouren. 


——lIt'sa lie. 


Wang Shouren knew that Wu Wending had already thought of it, so he smiled, took out a document 
from his arms, and handed it to Wu Wending. 


2972 


Wu Wending opened it on the saddle and took a look. All | saw was a piece of paper announcing an 
order from the Ministry of War: 


"... Xu Tai led a total of 40,000 frontier troops. He came out from Fengyang, but he was divided into 
20,000 frontier troops and joined Xu Tai. Chen Jin and other generals led a total of 60,000 troops. They 
separated and met in Nanchang. Liu Hui and Gui Yong each led an army of 40,000 from the capital, and 
marched from Xuhuai by land and water. Wang Shouren led 20,000 soldiers from southern Jiangxi and 
advanced north..." 


Wu Wending continued to read, and all the numbers and directions of the imperial armies gathered 
from all walks of life were revealed. The military order also instructs each division to move slowly after 
arriving at the assembly area in order to form a force to surround Nanchang. The rebels waiting for Zhu 
Chenhao will intercept and attack from front to back as soon as they leave the city. 


Wu Wending was very excited when he read the line-by-line troop report, but when he read further, he 
remembered what was going on: the entire military order report was made up by Wang Shouren. 
Currently, the only people capable of mobilizing against the rebels are Ji An's thousand-odd people. 


"The Hao bandits killed Lord Yichuan, not realizing that he had already left me a powerful weapon." 
Wang Shouren said, looking at the forest in the distance and thinking of the deceased who had been 
sacrificed. 


"Yichuan" is the nickname of Sun Sui, the governor of Jiangxi. Under the arrangement of Wang Qiong, 
Secretary of the Ministry of War, two capable and loyal ministers, Sun Sui and Wang Shouren, came to 
Jiangxi to take up their posts in order to deal with Zhu Chenhao's plot in advance. Although Sun Sui had 
no soldiers and could not directly attack the bandits recruited by King Ning, he could make early 
preparations for future changes. One of them was to secretly establish a network for exploration and 
news transmission in Jiangxi with Nanchang as the core. The scope included many towns along the river, 
and they were all places where Sun Sui expected that Prince Ning's Mansion would be active after 
raising troops. 


At the beginning of this year, Sun and Wang visited Prince Ning's Mansion. Sun Sui had already sensed 
from Prince Ning that a period of great change was not far away. He took the opportunity of that 
meeting in Nanchang to hand over this information network to Wang Shouren. , including the various 
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password symbols used and the list of contacts in various locations. Now we can use this network to 
spread false military information in the rebel base areas. 


However, Wang Shouren knew that this was not enough. Zhu Chenhao had a lot of advisors around him, 
and just false intelligence might not be enough to make the King suspicious, so he held back his troops. 
Something more convincing must be created. 


——In other words, people must be sent to work behind enemy lines. 


By Wang Shouren's side, the only person capable of doing this was the "Six Swordsmen". 


The night he entered Linjiang City, although Wang Shouren was extremely tired, he was already thinking 
about various strategies to deal with the rebels. He thought of this method of spreading false news, and 
wrote the military order out of thin air in real time. 


After making up his mind, he summoned five people from the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" to 
discuss. 


"Now that we are protected by Linjiang City's troops, the crisis has been somewhat relieved." Wang 
Shouren glanced at Jing Li and others and said, "I'm thinking that it would not be a good idea to keep a 
few knights around." 


Jing Li, Yan Heng and the others looked at each other. 


"That's right, Lord Wang." Jing Li said, scratching his beard. "We, the Six Swords of Broken Door, have 
always been good at attacking." 


"Whatever Mr. Wang wants us to do, just say it." Yan Heng said, cupping his hands. "We are all prepared 
in our hearts. The battle in the future will be ten times more dangerous than today." 


"Is it just ten times?" Lian Feihong said with a smile, but the laughter touched the arrow wound on his 
shoulder, and his white eyebrows couldn't help but wrinkle. 
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Wang Shouren felt hot in his heart. But he knew it was not the time to be moved. 


——Leave it for after victory. Before that, it was meaningless to say anything touching. 


Wang Shouren informed all the strategies of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", and also copied the 
code and list of the message transmission network, and gave them to Jing Li for safekeeping and use. 


Zhu Chenhao's army will attack at any time, and the containment task is urgent. Jing Li and others must 
buy time to act. So the next day Wang Shouren left Linjiang City with the "Six Swordsmen", but they 
went in the completely opposite direction... 


Hearing this, Huo Yaohua couldn't help but accelerate her horse a few steps, blocking Wang Shouren 
and Wu Wen's horses. 


"Please, Lord Wang, please send me to support Jingchi and the others." She lowered her head and 
begged Wang Shouren, holding the reins with ten fingers so hard that her knuckles turned white. 
"Yaohua has been living in the world for a long time, and she is very familiar with... the behavior of the 
group in Prince Ning's Mansion. Disturbing them is what | am good at." 


Wang Shouren glanced at her, and then looked at each other with Wu Wending. In fact, they are still in 
the stage of gathering troops at this time, and they really don't need Huo Yaohua's force. It would 
indeed be better if there is another team to create suspicious soldiers behind the enemy lines, echoing 
the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". 


——Of course they knew very well that Huo Yaohua took the initiative, half of it was to meet Jing Li and 
others again... 


"It's a pity that Meng Qihe has already died..." Wang Shouren said sadly. When Wu Wending heard that 
his brave old colleague who suppressed the bandits that day was dead, he couldn't help but feel 
shocked and regretful. Wang Shouren continued to say to him: "Select the ten most agile and flexible 
subordinates and go out with Miss Huo." 
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Huo Yaohua was overjoyed when she heard this, but Wang Shouren then looked directly at her sternly. 


"Remember, since you join our army, the success or failure of every move affects the lives and well- 
being of all people. Don't let your emotions or guilt override your calm judgment." 


Huo Yaohua held the saber at her waist with her left hand, remembering the scene when Wang Shouren 
handed the saber back to her just now. - That's trust. But it is also a responsibility. 


She looked directly at Wang Shouren, no longer ashamed as before, and nodded heavily. 


Huo Yaohua, who once followed King Bo Longshu, never thought that obedience is not necessarily out of 
fear, but can also come from a sense of honor. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 185 Chapter 2: The Monk of the 
Dangerous City 


The image of the Buddha carved in stone has long been blurred by the passage of time. The lifeless eyes 
are as blank as a blank, showing no sadness or joy. 


Yuan Xing, who was sitting in front of the statue, was still staring at those eyes. His eyes were so focused 
that it seemed as if he was on the verge of realizing something from the stone eyes, and that he only 
needed to look at them a little longer to decipher it. But the Buddha never revealed himself to him. 


Yuan Xing relaxed his gaze and turned to look at the entire Buddha statue. This "Stone Buddha Riding a 
Dragon" is said to have been erected during the Song Dynasty. The carving is exquisite but not showy. 
The posture of the Tathagata Buddha riding the dragon depicts a quiet and huge majesty, although it 
has been diluted by the years. Even though the carving work is exquisite, it still shocks the viewers. The 
stone Buddha has become a famous object in the "Dragon Buddha Temple" in Anging City. Many people 
come from near and far to worship it, and the incense is constantly burning. Yuanxing is also fascinated 
by this "Stone Buddha Riding a Dragon". During the days when he was working at the "Longfo Temple", 
he came to the hall behind the temple to view the stone Buddha every morning before believers came 
to the temple to worship. As a Shaolin monk, Yuan Xing was naturally attracted by the strong posture of 
the Buddha statue that subdued the fierce dragon at first; but after a few months, he read a lot of 
scriptures in the temple, and his eyes on the stone Buddha gradually changed and became more focused 
on the statue's gentle face. 


——Having the great power of subduing dragons and subduing tigers, but also possessing great 
compassion to see through the cause and effect of all living beings, this is the true image presented by 
this stone Buddha. 


This is exactly the contradiction faced by the Yuan Xing, which has been pursued with all one's heart in 
the past. 


--How can we reach this state? ........ 


Yuan Xing continued to meditate and observe the Buddha for a long time, until the sunlight outside the 
window grew bright, then he stood up, bowed to the stone Buddha and left, heading for the scripture 
hall. 
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In addition to the Dragon Riding Stone Buddha, the Longfo Temple in Anqing is also famous for its 
collection of ancient Buddhist scriptures. Yuan Xing had been wandering around since he had separated 
from his companions, the Six Swords of Broken Door, and he had been wandering around the former 
fortress of Shuiyan, and he had come to the border of Jiangxi, Anhui, and HuGuang provinces, where he 
had heard about the rich collection of scriptures in the Longfo Temple in Anqing, Anhui, and he had 
been curious to come here. 


--Yuan Xing's inability to overcome the Jing Li in his martial arts journey made him feel lost, as if his life 
had lost its purpose. In the Shaolin Temple, he used to be so absorbed in martial arts that he did not 
bother to study the scriptures, but now he wonders if he can find any direction in the scriptures. ...... 


Yuan Xing did not have an ultimatum, nor did he reveal his origins to the people of the Dragon Buddha 
Temple. However, the abbot, Master Soo Hwee, recognized at once that Yuan Xing was no ordinary 
monk and must have had great experiences, so he allowed him to enter the temple without much 
questioning and Yuan Xing stayed there for a few months. 


In the past few days at "Longfo Temple", Yuan Xing has not followed the rules of the temple at all, but 
has a set of habits of practice and rest: in the early morning, he watches the "Stone Buddha Riding a 
Dragon" alone to meditate; then he goes to the Tibetan Sutra Hall to read by himself; the rest of the 
time, Yuan Xing did not stay in the temple, but wandered around the city of Anqing, and often played 
with the children on the streets of the city. The people of Anging all knew that such a strange monk 
came to the "Longfo Temple", but Yuan Xing did not violate the precepts of drinking, eating meat or 
molesting women. People only regarded him as a joke and did not take it seriously. However, Su Hui 
understood that Yuan Xing only acted according to his own mind, so she did not control him. 


Yuan Xing spent his days observing the Buddha, reading the sutras, and playing with the children, but it 
is hard to say what he realized from this, except that it seemed to calm his mind. The Qi Mei Stick and 
the bronze man's armor he had brought with him had been hidden in the temple's store room and had 
not been touched for several months. ...... 


Yuan Xing is now thinner than when he was at Shui Yan's former fortress. Although he is still much 
bigger than the monks of the Dragon Buddha Temple, he is no longer as thick as he was before, and his 
steps on the corridors of the temple have also become softer. Yuan Xing felt that his senses had become 
more sensitive to his surroundings. Just like at this moment, he passed a tree next to the corridor. In the 
past, all he could see was just trees. Now, as long as he concentrates a little, he can even see the veins 
of the green leaves under the sun... 
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At this time, he noticed something different in front of him: unlike every morning on weekdays, there 
was a commotion in front of the Sutra Collection Hall. 


Yuan Xing walked closer and turned a corner in the corridor. Sure enough, he saw several monks 
standing outside the door of the Sutra Collection Hall, moving several large and sturdy wooden boxes 
inside. Master Suhui, the abbot, was also among them, directing the disciples to carry it. 


When Su Hui saw Yuan Xing coming to pay homage to Heshi, she immediately said, "You're just in time! 
You are the strongest in the temple. Please help the brothers." 


Yuanxing looked inside the door and saw the monk carefully wrapping sets of ancient scriptures in 
several layers of oil paper and then gently placing them into wooden boxes. 


"Abbot, what's going on here?" Yuan Xing asked, scratching his short hair. Although he could always 
shave his head and beard in the Dragon Buddha Temple, Yuan Xing's hair was really too thick, and after 
shaving for three or two days, his head would become hairy again. 


"We must hide the scriptures." Master Su Hui's had anxious look that Yuan Xing had never seen it before 
in the months he had been here. "It's better to bury it in the ground or hide it in the mountains outside 
the city. Don't let it fall into the hands of thieves." 


When Yuan Xing heard the word "thieves," he shrugged his eyebrows, and his shoulders sank down 
slightly, implicitly entering a state of martial arts readiness. The monks beside him noticed this change 
and couldn't help but be shocked into stopping. Where in the world is this guy a monk? 


"It's the news that the Yamen received yesterday." Master Su Hui said, gently closing his eyes and 
muttering "Amitabha" in a low voice, and then said: "The weather has changed. I'm afraid the storm will 
sweep to Anaing. . 


OOOO 


2979 


Stepping on the streets of Anqing City, Yuan Xing found that the city's usual prosperous and comfortable 
atmosphere had disappeared. It was replaced by an anxiety that made the air tight. Most of the shops in 
the market were closed tightly. Soarse pedestrians walked by in a hurry, each with their heads lowered 
and not saying hello to each other. Wooden carts carrying grain left scratches in the middle of the road. 
Occasionally, officers and soldiers guarding the city would appear leading horses, carrying swords and 
guns on their shoulders. Each of them gritted his teeth and his face was slightly gray and black, as if he 
had been cursed. 


None of the children we usually play with every day were seen. 


Looking at the scene in the city, Yuan Xing frowned. A thought flashed through his mind like electricity, 
as if something was connected. He wanted to close his eyes and escape, but he couldn't. 


And then he saw it: the streets of Anging had been reduced to a sea of corpses and blood. 


He blinked, and when he came back to his senses, the scene had disappeared again, and everything was 
as usual. 


He knew what he saw at that moment. 


It's the future - or rather, one of the possible futures. 


—Will fighting, bloodshed, and death follow me wherever | go? 


——Or is it that the world is always like this, but | am just destined to see the cause and effect more 
Clearly? .....ceeeeeeeeeees 


Yuan Xing stood silently in the middle of the street, as if standing in Zen meditation. No one passing by 
had time to pay attention to this strange monk. 


After a while, Yuan Xing finally started to move again. He stretched out his hand to intercept several 
passing officers and soldiers. 
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"Take me to the greatest among you." 


OOOO 


When Yang Rui stepped into the Anqing magistrate's office, his chest was filled with worries. But he 
knew that he had only one task today: 


——lf | hadn’t persuaded him to fight to the death, | would never have stepped out of this door. 


Yang Rui was wearing casual clothes at the moment, without a battle uniform or sword, but anyone who 
took a quick look could feel his majestic military aura. He is not tall, and the four sword-wielding guards 
guarding him are each a head taller than him, but his thin, dark face is very capable, and his eyes are as 
sharp as an eagle, as if they can penetrate people's hearts at any time. Yang Rui's thirty-year career as a 
military attache has been smooth sailing, and half of it was because of this look in his eyes to intimidate 
his subordinates. 


Yang Rui acquired this temperament from his father since he was a child. Yang Rui was born into a 
hereditary martial arts family and was destined to join the army from birth. Since the founding of the 
Ming Dynasty, the hereditary system of military officers in the military has become a major drawback 
that has led to the dereliction of military affairs. Many children of the martial arts received military 
positions with the help of their parents. They have no intention of making progress and only use their 
status to dominate and benefit. The martial arts and military science of bow and horse were neglected, 
and the talents of the imperial officials and soldiers gradually withered over time. Yang Rui is one of the 
exceptions. He has been studying military affairs with his father since he was a child. After inheriting the 
military position as an adult, he showed his commanding ability. He was promoted step by step at a 
young age and was even assigned to supervise the construction of water transport ships in Huai'an. The 
task is extremely heavy. 


Later, Yang Rui was sent to command the Anqing Xu Army. Like Sun Sui and Wang Shouren, it was 
arranged by Wang Qiong, the Minister of War. Yang Rui knew how important his position as the 
commander of the capital was to the Lord Shangshu, and he did not dare to neglect it. In the past few 
years, he had been very strict in managing the army, and was meticulous in purchasing ordnance and 
building defenses. 
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Wang Shangshu's worries became a reality today, and Yang Rui knew it was time for him to stand up. 


However, he was not sure what the Anging prefect thought. 


Due to official duties, Yang Rui and the prefect Zhang Wenjin were relatively acquainted, and their 
conversations were quite congenial. Zhang Wenjin has an upright style as an official and is of the same 
type as Yang Rui. 


However, these years of working in the officialdom taught Yang Rui one thing: you can never see a 
person's true face until there is a huge benefit or crisis. Now is that time. 


Entering the front hall of the yamen, Yang Rui asked four guards to stay and wait, and then followed the 
prefect's entourage alone into the inner hall. According to the rules, even the commander of Xuwei was 
not allowed to enter the prefectural office with weapons and soldiers. As he walked, he thought about 
the game in front of him. 


He was meticulous and familiar with military affairs. Naturally, like Wang Shouren, he immediately knew 
the most likely next step for the rebels in Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang: to go eastward with the 
current and attack Nanjing. 


And Anging City is guarding the most important water and land pass on the river in front of Nanjing. 


Yang Rui knew very well that if the traitor Zhu Chenhao occupied Nanjing and proclaimed himself 
emperor, it would be a huge disaster for the people of the Ming Dynasty. 


——And we are standing in front of him. there's only us. 


Yang Rui had no hope at all whether the northern imperial army would be able to come to his aid in 
time; on the contrary, Wang Shouren of Southern Gansu still had expectations. However, at this 
moment, it is not yet known whether Wang Dutang is still alive. Even if Wangdutang is not captured by 
the rebels, no matter how unpredictable his troops are, it is impossible to create an army in three or two 
days. 
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The arrival of the bandit army in the city is inevitable. The only question is whether to open the door 
and welcome you? Or fight to the death behind closed doors? 


This is not a problem for Yang Rui. He also firmly believed that his own troops would not have any 
doubts. 


Now he has to go in and determine whether the person in this yamen is a like-minded partner. 


Arriving at the door of the inner living room, the attendant stopped and sang "Commander Yang is here 
to see you" loudly. There was a vague answer from the door, and the attendant pushed the door open 
and asked Yang Rui to come in. 


Yang Rui entered the hall, but was not greeted by Zhang Wenjin. Mr. Zhang was still facing the door, 
looking down at a big table in the center of the hall. 


Zhang Wenjin's back is taller than Yang Rui's. Although he is dressed in civilian clothes, his waist is 
straight and very strong. The strong aura he naturally exudes is vaguely similar to Wang Shouren or Wu 
Wending. This is no accident, because the three of them have a common experience: they were 
persecuted by the eunuch Liu Jin and survived. Zhang Wenjin was arrested and imprisoned, but 
survived. He was deprived of his official title and demoted to a commoner. He was not promoted to 
another official until Liu Jin executed him. 


Yang Rui looked around and saw several maps and some open account books and files on the table in 
front of Zhang Wenjin. 


"Master Prefect." Yang Rui saluted. 


Zhang Wenjin then turned around and returned the gift. He and Yang Rui's looks can be said to be two 
extremes. They have fair complexion, a square face, a flat and not protruding mouth and nose, and a 
pair of large eyes, which can be said to be different appearances. 


The two faced each other and were silent for a while. Yang Rui had been prepared before arriving. If 
necessary, he would use the army to evacuate Magistrate Zhang and force him to fight. But at this 
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moment, facing Zhang Wenjin himself, Yang Rui felt that his momentum was intimidated by the 
opponent. 


Zhang Wenjin was also looking at Yang Rui without saying a word. 


Yang Rui couldn't bear the tense atmosphere anymore and was about to speak, but Zhang Wenjin spoke 
before him. 


"The rebel army in Prince Ning's Mansion is huge and cannot be resisted by our Anqing garrison. Instead 
of using eggs to tie stones, it is better to avoid their sharp edges, retreat whole body, and later join the 
army to counterattack." 


Yang Rui felt suffocated as he listened and clenched his fists tightly. But before he could refute, Zhang 
Wenjin spoke again. 


"If the above words are what Mr. Yang wants to say, | will never let you leave this hall." After hearing 
this, Yang Rui could no longer hold back and laughed wildly. 


From that laughter, Zhang Wenjin sensed Yang Rui's original intention. He smiled too. 


After Yang Rui laughed for a while, he sighed and said with a wry smile: "| thought that was the 
prefect..." 


"Why?" Zhang Wenjin immediately put away his smile, his fair face suddenly turned livid, and his eyes 
widened: "I'm not afraid of Liu Jin, but why would | be afraid of this Zhu Chenhao?" 


Yang Rui didn't dare to laugh, and immediately held his hands in apologetically. Zhang Wenjin's strong 
temper really startled Yang Rui, and he couldn't help but think: Maybe he has such an extreme 
temperament just because he had experienced Liu Jin's calamity? 


——However, in this extraordinary period, what we need most is this kind of courage... Anyone who 
looks at it will think that we are crazy, right? ... 
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At this time Zhang Wenjin clapped his hands. Two men slowly walked out from behind a screen in the 
living room, each holding a shining sword. Footsteps were heard from outside the hall door at the other 
end. 


The two swordsmen and Magistrate Zhang looked at each other, immediately put their swords back into 
the sheaths on their waists, and went out without looking at Yang Rui, leaving with the other three 
people who were ambushing outside the hall. 


Yang Rui looked at the swordsman and then at Zhang Wenjin, and couldn't help but break out in a cold 
sweat: This civil servant's methods are more harsh than mine. Yang Rui is very lucky that he and Zhang 
Wenjin are on the same side. 


Zhang Wenjin didn't take it seriously, looked down at the table again, picked up a map and looked at it 
carefully. Yang Rui stepped forward and saw that the table was filled with maps of inside and outside 
Anging City, as well as account books recording soldiers, horses, ships, money and food. 


"| sent people to the residences of various wealthy merchants in the city late last night. | first stabilized 
them and strictly prohibited any of them from escaping. This morning, | also dispatched food from 
various counties and towns in the government to Anqing City, and also sent out soldiers to defend the 
city bravely. With good luck, | guess the number of soldiers guarding the city will increase by about 
2,000." Yang Rui was very impressed after hearing this. Magistrate Zhang's response and execution 
ability in times of crisis are something he, a military attache, is truly ashamed of. 


But at the same time, he knew that with such a defensive force, there was really no confidence in facing 
the tens of thousands of wolf-like rebels under Zhu Chenhao's command. Yang Rui did not receive 
military orders from the imperial court and could not mobilize the garrison troops from nearby guard 
posts at will. There were only more than a hundred garrison troops in Anqging City. This battle would 
have to rely on temporary requisitions of militiamen with little combat training and experience, they 
met the thieves in Prince Ning's Mansion, most of whom were thieves and pirates. As long as they were 
infected by fear, they would collapse at any time... 


In front of Zhang Wenjin, Yang Rui suppressed his anxiety and picked up a map to look at. 
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"Today | will send my subordinates to organize the people in the city and assign tasks to the troops." He 
said to Zhang Wenjin: "There are still many things to prepare: accumulating and repairing artillery 
stones and other city defense weapons; arranging for the delivery of orders and cooking during battles. 
Make arrangements for food, healing and transportation, repair all the weak points in the city wall, and 
build as many shields, guns, bows and arrows as possible." 


Yang Rui looked at Zhang Wenjin and punched the table. 


"We will use all the strength of the city to turn Anqing into an iron-walled city that will scare the rebels!" 


Zhang Wenjin listened to what Yang Rui said and admired his boldness and carefulness. He obviously 
knew all the preparations and plans for defending the city. 


But they both knew very well that the most important thing in this defensive battle with huge disparity 
in power was morale: to make all the defenders believe that we had won. 


The most necessary things are often the most difficult. 


At this time there was a knock on the hall door. The person who came in was still the same attendant as 
before. 


"My lords, there is someone outside the office asking to see you." 


Zhang Wenjin still had hundreds of things to discuss with Yang Rui and was very impatient. But this close 
attendant had been with him for many years and had always been capable and shrewd. Zhang Wenjin 
could tell that if the visitor was just an ordinary person, the attendant would never disturb him at this 
moment. 


"Who is he?" Zhang Wenjin asked. Yang Rui was also curious and looked back at the follower. 


The attendant hesitated for a while before speaking again, "He's a... monk." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 186 Chapter 3: The False Enemy 


Feng Yi Guang never thought that he would be ambushed here in broad daylight. 


As usual, he led his patrol of thirty-four horsemen to this small beach on the south bank of Xiushui 
around noon, giving the horses water and rest, while he and his men hid under the shade of a tree to 
enjoy the cool air, eat the dried meat and biscuits they had brought with them, and drink a little bit of 
wine as well. 


When they received the order to come here for duty in Nanchang, General Ling XI had already warned 
them that this was a real war, not like the previous one, so they had to be careful, and that they should 
not follow the same route every day when patrolling and sentrying, and that they should not be greedy 
for drinks. 


But these words, Feng Yiguang only came to Wuning a few days has been put out of mind. Compared to 
the army that was preparing to march eastward to Nanking, the small place they came to Wuning from 
the west could only be regarded as a big rearguard. The task was only to inspect the two sides of Xiushui 
and the border of HuGuang Province daily for any irregularities. The royal military advisor was worried 
that the imperial troops stationed in Huguang would invade, attack the rear of Nanchang, and control 
the waterways for supply transportation. But Feng Yiguang thought, the Prince of Ning announced the 
start of the campaign only a few days ago, so how could the officers and soldiers, who had always been 
slow to respond, gather for the expedition so quickly? As a gangster, he knows this best. 


When Feng Yiguang joined the royal family, all he wanted to do was to make a fortune. Though robbing 
and killing people was enjoyable, he did not want to fight a real hard battle. Being assigned this kind of 
casual job was exactly what he wanted. 


So this afternoon, as usual, he sat at the bottom of a tree with his men, drinking and talking. The heavy 
sabers and blades were also left by the tree trunks. 


So when the first enemy appeared, these thirty-five people had no reaction at all. 


The enemy appeared from the sky. 
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To be more precise, from the trees. 


At this moment, Feng Yiguang still had half a piece of dried meat in his mouth. He looked at the figure 
that suddenly broke through the dense branches and leaves and flew down from a height of more than 
ten feet. His posture was like a wild great ape, with his hands held high in the air. A long thing fell into 
the crowd! 


When the head of one of the people issued a cracking sound at the same time, the dried meat in Feng 
Yiguang's mouth fell out. 


OOOO 


"Kill them all." 


Tong Jing, who was crouching behind a rock, looking down on the thirty or so enemies on the beach 
below, seemed to hear a voice in her head saying this over and over again. 


"Kill them all." 


Tong Jing couldn't tell whether the voice was male or female, old or young. She wasn't even sure if she 
was "hearing" it. Or if she was telling herself she heard it. All she knew was that simple thought was 
floating in her consciousness, making it almost impossible for her to think about anything else. 


It was a terrible feeling. Tong Jing bit her lower lip so hard it almost bled. Her body, hidden in her cloak, 
trembled slightly. 


But no one around her noticed her strange symptoms. The hundred or so villagers from Wuning County, 
armed with wooden sabers and axes, watched the rebels on the rocky beach with her, each of them 
tense and ina cold sweat. 


Yan Heng, who was standing in front of Tong Jing, was wearing the same dark cloak as her cover. He did 
not look back at her, but was monitoring the enemy intently, ready to attack at any time. 
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Tong Jing did not blame Yan Heng. In the past, she definitely didn't need him to worry about this kind of 
situation. She looked at Yan Heng's back, calm as a mountain. Usually, as long as she looked at him like 
this, Tong Jing's heart would settle down. But this time was different. 


"Kill them all." 


Tong Jing knew why. It started the day she killed Han Shanhu. After that quick sword stroke, a shadow 
had been cast over her heart: the moment she struck the sword, her mind was like an unbridled wild 
horse, running into another unknown world. The experience terrified her. She was even too scared to 
ask Yan Heng or Lian Feihong for help. 


In the past few days, no further symptoms had occurred, so Tong Jing thought she was fine. But now 
that she was facing another battle for the first time, the shadow appeared again from a certain corner of 
her mind. ...... 


Tong Jing breathed heavily, trying to suppress the voice in her head, but in vain. The more she tried to 
suppress it, the clearer those four words become. Just like the harder you try to forget something, the 
more you remember it. 


If it wasn't for her efforts to restrain herself, Tong Jing would have already let loose with a loud scream 
at this moment. 


Then the battle began. 


Tong Jing saw from afar Jing Li, who had long been hiding on the top of a tree, flying down towards the 
enemy bush and using the falling position to swing his oar downward with both hands! 


The head of a rebel soldier of the Ning royal family cracked under the oar and burst into bright red - it 
was not the first time that Tong Jing had seen a dead man. But at this moment, she was more sensitive 
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to killing than ever before. The red blood seemed to rush straight into her pupils, making her 
unbearable. 


After Jing Li landed on the ground, he skillfully rolled over, his oar swung horizontally about a foot from 
the ground, and the other man's knee joint was broken, and his calf was bent at an abnormal angle. The 
man's screams were heard all along the shore. Tong Jing felt like her eardrums were being pricked by 
needles. 


Then there were two completely different howling sounds from the east and west sides of the river 
beach respectively. One rebel was shot through the neck with an arrow. As soon as the other one 
reached out and touched the handle of the knife placed beside the tree trunk, a flying knife was nailed 
to his back. He fell heavily on the stone as if his body was deflated. 


Death. Blood. Cries of misery. 


"Kill them all. Kill them all. Kill them all." 


Tong Jing felt like her head was about to explode. 


A cloak flew away. The long and short blades of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords flashed 
in the sun. Yan Heng ran down the slope towards the beach with a powerful momentum. The hundred 
or so villagers, with their sabers and axes raised, followed him down the slope, shouting. 


Tong Jing was supposed to go with them. But she was nailed to the spot, unable to move, as if possessed 
by an evil spirit. The body trembles more intensely. She was trying to suppress the darkness in her soul. 


——No, now is not the time. 


——These people need me. 


——My companions need me. 
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Tong Jing felt like she was in a turbulent flow, constantly being pulled by forces from different 
directions. As a result, she just rolled out of control in place. 


Everyone had already passed her and rushed towards the river beach. 


No way. She told herself. No matter what, you must move. --Even if you have to let go of yourself and go 
with the turbulence. 


With her left hand, she tore off her cloak, and with her right palm, she vibrated her Swift Bee Sword, 
and hissed "kill" from between her lips. 


Then Tong Jing felt like the shackles were suddenly lifted, her body became light, and she caught up with 
flying steps! 


Jing Li, who was the first to enter the enemy's thicket, had already thrown away his oars, and drew his 
wild goose-wing saber and his mare's bird's head saber in each hand, and his blades were constantly 
flying, creating a wave of blood! 


The rebels were in chaos. Although they had recently seen the Wudang School's martial arts skills in the 
Ning King's mansion, they had only watched from the sidelines, but now this strange man with messy 
hair and saber strength was obviously not inferior to that of the Wudang experts, and yet he was 
attacking them, all of them were shocked. Only a few of them took back their weapons to defend 
themselves, while many others fled in all directions. 


Feng Yiguang was also in great fear and completely forgot about his command. He just kept using his 
men to cover up and run for his life, heading for the horses on the shore. 


Some of them did not care to ride their horses any more, they just wanted to escape from the river bank 
and ran to the two ends on foot, but as soon as they entered the forest, they met Hu Linglan's Nodachi 
saber and Mr. Fei Hong's Fenxian Sword. No one could get past them. 


2992 


In the blink of an eye, more than ten of the rebel outpost had fallen to the ground. The remnants then 
saw an enemy army of at least a hundred men charging down the hill to the south. Despair flashed in 
their eyes. 


However, those hundred men only reached the edge of the rocky beach and did not advance any 
further. They only formed a human wall and kept on striking trees or rocks with their sabers and axes, 
and shouting angrily. 


--This was the order given to them by the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate" beforehand: there was no 
need to join the battle. Everything was left to the five of them. 


Just as the rebels thought they could catch their breath, one of the first men in the enemy line came 
charging in like an arrow. In his hand, he waved two balls of light. 


Deadly lights. 


The rebels began to use their flesh and blood to learn the sword skills of the Qingcheng School, and the 
horses on the shore ran away, neighing in fear of the slaughter. 


Feng Yiguang and one of his men grabbed the reins of two of the horses in time. They were horse 
thieves who had been in the saddle for many years, and were so skillful that they grabbed it with both 
hands and turned over, and got on the horse's back one after another! 


Jing Liand Yan Heng charged back and forth with their four blades, quickly reducing the number of 
rebels still standing by seven. Some of the remaining rebels who had gotten their weapons saw the 
situation clearly: the group of people standing on the south side were just a bunch of bluffers, and we 
were actually surrounded by just a few people! As soon as they realized this, they were bold enough to 
kill their way out, and five of them, armed with sabers and guns, went towards the center of the 
villagers! Those Wuning villagers were not prepared for war, and when they saw the bandits attacking 
and killing them, they turned pale and stopped pounding and calling. 


When the five men saw how cowardly they were, they became even more determined to kill. 
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--lf we kill a few of them and take a few more as hostages, we may be able to escape from this situation! 


However, just before the five were about to rush into the crowd, a small figure emerged from among 
the villagers, holding a small sword with a thin tip in its hand. 


Cut down the first person who stands up to resist - this is the principle of each robbery by these five 
people who were born as horse thieves. 


The first one among the five, holding a tassel in both hands, rushed towards Tong Jing, preparing to use 
his arms to dig out the tip of the spear. 


He faced Tong Jing face to face and saw her face clearly. This sight stunned him: he never thought, 


A rosy, delicate and cute face can be so chilling. 


——It’s simply not human... 


The rebel holding the gun felt something strange. The barrel of the gun fell from his right hand. The right 
knee also suddenly bent weakly. After he fell to the ground, blood spurted from the wounds on his 
forearms and thighs. 


The four people behind him did not see how he was hit by the sword, and only heard a sharp and 
strange vibration sound. Then they also accepted the invisible sword one by one. 


"Kill them all." 


Tong Jing did not suppress the voice any more. Embrace it instead. 


Her sword was completely released as a result. 
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The hundreds of villagers standing behind watched the exquisite back figure standing in front of them 
move strangely, so fast that their eyes could not catch it. In their eyes, Tong Jing seemed to suddenly 
turn from a solid body into a phantom. 


The sharp trembling sound from the front of the "Swift Bee Sword" made everyone nearby feel pain in 
their ears. 


The four rebels holding weapons did not even make a single blow. Two of them had blood splattered on 
their necks and throats. The third one covered his left eye that turned into a blood hole, and a fourth 
ran, but just as he turned around, the tip of the sword penetrated his back and lungs, and he collapsed, 
losing his strength. 


Tong Jing withdrew her sword and struck a fifth blow across the body, ending the life of the man with 
the sword in his eye. The villagers who witnessed this were all stunned. They had always thought that of 
the five who had come to kill the thief, this girl would be the weakest, at most just supporting her from 
the sidelines. They couldn't believe that in such a small and delicate body lived the dreaded God of 
Death. 


But Tong Jing didn't stop there. After defeating five of them, she continued to run forward and assisted 
Yan Heng and Jing Li to kill the remaining enemies. 


There were only seven rebels left, and they were no match for the Six Swords of the Broken Gate. 


But two of them were Feng Yiguang and another subordinate who had already mounted the horse. The 
two riders spread out their eight legs, ran along the shallow water of the river beach, and fled to the 
west! 


Guarding the west side of the stone beach is Mr. Feihong. He had just killed two fleeing rebels with his 
sword in the woods. When he heard the sound of horse hooves splashing in the water, he immediately 
ran to an open space, pulled out the last remaining "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" with his left hand, and 
threw it at the passing horsemen two feet away! 


Lian Feihong's sword strike was a bit too hasty after all, the distance was close to the limit of hand- 
thrown blades, and the target was a high-speed crossing cavalryman, even with his Kongdong "Eight 
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Great Absolutes" power, the accuracy was still a bit off, the flying sword that came out from the spin 
only scratched at Feng Yiguang's back! 


A cluster of blood rose up on Feng Yiguang's back, and a burning pain shot straight into his head. He 
gritted his teeth and endured, still riding the horse with all his heart to break through, without falling off 
the saddle. 


Hu Linglan ran out of the woods to the east, already holding a long bow with an arrow in her hand. She 
was half-kneeling, drawing the bow and aiming at the two knights who were getting further away. 


At the same time, a figure ran at high speed, and after three steps, jumped and landed lightly on the 
back of one of the panicked warhorses. Everyone saw that it was actually Tong Jing, and saw that she 
was still holding her sword in her right hand, and with her left hand holding the reins, she skillfully 
stabilized the horse, and even turned the horse's head in accordance with its movements, and then she 
tapped the horse's rump with the edge of her sword, and shouted to drive it to take advantage of the 
momentum to start up, and then she immediately chased after the two fugitive rebels! --Tong Jing's 
reaction was even faster than Jing Li's and Yan Heng's, and even they were shocked. 


Kneeling on the ground, Hu Linglan controlled her breathing, her bowstring was drawn to its full 
capacity, and her eyes were fully focused on the small figure in the distance. 


"Be good, don't disturb me at this time ...... 


She prayed in her heart. The eyes, the body, and the breath were in unison. Hu Linglan's fingers released 
the string. 


In a slight parabolic arc, the arrow flew sharply over the river bank and accurately pierced into the back 
of the subordinate behind Feng Yiguang, who rolled off his horse with a scream! 


Feng Yiguang did not look back. He only had one thought at the moment: 


--Get out of here alive! The King of Ning's great endeavor will be accomplished, and there are many 
treasures and women waiting for me! 
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--As long as | can get away and return to the brigade, I'll bring a thousand or so men and horses to kill 
you one by one! 


Tong Jing rode her fast horse along the shallow beach to catch up with Feng Yiguang. Her riding posture 
was extremely graceful, perfectly coordinated with the ups and downs of the horse's body, minimizing 
the load on the horse, and her hooves seemed to fly on the shallow water. 


In the midst of such intense riding, Tong Jing's face was as cold as ice, her eyes staring without a trace of 
emotion at the tiny back of the fleeing enemy. That kind of concentration was unprecedented in her 
many years of martial arts training and fighting. "Kill them all. Only one left." 


The voice in her heart said. 


On the river bank, Yan Heng put away his swords and quickly stopped a horse, jumped on its back and 
rode after Tong Jing. On the other side, Jing Li also mounted his horse, and the two of them rode almost 
side by side. 


The key to this raid is to eliminate the entire opposing team and not to let a single survivor escape. "The 
Six Swords of Breaking Door" had defeated 34 people in one go with only 5 people surrounding them, 
which was not easy at all, but as long as only one of them escaped, it would still be a failure today. Jing 
Li spurred his horse at full speed, hoping that he could catch up with them. 


Yan Heng, on the other hand, is more worried than Jing Li: just now, he watched Tong Jing's manner as 
she steered her horse and felt that she was very different from her usual self. Since that day's battle in 
Ganjiang, he has realized that there is something strange about Tong Jing, but she has always refused to 
talk to him about what happened that day when she killed Han Shanhu. Therefore, in today's battle, he 
arranged for Tong Jing to be at the end, only responsible for taking care of the bluffing villagers. 


--No matter what the symptoms are, it seems to have exploded at this moment. ...... 


Tong Jing, who has always been pure and full of vitality, has never worried Yan Heng as much as she 


does now. 
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By this time, Feng Yiguang had already escaped from the river bank and was riding along an uphill path 
away from the Xiushui riverbank. The flying knife wound on his back was still bleeding profusely, and 
with every step of the horse's hooves, Feng Yiguang felt as if his back was being whipped. But he 
endured the pain, and urged his horse to run without stopping for a moment. 


He has been patrolling the western suburbs of Wuning for a few days, and has already familiarized 
himself with the terrain, and knows that there is a dense forest in front of him, and there are several 
diverging paths, so as long as he can get in, it will be difficult for the enemy to pursue him. 


However, there was the sound of horses' hooves coming from behind. Feng Yiguang initially thought 
that it was the horse of the fallen subordinate who was still following him, but when he looked back, he 
caught a glimpse of a man on the horse behind him - a small figure with a cold light flashing from his 
hand! 


Tong Jing and her horse climbed up the hill, still as fast as an arrow, and Feng Yiguang was horrified to 
see them. 


--How could they be so fast? 


Feng Yiguang, a horse thief by trade, was still confident that his large lead would be enough to get rid of 
his opponent, so he turned his head back, crouched low, took his hips and legs out of the saddle, and 
drove his horse to accelerate again! 


Tong Jing's face was still expressionless, her eyes firmly staring at Feng Yi Guang's widening back. 


The five fingers of her right hand pinched at the hilt of the "Swift Bee Sword", letting the knuckles relax 
a little, ready to produce that strange vibration sound again. 


OOOO 


When Yan Heng and Jing Li climbed to the top of the slope and reached the outside of the forest, they 


could no longer see the figures of Tong Jing and Feng Yi Guang. There were four trails leading into the 
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forest, three of which were wide enough for horses. It was difficult for the two of them to determine 
which one Tong Jing and her enemy had entered, so they had to slow down their horses. 


Jing Li paced on his horse while leaning down to look at the marks of sand and weeds on the ground, 
searching for signs that Tong Jing had ridden through. 


Yan Heng was very anxious. However, he knew that Brother Jing was an experienced adventurer, and 
that he was good at tracing traces like this, so he could only wait patiently. 


Just as Jing Li found the fresh hoof-tracks, the two of them heard the sound of horses' hooves pacing 
from one of the forest paths. They were on the alert, and each of them put their hands on their backs 
and the handles of their weapons at their waists. 


But the one who emerged from the forest path was none other than Tong Jing. In her left palm, which 
was holding the horse's reins, she was also holding the Swift Bee Sword, the tip of which was stained 
with blood, while in her right hand she was dragging the reins of the other horse, and the two horses 
stepped out slowly, one in front of the other. 


Yan Heng and Jing Li saw Feng Yiguang lying on the saddle of the second horse like a roll of soft cloth, his 
head and face hanging to the side, with blood still seeping down along the horse's body. 


Tong Jing's appearance seemed to have returned to normal. She looked at Yan Heng from afar, frowning 
and smiling bitterly, seemingly extremely tired and pale. 


Yan Heng felt strange. Although Tong Jing had just gone through a round of battle and then rode at full 
speed in pursuit of the enemy, with her current strength, such exertion was only commonplace, and she 
could never have gotten this tired. 


When Tong Jing saw Yan Heng, it was as if she had let go of her heart, and her spirit, which had been so 
tense and insistent, loosened, her eyelids drooped, and she suddenly collapsed onto the horse, her face 
resting on the horse's neck. 
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Before she could slip out of the saddle, Yan Heng had already jumped down from his horse and ran 
forward a few steps to reach Tong Jing's horse, in time to catch her lithe and weak body. 


Even at this moment, Tong Jing's hand still did not let go of the hilt of the Swift Bee Sword. 


OOOO 


When Tong Jing opened her eyes again, she felt the sunlight falling on her face through the cracks of the 
leaves, which made her feel extremely comfortable. 


She had been so afraid that she would never be able to return to the warmth and light. She accepted it 
gratefully. 


Taking a few slow breaths, Tong Jing settled down and realized that she was lying in a quiet forest. Yan 
Heng was sitting on his knees beside her, resting her head in his lap. He held a cloth towel soaked in 
water and wiped the beads of sweat from her face. 


Tong Jing looked up at Yan Heng without words. It was only when their eyes met that she gradually 
remembered what she had been doing earlier. She looked around the forest. 


"Where are they?... 


Yan Heng thought for a moment before answering, "Brother Jing and the villagers are taking care of 
things on the beach....... That kind of thing is better for you not to see. So he left us here. 


Tong Jing knew what Jing Li and the villagers were "taking care of". She thought back to her reaction 
when she witnessed the bloodshed earlier. She didn't dare to imagine, but just nodded her head. 


"Jing..." Yan Heng couldn't help but ask: "What happened since that day in Ganjiang? You want to tell 
me. Shouldn't we...should tell each other everything?" 
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He touched her cheek gently. 


When Tong Jing heard what Yan Heng said, her tears suddenly burst out of her eyes. But her mood 
remained calm. She just shed tears while telling her terrible spiritual experience when she killed the 
Hanshan tiger that day, as well as what happened on the shore just now. Yan Heng frowned and listened 
carefully, wiping her tears at the same time. 


"I'm scared," Tong Jing's lips trembled as she said, "If this continues, will | be unable to look back? Will | 
really become a madman?" 


When Yan Heng listened, he immediately thought of his previous experience in "Mountain Snail" 
practice, which was very similar to Tong Jing's. 


In the past, Jing Li, Lian Feihong, Yao Lianzhou and even Lei Jiudi had all judged that Tong Jing possessed 
extraordinary martial arts talent, and judging from the path she had taken in swordplay over the years, 
it was clear that her amazing talent originated from within. 


After listening to Tong Jing's description, Yan Heng estimated that Tong Jing must have an innate power 
that is far superior to others, and once developed, if coupled with the stimulation of high-level 
"borrowed phase" intention - for example, similar to Lei Jiudi's "Divine Descent" - she would be able to 
launch an extremely fast sword move that no one could block. 


However, once the extremely sensitive "innate true power" is released, it also means that Tong Jing's 
mind will become extremely sensitive, and when dark imagery appears, she will easily accept it and even 
be overpowered by it, which is indeed very dangerous if one doesn't have the proper harnessing 
methods at such a juncture - like Yan Heng almost falling into insanity at the time of the "Mountain 
Snail". The situation of Lei Jiudi is similar. 


It was inevitable. The path of transcendental martial arts is a dangerous path in itself. 


"You should have told me earlier." Yan Heng said to Tong Jing after hearing this, gently stroking her hair. 
He then told her the details of his terrible experience of practicing alone in Haiyang Mountain. 
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As Tong Jing listened, she realized that Yan Heng had once encountered soul trials similar to her own, 
and was greatly moved. 


She reached out and clasped his palm tightly. There was nothing that moved Tong Jing more than to 
have someone who understood her so well. 


"I've crossed that barrier. So can you." Yan Heng gave her an encouraging look. "Afterwards, we'll ask 
Mr. Fei Hong if there's anything we can do to help. Anyway, don't worry about it now. Put aside the 
matter of using the sword for the time being. | did the same that day. 


"But now we are at war." Tong Jing shook her head gently: "At this critical moment, | can't let go." 


Yan Heng was speechless. Currently facing Prince Ning's Mansion, the rebel army is at a huge 
disadvantage; the "Six Swordsmen" are about to assist Wang Shouren to turn this situation around with 
only five people. If Tong Jing's sword was missing at this juncture, the chances of winning would be 
reduced again. 


"But you can't take risks..." Yan Heng said 


"No." Tong Jing had stopped crying and replied calmly: "Each of us is taking risks. This battle is more 
important than each of us." 


Yan Heng looked at her and smiled bitterly. Of course, he knew very well that she would not give in to 
such an important matter. 


And that was what Yan Heng liked about her. He had never forgotten the scene when they first met in 
Chengdu, when she stood up to protect him in the Horse Brand Gang's headquarter, who was trapped in 
a net. 


--She had never changed. 
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"All right, then." Yan Heng took her palm and pressed it against his heart. "If you ever have a dark 
moment like that again, remember me. Remember that | will always be with you." 


Tong Jing sat up at that. Her frown finally relaxed, and her usual heroic spirit returned to her eyes as she 
looked at Yan Heng and nodded. 


After Lian Feihong had executed the last rebel rider who hadn't yet swallowed his last breath, he kicked 
away the corpse, wiped the bloodstains on the Enlivening Lion Sword with a cloth, and returned it to its 
scabbard before calling for a breath of fresh air. 


But he could not rest yet. He turned his aching, stiff shoulders and selected the largest axe from the pile 
of weapons the villagers had set aside. He swung it through the air a few times and tapped the blade, 
listening carefully to the sound to make sure the handle was solidly mounted and the iron of the blade 
not too bad. 


A dozen or so villagers were gathering and piling up the rebel bodies. They are the more daring guys in 
the neighboring villages of Wuning County, and they are not afraid to see the dead bodies - not to 
mention that these dead guys are the guards of the Ning King's House, whom they detested so much. 
These Ning Wang bandit army in Nanchang province has always been rampant, arbitrary killings and 
robberies, even the local government is also unable to crush the suppression, the people regarded as 
wolves and tigers, now see them were killed, the heart only feel happy. 


This is why as soon as the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" arrived in Wuning, they were able to call on 
many villagers to help. 


In addition to the dozen or so villagers who stayed on the beach, Jing Li chose eight people who knew 
how to ride horses to go with him to retrieve the enemy's horses that had fled in fear; as for the main 
group of 100 people, they had an even more important task: they went to a clearing on the east side of 
the beach, where they were responsible for piling up a number of earthen stoves and campfires, 
creating burnt traces and then covering them up with sand and soil. They also dug holes in the ground to 
create the illusion that a large number of people had been stationed in the open space overnight. 


——This suspicious strategy was devised by Jing Li. He learned it from a local indigenous general when 
he was assisting the local kingdom in suppressing bandits in the Southern Barbarians many years ago. 
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Lian Feihong selected the axe, and picked a suitable large stone under the tree beside the river beach. 
He ordered the villagers to carry the stone to the pile of corpses and put the first corpse on top, with his 
neck protruding from the edge of the stone. 


"Old hero..." one of the young villagers said, "| think you are tired from your bravery in killing thieves 
just now. Why don't you... leave this matter to us and don't bother you anymore." 


Mr. Feihong shook his head decisively, raised the ax and put it on his shoulder. 


"No. When you go home, you still have to work hard to be ordinary people, and happily hug your wife 
and have children. It's up to me, an old guy, to do such ugly things." Lian Feihong said with a slight smile. 
: "Anyway, | have seen and done too many things." 


Although Lian Feihong was an avid martial artist, he hated war - even when it was necessary. It was also 
a gamble on life and death, but war was completely different from a martial artist's duel. In war, you 
have to kill even those who have lost the will to resist. There are many other ugly things that you must 
do, even if you don't want to. 


For example, cutting off the heads of thirty or so people who are already dead. 


"And you. You don't have to come. Just leave it all to me." 


Lian Feihong said this because he caught a glimpse of Hu Linglan walking from the river with a nodachi. 
There were still drops of water on her face and her bun was wet. She just felt a little unwell and went to 
the river to wash her face. "Why?" Hu Linglan asked with a frown. 


"It's not good for the baby." 


Hu Linglan's cheeks flushed red. 


Lian Feihong, after all, life experience is richer, in the previous Ganjiang fleeing war, already realized that 
Hu Linglan is pregnant. 
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Hu Linglan waved her hand and set aside a few villagers who were standing relatively close to her, and 
walked over to Lian Feihong and whispered, "Don't tell him about this." 


Lian Feihong naturally knew that "he" was Jing Li. 


"I can still fight." Hu Linglan continued: "There is a big battle ahead, and | don't want him to be 
distracted by me. This is my responsibility. Everything will be discussed after victory." 


Lian Feihong nodded as he listened. He deeply admired the resolute character of this foreign woman. 


"Okay. Then you go to the river to rest." Lian Feihong said as he swung the ax on his shoulder. 


Hu Linglan shook her head and smiled at Mr. Feihong. 


"My and Jingli's child will not be an ordinary person." She stroked her belly and said, "This child will not 
be afraid of fighting and death. He will also experience a lot in the future." 


Lian Feihong smiled bitterly and shook his head. 


"Isn't it too early?...Old men like me should bear all the misfortunes in the world." But Hu Linglan didn't 
listen. She slowly unsheathed the long blade of the Nodachi. 


After all the thirty-five heads were chopped off, the villagers tied them into piles with their hair and 
prepared to take them away. 


The villagers who were responsible for creating the traces of the fake encampment came back one after 
another, and they met Jing Li and the others who had brought back the horses. 
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Jing Li made sure that everything had been taken care of, and picked six horses from the pile for their 
"Six Swords of Breaking the Door" operation (one of them was used as a backup and for transportation), 
and left the rest of the horses to the villagers. 


"After leaving here, find a place to bury the heads." Jing Li ordered. "Don't leave the other horses 
behind. You must scatter to your villages and slaughter your share of the horses. The saddles, reins, etc., 
must also be buried for the time being." 


The villagers were in an uproar. Some stroked the horses and deplored them. These two dozen sturdy 
warhorses were worth enough to buy their entire village. 


Jing Li waved his hand and ordered them to be quiet. "| wouldn't want to do this if there were any other 
way." He glanced at the horses with an apologetic look in his eyes. "But if the other side finds out that 
you are keeping one of the horses, not only will today's effort be in vain, but the men, women and 
children of the village where you are found will be in danger. Don't forget what kind of people the Ning 
King's army is." 


Of course, the villagers have not forgotten. They understood Jing Li's reasoning and stopped 
complaining. 


"We are at war." Jing Li scanned each and every one of them with grave eyes. 


"In order to protect important people and irreplaceable things, everyone has to make sacrifices. If you 
don't want your sacrifices to go to waste, then fight to win." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic Chapter 187 Chapter 4: False Generals 


On the front deck of the warship, Xi Xiaoyan stood alone, wrapping his head, face and body in a fiery red 
cloak, facing the wind blowing from the water, with only a pair of eyes exposed, staring at Poyang 
Scenery on the west shore of the lake. 


In his opinion, everything around the lake, mountains and rivers seemed to be covered with a layer of 
gray, and there was no color that could make him feel happy. 


A general who had just won without a fight and captured an important city by force alone without 
spending a single soldier should not feel like this. 


But Xi Xiaoyan could never erase the depression in his heart. 


The warship continued for a while, and Nankang City appeared in front of them. There were hundreds of 
large and small boats moored by the lake outside the city, nearly half of which were from Prince Ning's 
navy, and the other half were captured from Nankang City, which had just fallen. 


This naval force was led by Min Twenty-four, a former pirate leader of Poyang Lake, but the overall 
command of this vanguard army was given to General Xi Xiaoyan, the "Thunder Fire Team" by Prince 
Ning. Min Twenty-four had joined Prince Ning's Mansion for many years and had always been loyal. He 
plundered a lot of military supplies for the Prince's Mansion, and was responsible for supervising the 
construction and requisition of navy ships. But now he had to take orders from Xi Xiaoyan, who had just 
joined the family, and he felt very dissatisfied, but he knows that he cannot afford to mess with the 
Wudang school of martial arts practitioners, so he has to put up with it. 


The warships continued to approach Nan Kang City, passing by the boats on the lake, all of which 
belonged to Xi Xiaoyan. However, he silently looked at the boats and the Nankang City, which was 
already under his control, and it did not inspire him with any ambition at all. 


Xi Xiaoyan could not honestly believe that this was his own war. He knew that this was something he 
had to do to restore Wudang for Master Yao. But all that the Wudang School meant to him was the 
excitement of competing with his brothers in the martial arts training ground, and the honor of pursuing 
the ideal of "invincibility" together. No amount of troops, no amount of land, no amount of generalship, 
no amount of fame and wealth can ever replace those days. ...... 
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The decision to attack Nankang was made by the King of Ning, Zhu Chenhao. 


After the King of Ning announced to raise an army on June 14th to attack the present Zhengde Emperor 
Zhu Houzhao, no matter it was the royal family's military counselor Li Shishit and Liu Yangzheng, or the 
favorite generals Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou, they all agreed that they should immediately attack 
Nanjing with all of their armies, in order to obtain the capital to call the world. 


However, while the army of the King of Ning was preparing for the attack, the Nanchang area received 
intelligence from different sources that the imperial court had mobilized more than 200,000 troops from 
all directions and was waiting for the opportunity to attack Nanchang. 


Li Shihshi advised the king not to pay attention to this news, thinking that the reaction of the court could 
not be so rapid. However, Zhu Chenhao was still suspicious that the court had sent a messenger to 
admonish him and to take away his right to set up guards in the royal residence, or had sent alert orders 
to the nearby local guards at the same time to gather troops and horses to prevent him from 
committing treason, and now that he had formally staged an attack, it was not impossible for the official 
troops to come to conquer him at a rapid pace. 


——lf | dispatch the army rashly, and the enemy takes advantage of the opportunity to capture the 
Nanchang base camp just after | step out of my house, | will be at a loss to advance and retreat, and 
there will be no backup. Isn't it inevitable that | will lose? 


Just when Zhu Chenhao was hesitant, Prince Ning's Mansion received another news: On the outskirts of 
Wuning County in the northwest of Nanchang Mansion, one of our patrol sentries was attacked and 
destroyed! 


The military report from Nanning was quite detailed: the more than thirty cavalrymen of our army who 
were killed were all beheaded, seemingly to commemorate their military leadership; their horses were 
also taken away, and they were found near the battlefield. There are traces of a camp where a large 
group of people once stationed and made fires to cook food. Judging from the number of earth stoves, it 
is estimated that there were 500 to nearly 1,000 people. It may be that the vanguard of the imperial 
army marching from the bordering Huguang Province encountered them while exploring the road. Start 
a war... 
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This incident further convinced Zhu Chenhao ..... There were enemy troops waiting for him to make a 
mistake on all sides of Nanchang. He decided to keep his army in Nanchang city first, prepare more 
fortifications for defending the city, and observe the movement again. 


In the following days, two other attacks on King Ning's troops occurred in the western and northern 
fringes of Nanchang Prefecture. The conditions were similar when they were discovered. The soldiers 
who were killed were all beheaded, and the total damage was nearly 100. People and more than sixty 
horses were robbed. Although this number is a drop in the bucket for the army of Prince Ning's 
Mansion, it does show that an unknown number of enemy troops have invaded the boundaries of 
Nanchang Mansion and are watching... 


Wu Jihong, however, had doubts about the attacks on these patrol posts. After Huo Yaohua was 
snatched away and the "Xuanlin Team" failed to chase Wang Shouren, he was repeatedly fooled by the 
"Six Swords of Breaking the Door", and his intuition was very likely to be the suspicion they had laid out. 


——tThe timing of it happening is too tight. And each of the teams attacked was small... 


He informed Shang Chengyu of his idea. Shang Chengyu was not as familiar with the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door" and Wang Shouren as Wu Jihong, but he believed in his judgment. 


However, Shang Chengyu had his own considerations: he didn't want to risk Prince Ning's trust in him on 
this matter. If King Ning followed his advice and immediately sent troops, and something happened in 
the rear of Wuchang Mansion, even endangering Nanchang City, his status in King Ning's heart would be 
greatly reduced. 


——Shang Chengyu would not have considered this kind of thing not long ago, because none of the 
original military advisors and generals such as Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng, Min Twenty-four, and Ling Shiyi 
could threaten him. But now that Prince Ning has Yao Lianzhou... 


But Shang Chengyu was unwilling to ignore this. He temporarily handed over the "Tieshan Team" 
responsible for Prince Ning's bodyguard to Wei Dongliu, while he took a team of troops to investigate in 
person. 


Constrained by these news and attacks, the Ning Prince's army delayed for ten days and still did not set 


off from Nanchang. 
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The two important ministers Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng were really anxious. They jointly asked to see 
King Ning. After some analysis and persuasion, Zhu Chenhao approved a more aggressive strategy: first 
divide an army to attack Nankang and Jiujiang. The two prefectures are partly to test whether the 
government and army will respond; if nothing happens and two important base areas are successfully 
obtained, the manpower and material resources of these two prefectures can be used to enrich the 
army and supplies, and then move forward to Nanjing. 


As a result, this vanguard task was handed over to General Xi Xiaoyan of the "Thunder Fire Team" who 
was responsible for attacking the city. 


The warship lowered its sails and stopped. The members of the "Thunder Fire Team" in the cabin walked 
out of the deck one by one and came to Xi Xiaoyan's side. Each of them also had the same fiery red cloak 
hanging on their backs as Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan was given the title of "Guerrilla General of the Divine Ape" by King Ning, but he knew that no 
one in the army called him that, and all his subordinates secretly called him "General of Strange Hands." 
Xi Xiaoyan didn't mind. At least he knows that the members of "Thunderfire Team" respect him. These 
"Thunder Fire Soldiers" were selected from warriors from various sects in Prince Ning's Mansion, who 
were strong and good at hard skills and heavy weapons, and were responsible for storming the city. 
After watching Xi Xiaoyan demonstrate the power of Wudang swordsmanship during training, they all 
had nothing to say about him being the leader of the "Thunder Fire Team". 


The warship stopped and anchored, and immediately three small boats rowed over to greet it. Xi 
Xiaoyan put his favorite long sword with a rattan handle slanted on his back, got off the warship with 
several "Thunder Fire Soldiers" and boarded one of the small boats, and then landed in Nankang City. 
Two of them were carrying General Xi's personal belongings, including a strange broadsword that looked 
like an iron plate with a handle and was decorated with a lock of blood-red human hair... 


While sitting in the boat, Xi Xiaoyan saw that the walls of Nankang City were intact without any damage. 
The east-facing city gate was wide open. Although there were soldiers and horses of King Ning's army 
stationed there, the atmosphere was not tense at all, and there was no fighting in front of the city gate. 
The devastation of the past. 


That's because when Chen Lin, the prefect of Nankang, heard that King Ning had sent 20,000 troops to 
attack, he fled first. There was no one in Nankang to command resistance, and the helpless citizens had 
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no choice but to surrender. Xi Xiaoyan led an army to fight for the first time in his life, and the whole 
army won without even shooting an arrow. 


After Xi Xiaoyan landed on the shore, someone immediately brought the war horse. Other "Thunder Fire 
Soldiers" also came ashore one after another. After everyone had gathered and tied the things they 
brought with them on their horses, Xi Xiaoyan and other forty-one riders entered Nankang City 
together. Many fiery red cloaks fluttered past the city. The road in front of the door seemed to be on 
fire. 


As soon as they entered the city gate, they saw that the inner streets were filled with military flags of 
Prince Ning's Palace to declare that Nankang City was under its control. The doors along the street were 
closed, and there were no pedestrians. Only the rebels were walking around. Many soldiers came out 
from deep in the streets or through forcibly opened doors, holding large and small bags in their hands, 
and some pushed wooden carts passing by. Full of grain, with a few pigs dragged behind. 


Xi Xiaoyan frowned, knowing what was going on. 


The closer he got to the center of the city, the more Xi Xiaoyan saw: women and children crying bitterly 
around the bodies of those who had been beaten to death; a group of people with bruised heads and 
bloody heads stood blankly by the roadside, staring at Xi Xiaoyan and other knights passing by, witha 
malicious and spiteful gaze; soldiers drinking and throwing dice in a circle along the street, gambling 
with the gold and silver that they had robbed. ...... 


When Xi Xiaoyan was about to arrive at the NanKang government office, he heard the frightened call of 
a young woman in the distance. 


Without thinking, he turned his horse's head and galloped towards the place where the sound came 
from. All the "Thunder Fire Soldiers" followed on their horses. 


When they arrived at an open space in the marketplace, they saw a hundred or so soldiers from the 
Ning Palace gathered in a circle and laughing loudly. In the center were five women, the oldest one was 
only about 20 years old, and the youngest one was a 13 or 14 year old girl, who were being pushed 
around by more than ten soldiers with the handles of their rifles, just like teasing a bunch of worms. 
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One of the girls had her clothes torn by the soldiers, her upper body was naked and her lower body was 
only a few pieces of rags left. The soldiers were playing with them, and their eyes were roaming over the 
naked women's bodies, occasionally putting more force on the handles of their guns, causing the 
women to cry out in pain. They laughed like a pack of jackals who would abuse their prey before eating 
to whet their appetites. 


The naked woman was the oldest of the five, and the only one who did not cry for mercy. She barely 
covered her private parts with her hands and stared coldly at the abuser in front of her without showing 
any expression. There was no fear, but no hatred either. 


--As if this indifference was her only resistance at this moment. 


Seeing this scene, Xi Xiaoyan's chest felt like a boiling pot. 


It reminds him of how his own father, Sik Ri Le, treated his mother and other women as objects to be 
used at will - although that was what his elder brother, Sik Zhaoping, later told him. 


By now one of the soldiers had become so aroused that he couldn't help himself, and reached out with 
his big hand, grabbed the naked woman by her long hair, and forcibly dragged her away. The woman 
pressed her hands against her hair in pain, but she did not resist violently. She looked at the other four 
girls with a slant of her eyes, still expressionless, showing no fear or resentment. 


--lt seemed she knew very well: at this point, there was no room for resistance, and the only thing she 
could do was to treat herself like a dead animal. 


Xi Xiaoyan's horse had not yet stopped, he had already flown down from the saddle, and everyone only 
saw the red shadow swept past, Xi Xiaoyan blinked to the front of the soldier who was dragging the 
woman. 


Before the soldier knew what happened, Xi Xiaoyan's left hand was already holding his throat! 


The panicked soldier immediately let go of the woman, and grabbed Xi Xiaoyan's left arm with both 
hands to try to break free, but as soon as he exerted his force, Xi Xiaoyan's left hand "Tai Chi Listening 


3012 


Force" naturally activated, and with the force of the other side, he slammed the soldier downward with 
one hand, the soldier's whole body tumbled head over heels, and under Xi Xiaoyan's left palm's 
chokehold, the front door of his face slammed onto the ground with a force of ten percent, and 
instantly, the bridge of his nose broke, and his mouth was full of broken teeth. He fainted in an instant! 


This fall demonstrated the best martial arts of the Wudang sect. In the eyes of these soldiers from Prince 
Ning's Mansion, who were just ordinary bandits, it was like a magic spell - that comrade, who is one 
head taller than Xi Xiaoyan, in a flash, his whole body seems to be as light as a paper tie, and that one- 
handed fall of Xi Xiaoyan is as easy as dropping a baby to its death. They had never thought that such a 
miraculous skill existed in the world. 


The soldier's face turned purple and black, swollen like a big melon, with blood spilling from his seven 
holes, his appearance was horrible, he seemed to be about to swallow his breath. Xi Xiaoyan knew that 
he had struck too hard in his anger. He didn't say a word and didn't look at the stunned soldiers around 
him, he just took off his red cloak and put it around the naked woman. 


It was only then that he could see the woman's face, only to see that she had snow-white skin, long and 
slender eyes, and between her eyebrows there was a kind of faint boredom that had seen through the 
world's situation, and she was actually quite similar to Huo Yaohua. Xi Xiaoyan seemed to have suffered 
an invisible blow to his chest, and he was suddenly frozen. 


One of the soldiers, who was involved in playing with the women, boldly stepped forward and leaned 
down to check the breath and neck pulse of the victim. 


"Dead." The soldier stood up with trembling fingers, and many soldiers gradually started to cheer. 


"What is the meaning of this, General?" "If you want a woman, just open your mouth. Do you want to 
kill?" "What kind of a bitch is she? She's not as good as a brother who has fought and died for you?" 
"How long have you been in the palace? You're just a general. Do you think you're the emperor?" 
"Without us, who will take this city for you? You want to play with women? Go back and play with your 
mother." 


There were about a hundred or two hundred soldiers gathered together, and they were very brave. 
Even facing Xi Xiaoyan, who had amazing martial arts skills, the more you scolded me, the more fierce 
they became. 
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The forty "Thunder Fire Soldiers" following Xi Xiaoyan seemed a little overwhelmed. They were all 
warriors, and although they felt that they were one level above the ordinary guards of Prince Ning's 
Mansion and were incompatible with them, they were not willing to fight with more than a hundred 
people for Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan walked among the four women. The dozen or so soldiers who originally surrounded the 
woman were frightened and scattered far away. They joined their comrades on the outside and 
continued to curse Xi Xiaoyan. 


The youngest girl had fallen down and was kneeling, her cloth skirt was torn, exposing her bloody knees. 
Xi Xiaoyan came forward to help her up. The girl was shaking like a scared little animal that could not 
run away. She dared not look at Xi Xiaoyan, after all, the hand that lifted her up had just killed someone 
in the blink of an eye. 


Xi Xiaoyan then scanned around the soldiers. Wherever he looked, everyone was silent. Xi Xiaoyan's 
look and eyes were not particularly harsh, he just seemed to be talking to them casually: 


"Shut up. Who is not afraid to die, come up first." 


At this time, someone arrived from behind the crowd, and then there was a muffled sound, and a 
soldier fell down crying in pain. The soldiers looked back, and when they saw who was coming, they 
immediately opened a way. 


"Who dares to be rude to General Xi? Are you against it? Now we are soldiers fighting a war. We are the 
royal division under the command of the real emperor Ning, which is equivalent to the forbidden army! 


Do you think we're still doing what we used to do in the old days when we were traders?" 


The speaker waved the fist that had just knocked down the soldier, and brought a few tough men 
forward. He was unusually tall, with a face full of scars and a long saber scar on the right side of his head 
where his hair no longer grows. This man was Min Ersi, the commander of the navy of Prince Ning's 
palace. He was accompanied by his trusted lieutenant Chen Xian and several strong swordsmen, all of 
whom he had followed since he was a water pirate in Poyang Lake. 
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When Min 24 approached the center of the open space and saw the dead people on the ground, he 
could not help but frown. He was in a very happy mood this day: although he had traveled across the 
waters of Poyang Lake in the past, and his men, horses and ships were in full force, but when it came to 
attacking and plundering a big city like Nankang, it was only possible in his dream. Now he did it without 
sacrificing half of his men. 


But now one of his men has finally died. And he was killed by his own men. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at Min Twenty-four coldly, still not giving him any face in front of many soldiers. 


"Who said you can rob people?" he asked sternly. "I didn't give permission." 


Min Ersi laughed: "General Xi, this is a rule." 


"It's not my rule." Xi Xiaoyan said flatly. "The people of Nankang opened the city gates and surrendered, 
so we should keep them safe." 


Min Twenty-four shook his head and smiled bitterly, stepped forward and asked quietly: "General, have 
you ever led troops or fought in a battle before?" 


Xi Xiaoyan closed her lips tightly and did not answer him. 


"When brothers fight, every one of them puts his life on the line." Min Twenty-four pointed at the 
soldiers around him. 


"After winning the war and having no money or women, who would want to take another gamble? Do 
you want them to work hard for two unpalatable rations a day? After the war, do you want them to go 
back to their hometown to plow the fields and grow vegetables?" 


He smiled, looked at Xi Xiaoyan and said: "General Xi, if you pay attention to martial arts duel and skill 
with the sword, | will be completely convinced by you, but if you follow the general's rules, I'm afraid 
that by tomorrow, we will have no troops to lead. " 
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Xi Xiaoyan looked at Min Ersi and then at the resentful looks around him. "It's not a big deal if you don't 
have any troops to lead." Min Twenty-four put his face close to him and whispered: "If a general is not 
good enough, his throat will be cut in his sleep. This kind of mutiny is not unheard of." 


Chen Xian, the deputy general at the back, also spoke at this time: "The people of Nankang surrendered. 
It is a kindness for us not to massacre the city. The war will last for a long time. It is not too much to 
requisition some military supplies from the city and reward our brothers." - The two said to each other. 
Xi Xiaoyan's tone seemed to be saying: That's what fighting is like, fool. 


Xi Xiaoyan had no intention of arguing with these two people. He looks down on these gangsters, but he 
also knows that what they say is reality. 


——Wrong, | don’t know why | am here. 


"Don't let them be arrogant." Xi Xiaoyan said: "We still have to prepare ourselves, and we will go to 
Jiujiang City again the day after tomorrow." 


After that, he took the five women with him and walked towards the governor's office. The "Thunder 
Fire Soldiers" followed with Xi Xiaoyan's horse. 


The women hung their heads and did not dare to look at the sharp, saber-like gazes, but their bodies 
were still trembling. 


Except for the woman in the red cloak. As she walked, she scrutinized Xi Xiaoyan beside her. Xi Xiaoyan 
didn't pay any attention to her, he just looked straight ahead at the street. 


But in his heart, he misses the feeling of walking alongside a woman. 


OOOO 
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There was a light knocking outside the door. 


"Come in." The woman seemed to have expected it and immediately responded through the door. 


Xi Xiaoyan pushed open the door of the wing of the magistrate's residence and came in, holding a 
wooden plate with simple meals on it. 


He looked at the woman and saw that she had already changed into a dress, which was left behind by 
the magistrate's daughter. The dress was a bit narrow, making the woman's figure look fuller. 


When the woman saw him, she took the wooden plate without saying a word, sat down in front of him, 
picked up the bowl and chopsticks, and started to devour it. Xi Xiaoyan was still wearing the black 
"Thunder Fire Team" uniform with red edges, but he had taken off the armor on his shoulders and chest, 
and he didn't carry a knife. He sat next to the woman and watched her eating. Now when he looked 
closely, he realized that this woman's facial features were not really that similar to Huo Yaohua. It was 
just a brief feeling at that moment. 


The woman quickly ate most of the meal. She saw Xi Xiaoyan looking at her and wiping oil on his lips. 


"My name is Guixiang." 


Xi Xiaoyan felt seen through. He was indeed about to ask her name. 


Guixiang ate two more mouthfuls of rice, chewing as she said, "It's okay to tell you. It's not like my 
father changed the name anyway." She put down her chopsticks and took a sip from the bowl of water 
on the wooden tray. "| am a prostitute." 


Xi Xiaoyan was not too surprised. Just by looking at her courage in the face of the soldiers, he knew that 
she was not a girl from an ordinary family. 


"| want to say," Xi Xiaoyan hesitated for a while, but still had the courage to say, "I'm sorry." 
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Guixiang looked at Xi Xiaoyan with surprised eyes. Her eyes can't help but rest on his peculiar right arm. 
Xi Xiaoyan touched his long arm uncomfortably. 


"If you keep on doing this, you will die." Guixiang said without a care in the world and continued to drink 
water. 


"What are you saying?" 


"I've seen several men like you before." Guixiang smiled, "You have a conscience, but you've entered the 
underworld. No matter how capable they are, they won't last long. Because they go to the wrong place." 
The last sentence hit Xi Xiaoyan's heart like an arrow. 


He recalled what his Sect Master Yao Lianzhou had told him before he left Nanchang: 


"No matter what, no matter what means, win this battle beautifully. We must prove to the King of Ning 
that our Wudang Sect is not only strong in martial arts, but also capable of leading armies into battle, 
which is an important step in the revitalization of Wudang. I'm counting on you." 


"But no matter what, remember to protect yourself. We still have a future." 


Xi Xiaoyan believed in Yao Lianzhou's judgment. He is determined that no matter how difficult it is, he 
will persevere to complete the tasks entrusted by his master. He once left Wudang, which made him 
feel the responsibility of atonement. 


But he felt that he was getting further and further away from Xi Xiaoyan on Wudang Mountain... 


And now Guixiang's words reminded him again. 


Xi Xiaoyan just wanted to change the topic: "Just now... you didn't seem too scared..." 
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"I've seen all kinds of men, what's there to be afraid of?" Guixiang shrugged and said, "| know what they 
want in the end. I'm used to giving it to them. | think, that's good, I'll be more satisfied." With each of 
your soldiers, there may be fewer women in Nankang who will be violated.” 


"| didn't allow them..." 


"| know. But you can't stop them, right? Don't talk about things you can't do." Guixiang put down the 
bowl, picked up a wooden comb from the table, and combed her messy hair. She tilted her head, 
exposing one ear and pink neck, with an extremely sultry look. 


"Don't get me wrong. I'm not blaming you." While Guixiang was combing her hair, she looked at Xi 
Xiaoyan with a slight frown and said, "I'm not qualified to blame you either. 


| have no choice but to fall into the dirt and dust of the world. How many people in the world are really 
free?" 


Xi Xiaoyan said, "Yes, there are." 


Remembering the time when he left Wudang Mountain, he sighed and mumbled again, "| have tried." 


Guixiang looked closely at Xi Xiaoyan. She had been a prostitute for several years and had seen many 
people, and she could tell that Xi Xiaoyan was an honest man. She couldn't help but reach out her palm 
and press it against his cheek. 


"Then why don't you go back to that life?" Her warm hand stroked his face, "What is there for you 
here?" 


--Wudang. 


This is the biggest stumbling block in Xi Xiaoyan's heart. Ironically, the longer he stays, the more the 
word "Wudang" seems to become unreal to him. 
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Under Guixiang's touch, a tidal wave of memories came to Xi Xiaoyan. The figure he couldn't forget, the 
faint but deep-rooted scent of the two of them, the closeness they felt ...... 


They were wandering in the open world together, as if they were the only ones left in the world. 


These memories have made Xi Xiaoyan temporarily forget the boundaries of his mind. 


Guixiang's palm slid down Xi Xiaoyan's face and caressed his neck. The touch conveys a kind of heat that 
is hard for a man to resist. Xi Xiaoyan, however, reached out to grab her palm and moved it away. 


He stared into her eyes. 


"You don't have to do this." Xi Xiaoyan said softly, "| will keep you and your sisters. | don't need anything 
from you in exchange." 


Guixiang retracted her hand and looked at Xi Xiaoyan with surprise. It's not like Guixiang had never 
encountered such a situation before, and in the end, she realized that all those men were just trying to 
get her to give more, without exception. But she felt Xi Xiaoyan was different from them. 


Xi Xiaoyan stood up, opened the door and left, still pondering over Guixiang's words. 


Just before he stepped out of the door, Guixiang asked again from behind: 


"Is she a good woman?" Guixiang smiles. 


Once again, Xi Xiaoyan shook his head with a bitter smile. 


"No. She's just like you, she's a bit bad." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 188 Chapter 5: Flags and Dreams 


Three days later, the news of Xi Xiaoyan and Min 24's lightning bolt capture of Nankang and Jiujiang was 
sent back to the Ning Wang Mansion in Nanchang. 


Like the governor of Nankang, Wang Ying, the governor of Jiujiang, although he had already received the 
confidential fire card sent by Wang Shouren from Ji'an, ordering to hold on to resist the robbers, but as 
soon as he learned of the attack of 20,000 people from Chenhao's army, he was scared out of his wits, 
and then he received the news of Nankang's surrender, Wang Ying, together with many military and civil 
officials fled, and the people of Jiujiang had no one to direct their fight against the enemy, and they 
could only open the gates of their city wide to receive the Ning King's invasion. 


Zhu Chenhao knew that his army had attacked and occupied two provinces in a few days, and there was 
no response from the imperial army, so he was ecstatic and his previous doubts were swept away. With 
two new territories, a lot of food, horses, soldiers and ships, and the support of Nanchang, plus the fact 
that Li Shih-Shi had already sent people to investigate the Ji'an side, and Wang Shou-Ren did not show 
any sign of launching an army, Zhu Chen-Hao no longer had any hesitation, and decided to set out on an 
expedition, directly to Nanking. 


Before departure, Zhu Chenhao first arranged the defense of Nanchang, leaving more than 10,000 royal 
guards to guard the city. Zhu Gongxu, the king of Yichun who joined the rebellion, was in charge 
together with Chenhao's third and fourth sons. In addition. He also appointed the naval generals Xu 
Jiuning and Chen Xian as the governors of Jiujiang and Nankang, and led some local troops to provide 
support for Nanchang. The rest of Xixiaoyan's army, which was occupying Jiujiang, was ready to leave at 
any time to join the army. 


Everything is ready. The second day of July was the day of the expedition. 


Yao Lianzhou stood on the wooden platform built on the shore and looked at the scene of the Ganjiang 
River outside Nanchang City: under the sky covered with heavy clouds, various ships were parked 
densely, and the fluttering flags were connected one after another, extending to the front and rear of 
the river. The flag formation was so long that there was no end, as if the entire river had turned into a 
bustling city. 


Yao Lianzhou, who has lived in Wudang Mountain for a long time, has never seen such a spectacular 
artificial scenery in the past. Even as aloof as he is, he can't help but be shocked by it. 
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At this moment, Yao Lianzhou was once again wearing the dark-patterned cyan military uniform of 
"General Fengxiang", a bronze-inlaid silver battle armor that protected his shoulders, chest, abdomen, 
waist and hips, and a large aqua cape of the "Green Wings" , holding an exquisite war helmet decorated 
with phoenix wings in his hand, and wearing a "single-backed sword" on his waist. This dignified and 
majestic appearance is like two different persons from the previous headmaster who was dressed in a 
simple white robe. All the soldiers who saw him couldn't help but applaud secretly. 


Ye Chenyuan was still standing beside Yao Lian Zhou like a shadow. Even though it was the day of the 
expedition, he still refused to wear the armor that the royal master had prepared for him, still wearing a 
full black robe and carrying the "Sword of Leaving Fire", with his usual ice-cold demeanor. 


——Previously, a royal guard of honor asked Ye Chenyuan to wear armor according to etiquette. Ye 
Chenyuan answered him: "My eyes and legs are my armor. If you want me to wear something that 
blocks my vision and slows down my walking, you just want my life." 


Under Ye Chenyuan's ice-like eyes, the sergeant didn't dare to take another breath and hurriedly fled. 


Yao Lian Zhou looked at the sea of flags that stretched for dozens of miles, and for the first time, he 
recognized with his eyes how enormous the power of King Ning Zhu Chen Hao was. This is a completely 
different world from the one he lived in before. 


He had once collided head-on with the power of this other world and was utterly defeated. But he was 
still breathing. There was still the possibility of revenge. 


If only he could get his hands on this power. 


"Elder brother." Yao Lianzhou turned back, "Looking at this scenery, | have a special thing in mind." 


Ye Chenyuan raised his head to look at Yao Lianzhou and listened with all his heart. It was at this time 
that Ye Chenyuan's face became more human, showing his affection for Yao Lianzhou as a fellow 
disciple. 
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The two of them had never been this close in the past. To Ye Chenyuan, in the past, Yao Lianzhou was 
either the master who commanded everything, or the ultimate goal of his challenge. But after the 
destruction of Wudang and their reunion after a lot of turmoil, their love for each other has become 
stronger than ever. Especially after Ye Chenyuan lost his arm, he feels that his life is already incomplete, 
and he has put the rest of his life in Yao Lianzhou without any reservation. 


"What | miss are the women and children." Yao Linzhou said slowly. 


He was referring to the families of the Wudang sect that he had ordered to be sent to Yunluo Shelter to 
escape from the soldiers when Wudang Mountain was besieged by the forbidden army. 


Yao Lianzhou's gaze swept towards King Ning's naval fleet, "One day when we have gain this power, we 
will rebuild Wudang. But it can't be just you and me. At that time, we will need those children to 
continue the Wudang Sect." 


Ye Chenyuan saw the light in Yao Linzhou's eyes. He hadn't seen the Sect Master's emotions so high for 
a long time. After giving up the woman he loved and letting go of his past principles, Yao Lianzhou was 
still bitter and uneasy in his heart, even though he was well-dressed and well-fed, respected by 
everyone in Prince Ning's palace. 


But at the moment, looking at such a magnificent army, Yao Lianzhou seems to finally see the edge of 
his dream. 


"Ling Yuchuan has been out searching for the whereabouts of those family members." Ye Chenyuan 
said, "Although they have not been found yet, at least it is confirmed that they were not killed by the 


Forbidden Army. 


Ling Yuchuan, a disciple of the "Head Snake Path," spent a lot of money and effort to find someone to 
secretly copy the logbook of the forbidden army that marched to Wudang on that day, and made sure 
that there was no record of the capture or execution of any Wudang family members. 


"Yuchuan is still trying to find out." Ye Chenyuan added, "But now that there is a war, it is not 
convenient for him to do anything. Maybe he will have to wait for some time." 
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"We will definitely be able to go back." Yao Lianzhou said, looking at the Meiling Mountains in the 
northwest. 


"go back?" 


"Go back to Wudang Mountain." Yao Lianzhou said, holding his helmet tightly with his palms. 


"Yes." Ye Chenyuan replied. 


Yao Lian Zhou now looked at Ye Chenyuan again, sizing up his one-armed figure. 


"How's your sword practice going now?" 


Yao Lian Zhou was naturally referring to the new sword stance that Ye Chenyuan had painstakingly 
created after losing his left arm, combining the body-sacrifice Flying Strike with the subtle "Tai Chi" 
transformation force. 


Speaking of that sword, Ye Chenyuan's face quietly regained the arrogance of the former "Chief Warrior 
of Wudang". During these days, with Yao Lianzhou's help and advice, Ye Chenyuan did a lot of special 
training, and even used a rope to tie his body to jump out of a tall tree to pull out a sword, and gradually 
overcame the dizziness caused by concentrating on the use of "Tai Chi" in the midst of high-speed flying, 
and was able to fully utilize the entire move. 


However, even Ye Chenyuan himself is not sure of the power of the sword move named " Black Kite 
Strike" in a real battle. 


"This trick can only be used against masters." Ye Chenyuan replied to Yao Lianzhou. "But | can't find 
anyone to spar with. Not even you. 


Because | can't have any reservations about this move. 


If | don't succeed in creating a gap to pierce you, | will fly towards your blade myself. 
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Even a wooden sword is enough to distinguish between life and death - not to mention that a wooden 
sword cannot truly exercise the subtleties of the sword at the moment of confrontation. " 


So Ye Chenyuan still have to rely on the method of consciousness observation to practice this " Black 
Kite Strike ". However, even if he has won a thousand or ten thousand times in his mind, he still can't 
know whether the effect is the same in the physical world. 


Yao Lin Zhou listened and realized that he could not help Ye Chenyuan any more. He was not as 
physically disabled as Ye Chenyuan, and he only relied on his imagination and guesswork when he gave 
the instructions, and in the end, Ye Chenyuan could only complete the move by himself. 


"The war has begun." Yao Lianzhou pointed to the warships on the river. "Maybe you will have a chance 
to try the sword soon." 


At this moment, there are several warriors who are also wearing the aquamarine cloak of "Green Wings 
Team" approaching. 


"General, the time has come. His Majesty is about to board the ship." 


Yao Lianzhou nodded and led the people down to this high observation platform. 


They walked to the river bank and passed many palace guards until they reached a Zhangtou. There was 
a long speedboat moored there, all painted vermilion, with a gold plate engraved with dragon patterns 
on the bow. The captain's flag was hung high on the boat, which was intended to carry King Ning aboard 
the war ship. 


A grand altar was set up on the Zhang's head, decorated with thousands of yellow paper symbols and 
filled with wine and fruits. However, the sacrifice placed in the center of the altar was not an animal, but 
a living person. 


The man was dressed in white, his hands and feet bound like a pig waiting to be slaughtered, and his 
mouth was stuffed with cloth. He stared with angry eyes and could only squirm and struggle hopelessly. 
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This man was Wang Yifang, the former magistrate of Ruizhou, Jiangxi. When King Ning announced the 
army, he unfortunately happened to be in Nanchang on official business and was immediately captured 
and imprisoned. He was still unwilling to submit and surrender. Zhu Chenhao decided to use him instead 
of an animal to sacrifice to heaven and go on the expedition. 


King Ning's favorite magician Li natural wearing a Taoist robe, is around the altar can not stop dancing 
and spinning, reciting words in his mouth. Yao Lianzhou looked at him and couldn't help but laugh. 


At this time, Zhu Chenhao and a large number of people arrived in carriages and horses. Protected by 
Wei Dongliu and numerous "Tieshan Team" guards wearing khaki cloaks, Prince Ning's carriage slowly 
stopped in front of the port. Following him were Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng, Li Junyuan and other civil 
servants and military advisors; the prince's clan member Zhu Gongtuan; Wu Jihong, Ling Shiyi, Feng Shiqi 
and other military generals, forming a prosperous lineup. 


Zhu Chenhao stepped down from the carriage, followed by his beloved concubine Lou and the prince. 
Looking at the huge array of boats on the Gan River, Zhu Chenhao felt his blood boil, and his already 
strong body seemed to stand taller. 


——For many years, | have been waiting for today. 


Concubine Lou next to him looked pale and nervously grabbed the maid's sleeves. She looked at the 
other end of the altar and saw today's "sacrifice". Her face was even more pale, as if she was going to 
faint at any moment. 


"Your Majesty..." 


When Zhu Chenhao heard Concubine Lou's voice, his excited expression immediately changed. 


"This is my lifelong ambition. 


Don't ruin my mood." 


Concubine Lou could only sigh softly. Concubine Lou has not agreed with Prince Ning's ambitions for 
many years. She has tried to persuade him many times, but she has never been able to stop him from 
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reaching this point. She knew it was too late, but she still couldn't bear to see Prince Ning sacrificing a 
living person. 


When Zhu Chenhao saw Yao Lianzhou and others saluting at the pier, he became happy again and 
stepped forward to hold Yao Lianzhou's hand cordially. 


Wu Jihong from behind saw it and was secretly angry. 


On such an important day, Shang Chengyu was absent, giving Yao Lianzhou the favor and trust of the 
King of Ning, which made Wu Jihong quite worried. 


--Although Shang said that he had a temporary cooperation agreement with Yao Lianzhou, Wu Jihong 
did not trust him. The hatred of being forced to escape from Wudang Mountain in the past is not easily 
dispelled. 


Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng didn't mind Yao Lianzhou's favor too much, and were just watching silently 
from behind. From the Wudang faction's fight against the forbidden army, they judged that Yao 
Lianzhou is just a paranoid martial artist who is determined to revenge himself on the imperial court, 
and will not threaten their position in front of the King of Ning, and is far less scary than that Shang 
Chengyu, and can be utilized to check and balance Shang Chengyu. 


What's more, what Li and Liu are most worried about is definitely not anyone in Prince Ning's palace, 
but that guy far away in Ji'an. 


——No matter what, the most important thing is to capture Nanjing. If we can't win this battle, there's 
no need to say anything. 


The two of them have little wisdom, but they were frustrated in their official careers and resented it. If 
they can eventually become the emperor's masters, the founding fathers of the dynasty, and their 
names will be remembered in history, then they will achieve a dream that is more important than power 
and wealth. 
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The winner is the king and the loser is the bandit. Whether he is a hero or a traitor in the history of the 
dynasty, the outcome determines everything. 


Zhu Chenhao took Yao Lianzhou's hand and walked to the altar, followed closely by the princess, prince, 
clan, ministers and others, behind the King of Ning. 


At this time, Li Ziran took a large stack of paper talismans, lit them on the incense candles on the altar, 
drew a few symbols on his chest, read a scripture, and threw the burning paper talismans into the air, 
like fire raining down from the sky. 


Li Ziran picked up a cup of rice wine, stepped forward and handed it to Zhu Chenhao respectfully. Prince 
Ning nodded and took it. 


--it's time. 


Zhu Chenhao raised his wine glass toward the dark sky, and then poured the wine three times on the 
ground in front of him to show his respect for heaven, earth and ancestors. 


Li Ziran nodded to Wei Dongliu who was standing next to the altar. 


Originally, Wei Dongliu had a dull and expressionless face, but now his red and black pupils flashed 
slightly. He was entrusted by Shang Chengyu to act as the commander of the personal guards, however, 
Wei Dongliu did not join the Prince of Ning's residence to guard anyone. The royal army has been 
inactive for a long time, Wei Dongliu's swords have not been stained with blood for a long time, and he 
has long felt impatient following Zhu Chenhao in and out of the palace, but now even though the one in 
front of him is just a "sacrifice" that is tightly bound and cannot be resisted, a wave of excitement still 
rises in Wei Dongliu's heart. 


Wang Yifang's face flushed red, his eyes glaring at the snake-shaped sword that Wei Dongliu had quickly 
unsheathed and was approaching him, his gagged mouth emitted an animal-like mute cry. 


Concubine Lou couldn't bear to turn her head away. 
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A scream was muffled in the throat. Then came the terrifying sound of more metal parts being cut apart. 
Hot blood flowed onto the wooden platform of the altar. 


Facing this cruel scene, Zhu Chenhao stared straight at it without moving. 


For victory, for the dream of the throne, he is willing to pay any price, including humanity. 


Yao Lianzhou drew his "single-backed sword" at his waist, and the sound of its sheath echoed along the 
riverbank. Everyone watched the slightly curved blade of his sword pointing straight up to the sky. 


"First we'll settle Nanking, then we'll take the world." 


The sound of Yao Lianzhou's slogan was so powerful that it shocked the ears of every general and 
soldier. 


He half-kneeled down, changed his grip from a single-backed sword to an inverted one, and with his 
head hanging down, awarded the hilt to Zhu Chenhao. 


Looking at this divine sword that had once looked down upon the martial arts world and defeated the 
Huashan School, Zhu Chenhao was even more energized, nodding his head and accepting the sword, he 
also raised it towards the sky and shouted to the generals in a majestic voice: 


"Take the world! 


A hundred responses were made, and the infections continued to spread to the soldiers on board the 
ship further away. 


"Take the world! Take the world! Take the world!" 


3029 


Sixty thousand soldiers, outside Nanchang, joined together and kept on cheering, the wave-like sound of 
the people shook the mountains and rivers. Zhu Chenhao returned his sword to Yao Lianzhou and went 
to board the ship amidst the incessant cheers. 


Yao Lianzhou followed the prince, returning the "single-backed sword" to its sheath while looking at the 
countless soldiers who were inspired by him and were wild with excitement. 


--This army will belong to me one day. 


Wei Dongliu wiped the snake sword clean with his khaki cloak, put it back into its sheath, wiped the 
human blood splattered on his body, showed a slightly satisfied expression, and followed Concubine Lou 
and the Crown Prince to the speedboat. The strong smell of blood on his body made people afraid to 
approach him. 


A group of Li Ziran's assistant surgeons threw Wang Yifang's head and stumps one by one into the river 
to feed the fish. There are more clouds gathering at this time. There was a faint thunder in the distance. 


Zhu Chenhao's land and water army set out in such a chilling atmosphere and was about to turn the 
world upside down. 


3030 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 189 Chapter 6: The Female Fury 


"Did you see that woman?" 


The leader who was responsible for directing the crowd waved his riding crop, spraying droplets and 
shouting. His eyes were full of desire, excitement and anticipation. 


The eleven men who followed him scattered among the houses in the village, like a group of wild beasts 
hunting prey. Three of them held sharp spears in their hands, and the rest and the leader wore swords 
of various sizes on their waists. However, they were too lazy to pull out their swords, they just pressed 
the swinging sheaths and laughed as they walked down the alleyways. 


They didn't even wear armor, they all stayed in the military camp in Jiujiang City. There is no need at all: 
with the backing of the 20,000 King Ning's army occupying Jiujiang, no one here dares to resist. 


Wherever they passed, the doors of the houses were closed, and there was not a single villager in sight. 


"Look for her quickly! It's getting dark!" the leader shouted. On the row of roofs in front, the blazing 
sunset light shone through 


There is no time to return to the military camp today, he thought to himself. | will definitely find a place 
to spend the night in this Cheng’an village. 


Because of this, it is even more necessary to find some entertainment during the long night. 


——Damn it, that woman in red was clearly passing in front of me, how could she be walking so fast? .... 


A total of fourteen King Ning's rebel soldiers came to Cheng'an Town to "recruit food". In addition to the 
twelve people here, two other comrades remained in the center of the village, guarding the horses and 
several large bags of looted property. food. They said it was "requisitioning food", but in fact they 
grabbed everything. Moreover, they did not receive any military orders, they just left the formation 
privately to carry out activities. 
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Not long after Ning Wang's army entered Jiujiang, an order came from Nanchang, naming general Xu 
Jiuning as the prefect of Jiujiang. He also ordered the original officials left in the city to resume their 
duties, which meant that Jiujiang Prefecture was officially recognized as Prince Ning's territory, to 
stabilize the people's confidence and to serve as an aid for the attack on Nanjing. Once this order was 
issued, the generals of the occupying army were no longer allowed to loot and burn in Jiujiang. 


These Ning royal guards were originally made up of bandits and rogues, and they joined the war for the 
sake of gold, silver, and women, so it was hard for them to stop their thieving nature. Many soldiers in 
Jiujiang City took advantage of the main army has not yet arrived, secretly and privately left the camp, 
to go to the nearby villages and towns of all sizes to show off their animal desires. This team that came 
to Cheng'an village to scavenge is one of them. 


Cheng'an village has been robbed once by another team the day before yesterday, this team came again 
today, they can only pick up the rest, and they did not get much after half a day of searching. When the 
leader was frustrated, he suddenly saw a petite figure in red flashing by in the alley on the west side of 
the village, and without thinking, he led his men to chase after him. 


--It must be the girl who hid the day before when the other team came to rob the village! So there's 
something good hidden! 


As the leader ran, his desire surged through his body. I'm not going to be able to scrape up much in the 
way of gold, silver, or food, but if | can get my hands on a boudoir girl, I'll be able to make this trip 
worthwhile....... 


"Here!" one of the soldiers shouted, and everyone hurriedly gathered over. 


It was in front of a row of huts on the edge of the village, with a small river on one side and chest-high 
embankments and bamboo fences built along the river, like a short dead-end alley. The girl in red stood 
at the deepest end of the alley. To her left was a small house with a closed wooden door. Behind her 
and to her right were rivers and fences. Unless she climbed over the bamboo fence and jumped into the 
river, there was no way out. 


The girl was panting and seemed to be in a panic, her hair falling down to cover her face. Twelve 
sergeants crowded into the alley, vying to see the girl first. 
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The girl finally raised her head and brushed away her messy hair. 


The soldiers were stunned at first, and then their expressions turned into rage, and their originally 
strong desires dissipated instantly. 


They saw that the "girl" had a very rough face, a sparse mustache had grown above her lips, and she had 
a grinning mouth with missing teeth. She was basically an ugly country boy, but she was short and thin 
and wore bright red women's clothes. , so that the soldiers mistakenly thought it was a woman. 


The young man actually smiled at them. 


"Are you kidding us?" The soldier leader's face turned dark, and he pointed his riding crop at the young 
man, and the eleven of them also cursed viciously. 


"Chop this brat's belly open and see if he can still laugh?" 


They stepped forward step by step. 


--No one realized that they were in danger. 


The wooden door of one of the huts along the alley opened gently through a crack. Only one of the 
soldiers, standing nearest to it, saw it. 


Before he could utter a word, a black figure flashed through the door and swept past him. 


A fountain of blood erupted from the soldier's throat. 


All the soldiers were stunned by the sudden change, and all of them looked at their comrade who was 
spurting hot blood. The black figure swiftly swept again, and the short dagger that slit the soldier's 
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throat was ruthlessly plunged into the chest of another soldier carrying a spear gun, right down to the 
hilt, so that the soldier couldn't even raise his spear slightly to resist. 


The strange black figure, with a long blade of light, rolled towards the soldiers behind. 


A rebel soldier had just put his hand on the handle of the knife at his waist, but felt a hot feeling coming 
from the inside of his right thigh, and then his whole body collapsed uncontrollably. 


The other man had already pulled half of the sword out of its sheath, but the other man's blade with a 
bloody tail flew upwards diagonally and dodged under his right armpit. The tendons were broken, and 
his entire right arm seemed to be made of wood in an instant. 


It was too heavy to move, and the remaining half of the blade could no longer be pulled out. 


The third rebel soldier successfully pulled out his single sword, but before he could make any 
counterattack, he heard a terrible sound of breaking wind hitting his head from above. He instinctively 
moved his sword upward to block it, and he closed his eyes and turned away to dodge. 


There was a violent clash of metal. A pressure beyond his ability to withstand. Every joint in his right arm 
surrendered one after another. The back of the soldier's own saber slammed into his face. Flesh and 
bone cracked, and he fainted on the spot. 


Such fierce oppressive power, as well as the weird speed of killing five people in a row, the two can 
coexist. In the eyes of the seven soldiers still standing, this exceeded their imagination of force. 


Only then did the black figure stop, blocking the only exit of the alleyway. 


Huo Yaohua, who has short hair, hangs a bleeding saber in one hand, and her posture is extremely 
dangerous and beautiful. 


But her expression was not like her old self. She no longer showed the excitement of killing enemies. 
Instead, she showed restraint and calmness. 
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Because today she killed, no longer to satisfy herself. 


The remaining seven rebels of the Ning royal family have all put their blades in their hands. After all, 
they had all been sabers and bloodshedders in the past, and now that they had suddenly fallen into a 
death trap, their survival instincts kicked in, and they gritted their teeth as they rushed towards Huo 
Yaohua. 


However, just as they started, arrows shot out from the windows of the neighboring houses! 


With such a close distance and such a dense target, it was more difficult to miss than to hit. There were 
screams of pain and suffering. 


After the first round of arrows from the men inside the house, five more men appeared on the roof and 
fired a second round of arrows downwards. In the unfavorable narrowness of the low place, the seven 
men had no place to hide. 


One of the rebel soldiers, with two arrows in his body, howled and rushed towards Huo Yihua. Even 
though he was in good health, he was no match for Huo Yao Hua, who only sent out a saber casually, 
and the soldier's face was split open! 


The ambushers in the house and on the roof fired another round of arrows, and the only ones still 
standing in the alleyway were the leader and two of his men, each of whom had two or three arrows 
sticking out of their bodies, and one of them was wounded in the arm, and his saber had fallen off. 


The door of the row of houses opened and seven men stepped out together, each holding a saber, axe 
and sharpened bamboo spear. 


The eyes of the three of them were filled with despair. In fact, even if they had to face only Huo Yuhua, 
they would surely die. The leader was thinking of how to beg for mercy. 


"Aren't you looking for a woman? Now you have found one." 
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If it were the old Huo Yohua, she would have taken advantage of her victory to make such a mockery. 
But today she was different. Huo Yao Hua did not make a sound or even look at the three men. She was 
sure that her companions would be able to take care of these remaining opponents, and without 
waiting a moment longer, she turned around and rushed to the center of the village, taking advantage 
of the fact that the last two rebel soldiers left there had not yet been alerted to the fact that they would 
be taken care of as well. 


Her pace was amazingly fast, yet light and silent! 


This is the lightness of step that she had learned from the chief of the Wudang sect, the Brown Snake of 
the First Snake Path. As her companions watched, they knew that the two men did not stand a chance. 


They gathered up the weapons left behind by their enemies and hung them on their horses, ready to go. 


After the villagers of Cheng An Village retrieved the looted food, they were busy digging a hole in the 
open space on the south side of the village to bury the 14 corpses before it was dark. 


"You don't have to worry, as long as you clean up the traces of the fight, you'll be fine. We know that 
these robbers came out secretly to rob, not under military orders, no one knew where they were going, 
and naturally we don't know where they disappeared to." 


The one who spoke was the ugly boy who was dressed as a woman before, but now he had already 
changed back into his male clothes and tied up his hair. Although he was only fifteen years old and had 
the appearance of a peasant, he spoke in an extremely calm and mature tone that was easily convincing, 
just like a military leader. 


This young man's name is Du San, and he is one of the informants who are responsible for collecting and 
delivering news for the governor of Jiangxi, Mr. Sun Sui, in the area of Jiujiang Prefecture. At the 
beginning, in order to fight against Zhu Chenhao's rebellion at any time, Mr. Sun secretly set up this 
network in the northern part of Jiangxi Province, of which Jiujiang is a major town, and has set up its 
own branches, using people from all sorts of religions, from the nine streams and from the rivers and 
lakes and from the towns, although not many in number, but many of them are loyal and trustworthy 
because of the kindness of Mr. Sun and joined in the past, and after Sun Sui'’s murder, they have sworn 
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an oath of disassociation with the Ning King's House, and they are fully co-operating with the volunteer 
army of Wang Shouren. 


When Huo Yihua and ten elite militiamen from Ji'an Prefecture arrived at Jiujiang Prefecture, Du San was 
the one who took over. Initially, she had her doubts about this boy, but after a lot of action, she was 
convinced of his ability. 


After coming to the northern part of Jiangxi, Huo Yaohua has been carrying out the work entrusted by 
Wang Shouren, cleverly spreading false military information everywhere to help restrain Zhu Chenhao 
from sending out his troops, and at the same time, she also probes into the reality of the Ning King's 
military strongholds and the status of the troops stationed there, and reports it to Lord Wang, who is 
still in the south in Jiujiang Prefecture. 


In the past few days, when the robbers and soldiers in Jiujiang City started to loot privately, Huo Yaohua 
thought of ambushing them. 


"Those who have the guts to act outside the group are definitely the braver ones in the other camp. Huo 
convinced Du San to say so. "Moreover, in order to move around easily, they all ride horses. Though 
their numbers are small, one more of these enemies can be eliminated, and one less horse is one more. 
Moreover, when the other side realizes that people are gradually disappearing, the people in the camp 
will begin to be suspicious and afraid. This is all favorable for the coming war." 


Du San carefully weighed the risks and agreed to Huo Yaohua's request. Yesterday they launched their 
first ambush, targeting an enemy group of only six men and intercepting them outside Deyuan Village, 
west of Jiujiang City. The reason for choosing such a small number of enemies was that Du San did not 
know the strength of Huo Yaohua. As a result, Huo Yaohua killed all six soldiers instantly with one 
person. That overwhelming force stunned Du San, his two line-eye companions, and even the Ji'an 
Prefecture militiamen who followed Huo Yaohua. Today, the ambush was repeated and the targets were 
doubled. The result was still as easy as before. 


At this time, Du San finished giving instructions to the villagers and returned to his companions to help 
tidy up the horses and prepare to leave Cheng'an Village at night. 


Huo Yaohua happened to be standing next to the horse, carefully cleaning the saber Hu Linglan gave 
her. The weight of this knife was far inferior to the large saw blade she was used to, but now it was just 
right for concealment and quick action. Although it looks a bit old, the blade that is modeled after a 
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Japanese sword is very solid. It is indeed a real battlefield knife and can withstand Huo Yaohua's fierce 
strength. 


Du San looked at her spatula and was very interested in this beautiful big sister. She is one of those 
legendary martial arts masters, right? Du San, who has been living on the streets since he was a child, 
has always admired the warriors rumored in the alleys. Now there was a living person standing in front 
of him. And it was more shocking than he imagined. 


If this continues, we may be able to deal with more than a hundred people in a few days, and then how 
to collect the horses will be the most troublesome. 


"Is there still no news about them?" Huo Yaohua wiped the blade of the knife with a cloth and asked. 


She was asking Du San. She didn't have to see him to feel that he was looking at her. 


Du San shook his head. Of course he knew that the "they" she was referring to were the Six Swords of 
Broken Door. 


"Those people are constantly moving, even if they occasionally contact my companions, it is difficult to 
know where they are." Du San replied, "We only know where they are. Du San replied, "We are only 
sure that they are no longer in the area west of Nanchang. But how close they are to here, | can't say. . 
They move so frequently, either as a precaution or..." 


"Or what?" Huo Yaohua put her saber back into its sheath and asked anxiously. 


ore It's because they realized that they've been targeted by some people, so they want to get rid of it." 


Huo Yaohua's brows furrowed as she listened. She came north, mainly to support Jing Li, but she was 
unable to meet up with them, and could not get in touch with them, and did not even know where they 
were at the moment, and had long since left each time a message arrived. If the Six Swords were really 
in danger, Huo Yaohua would have no way to rescue them. 
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Fearing that the villagers might overhear their conversation, Du San said no more, and they left the 
village with their horses in tow. The sun was setting on their right, and the road ahead was dark. 


They did not ride their horses because, with the exception of Huo Yaohua, none of them had the skill to 
carry a torch and ride away from obstacles at the same time, and in the darkness of the night both horse 
and man could easily be injured. 


At the front were Du San and two companions much older than him, both of whom were in charge of 
intelligence and information, and who had also taken up bows and arrows to help in the battle. They 
knew the terrain and roads like the back of their hands, and could recognize the paths they were 
traveling even in the dim light of the moon. Huo Yaohua and eleven others followed closely behind, with 
only one lantern between them to minimize the risk of being discovered, and even if they were seen 
from a distance, the other side would think that there were only three or two travelers, and would not 
be so easily suspected. 


They were on the point of sending their horses and arms to some stronghold for storage, where they 
would be transferred to the volunteers to be re-stocked. Compared with the Wuning area to the west of 
Nanchang, Jiujiang is not the base of the Ning King to the east, and Sun Sui's informants are more active 
here, so they don't have to slaughter the horses as the Six Swords of Broken Door did. 


After the ambush of the six King's soldiers yesterday, Du San and the other three informants split up 
with Huo Yaohua and the other eleven and did not bring them along to deliver the horses and blades, 
but now they are taking the initiative to bring them along. Huo Yihua sensed that Du San trusted her 
more, after all, they had killed enemies together. 


After walking for nearly two hours, it is already late at night, and the militia followers are hungry and 
tired, but they still endure without uttering a word. Compared to following Wang Shouren in 
suppressing bandits in southern Jiangxi and climbing and climbing through dangerous mountains and 
rivers, this journey was much easier. 


Finally they saw a light emanating from the wilderness ahead. Du San hurriedly walked towards the light 
source. 


When they arrived at the open space, Huo Yaohua saw clearly that it was a camp. Three small tents 
were set up with various supplies. There was a fire in the center, with four or five people surrounding it, 
illuminated by the firelight, not knowing what they were doing. 
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There were several bamboo cages piled next to the camp tent. At first, Huo Yaohua thought they were 
live chickens and ducks used as food. 


As they got closer, she realized that what was inside was a homing pigeon. 


Seeing Du San arrive, the people in front of the fire all stepped forward to greet him. They seemed very 
familiar with each other, and they were obviously friends they had known for a long time. They were a 
little surprised when they found Du San arriving with more than a dozen horses and many swords and 
guns. 


"Boy, why did you steal so many?... 


"It's not me. It's her." Du San smiled and pointed to Huo Yaohua. 


The man who asked Du San looked at Huo Yaohua. He was in his early to mid-fifties, and the firelight 
reflected off his worn and solid face. Huo Yihua knew at first glance that he was a gangster - after all, she 
had been one of them in the past. 


The man took a look at Huo Yohua, and as soon as his eyes swept over the saber on her waist, he 
immediately revealed a dazed expression. 


——She is a woman who cannot be messed with. 


The man patted the horse and instructed everyone to tie the horse to the side of the camp. Then he 
looked at Huo Yaohua and said, "The people sent by Mr. Wang are indeed not ordinary people." 


When she heard the word "all", Huo Yaohua raised her eyebrows. 


"Have you seen Jing Li and the others?" 
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The man shook his head, "No, | have not. But from the intelligence we received from the other side, we 
know that they've done some great things in the past eight to ten days, and that almost two hundred 
robbers have died at their hands." 


Huo Yaohua nodded. She knew what the Six Swords of Broken Door were capable of, but was worried 
that they were too conspicuous. 


The man did not introduce himself, and Huo Yaohua did not take the initiative to ask his name. She 
understood very well that when the other party did such a thing, he tried not to leave any traces. This 
camp also looks like it can be moved at any time. Apparently they change the location of their 
stronghold every day. 


Huo Yaohua saw three of them returning to the fire and continuing to work hard. She looked carefully 
and saw several letters spread out in front of each person. They wrote what they read in the letters on 
small pieces of paper with small bamboo sticks dipped in ink. One of them finished writing, carefully 
rolled up the piece of paper, and stuffed it into a small copper tube that was thinner than his little 
finger. 


"These are military information to be conveyed to Mr. Wang." The man explained: "The carrier pigeon 
will be sent out at dawn." 


"What's going on?" Huo Yaohua looked directly at the man and asked. This person is obviously the 
leader of this stronghold, and she knows that Du San must have a special reason for bringing them here. 


"First, | want to take a look at you." The leader said, looking at the ten militia members. 


"You saw. What next?" 


"| have one thing to ask of you." After the leader finished speaking, he thought about it again before 
speaking with Pan. "We need people to bring a group of homing pigeons to Jiujiang. But pigeons are 
different from others. They are difficult to hide and disguise, and they are easy to be suspected when 
the enemy searches for them. So we have to break in if necessary. We need capable people." 
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"Is this important to defeating the enemy?" 


"Important." The leader nodded. 


"That's okay. Let's go." Huo Yaohua agreed immediately. 


"| have to say first, this matter is quite dangerous——" 


"| said, let's go." Huo Yaohua's firm tone and eyes made the leader stop what he was about to say. 


"Du San is right." He smiled slightly. "Then you guys have a good rest. We'll set out tomorrow morning 
after dismantling the tents. | still have to finish these things." 


The man then sat back down on the rock and wrote the same small pieces of paper as his companion. 


Huo Yao Hua hung her head and looked around. The man's fingers were holding the bamboo stick very 
steadily, and he was writing the small characters onto the inch-wide piece of paper, stroke by stroke. 
She couldn't help but admire him. 


"This guy's name is really hard to write," one of the men writing on the piece of paper grumbled, "Xi 
Xiaoyan, there are so many strokes, can't you replace it with the 'rock' of the stone?" (Note: Xi Xiaoyan 
is actually Xi Xiaoyan.) 


"What did you say?" 


Huo Yaohua's surprised cry made everyone in the camp look over. 


"Who are you talking about? Xi...Xi..." 
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"Xi Xiaoyan." The leader replied, "He is the general of the bandit army who attacked Nankang Province 
and Jiujiang Province consecutively. He has the title of "General of the Divine Monkey". Don't you 
knowe" 


Du San on the other end smiled and interrupted: "| heard the thieves call him 'General Strange Hands'. 


When Huo Yaohua heard this nickname, she was even more sure that it was not wrong. 


She lost her original calmness and composure, as if she had been struck by a cold, her whole body 
trembled, and even the saber on her waist rattled. 


"What's going on? Du San came forward to ask. 


Huo Yaohua held out her palms in agitation, signaling him not to come closer. She crouched down with 
her arms wrapped around her, her whole body shrinking into a ball, but she still couldn't stop the 
intense trembling. 


Everyone could only keep looking at her. 


Only after a long time did Huo Yao Hua gradually recover. She stood up straight and stared at the fire, as 
if desperately thinking. 


Then she looked at the leader again. 


"If | want to write a letter to General Xi in Jiujiang City, can you deliver it to him?" Huo Yaohua's eyes 
were full of firm hope. "Don't pass by his men. Only give it to him." 


The man looked at her for a while before replying: "It's a little difficult and a little risky. But it can be 
done." Du San and other linemen all stared at Huo Yaohua with suspicious eyes. 


"The question is..." the leader continued, "Why should | do this for you?" 
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"I'll bring the carrier pigeon back for you." Huo Yaohua replied, "You deliver the message for me." 


The leader and his companion looked at each other. He thought for a moment longer. 


"We need to see what's written in your letter first," he said. "We'll check it carefully inside and out. And 
we Can only use our paper and pen." 


"Believe me." Huo Yaohua said, looking directly at the leader, her eyes extremely clear, reflecting the 
flames in the dark night. 


The leader recalled Huo Yaohua's shocked look when she heard Xi Xiaoyan. 


——lf she was acting just now and | couldn't tell, then | would have died many times when | was in the 
underworld many years ago. 


——Anyway, let’s take a look at what she wrote in this letter. 


"Give her the paper, pen and ink." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 190 Chapter 7: A Change in Situation 


The morning sun shines into the hall through the leaves blown by the summer wind. The birds on the 
trees outside the window chirped lively like conversation. There was a moist earthy smell in the air. 
Everything feels alive. But the people sitting in the hall were not in the mood to appreciate and feel this 
breath of life. 


On the contrary, the big table in the center of the room was filled with books and letters, chess pieces 
and maps used for military deductions, and pieces of information newspapers from various places... 
Everything had only one purpose: 


Use the most effective method to subdue or kill the most enemies. A "game" called war. 


Wang Shouren didn't really want to play this game. But he didn't want to lose even more. 


He looked at the small pieces of paper spread out in front of him, which were densely written with tiny 
characters. Each piece of paper was tied to the foot of a carrier pigeon and sent from hundreds of miles 
away to inform him about the progress of the rebels and the strength of the garrisons in various places. 


Wang Shouren knew that in order to deliver these pieces of paper, the group of informants who were 
originally working for Sun Sui had risked a lot. In his heart, he once again thanked and admired Lord Sun. 


Sitting at the table with Wang Shouren were Wu Wending and several rebel commanders and staff from 
Ji'an Prefecture. In addition, sitting next to Wang Shouren was an old man dressed in Confucian robes. 
He appeared to be over sixty years old, but he was very tall and majestic in appearance. From his 
demeanor, it was clear that he was not an ordinary person. 


This person's name is Liu Xun. He once served as an inspector in Fujian and retired to Ji'an City in recent 
years. During his thirty years as an official, Liu Xun was very talented and famous for his bravery. Like 
Wang Shouren, he also survived the storm of persecution by the eunuch Liu Jin. As soon as Wang 
Shouren arrived in Ji'an Prefecture, he ordered the prefect Wu Wending to send people to find local 
talented and loyal people to help King Qin quell the rebellion. When he learned that Liu Xun was here, 
he immediately personally invited him to serve as a military advisor. 
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— —One of the major troubles Wang Shouren faced when gathering troops to serve the king was the 
lack of capable people to share the work of leading the rebel army. Because the original officials and 
talents from various parts of Jiangxi were either bribed or killed by Prince Ning's palace, Wang Shouren 
could only rely on local search, recruitment and promotion. 


Wu Wending looked at the maps on the table, his thick eyebrows frowning like a line. 


"Wangdutang, aren't we sending out troops yet?" he asked through gritted teeth, his eyes burning with 
anxiety. 


Wang Shouren and others had already known the news that Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao's main army had 
dispatched and left Nanchang. Now three days have passed, but the rebels have not yet set off. 


Wang Shouren didn't look away from the pieces of paper, he just shook his head. 


"Our army has not yet been fully assembled and ready. If we attack immediately, our strength may not 
be half that of the bandit army." He picked up one of the pieces of paper between his fingers and said. 
What was recorded on the piece of paper was the observation information of the rebels' strength. Wang 
Shouren relied on combining the information from many different sources to make an overall estimate 
of the rebels’ strength. "We must be patient at this time." 


"If the rebels take Nanking, it will be too late to do anything about it," said Wu Wending, slapping the 
table. "Nankang and Jiujiang have surrendered without a fight, and I'm afraid the rebels will reach 
Nanking in two or three days." 


"I've notified all the prefectures to defend the city against the bandits." Wang Shouren said, "There is 
Governor Zhang in Angqing, he is different. | know him." Naturally, he was talking about Zhang Wenjin. 


Angqing holds the key point of Poyang Lake exiting the river and moving eastward along the river, which 
will be a major barrier to prevent Zhu Chenhao from attacking Nanjing. 


"The bandit army is said to be one hundred thousand, but the actual number is at least sixty or seventy 
thousand!" Wu Wending shook his head and said. 


3046 


"Can Anqing really withstand this? Since your Excellency said that the prefect of Anqing is brave and 
good at fighting, we should set out as soon as possible to help in the battle and attack from both front 
and rear." 


At this moment, the old man, Liu Xun, spoke up, "Lord Wu seems to have forgotten that the bandits still 
have a garrison in Nanchang, and | believe that they have collected a lot of new recruits in Nankang and 
Jiujiang. In case we venture to pursue the main force of the bandits, the defenders of these three places 
will march in at the same time and attack from behind, and then we are afraid that we will be caught in 
the crossfire. 


Wu Wending was speechless after hearing what this senior said. 


Wang Shouren nodded, "Shitai, | am as anxious as you are. However, since we are concerned about the 
safety of the people, we must not be overwhelmed by the heat of the moment. Building up our military 
strength is the basis for using military force, so we should not act in anger." 


During this period, Wang Shouren tried his best to collect available soldiers, including ordering from the 
middle and south of Jiangxi and Lingnan to select the best welded men to form a volunteer army, and in 
order to prepare for the water war, he ordered to mobilize 10,000 Fujian Haicang sailors. The strength 
of the volunteers was gathering from all directions and had gradually accumulated to a strength that 
could fight against Zhu Chenhao's rebels. 


But it is not enough yet. It will take some more time. 


"It will take about ten days." Wang Shouren said. "We have enough capital to fight the bandit army 
decisively. If we rush in and waste our troops before then, all the previous efforts and sacrifices will be 
in vain. We will not have another chance." 


When Wu Wending heard the word "ten days", he grabbed the table with his fingers, his nails dug white 
pits on the table, and his upper and lower teeth gritted. If the troops are sent out after ten days, then 
calculating the time required for the march, it will take ten days or even twenty days before they 
actually enter the battlefield. Such a long wait made Wu Wending so anxious that he wanted to scratch 
the big table to pieces. 
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"Can Anqing and Nanjing be defended for so long?" 


"We can only trust them," Wang Shouren replied. "There is no better choice. In war, there are many 
things that are not up to us. What we can do is to decide on the one that has a better chance of victory 
among the limited choices." 


"In retrospect, we are already very lucky." Liu Xun added, "We managed to keep the bandits at bay for 
so long, otherwise they might have already reached Nanking." 


--In addition to Wang Shouren's false intelligence strategy, the Six Swords of the Broken Door's many 
successful ambushes in Nanchang Province made the King of Ning suspect that imperial troops were 
coming at any time, which was also a very effective tactic of suspicion. Without them, the situation of 
the rebels would have been much more difficult today. 


"If ee "Wu Wending calmed down a little. "What if ...... Nanking really falls?" Wang Shouren and Liu 
Xun looked at each other. They hadn't discussed this matter before, but from this look, they both knew 
that the other was thinking the same thing as they were. 


"Then we will have to prepare for a bigger war." Liu Xun said with a faint sadness and compassion in his 
eyes. 


Wang Shouren pulled the map from the table and spread it out to the top. 


"It's useless to worry about a situation that hasn't happened yet." he said, scanning the audience. He 
scanned everyone in the room and said, "If you have this kind of time, why don't you make the best 
preparations for the things you are going to do? 


He tapped the map of Nanchang. 


"Don't forget, there are people out there who are already fighting." 


OOOO 
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Guixiang still could not sleep. 


There was no light in the room. But the prostitute Guixiang had always been used to moving around at 
night, and she was able to recognize things in the dark room only by the light of the lanterns that came 
from the far side of the window. She opened her eyes and looked at the four brothel sisters who slept 

together in the large room. They were all as quiet as sheep. 


Only Guixiang could not sleep this night. Tomorrow she would finally be free. But Guixiang knows very 
well that the world will always betray you the moment you feel it has gone well. The person you thought 
was the most trustworthy benefactor would be the one who cheated you out of your savings. 


She looked at the empty bed in the corner of the room. That man has not yet returned. 


In the past few days, from Nankang to Jiujiang, he had slept in the same place with the five of them 
every night, but had never touched them on any of the nights. He didn't even say a word of flirtation. 


This is the only way Xi Xiaoyan can protect them. A verbal order was never enough to stop the beastly 
soldiers from dividing them up. The only thing he can do is to make them his women. 


The funny thing is, since Xi Xiaoyan took them with him, the rebel generals have gained more respect for 
this "General with strange hands". Of course, Guixiang had heard rumors and jokes among the soldiers 
about the six of them. Even she, a prostitute, blushed when she heard them. 


But Xi Xiaoyan never cared about these jokes. 


Guixiang still can't trust Xi Xiaoyan completely. 


She doesn't believe there is such a man in the world. Guixiang realized that her four sisters were looking 
at Xi Xiaoyan with admiration. She quickly warns them in secret. 
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"Don't trust him. This guy may be a castrati, or maybe he likes men. There are no such good men in the 
world. Not a single one. If you are spoiled by him, you will suffer when you return to the outside world. 
Remember what | said." 


Although Guixiang was so firm in her beliefs, the truth was that nothing happened between them and Xi 
Xiaoyan. Every night, Xi Xiaoyan slept alone on the bed in the corner. Beside the bed, there were two 
sabers: one was a vine-handled saber that he carried with him, and the other was a strange saber that 
was a bit wide like a board, with a red hair tied to the end of the handle. He stroked the second one 
every night before going to bed. 


Then yesterday, Xi Xiaoyan told them that he was about to lead the army that had occupied Jiujiang to 
join the incoming army and attack elsewhere, and that it was no longer possible for him to take them 
with him, so he would escort them out of Jiujiang early in the morning. 


"Go somewhere further away." He said at the time: "Find a way to send you somewhere else. In short, 
don't get close to the battlefield again." 


When Guixiang heard this, she tried her best to suppress her excitement. 


— —Don’t be too happy before you are free. 


At the moment, she stared at the empty bed. Although Xi Xiaoyan usually came back from the barracks 
to sleep late, Guixiang was especially anxious to see him at the moment, so that she would know that 
everything was as usual. 


Staring into the darkness was a difficult moment. Guixiang felt that the time was moving very slowly. 


Suddenly, the door of the room was slammed open. 


Guixiang and her four sisters bounced out of bed in shock. 
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From the light of the lamp outside the door, they could tell that the figure standing at the door was the 
familiar one, but his posture was completely different from the past, and he looked like an out-of- 
control beast, trembling all over, radiating a fierce aura that made them fearful. 


Xi Xiaoyan stumbled inside and went straight to Guixiang's bed. 


The five women didn't make a sound, they were just dumbfounded. 


Guixiang watched the strong body full of male energy approaching her, feeling like a violent wave rolling 
towards her, from which there was no escape. 


--The last night, you can't stand it anymore? 


Guixiang was already prepared for the violence. She only hoped that her sisters would be fine and she 
would be able to bear it alone. 


But Xi Xiaoyan just sat down on the edge of the bed. 


The force of his sitting down shook the whole bed and almost made Guixiang fall down. He didn't even 
take off the saber on his waist, he sat with his back to Guixiang, his whole body was still trembling with 
excitement. 


Guixiang signaled her sisters to close the door and light the lamp on the table. 


They had never seen Xi Xiaoyan's face so red. It was as if he had suddenly contracted some kind of 
disease, and the blood in his body seemed to be boiling. 


Only then did they see that he was holding a letter tightly in his hand. 


Guixiang looked into his eyes as he stared into the void. He looked like a child who couldn't control his 
emotions. 
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However, he had a body that was far from being a child. When that emotion erupts, it will hurt those 
around him or himself. 


As if out of instinct, Guixiang went forward and hugged Xi Xiaoyan. 


Under the soft female embrace, Xi Xiaoyan's trembling eases and his breathing becomes less rapid. 
Guixiang embraced his hot body and felt a sense of security. 


--No...... this is a fake...... don't...... 


Finally, Xi Xiaoyan's trembling stopped. His face relaxed. The four girls who watched them embrace were 
secretly relieved. 


"This ...... | don't know ...... " Xi Xiaoyan held up the crumpled letter in his hand and handed it to 
Guixiang. "| don't know who or what put it in my account. | saw it on my desk when | came in... " 


Guixiang took the letter. She looked at Xi Xiaoyan's face again to make sure that he really wanted her to 
read it, and only then did she spread it out with both hands. 


Guixiang could not read much, but fortunately, the letter was written in a very simple and 
straightforward manner, so she could generally understand it. The person who wrote the letter was 
trying to persuade Xi Xiaoyan, saying that he had also been a "thief" for many years and suffered deeply, 
and the accumulated sins were "hard to redeem" ; and that if Xi Xiaoyan still remembered their 
friendship, he should ask to leave the rebel army, and to meet him in seven days' time at the tree 
outside Qiyang Village at the foot of the west side of Mount Lu. 


At the end of the letter, Guixiang saw that there was only one word in the signature: 


"Flower". 
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"The one who wrote this letter is the woman...... ," Guixiang asked. 


The other four girls didn't understand who "that woman" meant, but they saw Xi Xiaoyan nodding. 
When Xi Xiaoyan received the letter, he had mixed feelings: he was surprised to hear from the woman 
he had longed for day and night, and she was ashamed to learn that he was in the rebel camp and even 
a partner with Wu Ji Hong. 


However, it was the last part of the letter that made him most conflicted. 


Huo Yaohua was beckoning him. 


——But if you leave on the eve of the war, it will be tantamount to betraying Wudang again and 
betraying the leader Yao Lianzhou again. 


Guixiang looked at Xi Xiaoyan from the side. She didn't know what was going on in his mind at the 
moment, she just felt his pain directly. 


"Have you ever thought that before you left Jiujiang City and on the eve of sending us away, you just 
had time to receive this letter. This was a reminder from God?" 


Hearing Guixiang's words, Xi Xiaoyan raised his head. He looked at her, then took the letter from her 
hand and read it carefully again. 


The handwriting on the letter is a bit sloppy, showing the mood of the person who wrote it. 


Xi Xiaoyan thought back to the past. He remembers what he has learned in the Wudang Mountain. And 
the philosophy and ideals of the Wudang Sect. "Invincible. No submission to anyone. No submission to 
the laws of the world." 


Xi Xiaoyan recalled the day he left Wudang alone. At that time, he didn't think much about it and just 
followed his own nature. After that, he wandered around the world and shocked the heroes with the 
name of "Ghost Sword Chen"; then he met Huo Yaohua and wandered around the world... He didn't 
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want to think about it before, but now facing himself honestly, he had to admit that it was the happiest 
moment in his life. What a fun time. 


He was grateful for everything Wudang had given him. But this cannot change his true nature: he should 
be a wolf running in the wilderness. 


Xi Xiaoyan folded the letter carefully and hid it in his clothes. He slowly walked to his bed and picked up 
the big saw blade that belonged to Huo Yaohua. 


He looked back at Guixiang. Under the dim light of the oil lamp, the contradiction and pain in his eyes 
disappeared. 


OOOO 


Before the warship arrived at the mouth of the lake, Yao Lianzhou received news that Xi Xiaoyan had left 
the army and left privately. 


Yao Lianzhou didn't believe it when he first heard it. Yao Lianzhou is very clear about Xi Xiaoyan's 
courage and loyalty, and is confident that he will never run away from the battle. But when he arrived at 
the north entrance of Poyang Hubei along with King Ning's main fleet, Min Ersi led the navy stationed in 
Jiujiang to join them, and brought the handsome seal flag left by Xi Xiaoyan to return to King Ning. Yao 
Lian Zhou had to accept this fact. 


Ye Chenyuan, who followed Yao Lianzhou, also showed a rare expression of shock, and couldn't help but 
recall the extremely tenacious baby in his arms found in the "Great Joy Cave" of Wuyijiao thirty-one 
years ago. Xi Xiaoyan grew up on Wudang Mountain all his life. Among the many disciples in the past, 
few had stronger Wudang blood flowing in their bodies than Xi Xiaoyan. However, at this important 
moment of reviving Wudang, he walked away. 


——For what on earth... 


General Divine Ape" left his command seal and ran away from the city before dawn the day before 
yesterday." Min Twenty-four reported this to Zhu Chenhao. "With five women by his side." 
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The entire army attacking Nanjing had gathered together, which should have been a time when morale 
was at its peak, but this incident immediately cast an unhappy shadow on the commander's camp. 


After the fleet moored, Zhu Chenhao summoned Yao Lianzhou to his gorgeously furnished cabin. 


Yao Lianzhou is one of the very few people allowed to enter this cabin with weapons. As he stepped 
forward, he saw Prince Ning and Concubine Lou standing aside. Zhu Chenhao himself was sitting on a 
tiger-skin chair, with his solid square face as gloomy as iron, looking directly at the head of Wudang. 


"General Yao, do you remember?" Zhu Chenhao said in a low voice after drinking a glass of wine. Each 
word seemed to weigh a thousand pounds. "I listened to your encouragement that day and decided to 
raise an army. But are you really determined to follow me and fight to the end? I'm starting to have 
doubts." 


Yao Lianzhou held the hilt of the sword at his waist with his left hand and pressed his right hand on his 
heart. 


"How Yao will deal with it depends on what the prince says." There was no trace of fear on his face, and 
he looked straight into Zhu Chenhao's eyes calmly. "I just ask the prince not to pursue him. And don't 
send people to find him again." 


"| haven't even told you what to do with you, but you have the guts to plead for him first?" Zhu 
Chenhao's eyes widened as if they were about to fall out. 


"| don't know why he left." Yao Lianzhou said still calmly: "But he didn't take anything with him." 


"He took away the honor and trust | gave him." Zhu Chenhao raised his clenched fist. "He abandoned 
me like dirt! What do other soldiers think of me?" 


In the final analysis, the guards of Prince Ning's Mansion are just a group of thieves. What unites them is 

the hope for future glory and wealth and the immediate interests of conquering the city. To put it 

bluntly, everyone is betting their lives on the business of "Zhu Chenhao becoming emperor". Prince 
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Ning's personal prestige is the prospect of this business, and compared to ideals and righteousness, this 
is amuch more fragile thing. 


"| will also bear Xi Xiaoyan's share." Yao Lianzhou replied. "Looking back in the future, Your Majesty will 
know that today was just a trivial matter. The real glory lies ahead." 


Hearing this, Zhu Chenhao poured himself another cup of wine and drained it. He had been drinking 
more than ever since he left for the army, and he had to rely on wine to reduce the enormous pressure 
on his mind. 


After finishing his drink, Zhu Chenhao wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and gazed at Yao 
Linzhou. His expression quietly eased. 


"I'll leave that guy's affairs to you. | don't care if you send someone to chase him or not. | decided to 
hand over the "Thunder Fire Team" to Wei Dongliu. The "Blood Wind Team" he originally commanded 


Wwe 


was divided into two and merged into the "Thunder Fire Team" ’ and the ‘Xuanlin’ team.” 


After Zhu Chenhao finished speaking, he waved his hand and poured another glass. 


Yao Lianzhou was speechless. The "Thunder Fire Team" fell into Shang Chengyu's camp, which meant 
that the power under Yao Lianzhou's direct control was greatly weakened, which was a big loss. But this 
is the best ending. He had no choice but to bow and walk out of the cabin. 


Just as he stepped onto the deck, Yao Lianzhou happened to bump into Wei Dongliu who had just 
boarded the ship. Naturally, Wei Dongliu came over to accept the order and receive the "Thunder Fire 
Team" flag seal. After all, Yao Lianzhou is still the leader of Wudang. No matter how crazy Wei Dongliu 
is, he still bows and salutes when he meets him. 


Wei Dongliu did not show any excitement about being promoted. He was not very interested in power. 
The only thing that makes him happy is that the "Thunder Fire Team" is responsible for attacking the 
city, which means that he will soon be on the forefront of the bloody battle. 


When Yao Lianzhou was about to leave, Wei Dongliu suddenly spoke. 
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"| was thinking that it might be a good thing for Master Xi to leave. 


Yao Lianzhou looked back at him. 


Wei Dongliu's face was rarely gentle, revealing the feelings of former fellow disciples. 


"He doesn't fit in here at all. He will only lose himself if he continues. Wei Dongliu's yin and yang pupils 
looked at Yao Linzhou. "Wudang Martial Arts, isn't it about finding your own path?" 


Hearing this, Yao Lianzhou froze. 


Wei Dongliu saluted again, then turned around and walked to Prince Ning's cabin, leaving the leader still 
in deep thought. 


OOD 


When Zhang Wenjin, clad in battle armor, climbed up the wall, his posture was like a wooden puppet, 
his movements were very hard and his breathing was short. 


Yang Rui, who was beside him, smiled slightly at the sight. When Zhang Wenjin reached the top of the 
wall, he immediately stepped forward to adjust the belt of his armor for Governor Zhang. Only then did 
Zhang Wenjin breathe a sigh of relief. 


"| haven't worn it for a long time." 


"It doesn't matter, you'll get used to it soon." Yang Rui also straightened his helmet. My predecessor 
said, "You get used to everything on the battlefield. If you survive." 


They smiled at each other. 
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They walked to the wall beside the southern gate of Anqing and looked out over the city side by side. 
The tranquility of the banks of the Yangtze River was a welcome relief. 


But this land was about to become a hell for countless people. 


Many soldiers and civilians on the wall are busy setting up defenses. Nine out of ten tools for defending 
the city were ready: bows and arrows, fallen rocks, shields, spears, long forks, firewood, iron pots for 
boiling soup... There were also many men, women, and children inside the city walls to help transport 
the stones. Everyone was sweating profusely under the scorching sun, but no one complained. Even the 
children helped deliver the water tower. 


In order to prepare for this battle, the citizens of Anqing and nearly 10,000 militiamen recruited from 
the state capital gathered bravely. The army and the people were united and vowed to protect their 
homeland. Such unity is entirely dependent on the prestige and skill of the prefect Zhang Wenjin. Every 
time Magistrate Zhang preached orders to the masses, he always conveyed a sense of incomparable 
confidence, which made Yang Rui admire him. 


This morning they had received a confirmed report from the reconnaissance outpost: Zhu Chenhao's 
rebels had arrived at Hukou and were expected to march to Anqing City within a day. Earlier reports 
described that the rebel warship fleets were continuously entering Poyang Lake, and the fleet was 
estimated to be as long as 50 to 60 miles in a row. ...... 


Anging is facing an enemy of this scale. 


"How is Master Zhang feeling?" Zhang Rui clenched his fists tightly. To stop the slight trembling, he 
asked Zhang Wenjin beside him. 


"Nothing to think about." Zhang Wenjin replied calmly. "The matter was decided long ago. Everything 
that needs to be done has been done. What I'm worried about now is that the traitor will bypass Anging 
and go straight to Nanjing." 


"I've already prepared a countermeasure for this." 
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Zhang Rui said, pointing to the corner of the city wall with a smile. | saw rolls of long and thick flags lying 
everywhere, waiting for the soldiers to hang them up later. 


Zhang Wenjin nodded. 


"If the traitor's temperament is as expected, this should be useful." 


At this time, they noticed that the militiamen working behind them had become silent. 


The two of them looked back and saw a figure slowly climbing up the stairs to the top of the city wall. 
His body was wrapped in a wide piece of broken coarse cloth, and his right hand was holding a long stick 
with copper nails and iron sheets wrapped at both ends. His head was freshly shaved and bald, and he 
was none other than Monk Yuanxing. 


Although Wan Xing's footsteps were much lighter than before, he felt a strange heaviness at this 
moment, as if the bones in his body had turned into iron. 


Zhang Wenjin and Yang Rui watched Wan Xing approach. None of them were sure how capable this 
monk was, but they all irresistibly chose to believe in him, all because of the magnanimity he exuded. 


——In this situation, they cannot give up any available power or any possible miracle. 


Yuan Xing came forward and bowed to the two lords. At that moment they saw: the monk's left hand, 
protruding from under his cloth cloak, was clad in a bronze gauntlet of peculiar shape, with a faint 
golden-red glow. 


Sensing their gaze, Yuan Xing lifted his cloak and revealed the "half-body bronze armor" that covered 
the left half of his body. The half mask of the Rakshasa was tucked into his belt. 
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"| haven't worn it for some time." Yuan Xing looked at his left hand and pinched the knuckle of the brass 
plate. "I'll have to get used to it first." 


Yang Rui saw the bronze armor and guessed where Yuan Xing had come from. Excitement rose in his 
eyes. 


"A man told me," Zhang Wenjin said to Monk Yuan Xing, "that you get used to everything on the 
battlefield quickly. As long as we survive." 


The three men who were going to start killing as many people as they could tomorrow laughed heartily 
together. 


OOOO 


Before approaching the manor, Huo Yaohua felt something was wrong from a distance and immediately 
ordered everyone to stop. 


The ten militiamen who accompanied Huo Yaohua and the two Jiujiang Prefecture linemen who were 
responsible for leading the way led their horses and hid quietly in the woods, and their twenty-four eyes 
were looking at the manor several dozen feet away from the forest, and at the same time checking Huo 
Yaohua's expression. 


Huo Yaohua observed the situation of the manor in the distance. Based on her many years of experience 
in plundering between Jing and Hunan, she could tell that a large number of people had stopped outside 
the manor, and it had happened in the past few days. In addition, there were no people inside and 
outside the manor and it was extremely quiet, which was enough to judge that something had 
happened in the manor. 


That group of militiamen all had combat experience, and they were somewhat aware of the strange 
situation ahead. She did not choose to approach the manor from the front of the road. Instead, she took 
a detour through the woods and approached from behind. She tied the horses' mouths with cloth strips 
to prevent them from making noise. This decision was correct. Their admiration and trust in Huo Yaohua 
increased. 
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Huo Yaohua's eyes were watching the back door of the manor closely, thinking about how to deal with 
it. 


During the journey from the southern suburbs of Jiujiang City to De'an County, Huo Yaohua kept 
thinking about how to quickly complete the task of escorting the carrier pigeons and then go to Lushan 
to wait. She believed that as long as the letter was delivered to Xi Xiaoyan, he will definitely come after 
seeing it. 


But she was not blinded by anxiety. After arriving in De'an County, they stayed in hiding on the outskirts 
of the county seat. Only one person was sent into the city, and according to the predetermined 
communication method, they left instructions in front of the Chenghuang Temple. 


But after waiting for two days, the line station stationed in De'an has not arrived yet. This is already a 
bad sign. 


Two Jiujiang Prefecture detectives who were traveling with them knew three places commonly used by 
their companions in De'an County. Among them, the manor housed homing pigeons and other artifacts, 
so Huo Yaohua and others came to investigate. The result was discovered immediately. 


"Don't go out, just be on guard here. If you encounter enemies, | will lure them over and you can 
ambush them." 


Huo Yaohua took off the saber from her waist, pulled out the saber and handed the sheath and belt to a 
militiaman. She held the knife in her backhand and hid the blade behind her right arm. She lowered her 
body and walked out of the woods with light and dense steps, approaching the back door of the manor. 


The militiamen spread out in the woods, and one by one reached out to hold the handles of their 
weapons, preparing them according to Huo Yaohua's instructions. 


Huo Yaohua flashed into the backyard of the manor and found the footprints of people and horses 
everywhere on the ground, which made her even more certain that there had been an attack here. 
There was a bamboo shed for raising chickens in the corner of the backyard, but there was no sign of 
the poultry. It seemed that all the poultry had been captured by the intruders. 
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Huo Yaohua looked back and forth for a long time, but found no movement and judged that the enemy 
had already evacuated. She boldly broke into the house. 


The front hall of the big house was full of blood, and Huo Yaohua seemed to be suddenly trapped in hell. 


12 or 13 corpses were scattered in the front hall, three of them hanging from the beams, swaying 
slightly. There was blood everywhere on the floor and walls, and there were other more terrifying things 
stuck to it...: 


Huo Yaohua concluded that this was a torture scene without looking carefully. 


She checked around the house and inside and outside again to make sure that there was no one alive in 
the manor. Then she returned to the back door and gestured towards the woods from a distance, 
indicating that her companions could come in. 


When the two informants entered the front room, they were horrified at the sight of the victims, and 
one of them vomited on the spot. Huo Yaohua stepped forward and patted them on the shoulder. 


"Now is not the time for sadness or fear." She said calmly, "It's up to you to find out if there's anything 
special about them, if they left anything behind before they died." 


The two men nodded, took a few deep breaths, wiped their mouths clean with the one they had 
vomited, and began to look at the corpses. 


The militiamen searched the house carefully and freed the three dead people hanging from the beams. 


Huo Yaohua looked at the dead body and wondered who the attacker was. Could it be the Wave Dragon 
Master? The means look a bit similar. But she felt otherwise. 


——lIs he amore terrifying character? 
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——lIsit him?... 


The militiamen found the cages where the homing pigeons were kept, also empty, leaving only a lot of 
feathers and blood. It seems that they were also killed by the enemy and taken away for food. The 
mission was a complete failure. 


It takes a lot of time to check the dozens of corpses one by one. They kept doing it until the sunlight 
outside the window turned dim. Still nothing was found. 


The militia only wanted to bury the dead and leave this hellish place as soon as possible - not to mention 
that there was no guarantee that the enemy would not return. 


Huo Yaohua also wanted to go back and meet Xi Xiaoyan as soon as possible. However, she felt that it 
was not right: what important things did the enemy want to know by torturing these informants? It took 
a lot of energy and effort to interrogate so many people at once, and the enemy stayed at least a whole 
day in this manor. There must be a reason. 


Several of the corpses were killed by a single slash of the throat. Which meant that the enemy had 
probably gotten the information they wanted and wouldn't stay long. 


Thinking back to the night at the camp, the informant leader's speculation about the danger facing the 
Six Swords of the Broken Door, she suspected that it had something to do with the matter at hand, so 
she decided to stay a little longer to find out more. 


"You have been here before." Huo Yaohua said to the two informants, "Think back quickly, what is 
different in the house from that time? 


The two looked around. But still nothing unusual was found. Huo Yaohua knew that there would be no 
results if she kept pressing them - besides, if the marks or information were collected too covertly, it 
would be ineffective. 


It seems that they really didn't have time to deliver or leave some news. 
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"Wait a minute," one of the linemen shouted, "How could | forget? Master Wu's finger!" After hearing 
this, his companion nodded sharply and quickly walked among the piles of corpses to search. 


They found the body of one of the men and lifted his left hand, only to see that a little finger was 
missing. Their eyes lit up: "Sure enough, it's gone!" 


"what's going on?" 


"This Fifth Master is a thief." One of the linemen explained: "He has a copper finger here. It is empty and 
contains small tools for unlocking. He was imprisoned twice when he was young, all by swallowing the 
finger beforehand and spitting it out in the cell to unlock it! He often talks about this old story very 
proudly." 


"Now his prosthetic finger is missing, and he swallowed it in an emergency." Another person added. A 
militiaman interjected: "How do you know it wasn't taken away or thrown away by the enemy during 
torture?" 


Huo Yaohua pulled out the dagger from her belt. 


"Just confirm it and you'll know." 


Everyone's eyes widened. Huo Yaohua didn't show any emotion at all, and walked towards the fifth 
master's body with a dagger. 


A stench came out of the cut body belly. Everyone couldn't help but walk away a little, but Huo Yaohua 
was extremely focused and didn't frown. 


She put her hand into the newly cut stomach pouch, rummaged around for a while, then pulled out her 
bloody palm, holding a copper finger. 


Everyone looked excited and brought water to rinse. After Huo Yaohua wiped her hand and finger clean, 
she studied it carefully for a while, then twisted the finger left and right and divided it into two halves. 
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What fell in Huo Yaohua's palm was, besides three delicate and delicate lock-picking tools, a small paper 
roll, the size that threaders often use to pass letters on flying pigeons. . 


Huo Yaohua's fingers pulled the paper away. There were only four small characters written on it ina 
scrawled handwriting: "Six Swords Jianchang" 


Seeing the words "Six Swords", Huo Yaohua's heart seemed to have stopped for a moment. It was true. 


She immediately organized the whole thing that happened in the manor: when they were attacked by 
the enemy, the agents were tortured about the whereabouts of the "Six Swordsmen" who knew they 
must be "Breaking the Door"; they had no confidence that they could withstand the torture without 
revealing it, and their only hope was to leave a message for other companions to know, and tell them 
about the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door". It was a long shot, but there was no other way. 


The "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" is in the Jianchang County area in the south. The enemy has 
probably asked for this information and is tightening the hunting net... 


Currently, only thirteen people here know about this. 


Huo Yaohua held the piece of paper in her palm. Her eyes were as cold as blades. 


Although she was worried about Xi Xiaoyan, she knew that he would wait for her no matter how long it 
took. 


But the "Six Swords that Break the Door" cannot wait. 


And she owed them so much. 


More than that. It's about the situation of the war at hand. 
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"Jianchang County is close to Nanchang City. "The Six Swords are there, probably to match Lord Wang's 
strategy." Huo Yaohua tore the note apart, picked up the dagger that lay on the ground, wiped the 
blood from the blade, and put it back into its sheath. "We can't afford to lose the five of them. We have 


to replace them with our lives." 


The twelve looked at Huo Yao Hua. None of them questioned her. 


"Get the horses ready. Let's go." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 191 Chapter 8 - Golden Ghost 


The Slaying of the Rebellious Thief 


On the towers at the four corners of Anging City, there are dozens of huge straight flags erected high up. 
On each flag, these three big characters are written with shocking splashes of ink. Each character is as 
wide as a person's arms, even if they are far away. You can also read it on the boats on the river outside 
the city. 


Under Xun Xun's flying giant flags, the city wall suddenly shook. Smoke and debris exploded from a 
section of the south wall. 


On the river bank far away from Anqing City, thunderous roars and flashes of fire continued to erupt one 
after another. Several terrifying waves of howling winds came towards Fucheng at high speed, blasting 
holes in the land in front of the south gate and sending earth and rocks flying. Only one shot hit the 
southeast corner of the city wall, causing another piece of the wall to sink. 


From the outside, no one could be seen on the wall. Except for the pennants and banners, the whole 
city of Anging was like an empty city. 


A group of more than 50 heavy artillery pieces on the river bank were divided into three groups, taking 
turns loading and adjusting, and bombarded Anging City one after another. In addition to the artillery 
troops, soldiers successively came ashore from speedboats with various ordnances, and gathered along 
the river while bombarding them. From a distance, they looked like countless ants moving. 


The shelling had lasted for nearly two seconds, and the south side of Anqing City was devastated. Two 
cannonballs crossed the city wall and fell into the city, but most of them fell outside the city, and the 
rest hit the wall. 


From the outside, Anqing City showed no reaction at all. 


On the warship in the river, Zhu Chenhao, protected by all the guards, stood on the deck and watched 
the bombardment from a distance. Every time he saw a cannonball hit the city wall, his heart seemed to 
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beat more excitedly, but every time he saw those big flags in the smoke, it made him gnash his teeth 
with hatred. 


Originally, Li Junyuan, the son of Grand Master Li Shishi and military advisor, once advised King Ning to 
bypass Anging and march directly to Nanjing. As long as he slowed down his march when passing by and 
divided his troops to land on guard and escort, he should be able to pass smoothly. However, this 
method would slow down the army that was originally traveling along the river. More importantly, when 
Zhu Chenhao saw the scenery of Anqing City filled with flags and banners to protest against thieves, he 
was so angry that he immediately ordered an attack on the city. 


"Our army conquered Nankang and Jiujiang, and all the subjects obeyed and marched wherever they 
went. Now, for the first time, they encounter resistance and humiliate me like this. If | avoid fighting, 
what will happen to my face and morale? By capturing this capital city, the army's morale will be 
boosted, and then | will seize the opportunity to take Nanking, which is the main strategy of our army!" 


At this moment, Zhu Chenhao looked at the artillery force's fierce attack. The opponent had no 
counterattack and could only retreat, feeling very happy. This was the army's first battle since he started 
his army, and he gained the upper hand from the beginning. The depression caused by Xi Xiaoyan's 
escape not long ago was completely gone in his heart at this moment. 


What makes him most proud is that this artillery force was formed after he worked hard for many years 
and it was hard-won. Among the fifty-five heavy cannons, thirty-three were the Shenji Battalion's 
"Zhankou General" cannons obtained with the help of Qian Ning (eleven of them were reassembled 
from scrapped parts), and the others were obtained by him in Ning. The cannon privately made by the 
royal family and modeled on the methods of the Western Francois finally showed its power on the 
battlefield for the first time. 


——One day, these cannons will also blow up that boy Zhu Houzhao’s army to pieces! 


On another boat, Yao Lianzhou and Ye Chenyuan watched the bombardment from a distance, with 
mixed feelings in their hearts. 


None of them could forget that sound. Ye Chenyuan unconsciously reached out to touch the left arm 
that no longer existed. 
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The situation has changed, and they actually stood behind the muzzle today. Even so, Yao Lianzhou 
could not shake off his disgust for this weapon. But he also knows: If he really wants to realize his dream 
in the future, he must embrace this power. 


Maybe | will destroy them all after | conquer the world. 


Li Junyuan was also in the same boat with Yao Lianzhou, watching the shelling from the other end. But 
his face was full of worry, in complete contrast to that of the King of Ning. 


He saw that the bombardment had no great effect at all. There were too few shells that hit; and visual 
inspection showed that even if they hit the city wall, it was not enough to cause meaningful damage. Of 
the cannons owned by King Ning's army, the homemade ones were certainly weaker, and even if they 
were obtained from the Shenji Battalion, they were all older cannons because they were all pretended 
to be scrapped. These heavy artillery can still be effective in field battles, but they are insufficient in 
quantity and firepower for sieges. 


What's even more terrible is that the Royal Guards simply lack the talents to operate the artillery, and in 
order to keep it secret, they didn't have many opportunities to practice test firing before, so the 
accuracy of the hit is so poor. 


We can only hope that they will improve with practice in battle. 


At best, the bombardment can only shock the soldiers and civilians of Anqing City and create a period of 
terror. It is really impossible to really blow down the solid city wall. If it continues, too much ammunition 
will be consumed and there will not be enough for the attack on Nanjing... Responsible for commanding 
the land troops General Ling Shiyi, although he was just a horse thief leader, he had a good mind and 
made a judgment similar to Li Junyuan's, so he ordered a suspension of the bombardment. 


It seems that we still have to attack by force. 


The bombardment stopped, and Anging City was still shrouded in smoke and dust. At first glance, it 
seemed that it had become a deserted city. King Ning's troops who landed on the beach were very 
excited when they saw it. They kept beating their war drums and beating their swords and guns like 
waves. They gradually chanted in unison: 
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"Take the world! Take the world! Take the world! Take the world!" 


When the smoke gradually faded, they saw that the walls of Anqing City were already full of people, and 
there were countless flashes of swords and guns. 


The number of people on the city wall exceeded the expectations of the rebel generals. ——Where did 
they recruit so many troops? 


The truth is that the prefect Zhang Wenjin mobilized all the people in Anging City, regardless of age or 
gender, to stand up and mix with the army and militia. They used their momentum and military 
appearance to deceive the other party. 


At this time, the soldiers and civilians on the city wall also cheered, beating drums and firing guns. They 
stepped on the wall together and gradually formed a rhythm. The momentum was actually stronger 
than that of the rebels. Everyone shouted loudly along with this rhythm: 


"Kill the rebels! Kill the rebels! Kill the rebels! Kill the rebels!" 


After hearing this, the rebel soldiers pointed at Anqing City and cursed viciously. 


The two camps were shouting in the air, refusing to give in to each other. 


When Zhu Chenhao heard the shouting "Kill the traitors" on the boat, his face changed drastically and 
he slapped the side of the boat violently. "Kill! Kill them all! No one left in the city or outside!" 


Just like receiving the order from his master in the distance, General Ling Shiyi instructed the 
messengers beside him to wave the flag and blow the horn. 


Thousands of people ran from the river bank towards Anqing City. 
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The real battle begins. 


OOOO 


In the midst of the wailing of the dead, Yuan Xing sat cross-legged on his knees, leaning on his Qi Mei 
stick with one hand, his eyes gently closed, his face calm and peaceful. 


It was as if he was completely isolated from the battlefield and in another world. 


Only about ten feet in front of him, the militiamen guarding the city gathered densely on the edge of the 
city wall, howling with murderous intent while throwing stones downwards. The archers leaned over to 
look for targets, targeting the enemy's archers first. Once they found them, they released arrows 
without hesitation, taking advantage of their high position to massacre their opponents. 


Arrows and stones rained down, creating waves of bloodshed. The sounds of cracked heads and 
fractures, the muffled sound of arrowheads piercing flesh, and the screams of fear and anger. The hook 
ropes used to climb the wall were cut off, the ladders were overturned, and a whole series of human 
bodies fell from a height like dolls. 


Siege warfare is a waste of life. Under the protection of the city wall, the combat strength of each 
Anging garrison was several times that of the enemy. However, the rebels continued to surge in 
overwhelming numbers, and they were fiercely surrounded on all sides. The number of defenders on 
the city wall was inevitably stretched thin by the long battle line, and they could not lose any section of 
it. 


This constant consumption is also a problem for the defenders. Even if shooting arrows and throwing 
stones from a high position is considered as a way to wait for work, the endless fighting still makes the 
defenders’ physical strength continue to decline, and they don't have much room to retreat and rest. 


——And the battle only lasted for an hour. 


Arrows were shot from below the city. One of the militiamen fell backwards against the wall after being 
hit by an arrow. His comrades quickly dragged him away and filled the gap in his defense. 
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The number of hooks and ladders erected on the wall gradually increased. Although the defenders cut 
the ropes time and time again, used iron forks to push away the ladders hooked to the top of the wall, 
and used the height to kill and injure many rebels, they were unable to stop the rebels from forcing 
themselves up the wall. 


The guards were ready to change their shields and spears at any time and start the first wave of hand- 
to-hand combat with the enemies who came up. 


Yuan Xing opened her eyes at this time. He gently put on the half-faced Rakshasa mask made of copper, 
and his appearance changed from the peaceful and peaceful like a Buddha to the. ferocity of a warring 
god. 


He stood up, lifted off the tattered cloak on his body, and revealed half of his shiny bronze armor. The 
defenders couldn't help but exclaim in surprise when they saw it. 


Yuan Xing stepped forward. 


Yang Rui, who was standing on the tower in the southeast corner to command, saw Yuan Xing coming 
out from a distance, and just prayed in his heart that he could really make a difference. 


The guards followed the original instructions and moved away from the section of the wall where 
Yuanxing was located, and instead guarded other parts. The garrison strength in those areas suddenly 
increased, and pushed back the strength of the siege rebels. 


The resistance of the walls on both sides was strengthened, but only the middle section was empty. The 
rebels were like water flowing naturally to a lower place. They concentrated on the gap and put up 
ladders and hooks. No one could stop them. 


At last, the first rebel soldiers who attacked the city climbed up the wall. 
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General Ling Shiyi was extremely excited when he saw this breakthrough. He ordered the nearby 
soldiers to concentrate on the gap and attack. The number of rebels who climbed onto the city wall 
increased to more than ten people in the blink of an eye. 


Zhu Chenhao, who was standing on the boat, also saw this scene and was so excited that he pumped his 
fist in the air! 


The group of rebel soldiers who climbed up the wall were so excited. If they could achieve the first 
success of capturing Anqing, they would be rewarded beyond their expectation. But the most important 
thing now is to expand and consolidate this position on the wall. With sabers and guns in hand, the men 
prepared to fight at both ends of the wall. 


They looked back and forth. The western end of the wall was full of enemies, while the eastern end was 
empty, except for a bald man in a strange half-armor. 


Everyone knew which way to attack. 


Together, the rebels rushed toward Yuan Xing with their sabers in hand. 


At a distance of two feet, Yuan Xing raised his iron clad Qi Mei Stick with both hands and took up a 
sideways stance to meet the enemy, with the left half of his body and his arms and legs in front of him, 
and the "Half-body Bronze Man's Armor" covered all parts of his body facing the enemy from head to 
toe, without a single gap. 


From the perspective of the rebels, Yuan Xing suddenly transformed from a human being into a heavy 
weapon. 


Only then did they realize that they had made a wrong choice. 


Ling 11, who was in the distance, kept urging his men to attack, and at the same time closely watched 
the situation of the gap above the city wall. There were at least thirty attackers who had climbed up the 
wall, but from a distance, there was not the chaos and confusion that was expected. It was as if the men 
had been absorbed without a sound...... 
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But he couldn't see it from the ground: a path of dead bodies had been laid out on that section of the 
wall. Even the soldiers guarding the nearby wall were stunned by what had just happened. 


Yang Rui, who was on the city tower, wiped his eyes. He couldn't believe that there was such a 
"weapon" in the world. 


At that moment, a few soldiers who had just climbed up the wall suddenly saw the scene on the top of 
the wall, and their whole bodies stiffened, blocking the newcomers on the long ladder. 


Yuan Xing, whose bronze armor was stained with blood, stood in front of them like a demon king. 


Ling 11 witnessed from afar: on the wall, an attacking soldier flew out like a cannonball, leaving the top 
of the wall almost a foot away before he started to fall down. It was not that Ling XI had never seen a 
similar situation before, but that was the effect of being hit by a horse running at full speed. There 
couldn't have been a horse on the wall. 


All the witnesses were equally shocked by this strange force. 


Under the rapid circling and swinging of the Qi Mei Stick, the siege ladders mounted on the wall fell back 
one after another, bringing down the miserable cries of the rebels and soldiers on the ladders. 


Zhu Chenhao saw from the ship that the attack he thought had broken through the enemy city collapsed 
and dissipated in the blink of an eye. He felt a lump in his throat. 


Yuan Xing stepped on the wall with one leg and looked down at the trembling enemy below. The 
sunlight reflected off his bronze armor, making it impossible to look at him. The half-human, half-demon 
face was imprinted on the hearts of the bandits. 


Today, on this battlefield, a name has been born that has been spread by many: "The Golden Ghost". 
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OOOO 


After nightfall, the battle stopped. But that didn't mean the people of Anqing could rest in peace. 


Almost all the people of Anging went out in the dark to replenish stones, arrows, and firewood for the 
various guard points on the city wall, to collect the armor and weapons of the corpses and bury them, to 
take the place of some of the guards who were on guard duty at the wall, so that the army and the 
soldiers could take turns to sleep; and also to cook food, to repair the instruments and clothes, to take 
care of the wounded and so on. ...... 


The people of Anging city were subjected to a round of shelling during the day, and then endured an 
attack for more than three hours. Though they were not in the front line of the battle, the pressure and 
fear they endured were enough to make them fatigued, and they had to do a lot of logistics in the 
darkness of the night, which was quite a hard job. However, everyone, whether they were elderly, 
children or women, clenched their teeth and did their part. It was precisely because of the first day's 
fighting that everyone felt deeply that the whole city was united. If we lose, we die together. 


--Not to mention the fact that the time spent in hiding during the day waiting for the shelling to pass 
was far more unbearable than having something to do at the moment. 


Yang Rui, Zhang Wenjin, militia leaders and bureaucrats were discussing the matter at the governor's 
office. On the first day of the count, the defenders had lost more than 230 men, and another 100 or so 
wounded were unlikely to return to the battlefield in the near future. This number made Yang Rui 
frown, although he had prepared himself for it: there are always more dead and wounded on the first 
day of a battle, because the weaker men in the ranks will be eliminated, and because many of the men 
have not yet become accustomed to the tactics of defending the city and are therefore prone to make 
mistakes. 


--But there are still too manv. ...... 


"Are the guards ready everywhere?" Zhang Wenjin asked the leaders. Zhang Wenjin asked the 
commanders. They all pointed out the sentry points on the map of Anqing City. Governor Zhang listened 
carefully to the reports and made sure that there were no blind spots or loopholes. 
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Yuan Xing, who had attacked the Ning Wang's residence before, informed Zhang Wenjin that Zhu 
Chenhao had bribed quite a number of martial artists, many of whom were very skilled, and that they 
would probably sneak into the city at night, so it was necessary to take extra precautions. 


They then discussed the strategy of defending the city today and what could be improved. 


"Tomorrow they will probably bombard us first." A militia leader said, "And as soon as the shelling stops, 
they will follow with an attack, so it won't take as long as it did today." 


Yang Rui nodded. After thinking about it for a while, he instructed the soldiers to hide in various 
positions when they took shelter from the shelling tomorrow, so that they would be able to mount the 
wall and stand guard as soon as the shelling ended. 


Another leader suggested that more rockets should be prepared, because rockets are more effective 
than normal arrows as seen today. Yang Rui also agreed. In addition, Zhang Wenjin also ordered the 
officials to make more shields because the number of white-knuckle battles on the wall is expected to 
increase afterward. 


Speaking of close combat, Yang Rui couldn't help but think of Yuan Xing again. 


"Where has the Master gone?" 


"He has gone back to the Dragon Buddha Temple to rest." An official said. 


Yang Rui nodded. It was good to give him more rest. He thought back to when he saw Yuan Xing after 
the truce at dusk. On Yuan Xing's iron clad club, as well as on his "Half-body Bronze Man's Armor", there 
was a thick layer of blood crusts. Half of his mask was almost stuck with blood. However, not a single 
drop of that blood was his own. After leaving a pile of dead bodies behind, Yuan Xing still looked 
refreshed and seemed to be able to fight for a few more hours. 


Yang Rui could not tell how many enemy soldiers Yuan Xing had defeated. There must be at least 40 to 
50 of them, right? Of course, that was due to the narrow terrain of the city wall, which allowed him to 
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slaughter his opponents one by one, but the determination and swiftness, the power and endurance of 
the battle were still far beyond that of mere mortals. 


This monk is an extremely valuable weapon in Anqing City, Yang Rui concluded. Of course, we can’t say 
that it’s all up to him to hold the city wall today. 


In fact, Circle's ability to shock the enemy only appears in the middle of the south and east walls. The 
success of today's defense always relies on thorough preparation and planning in advance. But the 
change in the momentum of the rebels' siege today undoubtedly started with the circular attack. 


"Master Yang, what are you thinking about?" 


Zhang Wenjin asked. 


"The number of people killed by that master today is of course insignificant in view of the strength of 
the rebel army." 


Yang Rui touched the beard on his chin and said. "But his effectiveness is not just about killing the 
enemy physically, but also about killing the enemy's energy. I'm thinking that if we make good use of it, 
his help to our army can be several times or even dozens of times." 


Zhang Wenjin heard this and knew that Yang Rui must have some tactical ideas, but they were not fully 
formed yet. 


He agreed with Yang Rui's words. 


"Master is in Anqing, it's really a blessing from God." Zhang Wenjin couldn't help but say. 


"No." Yang Rui smiled. "According to Buddhist teachings, this is called cause and effect." 


On the third day, the real test came. 


3077 


Yesterday, on the second day of the siege, the rebels’ artillery attacks did become more intensive, and 
the rebels' organization on the city was more orderly. However, the attack method was much the same 
as the first day. The defenders had become accustomed to it, and they still attacked several times the 
number of intruders. Rejected outside the wall, another layer of corpses was piled under the wall. This 
time, Yuan Xing used the same trick to attack the city walls on the west and north sides, creating a 
defensive gap and inviting you to enter the trap. Another group of rebels finally witnessed with their 
own eyes how terrifying the "golden ghost" their comrades talked about the night before was. 


However, on this third day, the situation changed. 


The rebels of the Ning royal family attacked early in the morning, obviously wanting to minimize the rest 
time of the defenders of Anqing City. First of all, there was also a round of long-range bombardment, 
but this time it was different, in addition to artillery shelling, but also added more than 40 sets of freshly 
assembled stone-throwing vehicles, from the east and west sides of the city thrown. More than thirty 
houses were hit by the boulders and fell, this was the first time that major casualties occurred within the 
city walls, and the streets were filled with cries of panic. 


OOOO 


The casualties were only small compared to the entire city of Anqing, but the panic effect created was 
the biggest blow. 


Yang Rui was on the top of the city tower, watching Anqing endure the attacks, holding back his 
emotions and biting his lower lip to make it bleed. He was unable to return fire, and could not even send 
men to help the wounded in the city - the barrage of shells and stones was still going on, and if he sent 
men out of cover to rescue them, there was a risk of further casualties. The shrieks and wails from the 
city were like spikes stabbing into his heart. 


The bombardment of artillery finally stopped, and between the smoke and dust, the rebels’ attacking 
troops rushed forward again. 


This time they are not only using hook and line ladders, but also two huge chariots like huts on wheels, 
each driven by 30 soldiers, approaching the east and south gates of Anqing city. 
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Yang Rui knew it was bad when he saw these two huge machines from afar and ordered to concentrate 
on shooting arrows at them. However, the chariots were covered with wooden boards and thick 
cowhide, so the arrows could not penetrate them and hurt the soldiers pushing the chariots. 


When the chariots reached the city gates, the big hammers suspended from the chariots began to bang 
one after another in harmony with the soldiers, and the gates shook! 


The militia guarding the gate knew that the enemy's attacking weapons were deployed, and had already 
begun to strengthen the gate with various kinds of wood and stones, and now dozens of people 
swarmed up to push the gate and withstand the force of the charger's hammer! 


At the same time, the attack and defense of the four walls of the city did not slow down. This time, the 
top of the long ladder of the robbers also added wooden planks for protection. 


The strongest soldiers were the first to climb the ladder with big shields, and the iron hooks of the 
ladder were tightly fastened to the wall, making it hard for the defenders to move. At the same time, 
the number of hooks and ropes used by the rebels was almost double that of the previous two days, 
which was too much for the defenders to cope with. 


The defenders of Anqing were as brave as ever, constantly attacking the enemy below with barrages 
and stones, and mercilessly combating the swarming enemy. They were so used to fighting that they 
didn't vomit or hesitate, slamming heavy stones into the heads and faces of those who came up, or 
aiming death-defying arrows at the thickest part of the enemy. Half of the arrows were dipped in oil and 
set on fire, and some of the siege ladders were destroyed by the spreading fire, while some of the rebels 
whose bodies were on fire cried out in grief and ran wildly, spreading the flames to their comrades. 


Neither sees the other as a human being. 


At this time, Yang Rui issued an order to wave a flag towards the south wall. 


The guards on one section of the south city wall received the order and immediately dispersed to the 
left and right, leaving a large gap. The guards moved to other sections to assist in the battle. 
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When the bandits who were climbing the wall saw the gap, their expressions changed drastically. 


——"Golden Ghost"! He's waiting there for us to come in again! 


Some of the rebels who had originally climbed up to the defensive gap with ladders and hooks also 
hesitated, and even turned back in a hurry. They didn't dare to take the opportunity to attack. Some 
would rather move to other nearby locations and then attack. When Yang Rui saw that the gap had 
indeed produced the effect he had hoped for, he no longer hesitated and ordered the soldiers to blow 
the horn. 


The messengers in each city tower passed on the trumpet sound one after another until the entire 
Angqing City received the order. The defenders on the four walls changed their formations almost at the 
same time, and suddenly more than a dozen identical unmanned gaps appeared on the top of the wall. 


The rebel soldiers who besieged the city all had the same reaction. They all avoided the gaps and did not 
dare to go straight forward. They would rather face visible resistance than encounter the "golden ghost" 
waiting behind any gap at any time. 


So a very strange phenomenon appeared on the city wall: the siege soldiers avoided the unguarded 
areas and flocked to the positions where the defenders were. 


The rebel general Ling Shiyi looked at this scene and was completely stunned. 


Because many sections of the city wall were abandoned, the defenders of Anqing City were able to 
concentrate on other sections to deliver more violent head-on attacks to the enemies below. The dense 
arrows and stones made climbing more difficult, and the additional manpower was more effective in 
setting up hooks. The ladder on the wall is cleared. The rebel offensive stalled and was even gradually 
pushed back. 


The siege vehicle that was attacking the south gate finally collapsed due to the intensive pounding of 
heavy stones. The thirty or so thieves hiding in the vehicle were all killed or injured under the stones. 
The guards inside the door couldn't help but cheer. 
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Ling Shiyi was furious, brandishing his sword and anxiously issuing orders, asking his subordinates to 
attack the defense gaps together. 


——No matter how powerful that "ghost" is, it can't appear from every gap at the same time! But at this 
time, the rebels' siege momentum had declined to a low point, and the battle lines were completely in 
chaos, making it impossible to drive them to take risks. 


Ling Shiyi waited and watched for a while, and made the painful decision to withdraw his troops. He 
couldn't imagine Prince Ning's face. 


As a result, Yuan Xing did not kill even half of the men on this day, but his contribution to the battle was 
immeasurable. 


At night, Yang Rui sent a group of stronger women to collect used arrows outside the city, as well as the 
still usable bows, guns and weapons left by the enemy to supplement the consumption of the city in the 
past few days. 


It was midsummer in July, and the dead bodies piled outside the city in the scorching heat were 
beginning to rot, filling the air with an unbearable stench. Those women carried lanterns and covered 
their mouths and noses with cloth towels. They had to endure the stench of corpses and various horrific 
death conditions, and suppressed the fear of enemies attacking at any time at night. They struggled to 
collect arrows and weapons among the corpses. It really requires a strong will. But as long as they think 
about how their husbands or brothers fight during the day, and what fate will happen to their children if 
the city is defeated, strength and courage will naturally arise in women's bodies. Zhang Wenjin decided 
not to bury the dead bodies outside the city. 


"They stay outside the wall for so long every day, and we are separated by the wall. If there is an 
epidemic, it is most likely that the other party will be infected first." He explained to the leaders. "Even if 
unfortunately both sides are affected by the plague, it will greatly weaken the rebel army's combat 
power, which will be beneficial to the overall situation. Such a sacrifice is worth it." 


Despite this, the people of Anqing prepared herbal soup to prevent the plague, and designated an 
infected area in the city to isolate the sick. Fortunately, Governor Zhang's strategy of preparing for war 
was very complete, and the city was well-stocked with medicines. 
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Today, more than thirty people died under the attack of the stone-throwing carts. We all know that the 
deaths will continue tomorrow and the day after tomorrow. The city was in an atmosphere of sorrow 
and grief. Zhang Wenjin began to worry about how many more days the people of the city could endure 
this kind of pressure. ...... 


At that moment, he heard the sound of chanting in the distance. 


"More than 50 monks from the Dragon Buddhist Temple and several other Buddhist temples in the city 
were gathered in the open space in front of the Dragon Rock Buddha Hall, sitting side by side and 
reciting sutra to transcend the souls of the recently deceased in Anging City. Numerous soldiers and 
people were gathered outside to watch. 


Yuan Xing was among them. He wore no armor and had grown a short, thick beard around his head and 
mouth, returning to his wild monk-like appearance as he chanted with the monks. Many eyes rested on 
his face and body. 


At the moment, he was reciting peacefully, eyes closed, and concentrating on transcending the dead, 
without any of the murderous aura of the daytime. However, in the eyes of the people, Yuan Xing 
looked like a Luohan who descended from the sky to vanquish demons and subdue ghosts. 


As they watched and listened to Yuan Xing and the monks reciting sutras, they felt a great sense of 
peace in their hearts. They had not forgotten the suffering before them, but knew that even if they were 
unfortunate enough to die, at least they would be saved from hell by this living Buddha. 


Yuan Xing also vaguely sensed the admiration of the soldiers and civilians of Anqing for him, and 
although he found it absurd, he did not say anything about it, on the contrary, he did not mind chanting 
sutras in front of countless eyes as he was doing at the moment. 


If this can stabilize the mood of the soldiers and civilians, and help to continue to defend the city, he is 
willing to play this role. 


But as he chanted, he knew in his heart that the battle ahead would only get tougher. The rebels were 
bound to try more methods of attacking the city; it seemed that the martial artists that the Prince of 
Ning had collected had not yet been mobilized; and the strength and will of the soldiers of Anqing City 
were being depleted without end. 
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--And | am afraid my role in this battle will become smaller and smaller. ...... 


"Amitabha" 


The chanting of the Buddha's name resounded loudly in the dark sky, but it could not drive away the 
heavy aura of death. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 192 Chapter 9 Falling Flowers 


"It's over." 


Shang Chengyu said this in his heart. 


The five fingers of his left hand stroked the silver-encrusted blade of the Wudang Longsword on his 
waist. Thirty-one years ago, at the age of seventeen, he had survived the Battle of the Shifting Sect, and 
it had been his life-preserving companion. 


But today, Shang Chengyu believes there is no need to pull it out. 


Divided into two rows, there were eighty strong bows. Twenty three-eyed handguns. A crescent-shaped 
firing formation. Anyone can see that Shang Chengyu's judgment is correct. It's over. 


In order to facilitate movement, Shang Chengyu did not wear a white fur coat, but instead wore a long 
coat sewn from leather, with a thick gray and black cloth wrapped around his head. But he still didn't 
shed a drop of sweat during this July day, and his face was still so pale, as if he never felt warm enough. 


Standing next to him were ten tough men selected from the "Iron Mountain Team", and more than 300 
soldiers from King Ning's Army. Everyone was staring at the besieged hut like him. 


The hut seemed to have been built by hunters in the forest clearing at the foot of the mountain. It 
seemed to be relatively sturdy, with only two small windows. Although people hiding in the house can 
withstand the volleys of bows, arrows and bullets, they cannot take a step outside the house. 


The siege is complete. Shang Chengyu was not in a hurry. Anyway, he has spent so many days, sent his 
subordinates to search many areas, found out the enemy's clues, and obtained intelligence after two 
days of torture, and finally nailed the "Six Swords of Breaking" here. He wanted to enjoy this ending. 
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In order to hunt this time, Shang Chengyu did not hesitate to leave the army for many days. He was not 
even with King Ning when the war started. His intuition told him that eradicating the "Six Swordsmen" 
was more important than participating in the battle on the front line. 


After two battles in which Prince Ning's Mansion was invaded and Wang Shouren escaped, Shang 
Chengyu was repeatedly fooled and thwarted by the "Six Swordsmen". Although he felt unhappy, he 
also recognized how valuable these guys were to Wang Shouren's army. Before Wang Shouren sends 
troops and joins the "Six Swordsmen", it is a priority to get rid of these troublesome people, otherwise it 
may greatly jeopardize Zhu Chenhao's great cause. And Zhu Chenhao's great cause is also Shang 
Chengyu's great cause in the future. 


When he learned that the "Six Swords of the Broken Gate" were hiding in the area of Jianchang, he 
thought that they were obviously waiting for the opportunity to go to Nanchang; Shang Chengyu even 
deduced that when Wang Shouren marched out of the army, the first target would be Nanchang, not 
the main force of the King of Ning who was marching to Nanjing. 


Luckily, we will settle them here today. 


Then we have to hurry back to the army, and then discuss how to deal with Wang Bo'an guy ....... 


He looked at the hut, but did not see any movement. He judged that the people in the house already 
knew about the siege, but they just pretended to be unresponsive, trying to make the encircling soldiers 
relax. Shang Chengyu had already responded to this aspect, and he repeatedly gave instructions to his 
subordinates before dispatching. 


"This group of people once came in and out of Prince Ning's Mansion without any damage. If you don't 
keep this in mind, your heads will be chopped off before you can even blink." 


Shang Chengyu has been in the palace for several years, and all the guards are well aware of his abilities, 
and their respect for him is second only to King Ning himself, or even more so. They acted with extreme 
caution. 


At this time, Shang Chengyu took an exquisite horn bow from the attendants beside him and mounted 
the arrows. The attendant brought the torch he had prepared and lit the oiled arrowhead. 
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Shang Chengyu bent his bow, aimed the arrow forward, and with a gentle release of his right hand, the 
arrow flew straight towards the hut as if it were a shooting star, nailing it to the wall. Shang Chengyu's 
shooting posture is extremely beautiful and powerful, he did not learn bow and arrow in the past in the 
Wudang sect, only in recent years in the Ning King's residence to practice, but with his natural talent and 
the original deep training in martial arts, he could quickly master the movements. Shooting form is 
better than that of many dedicated archers. 


He handed the bow to his attendant and silently watched the arrow nailed to the roof. The flames had 
blackened the wall of the house and were beginning to spread to the wood of the wall panels. 


Shang Chengyu stared fixedly at the hut, which had already sprouted a palm-sized flame. "He had only 
seen Hu Linglan in the Six Swords of the Broken Gate, and he did not know that she was an enemy. He 
wanted to see what they looked like, and to see how they struggled with the arrows - it would be 
beautiful to watch. 


Shang Chengyu was particularly concerned about Jing Li. Two of his current favorites had been injured 
by Jing Li's sabers, and the head of the Secret Sect, Lei Jiudi, had also been killed by Jing Li head-on. The 
latter incident in particular had surprised Shang Chengyu the most... 


Before he was imprisoned in the black prison, he had heard about the strength of "Cloud Hidden God 
Xing" Lei Jiudi, and his master, Gongsun Qing, had mentioned it to him before, saying that Lei Jiudi 
would be a big obstacle to Wudang's domination. 


What kind of person is the one who can kill Lei Jiudi? 


But Shang Chengyu didn't do anything extra because of this. He was not prepared to fight against Jing Li 
or anyone else, but to kill them with overwhelming force and firepower. He had already made up his 
mind that what he was going to pursue in the future was not personal force, but a more meaningful 
power. 


However, the martial spirit in his heart had not been completely quieted. 
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That was impossible, but now it was overshadowed by a greater desire. That was why he still fingered 
the sword at his waist. 


There will be no duel today. | will watch with cold eyes as this man, Jing Li, is killed by a hail of arrows. 


As he watched the flames of the hut grow, Shang Chengyu admonished himself. 


The fire has reached the door of the house. Black smoke rose into the sky. However, the people in the 
house still did not come out. Shang Chengyu remembered that Wu Ji Hong, who had fought with the Six 
Swords of Broken Door, said that Jing Li was a very cunning person, who often made strange moves, and 
was especially good at utilizing the environment to fight. He thought about what he would do if he were 
Jing Li. 


Looking at the burning wooden house, Shang Chengyu thought of something. 


--Smoke. He wanted to wait for the smoke to blur his vision, so that he could escape from the bow and 
arrows and gunfire. 


As soon as he thought of this, Shang Chengyu immediately responded by pulling back the bow and 
catapult array by about one foot and lengthening it from side to side. Although this reduces the power 
of intensive fire, it gives the bowmen and archers more time to see the enemy coming out of the smoke, 
and it is not easy for them to be killed by the other side. 


Shang Chengyu ordered his soldiers to come forward and support the bow and catapult formation at all 
times. 


All eyes are on the fire, which is getting hotter and hotter. Some of the soldiers begin to wonder if the 
other side would rather burn to death than fall into their hands. This thought made the hearts of the 
people relax a little. 


Shang Chengyu immediately sensed this atmosphere and shouted from the back, "Concentrate! Don't 
relax! 
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He was sure that Jing Li would not let any chance of survival slip by. Although he had never met Jing Li, 
from what he had heard in the past, Shang Cheng Yu was sure that Jing Li would not give up any chance 
of survival. 


Wujihong's description, Shang Chengyu knew Jing Li very well, because he himself was the same kind of 
person. 


After seven years in the dark prison, with no sunlight and no hope at all, he had reasons to give up any 
day, but in the end, he still survived. 


He will definitely come out. 


At that moment, they heard a strange wind sound. 


It came from the western slope of the mountain. 


Shang Chengyu and many soldiers looked up to the sky and saw dozens of black spots approaching from 
the sky. 


The next moment, rocks rained down on the soldiers! 


The soldiers took cover. As they were in pursuit of the "Six Swords of Broken Gate", they were all 
dressed in light clothes without armor, helmets, or shields. Three rebels were hit in the head and face by 
the stones and fell down, while the others were hit in the body by the stones, and although they only 
suffered pains, they also panicked and were confused due to the sudden change. 


Before the rebels could react, the next shower of stones flew over them, and this time they all saw that 
they had been thrown from a high point on the slope of the hill not far away. As the soldiers cried out in 
surprise, two more were wounded. 


Shang Chengyu also saw the source of the attack. He was furious and drew his longsword with a 
"zheng"! 
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"Hold your position! The people in the house can't get away!" 


As he shouted out his orders, he led the ten Iron Mountain warriors towards the stone-throwing enemy! 


He was confident that the eleven men on his side would be able to take care of them quickly. 


--The key is to be fast, not to be disrupted by the other side of the encirclement, so that the "Six Swords 
of the Broken Door" can escape! The enemy on the hill seems to ignore Shang Chengyu and the others, 
and throws a third round of stone rain at the army formation! 


Shang Chengyu's army numbered more than 400 people. Faced with dozens of stone attacks each time, 
the damage was not great. But they had to remain surrounded by the hut, unable to move or fight back, 
and the resentment and fear of standing as living targets soon spread. Some of the archers and gunmen 
in the front row no longer cared about aiming at the hut, put away their weapons and dodged while 
holding their heads. 


At the same time, the thick smoke approached the military formation. 


Shang Chengyu and the "Tieshan Soldier" were both good players. They were quick on their feet and ran 
up the hillside in the blink of an eye, about to kill the enemy hiding in the bushes. 


At this time, many figures appeared on the slope and attacked Shang Chengyu and others! 


"Don't stop! Keep throwing!" 


Among the people who rushed out, the leader yelled like this while raising an old saber imitated by the 
Japanese. Although the voice was filled with anxiety, tension and murderous intent, it was extremely 
pleasant to hear. 


Of course it's Huo Yaohua. 
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She rushed to Jianchang County with the militiamen and two Jiujiang Prefecture wire operatives, but 
was unable to get in touch with the local wire network contact person. She suspected that they were 
probably hiding from the searching rebels. 


In this way, they cannot find out where the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" are. However, Huo 
Yaohua had a change of heart: Jing Li and the others could not be found, but they could check the 
whereabouts of the enemy. If the opponent wants to hunt down the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the 
Gate", they will send out a lot of troops, so there must be traces to be found. 


Sure enough, after three days of secret investigation and following the clues, we found that the enemy 
was beginning to gather, indicating that the enemy had grasped the location of the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door" and wanted to close the hunting net! 


Huo Yaohua and others chased them into the mountain forest southwest of Jianchang County. They 
determined the enemy's position by relying on the rising black smoke, and then went around to the 
commanding heights of the hillside to launch a stone-throwing attack. 


——She has sent militiamen to the nearby villages of Jianchang in the past few days, and has recruited 

more than 40 loyal villagers who hate Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang. They have not been trained, 

and half of them are not in their prime, and were either old men or teenagers of only 14 or 15 years of 
age. The only way to attack and disrupt the 400-strong enemy group was to throw stones. 


Huo Yaohua raised her saber and rushed down the hill, her heart going out to the fire that she had just 
watched getting hotter and hotter. She prayed that it was not too late. 


However, when she finally saw who the enemy was who rushed up the slope in front of her, Huo Yaohua 
immediately forgot her prayers. 


An intense fear rose up from her body. The scene of that day at Wudang Mountain immediately 
surfaced in her mind. There was also the shock of meeting a hunter. 


There were only two men in the world who had made Huo Yiu Fa surrender without a fight. 
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One was the Dragon Warrior. The other is now in front of her. 


At the same time, Shang Chengyu also realized that the short-haired woman who rushed down the slope 
in the first place was Huo Yohua, whom he had raped. His heart was mixed with mixed emotions of 
excitement and regret: excitement because he knew that it would be easy to kill this woman who had 
once submitted to him; regret because he had kept this plaything for two years in the Ning King's 
mansion and did not kill it, but today it came back to bite him at this critical moment! 


The ten militiamen from the Ji'an Prefecture who followed Huo Yaohua roared forward, holding their 
sabers tightly in their hands. They had all been to war before, and were not oblivious to the strength of 
the enemy in front of them. But they did not have the slightest thought of retreat. 


--They had to fight for something bigger than themselves. This was their war. 


The villagers on the hillside continued to throw the stones they had collected and prepared at the 
enemy formation down the slope with all their strength. They know this is the only thing they can do. 
Every wave of his arms was filled with hatred towards Prince Ning's Mansion. Jianchang is close to 
Nanchang City, and they are all victims of persecution and threats by the wolf-like and tiger-like guards 
of Prince Ning's Mansion day and night. Some people’s relatives were killed by the palace guards; some 
people’s wives and daughters were raped and taken away by the palace guards. The food harvested 
through hard work was "confiscated" by the prince's palace by force; each time Prince Ning's palace 
expanded, they even kidnapped them or their family members to work as hard labor. In the past, they 
felt as if they were going to be stepped on by these people since they were born. Now that Prince Ning's 
palace has launched a rebellion, they dare not even imagine what the world would become like if such a 
person became an emperor or a high official, and what would happen to their descendants in the future. 
So even though they knew it was dangerous, they still followed Huo Yaohua. 


--At least, I've thrown stones at those guys with gusto. | fought back. 


Huo Yaohua and Shang Chengyu are only ten feet apart. Shang Chengyu's Wudang sword is still hanging 
sideways, and his flying upward movement is very graceful, almost like a dance. But Huo Yaohua, with a 
warrior's eyes, could see how dangerous Shang Chengyu was. 
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The hatred and fear of having been humiliated caused the blood in Huo Yao Hua's body to run wild like a 
mad horse, and she was unable to focus her mind on facing this terrible enemy. Half of her life flew 
through her mind: betrayed by her brother and master, hunted down by her fellow members of the Chu 
Wolf Saber Sect, using her own body to survive; subdued by the King of the Dragon Surgery, addicted to 
the elixir and unable to extricate herself from it; turning her hatred of the world into the energy to do 
evil and kill ...... How many cold and selfish men led her to the evil ways of the old days. 


But it's more than that. There are two men who make her know that there is another side to the world. 
One of them was trapped in the burning hut at the moment, and the other was waiting for her in the 
distance. 


The confusion in Huo Yaohua's body and mind subsided. She calmed down. Her eyes were finally able to 
meet Shang Chengyu's. Her eyes were extremely clear and focused. 


Her heart was filled with everything about Xi Xiaoyan. The saber in her hand naturally assumes a simple 
posture like chopping down a tree. 


Shang Chengyu felt this change. He raised his sword slightly. 


The saber slashed diagonally downwards. The speed and strength of the saber exceeded any of Huo 
Yaohua's previous moves. 


--After the battle of killing the King of Ning's mansion, she has learned to incorporate Xi Xiaoyan's 
"Yangji Saber" technique into her own Chu Wolf School saber technique and the "Wudang Sword of 
Strength" technique she learned from Wu Ji Hong, making it her own swordsmanship. 


——This sword move carries with it her life’s desire, regret and awareness. 


The blade, which was more violent than Shang Chengyu imagined, struck head-on. 


He was greatly surprised - it seemed that Huo Yaohua had devoted himself to hard training during these 
days! 
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Originally, Shang Cheng Yu was prepared to use the Wudang Form Sword's "Pursuit of Forms and 
Intercepting Veins" to meet any of Huo Yaohua's attacks, so as to win the battle by substituting labor 
with escape - after all, he still had to conserve his physical strength, so that he could kill all the dozens of 
people here. However, the momentum of Huo Yihua's saber was more than he had expected, and he 
realized that it was not a good idea to intercept the attack; even if he had hit Huo Yihua's wrist first, he 
would have been hit by the remaining momentum of the saber! 


After all, Shang Chengyu was a swordsman genius that even Ye Chenyuan admired. At this moment, he 
immediately changed his mind and took a big step forward with his left leg. He lowered his body and 
rushed under Huo Yaohua's diagonal chopping knife. There was a gap, and at the same time, the long 
sword stabbed her right thigh low with a backhand. It was the "avoiding green and entering red" move 
of "Wudang Xingjian"! 


The sharp knife just passed by Shang Chengyu's turban and chopped it off. This was not dangerous, but 
that Shang Chengyu used the minimum range of motion to avoid the slashing attack, and he was so 
precise that it could not even accommodate the thickness of a headscarf. 


Because of this, Huo Yaohua had no way to avoid Shang Chengyu's counterattack. At most, she could 
only retreat as hard as she could at the moment of impact to reduce the depth of the sword tip. 


Blood splattered on her thighs. 


Since Shang Chengyu lowered his body to dodge, Huo Yaohua still had the advantage of attacking from a 
higher position. She missed with one strike. She endured the pain in her leg and prepared to return the 
sword with her backhand, but out of the corner of her eye, she saw that Shang Chengyu had withdrawn 
his long sword, and the tip of the sword was far away. Pointing at her right elbow, he had already 
stopped her combo in the air, obviously anticipating the angle and technique of her second strike. If Huo 
Yaohua insists on making a move, she will send her arm to the tip of Shang Chengyu's "shaped sword". 


But she knew that she could not retreat or stop at this point. She had to entangle Shang Chengyu with 
all her strength so that the villagers above her could keep throwing stones. 


--Only in this way will Jing Liand the others have a chance of survival! 
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She retracted her right arm and held the saber in front of her chest instead. She pressed the back of the 
saber with her left hand and rushed forward with her body. She pushed the blade towards Shang 
Chengyu with all her strength and fought her way into the inner circle to fight with Shang Chengyu! 


Shang Chengyu only glanced at it and saw the gap in Huo Yaohua's pushing stance. He fired out his 
sword with lightning and quickly took out the right carotid artery! 


The speed of the sword exceeded the speed that Huo Yaohua's eyes could catch, and she relied on her 
intuition and experience to raise her saber slightly to the right in time for the sword to clash, but the 
raised blade was not enough to dislodge Shang Chengyu's rapid stabbing, and could only slightly change 
its trajectory! 


Huo Yohua did not think about it, as if it was her own body, and still pushed her saber towards Shang 
Chengyu with all her might. 


Shang Chengyu retracted his sword almost as fast as he stabbed it out, the sword still sticking to the 
saber, turning it from straight to horizontal, blocking the saber's forward momentum. 


Huo Yaohua shouted angrily, pouring her entire body into her arms, and with the advantage of being 
high on the slope, she pressed her saber and sword against Shang Chengyu! 


Then she had a marvelous feeling: Shang Chengyu's person and sword seemed to have disappeared in 
front of her in an instant. 


To be more precise, she felt the resistance of Shang Chengyu's sword suddenly disappear. The power of 
her own thrust seemed to have entered the ocean. 


This feeling was not unfamiliar to her. In the past, when she was practicing with the Dragon King in 
Luling, she had often encountered such a situation that caused her to be at a loss. 


The "Taiji Sword" was activated. 
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Shang Chengyu used the long sword placed on the saber to skillfully deflect the power sent by Huo 
Yaohua. 


Huo Yao stopped her legs from running forward, trying hard to get away from Shang Chengyu's "failed 
introduction". 


But the more she struggled, the more Shang Chengyu's "Ting Jin" controlled her power movements and 
body center of gravity. Under Shang Chengyu's fiddling, Huo Yaohua seemed to be on an empty footing 
with nowhere to focus. 


Shang Chengyu took half a step forward and gently held Huo Yaohua's right elbow with his left hand. 


They looked at each other from a close distance for a moment. Shang Chengyu's gaze seemed to say to 
Huo Yohua: 


"Do you want to fight me in close quarters? Let's enjoy it." 


Then Huo Yaohua saw the world in front of her turned upside down. 


Shang Chengyu used his left palm and right sword to exert force. Huo Yaohua turned upside down and 
fell to the ground hard! Huo Yaohua felt that all the breath in her body seemed to have dissipated due 
to this fall. Unable to breathe, she lay on the grass and looked up. A shower of rocks passed through the 
sky again like birds. Shang Chengyu stood in front of her, looking down at her expressionlessly. He lost 
his turban, and his cloud-like hair was flying in the wind. His posture seemed otherworldly. 


Huo Yaohua watched all this calmly, as if the moment was flowing very slowly. However, in reality it was 
only avery brief moment. 


The next moment, just like the writer leaving the last stroke, Shang Chengyu waved his arm as if holding 
a pen, and the tip of the sword pierced Huo Yaohua's heart. 


Huo Yohua felt no pain. She just accepted the sword quietly. 
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Just as the tip of the sword entered her body, there was an explosion in the open space below. 


Hearing that sound, Huo Yohua knew that she had not come in vain. She smiled. 


The booming sound made Shang Chengyu stunned, and the sword tip did not penetrate further into Huo 
Yaohua's body. 


At the same time, a militiaman rushed towards Shang Chengyu with red eyes. 


Shang Chengyu almost didn't even need to look, he casually slit the militiaman's throat with a single 
blow of his sword, as easily as picking a piece of grass. 


The other two militiamen took advantage of this opportunity to rescue Huo Yaohua, who was 
unconscious after being struck by a sword, and took her away. 


Shang Chengyu ignored them and just looked back at the hut at the foot of the hillside. 


One of the charred walls of the hut was pierced with a big hole, and a shadow flew out! One-third of the 
rebel bows and guns had been driven away by the stone attack, and the rest were still aiming at the hut. 
Seeing the first shadow to fly out of the smoke, the archers fired their arrows at it! 


In the next instant, the other three walls of the hut were pierced. Burning wood shavings flew out. 


Five black shadows rushed out of the holes at the same time, and as soon as they left, the hut collapsed. 
Between the thick smoke, not many people could see the situation clearly. 


A second line of archers with arrows at the ready stepped forward to fill up their guns, and the gunners 
all hurried to light their twists. 
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At the same time, they saw that the "shadow" that first flew out was actually just a chair, which was still 
lying on the ground and burning, with three arrows sticking out of it. 


Several figures came out of the fog at high speed. 


The bowman rushed to fire his arrows. However, under the attack of the stones, they were already in 
confusion, the number of people shooting in unison was reduced, and the smoke was even more diffuse 
than before, which reduced their time for aiming. The power of the firing formation was not even half of 
what it had been at that time. 


Two of the figures rushed toward the archery line from the front, meeting the largest number of arrows. 
The one on the left had a sharp whirlwind in front of him, two flying blades, and he was able to sweep 
away the arrows that were flying close to him while running at full speed, his eyesight and coordination 
were amazing! 


As for the person on the right, he jumped forward in the most accurate instant, dodged the arrows, 
rolled over and ran forward smoothly without any obstruction or influence on his speed! 


As for the other three figures fleeing out of the hut in different directions, far fewer arrows were fired at 
them, and none of them managed to graze their bodies. 


The two in front of them, each holding a double weapon, charged towards the center of the bow and 
catapult array, but they were smart enough to jump in a zig-zag fashion from side to side at this close 
range, making it difficult for the replacement bowmen and catapults to aim. 


Although those three-eyed guns are powerful, after all, they are fired with fire twists, and the gunners of 
Ning's House are not as well-trained as those of the Forbidden Army's Sheng Ji Camp, so their timing is 
not as accurate, and under this urgent aiming instead of waiting for the enemy to take advantage of the 
situation, their accuracy is very low, and they can only hope that each time the three rounds of the 
gunfire will hit the enemy exactly. 


The few people who rushed out of the hut seemed to be blessed by gods. When the handguns exploded, 
the scattered projectiles whizzed past without hitting any of them. 
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This is the rebel gunslinger's only chance. 


The two people on the front have already rushed into the array of bows and guns. 


The four swords instantly unfolded a bloody picture. 


Shang Chengyu, who saw him in the distance, hurriedly led ten "Iron Mountain Soldiers" back to his 
formation. 


——We must suppress them in time. 


Yan Heng and Jing Li, who were gray and black all over, with wet cloth covering their mouths and noses, 
were like tigers entering the flock between the bow and gun hands, and the bodies fell one after 
another, like grass in front of a sickle. 


Lian Feihong, Hu Linglan and Tong Jing also came from the side. The five of them were covered in 
charcoal ash, their hair was scorched in a few places, their eyes were red from smoke, and their breath 
was heavy through the cloth, as if they had crawled back from the mouth of hell. 


The sneak attack and siege this time can be said to be the most dangerous encounter in the "Six Sword 
Breaking Swords". It was comparable to being chased and killed by two hundred disciples of the Secret 
Sect in the woods. Therefore, as soon as they escaped to fight the enemy, each one was like a ferocious 
killer. God, each sword was accompanied by a sharp scream, venting the anger of being at the brink of 
life and death. 


Tong Jing completely put aside her previous inhibitions and allowed the violent side of her heart to be 
released. The "Swift Bee Sword" buzzed and stabbed back and forth so fast that it was hard to even see 
the shadow of the sword. All of them were taller and stronger than her. The many soldiers were like 
being hit by highly poisonous flying needles in a series. Some of them screamed and were wounded, or 
some died on the spot. 
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The momentum of "Six Swords of Broken Door" had shocked the people in the front row of the military 
formation, and they retreated backward in fear, crowding into a group with their comrades at the back, 
and falling into a chaos. 


Jing Li's goose-wing saber and bird's head saber were already stained with blood. He ran back and forth 
in front of the formation, specifically chasing down the archers and gunners, as he had calculated that 
he might have to run out of the enemy formation to escape, and he had to clear the opponent's long- 
range attacks first, which would be safer. 


Yan Heng immediately realized what Jing Li was thinking and focused his attacks on the bows and 
archers. Under the sharp "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword" of Qingcheng School, 15 to 16 
bows were cut off. 


The other three were also gradually converging towards Jing and Yan, ready to charge out in one go. 
Although they also thought that the reinforcements on the other side of the hillside might be in danger, 
the five of them were now facing dozens of times the number of enemies. They had to first escape from 
the siege, and then look for opportunities to turn back and attack in a guerrilla style, using the terrain to 
defeat them one by one. This is the best policy. 


Tong Jing's unique and fast sword made the enemy soldiers afraid to approach. She successfully charged 
into the center, only a few feet away from meeting up with Yan Heng, while Lian Feihong was behind 
her. 


She glanced in all directions with her red eyes, and what she saw seemed not to be a complete human 
body, but only parts of the body that the sword could reach. She entered a very strange mental state, 
and her body's movements and reactions seemed to be executed automatically. 


At this time, among the crowd on the right, there was an overwhelming momentum approaching her. 
Tong Jing also without thinking, raised the "Swift Bee Sword" and stabbed at the comer! 


But the person who came swayed and dodged the "Swift Bee Sword" and stabbed Tong Jing in the face 
with his long sword! 


Who else besides Shang Chengyu? 
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Tong Jing still looked like she was possessed by a ghost. She was not afraid of Shang Chengyu's fast 
sword. She turned her head to avoid the assassination of Shang Chengyu's "Wudang Xingjian" and struck 
back with another sword! 


Shang Chengyu was about to block, but he realized something was wrong and stabilized his sword. 


Sure enough, Tong Jing's sword is indeed a false move, which is exactly the "Half Hand, One Heart" of 
the Dong Kong School transmitted by Lian Feihong. Tong Jing's feints failed to seduce him, and she 
immediately retracted her original real moves. The "Swift Bee Sword" confronted Shang Chengyu's long 
sword from afar, and her response speed was not inferior to that of the former deputy head of the 
Wudang Sect! 


In fact, the two of them have only formally exchanged two swords, but it is already enough to make 
Shang Chengyu surprised! 


--No wonder the Six Swords of Breaking Door is so tricky! 


A petite young girl could keep up with him with her sword speed! 


But in the eyes of Lian Feihong, who was watching behind him, the sword fight just now was extremely 
dangerous. Tong Jing was not hit by the sword and died, but only by a hair. 


——Don’t fight any longer, retreat! 


But Tong Jing's current situation is like a sleepwalker who has no other thoughts except swinging his 
sword. She only knows how to face the enemy and is about to attack again. 


And Shang Chengyu has figured out Tong Jing's speed and sword skills, and is confident that he will kill 
her within three moves! But another enemy was coming from his right. 
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Yan Heng let out a breath that sounded like a tiger's roar, and his short and long swords came towards 
Shang Chengyu! 


Shang Chengyu had long heard that there was this young Qingcheng swordsman in the Six Swords of the 
Broken Door, but now he witnessed the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords, and it was truly 
extraordinary. 


--It is a sword technique that once made Ye Chenyuan almost lose. 


--This kid seems to have fully comprehended it. 


But in the eyes of Shang Chengyu, a sword expert, there is still a gap. 


Only to see the silver-white Wudang longsword flashing into Yan Heng's sword stance like a dragon and 
snake, and at first glance, the sword body seemed to have become soft, and with a very precise and 
direct angle, it stabbed into the fleeting gap between the "Dragon Thorn" and the "Tiger's Path"! 


This was the first time Yan Heng had faced such a superb Wudang swordsman since the battle against 
the King of Dragon Magic in Luling, and Shang Chengyu's swordsmanship was even higher than that of 
Wujihong's. However, Yan Heng was not the same as he was back then. 


But the Yan Heng of today is not the Yan Heng of the past. When the tip of the sword was about to 
reach his body, his left hand drew a half arc inward at high speed, and "Tiger's Blade" was able to block 
it at the last moment! 


Shang Chengyu utilized the rebound force of the block to retract his sword at high speed, and then 
attacked Yan Heng again! 


--He knows that he is not fighting alone, and that he needs to be able to maneuver and shift his position 
at all times, so he doesn't use "Tai Chi", and just uses his fast sword to suppress his opponent. 
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Shang Chengyu attacked Yan Heng's stance or defense position with every sword. These flaws could not 
be seen by ordinary swordsmen, and even Yan Heng himself did not know they existed before. Only a 
peerless swordsman like Shang Chengyu could discover them, and only a swordsman of his caliber could 
grasp them. 


Yan Heng was able to parry all the attacks with his left-handed short sword, while his right-handed long 
sword, the Dragon's Thorn, was not able to take advantage of the situation to counter-attack. It had 
been a long time since he had been so restrained. 


On the other side, Tong Jing was still in a mesmerized state of automatic combat, and attacked Shang 
Chengyu with her fast sword again. Shang Chengyu drew his sword to intercept her, then attacked Yan 
Heng, swinging his long sword back and forth to stab and kill, coupled with his dexterous and bizarre 
"walking sword" footwork, he was able to fight one against two, forcing Yan and Tong to hold back all 
three of their swords, and each of the swords was the most direct and took the least amount of effort, a 
stance that was similar to that of Yao Lianzhou in his fight against the Huashan Sect's sword formations. 


At the moment, he was only concentrating on resisting the enemy, waiting for the 400 men under his 
command to recover, and then he would lead the attack on the "Six Swords of Broken Door". 


Jing Li was killing soldiers while watching the battle between Shang Chengyu, Yan Heng and Tong Jing. 


--This person's sword skills may be better than Ye Chenyuan! 


Once Shang Chengyu returned, Jing Li felt that the situation had changed drastically. Although the 400 
soldiers were numerous, with the strength of the five of them, they would definitely be able to 
overcome them; however, if the 400 soldiers added this Shang Chengyu, they would become another 
army altogether. Jing Li definitely did not want to face such a situation. 


Now that the rebel soldiers have seen that Shang Chengyu's swordsmanship is able to suppress the Six 
Swords of Broken Door, it's only a matter of time before they regain their will to fight and cooperate 
with Shang Chengyu to reorganize their attack. 


——We must take advantage of this moment to defeat him! 
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Jing Li was now about ten feet away from Shang Chengyu, and all the rebels in the middle had been 
forced to move away by Jing Li's power. He spotted the moment when both Yan Heng and Tong Jing 
were forced to retreat by Shang Chengyu's sword, and launched his stunt without hesitation. 


The soldiers nearby watched Jing Li's hands hanging down his saber, arching his back and bending his 
knees, as if he had suddenly transformed into some kind of animal, and then Jing Li seemed to disappear 
from their eyes. 


Leaping. Tumbling. "The Wave Chopping Iron Stance". 


A nerve in Shang Chengyu's brain suddenly throbbed, as if it had been stabbed with an extremely 
dangerous message by a cold needle. 


The force of the sword was like a hundred-foot wave, rolling in from Shang Chengyu's right side. 


Wu Jihong had already warned Shang Chengyu that Jing Xi had this "unstoppable" sword move. Shang 
Chengyu knew that this move had injured Wu Jihong before, so he would never dare to take it lightly. 


But at this moment, when he personally experienced it, he realized that this sword move was actually 
like this. Swift and violent. Magnificent. And there is no escaping it. 


Jing Li gathered his whole body and soul, whirled in the air and fired a sword, slashing off Shang 
Chengyu's messy head. 


Shang Chengyu entered a state of no thought at this moment, and just gently raised his sword to face 
the sharp knife that seemed to have disappeared. 


For Shang Chengyu, everything else in the world disappeared. Only himself and his sword were left, 


and that wave-like saber. Most of his senses were shut down at this moment, leaving only the tactile 


sensation extending to the long sword blade. 
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Crazy sparks erupted between the Wild Goose Wing Saber and the Wudang Long Sword! 


Jing Li's person and saber shifted in a split second, crossing over from Shang Chengyu's right side! 


At the same time Jing Li swept past, Shang Chengyu's head swung violently to the left. 


After flying over Shang Chengyu, Jing Li was unable to control his balance and fell forward. Fortunately, 
Jing Li's reflexes were excellent, and at the last moment, he rolled forward with his right shoulder and 
landed on his back, and rolled twice before he could control his momentum and kneel down! 


——tThe reason why he lost control when he landed was all due to Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi Sword" 
"Introduction Failed" unloading move, "Splash Cutting Iron Power"'s own momentum plus Shang 
Chengyu's "Small Chaotic Circle". The strength was beyond the limit of his control. 


Shang Chengyu also retreated five steps before standing still. His right wrist and five fingers were 
trembling involuntarily, and when he raised his sword, the blade of the Wudang longsword became 
slightly skewed! 


Although the "Tai Chi Sword Ting Jin" he used just now has reached its extreme, it is still not enough to 
completely remove the fierce and unparalleled "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power". It still withstood a lot 
of force, and the longsword, if it were not a fine casting, would have been broken long ago. 


At this moment, Jing Li stood up and hung his head, only to see that the tip of the short bird-headed 
saber in his left hand, the "Minnu Dy", was stained with an extremely thin line of blood. 


A line of blood flowed from the tip of Shang Chengyu's right ear. The hair near his ear had been neatly 
sliced off. 


It turns out that what Jing Li used just now was the newly created double-blade variation of "Splashing 
Iron Power". After the main sword strike with his right hand, he used the remaining momentum to make 
up for the sword strike with his left hand. Because he relied on the flow of the stroke, there was almost 
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no movement at all. Hard to guard against. However, Shang Chengyu dodged the second knife with a 
frightening reaction and only cut off the tip of his ear a little! 


Jing Liturned around and looked at Shang Chengyu. The wet cloth covering his mouth and nose had 
already fallen off due to the violent tumbling, and now his face looked livid. 


Since the move of "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" was completed, no one has ever been able to 
attack it head-on. Shang Chengyu was the first, but at the same time Jing Li felt excited in his heart. 


--Wudang, still here. 


Shang Chengyu didn't even look at Jing Li, but quickly retreated between the ten "Iron Mountain 
Soldiers" and waved his left hand to call for a large group of soldiers to come closer. 


He whispered to the "Tieshan soldiers": "Escort me!" He led ten people to retreat to the rear of the 
formation! 


This move came as a surprise to Jing Liand others. Regardless of his martial arts skills and commanding 
ability, Shang Chengyu is the only enemy the "Six Swordsmen" have ever encountered. They are not 
sure whether this change is another trap. 


Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong also came over at this time, dressed in gray, black and blood red. Facing the 
thick army formation that was constantly retreating, the five men stopped pursuing. 


Just because their physical strength has also dropped to a low point. Under Jing Li's instructions, 
although the five of them lay down on the ground of the hut to avoid the rising black smoke, and 
covered their mouths and noses with cloth soaked in water, they still inhaled a lot of thick smoke 
because they stayed there for so long, greatly reducing physical strength. Facing so many enemies, it 
would be enough to rush and escape, but at this moment, there is really no confidence in attacking 
head-on and chasing down top masters like Shang Chengyu. 


--Jing Li knows that there must be something wrong with Shang Chengyu's sudden retreat. It would be a 
great pity to let go of the chance to kill this powerful enemy, but now is not the time to force it. 
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Shang Chengyu gripped his long, curved sword and kept retreating under the guard of his men. On the 
surface, he did not show any sign of weakness, but he was actually finding it difficult to even walk. 


The repeated executions of the "Taiji Sword" and especially the final "Wave Cutting Iron Stance" had 
touched his back. After years of being chained through his bones, the damage he had suffered could not 
be fully recovered even after several years of recuperation and re-strengthening, and he finally suffered 
a seizure after a prolonged battle. At this moment, Shang Chengyu is simply unable to fight any of the 
Six Swords of Broken Door again. 


Shang Chengyu, who set his sights on conquering the world, would certainly not risk his life for just one 
battle. No matter how unfortunate it was, he turned around decisively and left. 


But when he retreated, Shang Chengyu couldn't help but feel bitter: when he pinned his future life on 
power and military strength, today's defeat was due to personal force. And that force was something he 
once had but was taken away... 


When the rebels retreated, the villagers on the hillside also stopped throwing stones. At this time, Tong 
Jing's mind recovered, and she kept coughing, with a burning smell in her throat, which was extremely 
uncomfortable. 


However, when Yan Heng came over, Tong Jing actually smiled happily. 


"What's wrong with you?" Yan Heng asked with concern. 


"I'm back." Tong Jing said with excitement: "Like you said, | let go of my heart, and then | can still come 
back. | feel it: | can control it!" 


He touched her gray smiling face. It was a relief to know that she had overcome her fear. 


Then Yan Heng put away his swords, but he could not help but use his palms to review the moves he 
had just made against Shang Chengyu. Shang Chengyu's sword completely exposed the flaws in his 
"male and female dragon and tiger sword skills", which was equivalent to teaching him a valuable 
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lesson. Yan Heng kept thinking about it in his mind and made up his mind to fill in these weaknesses so 
that his sword skills could be improved to a higher level. 


Hu Linglan was holding on her nodachi, which was stained with a thick layer of blood, and kept coughing 
hard. Jing Li walked over and Hu Linglan couldn't help but hug him tightly at the sight. The situation just 
now was extremely dangerous, and they were almost going to be buried here together. 


——We are a family of three... 


Lian Feihong touched his burnt beard and looked around at the corpses in the smoke, sighing with a 
bitter smile in his heart. 


--I'm an old man, in the end, when will | die? ...... 


After the five people gathered their emotions, they ran towards the other side of the hillside to meet up 
with the friendly forces who had rescued them. But before they could say thank you, they discovered 
who was lying on the hillside. 


Jing Li hurriedly knelt down and inspected Huo Yaohua's injuries. 


Blood came out of Huo Yaohua's mouth and nose, and her breath was very weak. Jing Li reached out 
and pressed her chest and abdomen to check. His whole body suddenly froze. When others saw Jing Li's 
reaction, they knew what it meant. 


Huo Yaohua's body was losing blood, her tanned face turned pale, and her whole body was trembling. 
Jing Li embraced her in his arms, trying to warm her up. 


Huo Yohua's vision seemed to be blurred, and the pupils of her eyes lost their focus. She reached out to 
touch Jing Li's strong chest, her bloodied lips smiling. 


"You're here." 
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Jing Li held her hand. 


"Yeah. I'm here." 


Hu Linglan shed a tear and turned her head away. 


"You know what?" Huo Yao Hua said in a weak voice, "I've liked you since a long time ago." 


"| know." Jing Li nodded. 


Huo Yaohua took a deep breath, used up her last bit of strength, and stretched out her arms to hug Jing 
Li. Hold him so tight. 


Jing Li also hugged her tenderly. 


But neither he nor the "Six Swordsmen" knew that what Huo Yaohua wanted to hug was not Jing Li, but 
another person. 


At one time, she had replaced Jing Li with that person; at this last moment, she was using Jing Li as his 
double. 


Huo Yao Hua stroked Jing Li's face, her lips trembling as she spoke. 


"If only | could start my life over again, how wonderful it would be." 


Jing Li's throat was choked, unable to answer her. 


Huo Yao Hua smiled again. 
3108 


"But if that were the case, | probably wouldn't have met you." Her eyes closed gently. "This is the only 
thing | wouldn't exchange for anything." 


Her palm slowly slid down Jing Li's face. 


Jing Li embraced Huo Yao Hua on the quiet hillside until her body was completely cold. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 193 Chapter 10 Zen Enlightenment 


The ninth day. 


Looking from the outside, Anqing City looks like it has experienced a hurricane disaster. The walls on all 
sides are full of chips and holes. The city gates are nailed up with countless wooden boards and repaired 
and strengthened. There is not an inch of land outside the city that has not been plowed by artillery fire, 
stone throwing or footsteps. There was a heavy rain the day before yesterday, making the land look like 
farmland. It was difficult for the Ning Wang army attacking the city to advance. As a result, the rebels 
only lasted one round that day. The city walls and gates were not attacked even though they were 
attacked with artillery and rocks. 


The city is also devastated. Over a hundred houses were crushed by the boulders that flew over the city 
wall, and even the prefecture's Yamen was partially destroyed. Fortunately, Zhang Wenjin, Yang Rui and 
most of the leading officials were not present at the time. Nowadays, the people in Anqing City no 
longer scream when they are bombarded and stoned every day. They just secretly recited the Sanskrit 
mantras taught by the monks of "Longfo Temple", praying to escape the bombardment and live another 
day. 


Commander Yang Rui's shoulder was injured by a stray arrow, and he didn't even know whether it was 
shot by the opponent or his own side. 


Luckily, the arrow did not damage his bones, and although Yang Rui was unable to hold a weapon, he 
still commanded the defense of the city as usual - it didn't matter. By the time | had to take my saber, it 
was over. 


The reason why arrows are flying everywhere is because the rebels have increased their siege methods 
and equipment. Among them, the most influential ones are the more than 20 siege speeders that can be 
raised to the same height as the top of the city wall by human power. The rebel archers and gunners can 
hide on the vehicles and observe the defense of the city wall in a row. You can shoot at the defenders' 
archers, and when you have the opportunity, you can push the cart closer and the siege soldiers will 
jump directly to the top of the wall. This weapon drastically reduced the city wall's commanding height 
advantage. The defenders focused on attacking with rockets, but the platform on the roof of the flying 
car was covered with iron sheets and thick cowhide. After two days, the defenders only succeeded in 
destroying two of them, but the number of defenders on the wall who were shot by bows and 
blunderbuss increased significantly. 


3110 


For this reason, Yang Rui made a countermeasure by filling pottery with oil to make many oil bombs. He 
first threw them at the flying car, and then fired rockets at the flying car after it was covered with oil, 
burning the car and killing the enemy soldiers on the car. As soon as this strategy came out, Wutai was 
destroyed in one breath yesterday. The rebel speeding formation did not dare to push too close, and the 
situation changed slightly. 


Because of the enemy's use of flying cars to see the situation on the city wall, the previous plan of laying 
a gap in the empty city is no longer effective. However, Yang Rui still chose more than 20 strong 
militiamen, shaved their hair, gave them a half of the fake copper armor, carrying a long stick, and mixed 
among the defenders in different places of the four walls. This had a certain effect, making the rebel 
soldiers who were afraid of the "Golden Ghost" feel fearful every time they attacked the city, and their 
vigor was greatly reduced. 


Although the generals of the King of Ning's rebel army had strictly forbidden their soldiers to mention 
the words "Golden Ghost" again, they simply could not stop them from doing so. The horror of Yuan 
Xing is deeply imprinted on the soldiers' minds, and their morale is being weakened every day. 


Today | am lucky not to have encountered the "Golden Ghost", but what about tomorrow? 


Therefore, Zhu Chenhao made a decision on the ninth day of this year: to mobilize martial artists to 
attack. 


Originally, he and his generals agreed to save the best of his army for the battle of Nanjing. However, 
the tenacity of Anging was totally unexpected. 


Zhu Chenhao began to regret that he did not listen to Li Junyuan's advice and bypassed Anqing to take 
Nanjing. Now they were stuck in a quagmire in Anqing. Of course, in reality, he could still move the 
battlefield at any time, but to this day, the King of Ning's army has already fought here for a long time, 
and only now to withdraw, is it necessary to carry the impression and shadow of defeat away, and then 
go to fight the more important city of Nanjing? Will the generals have enough confidence to engage in 
another siege? How would the world look at Zhu Chenhao if he failed to capture a small Anqing? Will 
more people rise up in revolt like Anging? 


Zhu Chenhao could not afford these prices. 
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"Deploy the "Thunder Fire Team"", he conveyed the instructions to Li Shishi and Liu Yangzheng 


On this day, the rebels only maintained their shelling and stone-throwing for a short time, and 
immediately switched to sending troops to attack directly. 


The rebels’ flying cars and ladders aggressively attacked and boldly climbed to the top of the wall. 


Just because King Tianning offered a huge gold reward on this day: whoever can find out the true 
identity of the "golden ghost" and come back alive will be rewarded with a hundred taels of gold! 


On this day, Yuanxing was with the militia on the east wall. He was wearing full "half-body bronze 
armor" as usual, holding an eyebrow-level stick in his hand, looking at the enemy formations and fleet in 
the distance below. After a series of battles, deep fatigue began to show on the half of Wan Xing's face 
exposed outside the mask. There are a few small dents and traces of arrow grazes on the bronze armor. 
His eyes were extremely solemn. It became increasingly difficult to defend the city walls. Seemingly 
endless enemies. The accumulated pain and fatigue of the defenders. Consumption of city walls, city 
gates and various ordnance. The sense of despair of not knowing how long they will last... These are 
constantly eroding the will of Anging's military and civilians. 


He looked at Jiang Xin's warship and thought that if he had the water properties of Jing Li, he might 
consider going on a sneak attack alone to see if he could assassinate Zhu Chenhao and end the world 
crisis with one life. But he knew he didn't have that ability. It is his mission to stay here to help defend. 


He remembered the statue of Buddha riding on a dragon in the Dragon Buddha Temple. After all these 
days, after killing so many people, he seemed to be beginning to understand why that Buddha statue 
was still so peaceful. 


The rebels also launched a firefight, building a batch of oil-filled ceramic bombs to be thrown from the 
flying car to the top of the wall. However, as there were not many oil-filled bombs in the flying car and 
the soldiers had to brave the arrows of the defenders when throwing them, even if they were not shot 
down before they were fired, their accuracy was not high, and some of the oil-filled bombs landed on or 
under the wall and burned, which in turn prevented them from ascending to the city. The defenders 
were well prepared for this, and as soon as the top of the wall was burned, they joined forces to save it. 
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Even so, the speeding vehicles from all sides continued to attack without stopping, trying to overwhelm 
the defenders with their numbers and density. 


The rebels' persistence finally met with good luck. The siege soldiers on one of the flying cars 
successfully dropped an oil bomb on the wall near the northeast corner, and used rockets to ignite the 
oil scattered on the top of the wall. The resulting flames happened to spread to a batch of oil-filled clay 
pots hidden in the corner by the defenders, and an explosion occurred immediately. More than a dozen 
militiamen were involved in the sea of fire, and some fell from the wall covered in flames. 


Black smoke and flames were seen rising from the northeastern corner of Anqing City, burning fiercely. 


Far above the center of the river, Zhu Chenhao saw this scene and was extremely excited. After 
attacking the city for days, he finally saw a breakthrough today, and he kept shouting in his heart. 


--Burn! Burn it! 


Yao Linzhou, Ye Chenyuan and Wu Ji Hong were also on the same boat, watching the battle with King 
Ning, Li Shishen, Liu Yangzheng and Li Junyuan. Zhu Chenhao's anger towards Xi Xiaoyan has subsided, 
and now Yao Lianzhou has come to the side of the king again. 


Originally, Yao Lianzhou asked Zhu Chenhao for permission to fight the "Golden Ghost" himself, but King 
Ning refused. 


"You are a general under the King's command, if you casually venture out to the battlefield, will it not 
show that our army has no one? General Yao, this sword of yours must remain with the king, and must 
not be pulled out unless it is absolutely necessary." Yao Lianzhou stood by the side of the boat and 
looked at the smoldering and burning city of Anqing, he couldn't help but think of the heroic battle of 
the Wudang sect in front of the gate of the "Palace of Encountering Truth". 


It was the first time in his life that he fought in a war. The destruction of Wudang was the most painful 
thing in his life, but the scene on the battlefield at that time actually made him miss it a little bit. The 
smell of fire and blood, the deafening sound of cannons, the surging blood pulse... actually made him 
miss it a little bit. He could not forget the pleasure of sacrificing his own life and being completely 
immersed in the battle. 
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——tThere is no way | could be happy standing safely on the boat at this moment, accompanying a 
nobleman who has never known the meaning of suffering and training since he was born... 


In order to put out the fire, many Anging militiamen rushed over near the city wall, which made the 
location they originally guarded weak. 


Yuan Xing saw this and knew it was time to stand up. 


Seeing that the rebels climbing up the middle of the east wall had broken through a small gap, four 
attackers reached the top of the wall and hacked their way to the left and right, wanting to widen the 
breakthrough and allow more comrades to climb up and fight. 


Three more attackers followed. But before they could stand on the top of the wall, they saw something 
flying over their heads, like the black shadows of several large birds. 


Their eyes followed the black shadows flying out of the city wall, and they saw that they were two 
comrades who had climbed onto the wall earlier. One of them screamed as he fell, and the other died in 
the air. 


The battle armor emitting golden red light then appeared in front of them. 


This scene was witnessed by the people in the siege camp on the distant river bank. They all knew who it 
was. 


"Found it. Let's go." 


A voice said, with a feverish excitement in it. 


The speaker hung a pair of long swords of different shapes on his waist, and then, guarded by a group of 
warriors wearing black uniforms with red edges, stepped out of the formation and headed towards the 
east of Anqing City. 
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There is an additional layer of soldiers protecting the front and left and right sides of this "Thunder and 
Fire Team". Each person is carrying a large shield to resist the flying rocks and arrows, and escorts the 
"Thunder and Fire Team" directly to the bottom of the city wall. 


There were dead bodies everywhere under the city wall, some of which had been rotting for many days, 
and there was a stench. The man walking in the center of the "Thunder Fire Team" did not feel 
uncomfortable at all. On the contrary, the smell of corpses seemed to make him more excited, and his 
red and black eyes were shining brightly. He took out a small bamboo tube from his pocket, pulled out 
the cork, poured all the pills inside into his mouth, chewed it hard and swallowed it. 


The power of "Zhao Ling Dan" quickly takes effect in the stomach and rises to the head. Wei Dongliu was 
ready for any battle. 


As soon as the "Thunder and Fire Team" arrived at the city wall, the attacking soldiers already 
cooperated with each other by hooking up two ladders to the top of the wall, and supporting them with 
the strength of more than ten people. 


The eight lighter Thunderbolts were the first to climb the ladders, each carrying a shield in one hand. 
Though they had one less hand to use when climbing, their feet were agile and swift, and they were able 
to climb the ladder very quickly while still maintaining their upward shield posture, which made a big 
difference compared to the other soldiers at first glance. The militia on the top immediately realized 
that something was wrong, and focused their attacks on them! 


At the same time, Wei Dongliu also went up the ladder, close to the eight men, protected by their shield 
formation. His steps were as easy as walking on the ground, and as he climbed upward, his right hand 
had already pulled out the strange snake-shaped longsword without a hilt. 


The arrows were plunged into the eight men's wooden shields, but no flaws were found. The falling 
stones were all deflected or dislodged by their shields, except for one of the foremost, who could not 
withstand a heavy stone, and his wooden shield swung away, and he fell from the ladder immediately 
afterward, struck in the chest and neck by an arrow! 


——Wei Dongliu had already anticipated this loss. 
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The militiamen on the wall stretched out their iron forks and pushed hard on the ladders, trying to free 
the ladder hooks that were holding on to the wall. However, the "Thunder Fire Soldier" climbed too fast, 
and soon reached the militia not far away. The militiamen holding long forks hurriedly retreated, and a 
group of comrades carrying shields and spears came up from behind, and they all stabbed at the 
"Thunder Fire Soldier"! 


Of these seven "Thunder Fire Soldiers", three are brothers from the Bailong Sect in Jiujiang Prefecture, 
one is from the Ditang Sect of the Tang Family in Hunan, two are brothers from the Tiangang Fist Sect in 
Fuzhou, and the last one is a broadsword from the Yue Family in Gannan. The disciples who joined 
Prince Ning's Mansion all wanted to gain glory and wealth, and were selected as the elite of the 
"Thunder Fire Team" of the Prince's Mansion. They all wanted to show off their skills in this first battle. 
At this time, they rushed up with shields in hand, trying to attack the wall with all their strength! 


However, this siege battle was not like the martial arts competitions they were used to. There were 
twenty or thirty spears in front of them, and the timing of the assassinations was very neat. Although 
the individual strength and skills of the militiamen who stabbed spears were far inferior to those of 
these warriors, due to the favorable terrain and cooperation, the spear array exerted its power. 
Everyone was unable to use their shields to deflect all the spear points that came intensively, and three 
of them were wounded and fell from the top of the ladder! 


However, with the sacrifice of these three people, the other four "Thunder Fire Soldiers" successfully 
climbed to the top of the wall with their shields. 


They each used their strength to push against each other with their shields, but the militiamen could not 
withstand it. Many spears and guns were thrown away, and the people were forced to fall back, and the 
formation was disrupted! 


Then the ninth climber stepped onto the east wall. 


As soon as Wei Dongliu came up, many of the militiamen who had come to stop him suddenly stopped 
on the spot. They felt the strong demonic aura exuded by Wei Dongliu. They couldn't help but stop 
moving forward at the same time. 


Wherever the pupils of his yin and yang eyes swept by, those who looked at him felt as if they were 
possessed by evil spirits, and their bodies were immobilized. 
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Wei Dongliu pulled out another narrow ancient sword with his left hand, and walked in the center of the 
city wall with his sword hanging down from both hands, no one dared to take a step close to him, as if 
he was walking in his own house. 


No one dared to approach the center of the wall, as if he were walking in his own house. Under his 
overwhelming power, no one attacked the gap, and more Thunderbolt Soldiers ascended to the wall. 


At this time, at the north end of the city wall, another figure walked out of the militia and approached 
Wei Dongliu. Half of the figure reflected light. 


"It's me he's looking for." 


Yuan Xing said, walking towards Weidong Liu. 


When the Six Swords of Broken Door invaded the Ning Wang Mansion, although Wei Dongliu and Yuan 
Xing did not fight each other directly, they had met each other when Jing Li and the others hijacked Li 
Junyuan and escaped. Wei Dongliu recognized who the "Golden Body Ghost" was, and couldn't help but 
raise the corners of his mouth in a smile. 


"Shaolin." Weidong Liu's eyes glowed with hunger. "That's great." 


Finally, there was a chance to fight with the Wudang Sect again. Yuan Xing did not feel any excitement. 
These days of cultivation, reading the sutra and thinking had made him transcend his old desire to win in 
the martial arts. Now he has only one reason to fight: 


--To save the innocent people here. 


Yuan Xing swung his Qi Mei Stick with both hands, and the end of the stick, which was covered with iron 
plates and nails, was pointed at Wei Dong Liu's heart and chest. He was half sideways, the bronze armor 
on his left side perfectly protected the front of his body. 
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Wei Dongliu had killed countless soldiers wearing heavy armor in the battle of Wudang Mountain. He 
didn't take this "half-body bronze armor" seriously. But the Yuan Xing's stance and demeanor made him 
immediately tighten his mind. 


--What the hell is this? ....... It doesn't seem to have any murderous spirit, but it is obvious that if you 
step into the range of that long stick, you will be shattered at any time. ...... 


In Wei Dongliu's eyes, Yuan Xing's posture of holding the Qi Mei Stick in both hands was so light that it 
was as if he was holding a blade of grass, so light that it seemed to have no strength or weight at all. This 
kind of "nothing", on the contrary, made him cautious and alert. 


At the same time, Yuan Xing felt the chaotic aura emanating from Wei Dongliu's body. It was filled with 
darkness, as if it wanted to cut the whole world to pieces. Yuan Xing initially thought that it came from 
Wei Dongliu's hatred towards the imperial court due to the destruction of the Wudang Sect, but he 
gradually realized that it was not the case. It was a much simpler desire: to seek pleasure from killing 
and destruction. An evil. 


Yuan Xing knew that it was harder to deal with than an opponent with anger or resentment. 


The medicinal power of the "Zhaolin Dan" was at its peak in Wei Dong Liu's body and mind. He hadn't 
killed anyone for many days, but he felt that the overflowing murderous thoughts inside him were about 
to explode. He continued to suppress it and prepared to release it at the most suitable time. 


Wei Dong Liu raised his swords and began to approach Yuan Xing step by step. 


Yuan Xing watched Wei Dong Liu, but realized that he did not show any sign or omen of his intention to 
use his sword. 


Wei Dongliu continued to advance. He was about to reach the distance that Yuan Xing could attack with 
his Qi Mei Stick. 


He was still practicing the stance that he had invented in recent years: he kept approaching and forcing 
his opponent without showing any intention with his swords; at the moment when the opponent could 


3118 


not wait any longer to strike, he would then use both swords to defend and attack at the same time to 
win the battle. 


--Although this move had failed against Jing Li before, Jing Li had only responded with a ploy at that 
time, not a real head-on attack, so Wei Dongliu still had absolute confidence in it. 


Finally, Wei Dongliu stepped into the killing range of the Qi Mei Stick. 


Once he stepped into the killing range, there would be bloodshed. It doesn't matter who it is. 


For Yuan Xing, it would be extremely unfavorable if Wei Dongliu got closer, he would lose the length and 
strength of the Qi Mei Stick against the two swords; of course, if he got into the middle or short 
distance, Yuan Xing could still hold the stick in the middle and use the short strikes from both ends 
against the enemy, but this way of fighting was mainly in a defensive position, and he would be 
suppressed by Wei Dongliu's two fast swords. 


However, Yuan Xing did not use the "King of Kinara Stick" which he was so proud of. He was still holding 
the stick gently, not moving at all. Two or three feet behind him were the blazing flames, but Yuan Xing's 
posture was as calm as water. 


This kind of calmness surprised Wei Dongliu. 


--He was able to endure the flames. ...... 


That was because, just like Wei Dongliu who swallowed the "Zhaoling Dan", Yuan Xing had also taken a 
kind of medicine - this "medicine" was called "Zen". 


This is very different from that night when he faced Jing Li in the Ning Wang Mansion, Wei Dongliu 
thought. Even if Jing Li was still facing you, you could feel that he was still "moving", you knew that there 
was a surge of energy inside him, and you also knew that his mind was spinning out many thoughts. 


Jing Li is the sea. You just don't know which one he's going to implement in the end. 
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Yuan Xing is also completely still at this moment, but you feel that the stillness is not dead; it has no 
idea, as if you can attack from any direction, but at the same time you can't decide which direction to 
attack or which move to use. Yuan Xing is a lake. 


The deep and serene lake absorbed all the killing aura of Wei Dongliu 


He even felt that Yuan Xing didn't even want to survive. 


He had never killed a person who had no desire to live. 


All these feelings and thoughts only occur in a moment. The two are actually still in a fierce battlefield. 
The militiamen behind Yuanxing were waiting for him to defeat and defend this section of the city wall, 
allowing them to mobilize more people to put out the fire; the "Thunder Fire Team" behind Wei Dongliu 
were waiting for him to kill the "golden ghost" and then widen the gap in the city to capture Anqging City 
in one go. 


Both of them had no time to wait. But whoever strikes first is at a disadvantage. 


Wei Dongliu took another step forward. 


The distance between them is only six feet. The limit of confrontation. 


Yuan Xing remained motionless. 


Wei Dongliu has no choice. One more step 


Just as Wei Dongliu took this step, Yuan Xing's left foot stepped forward, overlapping with Wei Dongliu's 
advance in the same instant, like a person inside a mirror and a mirror image. 
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As a result, the distance between the two was suddenly shortened even more... 


Before Wei Dong Liu's step hit the ground, both of his swords were already activated in response to this 
sudden change. While his left ancient sword suppressed the Qi Mei Stick, his right Snake Sword pierced 
Yuan Xing's right chest, which was not protected by the bronze armor and was exposed due to his step 

forward, with a strange and high speed! 


--Even if it was not the heart, if the sword pierced through the lungs and the heart, Yuan Xing would still 
lose his strength and die immediately! 


However, when Wei Dongliu's left hand sword hit the Qi Mei Stick, he realized that there was no 
resistance on the stick. At first, he thought that he had encountered the unloading force of "Tai Chi", 
then he realized why. Then he realized why. It was because the Qi Mei Stick was not held by anyone at 
all. 


Yuan Xing had already abandoned his stick with both hands when he stepped up. However, it was so 
gentle and skillful that Wei Dongliu didn't realize it earlier as the stick was still in its original position in 
the air. 


--In the past, Yuan Xing did not have such a subtle and precise technique. It was only after he had let go 
of the comparison with Jing Li that he let go. 


Yuan Xing's right hand was transformed into a tiger's claw, and he curled his arm to protect his heart 
and chest. The snake sword pierced through his right palm in the next instant, and continued to 
advance, the tip of the sword piercing into his chest! 


And Yuan Xing's left fist, wearing copper armor, took advantage of that stepping momentum and struck 
forward with the Shaolin "Five Forms of Mother Fist - Tiger Fist" move "Black Tiger Stealing the Heart", 
and violently bombarded Weidong Liu's heart and chest! 


- Straight punch. The simplest and most unpretentious move of Shaolin Kung Fu. When Yuan Xing was 
four years old, he entered the Shaolin Temple martial arts training ground on the first day and learned 
the first boxing technique. The beginning of it all. 
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Wei Dong Liu's chest was completely sunk in. His body flew backwards, his eyes, ears, mouth and nose 
were bleeding while he was in the air. The pupils of his red and black eyes rolled upward in confusion. 
Both of his swords left his hands. 


He had a very short dream. In the dream, he was wielding his two swords to his heart's content, 
slaughtering everyone he saw on the streets of Anging City. This was his plan. Before he went into 
battle, he had been thinking about how many people he would be able to kill and how much blood he 
would be able to smell after he killed the "Golden Ghost" today. 


In the end, he couldn't killa single person today. 


Weidong Liu's body continued to fly and crossed the city wall before slowly changing its trajectory and 
falling down. This scene immediately changed the situation on the city wall. The excited militia of the 
city defense shouted and embraced the dozens of stunned "Thunder Fire Soldiers" who remained on the 
wall. 


Yuan Xing sat down. His whole right arm was shrunken up, so stiff and convulsive that he was unable to 
move half an inch. It was because at the moment when life and death were decided, he used his right 
hand to block Wei Dongliu's sword, and when the snake sword passed through his palm, every inch of 
his palm muscles contracted with all their might to counteract the blade's forward force and prevent the 
tip of the sword from penetrating deep into his chest. 


He held his bleeding right hand with his left hand and carefully pulled his right palm and arm away. The 
tip of the snake sword came out of his right chest. He couldn't pay attention to the right hand that was 
still piercing the sword, and his left palm hurriedly covered the wound on his chest to stop the bleeding. 
Blood still seeped down to his waist. He tried to breathe gradually and deeply to make sure his lungs had 
not been pierced by the sword. He seems to be breathing well so far. 


When he pulled out the sword in his hand and stood up again, the last "Thunder Fire Soldier" on the wall 
was also forced to jump down to escape by the militia's gun and shield formation. The siege ladder 
hooked to the city wall was also knocked down. The militiamen raised their guns and cheered, 
demonstrating towards the retreating enemies under the wall. 


None of them looked back at Yuan Xing. Because in their hearts, this sacred monk and living Buddha is 
immortal. 
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OOOO 


The next day Yuan Xing killed more than forty people on the city wall. 


With such wounds, Zhang Wenjin and Yang Rui persuaded Yuan Xing to rest, but he refused 
categorically. 


"| must go to the battlefield today," he said. Yuan Xing said as he bandaged his hand. "If | don't show up, 
the other side will think that the swordsman who attacked me yesterday has killed me, and their morale 
will be boosted. I'll show them that I'm just as scary as | was before." 


What he did not tell the two lords was that his injuries were in fact more serious than they appeared: 
Wei Dongliu's sword had indeed pierced his right lung, and the wound inside had only begun to widen 
today, with the air inside the lungs leaking out bit by bit and accumulating in the chest cavity, thus 
compressing the right lung to the point that he could not breathe. 


Yuan Xing was able to kill a large number of enemies with only one lung, and with his right hand unable 
to hold a stick. 


When the attackers retreated again, the militia around him cheered in unison. After ten days of battle, 
they had survived the worst of it, and now had nothing else in mind but victory and the preservation of 
their homes. 


The whole city is united as one. 


OOOO 


Day Twelve. Yuan Xing used his walking stick as a walking stick and walked slowly up to the city hall. 
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What people saw was no longer the same "divine monk". Yuan Xing's body was much thinner than 
before, and his skin had lost its color. He didn't even wear the "half-body bronze armor", he didn't have 
the strength to bear the load anymore, he was just bare-chested, wearing a tattered rough cloak. 


The left half of his face was painted with colorful brush strokes, and at a glance, the half of his face still 
showed a fierce ghostly appearance. He had commissioned an actor from the city to paint it for him. 


--Even though he was no longer able to wear the bronze mask of the Rakshasa, Yuan Xing still wanted to 
show his enemies the horrible side of himself. 


As usual, he meditated on his knees in the inner corner of the wall. The militiamen nearby were silent as 
they watched him. They could see Yuan Xing's deep fatigue. 


--Yesterday, Yuan Xing had killed and wounded less than ten men, and had to rest most of the time. 
They knew what was going on then. 


Yuan Xing looked at the militiamen, watching each of their stoic faces. He looked back into the city walls, 
overlooking the houses of countless families. 


He recalled what Grand Master Bo Cheng said when he drove him away when he left Xi'an. 


"Look at this world of mortals. Use your stick and fist to make a connection." 


Yuan Xing smiled in his heart. 


——| saw it. | see. 


——I know why | am a human being in this life, and | have found it. 


A militiaman couldn't help but walk up to Yuan Xing with a bamboo tube in his hand. 
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"Master, would you like a drink of water?" 


Yuan Xing nodded, took the bamboo tube and gently sipped from it. The water moisturized his tongue. 
"This water is so sweet.” 


He smiled and returned the bamboo tube to the militiaman, but suddenly coughed. The corner of his 
mouth overflowed with blood that had accumulated in his right lung for several days. 


The militiaman looked at Yuan Xing in shock. Yuan Xing held his hand and said in a calm voice, "Burn me. 
The ashes will be scattered in the mountains and fields to nourish the trees and the living beings. The 
copper and iron of weapons and armor will be broken off and dissolved, and made into tools for 
cultivating the fields and feeding the people, and the sticks of wood will be split into firewood sticks to 
make fires for the people to warm themselves in the winter." 


"Do not leave a single drop of me." 


Then he let go of the militiaman's hand. 


The militiaman could only nod, watching Yuan Xing wipe the blood from the corner of his mouth. 


At that moment, the drums of war sounded in the distance. The militiaman didn't have time to think too 
much, but had to join his comrades and fight to survive another day. 


Yuan Xing continued to sit, listening to the distant drums, and slowly closed his eyes to rest. 


On this day, the militia guarding the city of Anqing were very brave and courageous, as they felt Yuan 
Xing watching them from behind. 


However, Yuan Xing did not stand up this day. 
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OOOO 


On the same day, King Ning's rebels received an urgent report from afar: 


Wang Shouren's army had already departed from Ji'an Province. 


OOOO 


Xi Xiaoyan had been waiting for nine days under the big tree outside the village of Qiyang. 


He escorted Guixiang and five other women to Ruichang in the west, and spent a lot of silver to arrange 
for carriages to take them to Huguang, and then immediately returned to Lushan. 


Before saying goodbye, Guixiang looked at Xi Xiaoyan with grateful eyes. 


Xi Xiaoyan gave her most of the silver taels he had brought, and said, "Take care." 


"You too." She looked at the big saber behind his back. "Good luck." 


Xi Xiaoyan ignored the possibility of being searched by King Ning's men and hurried to the west side of 
Lushan Mountain, two days earlier than the day he was supposed to meet Huo Yihua. 


He bought some dry food in the village and went to look for the big tree. 


After seeing the tree, he realized why Huo Yohua chose this place. The tree was easy to find, standing 
alone ona gentle hillside, with a wide open area around it. Standing underneath the tree, he could see 
people walking towards it from a distance. 


The shape of the tree, the way it stood strong and alone, reminded him of Huo Yao Hua. 
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--No. From now on, you will not be alone. 


He waited under the tree every day. From sunrise to sunset, he watched the hillside. He didn't see 
anyone, he didn't leave the mountains. When he ran out of dry food, he went to the top of the hill to 
pick wild fruits to eat; when his stomach was sore from eating, he went to the nearby stream to drink 
water. At night, he stayed under the tree and slept wrapped in his cloak. 


Every day when he sat under the tree waiting, he did nothing but sometimes pulled out the big saw 
blade and stroked it, and at other times, he looked far down the hill, expecting the long-awaited figure, 
or watched the sun slowly sinking in the west. 


Even after the appointed day had passed, he waited without wavering in his heart. 


--She will come. No matter how late, she would come. 


There was no one to talk to. But it didn't matter. He didn't like to talk. 


Sometimes he thinks about the past. He thought of his brother, and naturally, he thought of Jing Li. He 
still hopes to fight Jing Li. But what if Huo Yao Hua doesn't want to? Should he listen to her? Xi Xiaoyan 
doesn't know. He will only know when he is with her. 


With the same scenery every day, Xi Xiaoyan began to feel confused about the time and numb to 
everything he saw. 


On the tenth day of waiting. Just as the sun was setting, his eyes finally caught a small silhouette far 
down the hill. 


He rubbed his tired eyes and was sure again. It was true. It was a person. And it was indeed 
approaching. 
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Xi Xiaoyan stood up. He thought of running over. But Huo Yaohua said to meet her under the tree. He 
wanted to fulfill her words. 


He kept his eyes on the growing figure, his pupils filled with hope for the future. 


He continued to stand under the tree, waiting for the figure to come. 


3128 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 194 Volume 18 Killing and Zen Afterword 


For those of you who are familiar with me, the title of this volume, "Killing and Zen", is of course derived 
from my long prequel, "Killing Zen". | thought about it for a long time, but in the end | thought it was the 
most appropriate title. Killing Zen is a very sad book, and the heavy heartedness | felt when writing this 
volume of Poems of Martial Maniacs reminds me of the feelings | had when | wrote Killing Zen. Of 
course, this is not a coincidence. 


Although it is heavy, | always like to write about the death of characters, especially characters whose 
appearance is very important. | often think that when a character faces his final moments, that is when 
his vitality in the story is most highlighted. 


My favorite novel, Alex Garland's The Taeach, makes a similar point, but with a funnier analogy: how a 
person reacts to GameOver in a computer game - whether he throws the controller in a rage, screams 
and curses, or just shuts up and accepts the end - is a good indicator of who he is, and how he's not. --It 
reflects the kind of person he is. |, on the other hand, am the kind of person who swears at the screen. 
(Laughs) 


The release of this book, Killing and Zen, coincides with the 10th anniversary of the end of Killing Zen. 
This is a coincidence. 


The publication of this volume also coincided with the Hong Kong Book Fair, whose annual theme was 
"Martial Arts Literature", and | was honored to be one of the participating authors. It was a shame to be 
listed alongside my predecessors, whom | have always regarded as my idols and even spiritual mentors; 
after all, there is only one official martial arts novel that | have ever published, and it is not yet finished. 
Compared to their rich creations and mountains of classics, | still have a long way to go. 


| know very well that one of the reasons why | was selected is that there are too few people actively 
writing martial arts. The label "still writing martial arts novels in this day and age" has more or less 
become the angle through which the media notices and interviews me. | don't really like that. My 
subjective hope is that more people will write martial arts novels, and that they will compete and 
harden each other, just like the martial artists in the world of Wudao Maniacs, and impact each other, 
thus creating new and more powerful martial arts - the difference is that we don't have to win or lose, 
and we can all work together to make martial arts novels important again in this era. 
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| don't know when this will happen, or if it will happen. In media interviews, reporters often ask me 
what | think about the future of the martial arts novel, and | always answer that | don't know, because 
no one can tell if there's going to be some great new writer or work coming out of the woodwork in the 


next minute. 


In literature, no trend or environment is as important as "people". Instead of worrying about whether 
young people still read novels or books, why don't you write a good book first, and then figure out how 
to snatch their attention-or more directly, try to write something that they can't ignore. It doesn't 


matter what genre you're writing. 


Qiao Jingfu 


July 3, 2016 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 196 
Volume 19 The Benevolent One 


Chapter 1 The Imperial Ride 


Standing in front of the bright bronze mirror, Qian Ning opened his arms crosswise, and two attendants 
dressed him in battle armor. 


This set of armor is very finely made, and although there are not many decorations on each part, if a 
weapon expert gets it in his hands, he will naturally see that it is of the highest quality: many joints 
between the armor parts are protected by densely woven iron wires. The most vulnerable parts are also 
cleverly thickened; the shape of the full armor is shaped according to Qian Ning's own figure, making 
him look taller and more upright after wearing it. 


There were only a few places on the armor that were plainly carved with cloud patterns, no gold or 
silver inlays, and no decorations of beasts or raptors. This was not because Qianning could not afford it, 
but because when he wore the armor into battle, he was going to be accompanied by someone who you 
would never want to be more beautifully dressed than he was. 


The attendant put on the armor for Qian Ning, and then handed him the helmet with bright red tassels. 


Qian Ning held the helmet with one hand, reached out to his chest and side with the other hand, and 
moved his body a few times to confirm the tightness of the armor. 


It still fit perfectly. Qian Ning bent his small eyes and smiled at the bronze mirror. Although he had been 
living in fine clothes for years, and had been busy day and night in order to please the emperor and 
manage the affairs of the Jinyiwei, he still often found time to ride horses and shoot arrows to train his 
body. Of course, this is not really to put on armor to fight, but to maintain the same tough look when he 
was favored by His Majesty. Jiang Bin, who was far stronger and more handsome than him, is now 
always at the emperor's side, so he cannot afford to lose too much. The only thing that made Qian Ning 
better than Jiang Bin was his longer friendship with the emperor, so every time they met, he had to 
make sure that the emperor remembered that he was still the same sturdy Qian son who could shoot 
from both sides of the bow. 


3131 


Qian Ning put on his helmet. The attendant took his sword and hung it on his belt, and finally he put on 
his cloak, so that the whole set of armor was complete. With his left hand holding the hilt of his sword at 
his waist, Qian Ning held the hilt of the sword at his waist with his left hand and turned around in front 
of the mirror to watch his heroic appearance. 


He had never been a soldier before, nor had he read half a page of a military book. Being able to achieve 
today's status is all due to ambition and extreme luck - meeting such a fun-loving and war-loving Zhu 
Houzhao as the emperor. 


But now, the emperor is on the move again. 


Fifteen days ago, news of Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao's rebellion reached the capital, and the court was 
shocked. But the person who should be angry the most laughed out loud after receiving the news, his 
eyes shining like a child who had discovered a fun new game. 


Zhu Houzhao couldn't wait and ordered his ministers to draft an edict, ordering Zhu Shou, the "powerful 
general of the governor's military affairs and the Duke of Zhenguo" - that is, himself - to conquer the 
south to quell the rebellion. 


The emperor had long wanted to go to the south of the Yangtze River. And this time no one could 
dissuade him from going on a personal expedition - all the court ministers who tried to persuade the 
emperor to give up the idea of conquest were all imprisoned under Jiang Bin's instigation. 


That's why Qian Ning wanted to dig out the armor that he had collected for a long time and prepare it. 


"My lord is so majestic!" one of the attendants said in admiration. The other person showed an envious 
expression. 


How could Qian Ning, who was the emperor's favorite, not see this as flattery? However, he enjoys this 
kind of flattery - those who make a living by pleasing others also like others to flatter themselves to 
compensate for the accumulated inferiority in their hearts. 


Qian Ning pulled out the sword from his waist with a clang, and the room was filled with cold light. 
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The walls of this room are lined with all kinds of treasures, including skillfully crafted gold and silver 
vessels, jade ornaments with strange colors, calligraphy and paintings of various sizes, and rare things 
from overseas. Next to the bronze mirror stands a strange armor from the Western Regions with a 
round shield. The weapon rack in front of the armor is lined with six Japanese long swords with exquisite 
craftsmanship. There were several heavy wooden boxes piled everywhere, filled with gold and silver 
treasures. 


There are three treasure rooms like this in Qian Ning's mansion in the capital. And there are more than 
ten places where he collects treasures outside the capital to prepare for emergencies. 


Qian Ning held the sword and glanced at the treasures in the room. He probably wouldn't be able to 
spend all the wealth he had amassed over the years by relying on his status as a favorite in three 
lifetimes. But as long as he is in it, it always gives him an incomparable sense of stability. 


He raised his sword. The two attendants were a little frightened, but Qian Ning just pointed the tip of his 
sword at the treasures and swept them one by one. 


Qian Ning, who is extremely small-minded, clearly remembers how he obtained each of his belongings, 
which ones were donated by whom, and which batch of money was earned through what activities. 


The tip of Qian Ning's sword rested on an exquisite white jade wine bottle. He remembered that this 
was what Zhu Chenhao sent as a gift. 


Not just this hip flask. About 30% of the property in this room was earned from Prince Ning's bribes over 
the years, or from the time he smuggled Shenji camp firearms and sold them to Prince Ning. 


Thinking of this, the sense of stability in Qian Ning's heart suddenly disappeared, and the sword in his 
hand trembled slightly. He slowly sheathed the sword. 


Qian Ning, who had intelligence information, actually learned of Prince Ning's rebellion a few days 
earlier than the emperor. His first reaction was actually to think about escaping from the capital, but he 
still couldn't bear to part with all the wealth and status, so he finally decided to stay. 
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After five frightening days, news of the rebellion broke in the court. He continued to wait. No one ever 
accused him of colluding with Zhu Chenhao. Even his rival Jiang Bin made no move. 


Qian Ning knew one of the reasons: he was the only one in the court who was bribed by King Ning? 
Many people—including many with great power—don’t want this shit bucket to be opened. If "collusion 
and rebellion" were strictly investigated one by one, the foundation of the entire imperial court might 
be shaken. 


But Qian Ning is also worried that the depth of his collusion with Prince Ning is unmatched by others. 
Many court ministers accepted bribes from Prince Ning, and at most they turned a blind eye or put ina 
nice word for Zhu Chenhao in front of the emperor. However, Qian Ning had been "renting" Jinyiwei's 
intelligence system to Prince Ning's palace for use, and had also obtained heavy artillery and military 
equipment for them, and even tried to induce the Emperor to use the "Dragon Paper of Different 
Colors" to confer the son of the King of Ning as the successor. If all these were revealed, it would be very 
difficult for him to get away with it. 


It's too late to say regret now. Qian Ning stared at himself in the mirror and tried to cheer up. He was 
determined to weather the storm. 


——It's okay... God gave me all this, and won't take it away easily... 


- | will survive here. Longer than anyone else. 


Qian Ning unhooked his sword and took off his helmet, handing them to the attendant. He kept urging 
himself to think of the good: This time His Majesty did not leave the country but went south. Qian Ning 
could finally accompany him throughout the whole journey and the emperor was no longer 
monopolized by Jiang Bin. He had already ordered his subordinates to collect all the rare delicacies along 
the route where the Forbidden Army was about to march, search for folk beauties, and prepare all kinds 
of new gadgets that were not found in the "Leopard Room". 


--To win back His Majesty's heart. 


--If | can do it, no one can touch me. 
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At this time, Qian Ning walked to one wall of the treasure room, selected four of the dozens of fine and 
powerful bows hanging on the wall, and told his attendants to bring them with them so that he could 
have the opportunity to perform in front of His Majesty. The emperor decided to send troops to leave 
the capital the day after tomorrow. Qian Ning had many things to prepare, so he asked his attendants to 
take off his armor for him. 


Just after taking off his upper body, another servant of the palace suddenly ran in from the inner hall. 
Qian Ning was very unhappy when he saw that he was sweating profusely and his face was pale. 


"What--" 


"Someone ...... has come in!" 


The attendant's voice was trembling, obviously very unusual - who dares to break into the residence of 
the royal concubine son Zhu Ning? 


Qian Ning, still wearing his lower body armor, angrily picked up a Japanese saber on the weapon rack 
and drew it, and was about to rush out to see what was going on, when an extremely powerful voice 
came in from outside. 


"Qian Ning, come out and say a few words! 


At the sound of this voice, Qian Ning's spine seemed to freeze. 


There were more than thirty guards in Qian Ning's residence, plus a large number of Jinyiwei's 
subordinates who often moved around here, so the defense was as tight as a city fortress. 


But the person who spoke was able to enter the depths of this mansion without any warning. 


There was only one possibility: this man came with an order that no one dared to disobey. 
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Qian Ning's face turned paler than ever. He lowered his saber and, with heavy steps, walked slowly out 
of the treasure room. 


When he arrived at the spacious inner hall, Qian Ning saw that the man who had spoken was already 
sitting on the main seat. 


Although Jiang Bin was seated, he seemed to be even taller than Qian Ning. His deeply scarred face 
smiled triumphantly, and in his hand he played with a letter. 


Qian Ning, who had accompanied the emperor day and night, had seen this precious piece of paper 
countless times before, so of course he knew what it was. 


It's all over. 


The hall was also filled with dozens of soldiers carrying swords and axes. They were all confidant soldiers 
that Jiang Bin personally brought to the capital from the border. They all stared at Qian Ning with wolf- 
like eyes. 


Jiang Bin couldn't help frowning and shaking his head when he saw Qian Ning walking out, wearing half 
armor and holding a Japanese sword in his hand. 


"At this point, you still want to resist, right?" 


Qian Ning looked weak, swallowed his Adam's apple, and dropped the long knife in his hand to the 
ground. 


Jiang Bin looked at Qian Ning's defeated look and was not in any hurry to carry out the imperial edict. He 
had been waiting for this day for a long time, so of course he had to enjoy it slowly. 
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——lIt was like seeing a long-awaited prey finally fall into a trap, he wanted to appreciate the struggling 
posture. 


"| know what you're thinking." 


Jiang Bin said: "You regret taking me to see His Majesty that day, right? But you can't blame me. 
Colluding with Prince Ning's Mansion is not something | forced you to do. | just asked Your Majesty to 
pay more attention." 


He touched the proud battle scar on his face, looked at Qian Ning and said, "| just didn't expect that the 
person who was my opponent would be so stupid." 


Qian Ning seemed to be gradually recovering from the shock. His face gained a little more color, and he 
took off the hem of the armor himself. 


——After accepting the fact, Qian Ning's heart calmed down. After all, he had been living in the imperial 
court for many years, so he understood that this was a man-eating jungle, and he had to be prepared to 
be eaten at any time. 


Qian Ning's calm reaction surprised Jiang Bin. He had previously imagined how Qian Ning would cry and 
beg for mercy at this moment, or be so frightened that he would show some ugly expression. 


"Whatever you want to do, do it quickly." 


Qian Ning said calmly. "Anyway, everything is settled. Do you want to hear what | have to say? | lost. Are 
you Satisfied after hearing this?" 


Jiang Bin could not continue. He waved his hand and signaled his men to bring out the beef tendon 
ropes to tie Qian Ning. Qian Ning asked the soldiers to tie their hands behind their backs while still 
looking directly at Jiang Bin. 


"You know what? You're just like me." 
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When Jiang Bin heard Qian Ning's words, a surge of anger filled his chest. 


"What nonsense are you talking about?" 


"You are the same as me." 


Qian Ning said calmly. "Everything we get is not based on ourselves, but is a reward from others ona 
whim. It is easy to lose such things overnight. 


"In this world, even emperors change. Do you think the position you are standing in today will always 
exist?" 


As Jiang Bin listened, the anger on his face gradually disappeared. He could tell that Qian Ning's words 
were not a final counterattack, but a sigh when everything was lost. 


Jiang Bin, with a livid face, just waved his hand wordlessly and ordered his men to take Qian Ning away. 
But he himself was still sitting in his original position, holding his chin in his hands and pondering what 
Qian Ning had just said. 


——No, | won't be like you. 


——Not even to death. 


Qian Ning was imprisoned for the serious crime of treason, and his home was searched. Twenty-five 
hundred bundles of jade belts, more than one hundred thousand taels of gold, three thousand boxes of 
platinum, and thousands of stones of pepper were seized. 


Emperor Zhengde regretted his previous order to annihilate the Wudang sect, and felt a little more 
kindness towards Qian Ning, who was once his favorite. He did not immediately order his execution, but 
only imprisoned him until he made a final decision after the southern expedition. 
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Before Song Li could reach Ma Di's room, she heard the noise of people outside the room, as if 
something had happened. 


Song Li frowned and hurriedly walked over with the three maids, anxious to see what happened. 


— —Recently, the emperor's large-scale preparations for the southern expedition, coupled with the 
shock of Zhu Chenhao's rebellion, the court fell into chaos; the great favorite minister Qian Ning 
suddenly ransacked his family and imprisoned, which is even more surprising. In this period, anything 
can happen, and Song Li doesn't worry and be cautious. 


When she got outside the room, Song Li breathed a sigh of relief. It turns out that those gathered inside 
and outside the door are the maids and eunuchs of the "Leopard Room", who are busy packing all kinds 
of clothing and utensils, loading them into boxes and carrying them out. 


Everyone outside the door stopped to salute when they saw Song Meiren. Song Li gently waved them to 
continue her business and walked into the room. 


As soon as she entered, Song Li saw Ma Di standing in the center of the room with her waist hunched 
over, busy commanding the many servants to transport them away; at the same time, the young Ajie 
was crouching in front of a large open wooden box, turning over the originally neatly folded clothes and 
robes inside one by one and throwing them away. 


"Ajie!" 


Ma Di shouted angrily when she noticed it, "What are you doing?" 


Ah Jie listened, looked at his mother with a smile, and covered his head with a bright red Luo skirt. At 
this point he lost his balance and fell into the box, his head and feet buried in the pile of clothes, and his 
two legs wearing embroidered boots kept kicking. 
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Song Li screamed in surprise when she saw it, and ran over to pick up Ah Jie. Ah Jie was still wearing the 
red dress, smiling around Song Li. 


Ma Di came over with half anger, lifted the red dress and glared at her child. But seeing Ajie's cute and 
silly look, her anger immediately dissipated, and she couldn't help but smile. 


"Sister..." Song Li looked around: "What are you doing..." 


"We have to follow His Majesty on the southern expedition. Of course we have to prepare." 


Ma Di said as she wiped the sweat from Ajie's face with the red dress. "What about you? Have you 
packed everything you need to bring?" 


Song Li looked at Ma Di and felt a little unusual. Earlier, both of them were worried that Zhu Houzhao 
would soon be unable to restrain himself from driving away from Beijing again, and they would once 
again be forced to take Ajie on a long journey. However, at this moment, Ma Di appeared unusually 
positive, as if she could not wait to go south. 


Ma Di and Song Li had formed an extremely deep friendship over the past two years through thick and 
thin. Seeing Song Li's silent appearance, she had guessed what she was thinking. 


"Yes, sister." Ma Di brushed Song Li's hair. "I've changed my mind. Now | wish | could leave a day earlier 
and leave this..." She looked around at the palace people in the "Leopard Room" and lowered her voice 
and said, "...place." 


“Why?” Song Li asked puzzledly. She was scared when she thought of those bumpy days outside the 
customs. Although Jiangnan was not as cold and deprived as outside the Great Wall, she was still tired of 
running around with the little-grown emperor, and having to accompany him with wine and music at 
any time... 


Ma Di pulled Song Li to a corner of the room, away from the servants in the room. There lay the little 
bed in which Ajie slept, and they stood together behind the curtain. 
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"I've decided." 


Ma Di looked at Song Li solemnly. She looked at Ah Jie again and took a strong breath before continuing 
to whisper, "I have to take advantage of this opportunity to leave Beijing and go south to send Ah Jie 
away." 


“What—” 


Song Li exclaimed softly, thinking not to startle the servants outside, and immediately covered her 
mouth again. After making sure they weren't paying attention, she spoke again, "Are you going to run 
away with Ajie...2" 


Madi shook her head. "As His Majesty's beloved concubine, if she suddenly disappears, it will inevitably 
cause a commotion, and His Majesty will not give up. But if it's just a child missing, he wouldn't be able 
to dispatch thousands of troops to find him back, right?" 


Upon hearing this, Song Li understood what Ma Di really meant was to take the opportunity to find a 
family and entrust Ah Jie to the other. Her eyes suddenly turned red. 


"How could... wouldn't that be... you and Ajjie..." 


Ma Di's expression was very calm, and it seemed that she had already thought through the matter. She 
touched Ajie's soft black hair. 


"If this child stays in this kind of place for many years, he will only turn into a monster when he grows 
up." She suppressed her voice and said, "Just like His Majesty, and the people around His Majesty. No 
one's heart is normal. Ajie must not become that. 


I've made up my mind." 


"But...but..." Tears flowed from Song Li's eyes: "This way...you won't be able to see each other again..." 
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"There's no way." 


Ma Di smiled bitterly. "It's like this sometimes in life. For the sake of the one you love, you have to let 
him go." 


She grabbed Song Li's arm, looked Song Li directly in the eyes and said, "Promise me. When necessary, 
do everything in your power to help me finish this." 


Song Li stared with tearful eyes, at a loss. At this time Ajie saw Song Li crying, he pouted his lips and 
stretched out his little hand to wipe the tears from her cheeks. 


Looking at the innocent Ajie and thinking of his future, Song Li nodded silently. 
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In the twenty-nine years of Emperor Zhengde's life, he had never been more excited. 


——tThe feeling of rushing blood is even worse than the enthronement ceremony fifteen years ago; or 
the day the beloved "Leopard Room" was completed; or the "Yingzhou Victory" when he personally led 
the army to victory. 


He was dressed for battle, but not in the ornate armor he had worn at the border, but in a plainer but 
fiercer set of cavalry armor, the copper armor on his shoulders and chest glowing with red gold, new 
and without a single dent. The heart guard in the chest was surrounded by auspicious cloud carvings, 
other than that the entire armor had no embellishments, and all parts were made only for battle. The 
Emperor's helmet, held between his arms, was similarly simple, with only a bunch of long, colorful bird 
feathers on top to identify him as a general. 


"General Zhu Shou, Duke of Zhenguo, General of Mighty War". 
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Holding his helmet in his right arm and his sword in his left hand, Zhu Houzhao stepped out of the room 
amidst the sound of heavenly music, his boots stepping at a brisk pace, his yellow cloak rising behind 
him. 


Followed by eight sturdy and sturdy eunuchs with sabers and guns, the Emperor walked through a wide 
corridor in the "Leopard Room". Sandwiched on either side of the corridor were hundreds of actors and 
monks waving flags of various colors and dancing and drumming as if it were a major festival. 


The closer he got to the end of the corridor, the more Zhu Houzhao could smell the strange and complex 
smell coming from the outside. He is no stranger to this smell, which was mixed with the sweat of 
countless people and animals; the smell of a large amount of leather weapons; the smell of heat 
evaporating from the sand, like the burning of dry grass... 


Zhu Houzhao sniffed, his heart beating faster. He smiled with satisfaction. 


——This is how you are alive. 


Stepping out of the end of the corridor, Zhu Houzhao stepped onto the sandy land of the "Leopard 
Room" open-air campus. There was a bright light in front of him, which made him unable to open his 
eyes for a while. 


Nearly a thousand strong warriors on horseback lined up on the school grounds in a neat procession. 
Not a single horse made an uneasy commotion, and the military appearance was strict and quiet. 


The armor worn by the cavalry was the same style as the emperor's, and it was also newly made. The 
noon sun shines from the sky above the school grounds, the rows of copper armor glow a sea-like red 
gold brilliance, like a forest tree standing neat long knife gun is reflected shining silver light, the whole 
army at first glance, as if bathed in divine light, as if it does not belong to the mortal world. 


The faces of the soldiers were half-hidden under their helmets, and each of them showed a tough and 
murderous aura; not many of their faces were intact, and each of them carried scars from past battles, 
all of them were brave men who had experienced battles; each horse was full of vigor and vitality, and 
yet it was handled by the rider in an appropriate way, which showed that all of them had been carefully 
selected and coached. There is not a single fault to be found in the whole cavalcade. 
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After Zhu Houzhao adapted to the light, he stared at the army with excitement. His hands were 
trembling slightly as he held his helmet - there are not many things in the world that can make an 
emperor react like this. 


--This is an invincible army. 


--With it, | can run freely anywhere in the world. 


Jiang Bin, his favorite fierce warrior, paced up and down on his horse, holding a rein in his hand and 
dragging another challenging horse with a snow-white coat. Jiang Bin sat in the saddle and bowed his 
head to Zhu Houzhao. 


If it were anormal occasion, Jiang Bin's behavior could be called extremely rude. But now is different. In 
this school, Zhu Houzhao is not just the emperor. 


Zhu Houzhao nodded his head towards Jiang Bin, and couldn't wait to hand over his helmet to the 
eunuch beside him, and then, with the help of two other people, climbed onto the saddle of the white 
horse with a single stride. He took back the helmet and put it on himself, straightened it up and then 
slightly reorganized his clothes, and then he followed Jiang Bin on his horse and walked into the ranks to 
inspect the many cavalrymen. 


The elite soldiers of the "Mighty Military Training Camp" were not from the forbidden army, but were 
selected by Jiang Bin from the border troops he brought to the capital from the four towns of Liaoning, 
Xuanfu, Datong, and Yansui. All of them had rich experience in bloody battles with Tartars on the 
border, and their bravery and ferocity were not comparable to that of the forbidden guards in the 
capital. 


Zhu Houzhao passed by the line and carefully admired the appearance and armor of the soldiers, he was 
so happy that he kept nodding his head. What pleased the emperor most was that he himself was 
wearing the same attire as these warriors. --He has been in the battle of Yingzhou and cut down the 
head of the enemy, he is also a brave general who has experienced bloody battles, and today he is 
among the ranks, not by the power of the emperor, but by his achievements, so naturally he should also 
wear the same set of armor! 
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Jiang Bin looked at the emperor's smile, his heart is very pleased. 


This time the south imperial expedition, Zhu Houzhao preferred to abandon the traditional capital 
guards, and chose to use this "mighty military camp" as the personal guard, as the construction of the 
army general Jiang Bin, the status of the position of the more secure as a mountain. 


--Not to mention the fact that although this "Regimental Training Camp" is apparently under the 
command of the Emperor, it is actually loyal to Lord Jiang Bin, who promoted them. Every day along the 
southward journey, Zhu Houzhao's life and death can be said to be in Jiang Bin's hands. Jiang Bin felt like 
he was actually holding the power of the world. ...... 


"Mighty military training camp" the whole army replaced with new and neat uniforms, is also out of 
Jiang Bin's proposal. Firstly, it was to please the emperor in terms of appearance and dignity. Since the 
army was just a toy in Zhu Houzhao's eyes, of course the more glamorous and beautiful the better; 
secondly, Jiang Bin also made a huge profit from purchasing this new batch of weapons. 


Zhu Houzhao never cared about how much gold and silver he spent on the treasury. The reflected 
brilliance of the sword, gun, armor and shield reflected in his excited eyes, making him seem to be a boy 
again. In Zhu Houzhao's young heart, he only wanted everything to be perfect. As the emperor, he didn't 
think this request was too much. 


Because of his pursuit of perfection, all the things that mattered to Zhu Houzhao in his life were now on 
the school grounds: the actors and monks from the Western Regions who had played with him in the 
"Leopard Room" day and night were gathering at the edge of the school grounds to play music and 
dance, congratulating him on his bravery. The hundred and ten flying eagles and hounds he raised have 
also gathered in the corner of the school grounds, ready to be transported with the army; of course, 
there are also the women he loves most: Liu Liangnu, Ma Di, Song Li and more than 20 other 
concubines, all dressed up and sitting in a tent on one side, watching his heroic appearance in uniform. 


Of course, there are more than these 1,000 horsemen in this expedition. The "Mighty Warrior Training 
Camp" alone has another 2,000 men waiting outside the capital, while the real main force of the 
rebellion is under the supervision of Xu Tai of An Bian Bo, with eunuchs Zhang Zhong and Wei Bin, and 
the left provincial governor Liu Hui, etc., and the Minister of the Ministry of War, Wang Xian, is in charge 
of the logistics of food and rates, and they have already assembled in the capital city. The eunuch Zhang 
Yong, who had previously led the imperial army to attack Wudang, was responsible for military secrets 
and intelligence collection, and investigated the accomplices of Zhu Chenhao's rebellion. 
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These elite troops of the Ming Dynasty were waiting for the emperor to lead his troops from the "Bao 
Fang" campus at this auspicious time and march southward; they would then join forces with volunteers 
from Nanjing, Guangdong and Guangxi, Zhejiang, and Jiangxi to fight against the rebels. 


Among the commanders of the army, Xu Tai and Jiang Bin were both border generals, and were both 
favored by Zhu Houzhao. Zhang Yong, Wei Bin and Zhang Zhong were also celebrities who had been 
close to the emperor for many years. 


There is only one person missing, and it is Qian Ning who had a hand in instigating the construction of 
this "Leopard House". That many nights had given the belly to the emperor as the imperial pillow, and 
Zhu Houzhao day and night inseparable "imperial concubine son", this day is no longer riding with the 
son of heaven, but to be imprisoned in the darkness of the prison. 


But Zhu Houzhao didn't miss him at all. From the time he was born, from the time he was named the 
prince at the age of two, everyone in the palace taught him that no one around him is irreplaceable. 


——Even the imperial uncle Zhu Chenhao, who was a blood relative, had been expelled from the vassal 
status by his decree and was renamed a traitor. A godson is nothing. 


The emperor reviewed all the soldiers, and when he felt satisfied, he rode to the front of the queue and 
took the yellow flag from Jiang Bin. 


The actors on the side of the schoolyard beat their drums even more intensely and loudly. 


Even Song Li and Ma Di, who are not interested in this expedition, can't help but be overwhelmed by the 
atmosphere. 


Zhu Houzhao was enjoying this moment holding the command flag in his hand. Unlike last time when he 
came out to fight, this time King Ning was really challenging his throne. For Zhu Houzhao, this was a real 
war; it was a golden opportunity for him to leave behind heroic achievements comparable to those of 
his ancestors in history. 
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- There is no better game than this. 


His hand waved the flag down. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 197 Chapter 2 The March 


Shen Xiaowu drank a few mouthfuls of water and felt his throat moistened and comfortable. He licked 
his dry lips, wiped away the water drops on his chin, and passed the water-filled bamboo tube to the 
next comrade. 


He and the hundreds of militiamen in his team were sitting on the pile of rocks, drinking water and 
resting. There weren't many shade trees nearby on this section of the road, so they could only occupy 
this spot. It was nice to have rocks to sit on. 


The hot July sun was shining head-on, and everyone was covered in sweat from their headscarves to 
their leggings and straw sandals. Some people kept holding their straw hats against the wind, but most 
of them were too lazy to move, just quietly enjoying this moment where they could temporarily put 
down their heavy burdens of weapons and supplies and rest. 


Shen Xiaowu looked around and scanned the countless fellow rebels gathered to rest in the field. It was 
already the fourth day since he set out to march from Ji'an, but he still felt that the scene in front of him 
was a bit unreal. 


--SO many people...... 


"Old Fan." Xiao Wu asked his most familiar comrade: "You said yesterday, how many people do we have 
in our army?" 


Lao Fan scratched his cheek: "One hundred and forty thousand. That's what | heard from above." 


Shen Xiaowu looked at the army and nodded silently. 


Of course, neither he nor Lao Fan knew that the 140,000 men was a deliberate false declaration by 
Wang Shouren. In fact, in less than a month, Lord Wang was able to recruit only 80,000 volunteers, and 
not all of them marched together; the militia groups in many other places gathered after an 
appointment. 
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For Xiao Wu, this is an unimaginable number. Xiao Wu has a dark, rough square face that is resolute and 
young. He is only nineteen years old this year, but this is not his first time on the battlefield. Three years 
ago, Wang Shouren suppressed bandits in southern Jiangxi. Although Xiaowu was underage, he was 
recruited by the county government to participate in the battle because of his strong body. In the 
current rebel army crusade against King Ning, he is one of the few militiamen with actual combat 
experience. 


But that battle to suppress bandits was far from as vast as it is today. Being in it, the blood in Shen 
Xiaowu's body flows faster and hotter. 


The bugle sounded. The three captains among the rocks were the first to stand up. 


"Let's go!" 


Under the urging of the team general, the corps commanders did not dare to neglect and hurriedly 
ordered their four soldiers to reload the military supplies and hit the road again. 


——Wang Shouren organizes this army concisely and rigorously. Each group of five people conducts 
combat operations. Every ten corps has a general, and every ten corps has a deputy general. The main 
general commands ten deputies, a total of about 5,000 people, who can control the army like an arm. , 
layer upon layer of accountability. 


Shen Xiaowu and his colleagues once again shouldered the luggage carrying various military supplies, 
carried swords and guns, and lined up to start. 


The rebel army summoned by Wang Shouren was, after all, small in number, and could not allocate 
enough manpower, boats, carts, cattle and horses to transport military supplies and various necessities. 
Therefore, various teams had to take turns sharing the transportation responsibilities. This has become 
a waste for the soldiers who have not yet joined the battle, but because of the hasty army, there is 
nothing they can do. 


The militiamen were poorly equipped, and many simply wore leather or bamboo armor on their chests 
and backs, and tied bamboo pieces around their arms and legs. Few were wearing helmets, and most 
were just wrapped in thick cloth strips for protection. In terms of equipment and military appearance, 
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compared with the imperial army that was following the emperor southward, it was as big as heaven 
and earth. At first glance, they were just a large group of peasants. 


Shen Xiaowu did have a sickle diagonally inserted between his belt. The body of the saber is slightly 
longer than the sickle blade of the general cutting grass, but the handle is shortened, and the shape is a 
bit fierce, not quite like a farming tool. 


This is Xiaowu's favorite weapon. His strength and skills were all developed in the rural farmland on the 
outskirts of Ganzhou. Even among the adult men in the village, no one harvested more and faster than 
him. 


During the campaign to suppress bandits three years ago, Shen Xiaowu met a colleague who was once a 
disciple of the Ditang Sect and studied with him for a short period of time. Xiao Wu only learned two or 
three moves in martial arts, but he was very smart. He combined the Jitangmen sword moves with his 
own moves that he was good at harvesting while low down in the fields, and invented a move on his 
own that specifically used a sickle to cut off the lower body. His "unique move" crippled the legs of more 
than a dozen bandits in a bloody battle and made a lot of contributions. 


Therefore, as soon as he heard that Master Wang Shouren was recruiting troops again, Xiao Wu went 
straight to Ji'an with the sickle he had collected for a while without thinking. 


The volunteers were moving very fast, sometimes almost like half running. This was of course Wang 
Shouren's order: Prince Ning's mansion had eyes and ears all over Jiangxi, and the news that the rebels 
were dispatching troops from Ji'an would surely soon reach Prince Ning's main army, which was 
besieging Anqing. Wang Shouren knew that his army only had a few advantages, one of which was that 
it could attack quickly before King Ning could react. This must be grasped. 


Many militiamen were brave, but after all, most of them had not received long-term training. Marching 
so fast, the first two days were miserable. There were almost no conversations in the ranks, only the 
sounds of labored groans. Now, everyone has finally gotten used to it. 


"Old Fan" a colleague asked as he walked: "| heard that you have met Mr. Wang?" 


This militiaman did not participate in the campaign to suppress the bandits in the Southern Ganshan 


Mountains, so he asked this question. 
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Lao Fan scratched his chin beard and smiled. 


"I've only seen him a few times from afar. Just ask Xiao Wu. He has spoken to Master Wang." "Really?" 
Everyone around him became interested: "Master Wang, what is he like?" 


Shen Xiaowu smiled. What Lao Fan called "talking" was actually just that when Lord Wang rewarded the 
sergeant three years ago, he happened to say "Thank you for your hard work" to Xiao Wu. Xiaowu was 
dumbfounded at that time, let alone reply to talk to Mr. Wang. 


"How should | put it?..." Xiao Wu scratched his head through the turban: "Master Wang's appearance is 
actually..." 


Xiao Wu didn't say anything, but everyone understood and laughed. 


"But even so, when | look at him, | feel ...... " Shen Xiaowu said as he looked far ahead at the fluttering 
flag leading the march, his heart recalling that meeting. 


"I'm not sure how | feel about it. The same robe curiously pursued the question. 


"| think as long as | follow him, | will never lose a battle." 


A dozen or so of my fellow soldiers looked at Xiaofu for a round. Then someone couldn't help laughing. 


"Is there a man in the world who is so godlike?" 


Everyone else was talking, "Even if you don't lose the war, there's no guarantee you won't die." "It's 
better to survive than not to lose, isn't it?" "This time, we are not fighting bandits." 
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Hearing these words, Shen Xiaowu didn't want to refute anything, he just packed his luggage and 
continued to move forward. 


That was not what he was thinking about, but his own future. 


Although he lives in Ganzhou, which is far away from Nanchang, Shen Xiaowu is from Jiangxi after all. Of 
course, he has heard about the tyranny of Prince Ning's Mansion. Therefore, when he heard about the 
chaos in Nanchang last month and Wang Shouren recruiting troops to fight against the rebellion, he 
really wanted to protect his hometown. He joined the rebel army with a pure heart. 


However, after seeing such a large army, he deeply felt that compared with that time to fight against 
bandits, this will be a completely different war. King Ning was fighting for the throne of the Emperor. 
This battle will determine who will hold the world in his hands. 


--As long as you make merits in this battle, you may be able to get an official position. ...... 


--| don't want to go back to my hometown to cut grass with this saber. 


Shen Xiaowu touched the sickle on his waist and felt the desire to make great achievements in his heart. 
His legs unconsciously walked faster. 


His dynamic steps caught the attention of team general Lin Qing. Lin Qing was originally a provincial 
commander and had rich experience in commanding and recognizing people. He secretly paid attention 
to and understood the fifty people assigned to his subordinates. He made a special note of Shen Xiaowu, 
who was young and experienced in combat, early in the morning. Lin Qing secretly moved closer to Xiao 
Wu to observe. 


A militiaman who was with Xiao Wu wiped his forehead with a sweat towel and sighed: "How many 
more days do we have to go before we catch up with the rebels?" 


Shen Xiaowu smiled after hearing this and pointed to the sun in the sky. 
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"Can't you tell the direction?" 


The militiaman felt strange and squinted his eyes toward the sky. 


Shen Xiaowu saw that his colleague didn't seem to understand yet, so he explained: "We are going 
straight north." 


"So what?" 


The militiaman still didn't understand. 


"Master Wang is not going to chase the main force of the rebels, but to attack Nanchang City." 


Everyone, including Lao Fan, couldn't help but turn their heads and look at Xiao Wu. 


Lin Qingli couldn't help but raised his eyebrows after hearing this. 


When leaving Ji'an, Wang Shouren ordered that the strategy of lightning attack on Nanchang should be 
kept secret from the soldiers to prevent it from being known to Zhu Chenhao's eyes and ears too early. 
Although they have already traveled more than half the way, the intention of the rebel army is no longer 
a secret - King Ning's main army must have also noticed it - but Shen Xiaowu, a small soldier, can know it 
by his own observation, which shows that his mind . 


Lin Qing stepped forward and patted Xiao Wu on the shoulder from behind. 


Shen Xiaowu turned around and saw Captain Lin, and couldn't help but feel a little panicked, wondering 
if he had violated military discipline by speaking too much just now. 


"Vice General Liu gave me an order." Lin Qing said to Shen Xiaowu, "| am asked to select some people to 
handle a task. | will pay attention to see if there are any reliable candidates in the team. You are one of 
them." 
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Shen Xiaowu's eyes widened after hearing this. 


"Are you afraid of death?" Lin Qing asked him with a smile. 


"If you are not afraid, please hand your luggage to your companions now and hurry up to report to 
Deputy General Liu." 


Shen Xiaowu only blinked twice to consider, and immediately nodded to Lin Qing, unloaded his bag full 
of ropes, and ran towards the front of the queue. 


* KK 


Born as the Ming dynasty royal family Ning Wangfu eldest male, Zhu Chenhao since breathing in the 
human world from that moment onwards, has never been alone. No matter how he sat, slept, ate, 
relieved himself, and even visited his consorts, there was never a moment when he was not 
accompanied by a servant. 


Even now, as long as he opens the cabin room window to look out, that countless warships on the river 
sailors, stationed on the river bank of the ten thousand counts of soldiers, everyone belongs to him, 
every step with his will and go. 


However, Zhu Chenhao was very lonely at this moment. 


It was only because he could not know exactly in which direction he should lead this army. And there 
was no one who could tell him the answer. 


He could not trust any of them. 
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Zhu Chenhao drove Lou Concubine and his son, as well as a group of attendants and guards, all of them 
out, and all of the military ministers and generals were not allowed to come in, so he closed himself in 
his room, pouring wine one cup after another. 


His face was already red. He knew he had to make a decision right away, but that was why he had to 
drink. Before each glass, he told himself that he would make up his mind after it. Then after each drink 
came the next. Alcohol did not give him the courage to make up his mind, but only made him run away 
from the short-lived relief and continue to hesitate. 


An urgent report from Nanchang said that the intention of Wang Shouren's army was already clear: it 
was about to attack Nanchang, the home of the King of Ning. 


Just thinking about Wang Shouren, Zhu Chenhao hated him so much that he almost gnashed his teeth. 
How dare such a scholar oppose the Prince of Zhu, the true son of my Ming Dynasty, and obstruct my 
king's hegemony? ——It is my destiny to ascend the dragon throne. It will never change just because of 
a small governor of southern Ganxi. 


--He's just a stone in the way. He must be. 


Zhu Chenhao has another drink. But he still couldn't decide: Should he return to the army to rescue 
Nanchang? Or continue to march to Nanjing? 


At this time there was a commotion outside the door. One of the old voices was shouting: "| want to go 
in! Just cut off the knife if you take care of it. Whether my old and broken body dies on the battlefield or 
by the swords of you guards, it doesn't matter to me. What a difference! | must go in!" 


Then the door to the room slowly opened outward. Naturally, the person who came in was Grand 
Master Li Shishi, who was carrying a cane. 


His son, Li Junyuan, entered with him. Following them were the State Counselor Liu Yangzheng, two 
generals of the Wudang faction, Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou, the Supervisor Liu Ji, and the 
Secretary of the Ministry of War Wang Lun. Except for Min 24 and Ling 11, who were still in command of 
the siege of Anqing City, all the highest-ranking military officials of the Ning royal family were present. 
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Although Zhu Chenhao was half-drunk, how could he not hear what Li Shishu had just said? It was a 
great disrespect for them to disregard the king's order and break into the royal dormitory of the 
commander-in-chief's ship. 


But since the rebellion in June, each of them had shared the fate of the King of Ning. In the battlefield, 
the courtesies of kings and ministers are far less important than being alive. 


Although Li Shishi and several other important ministers were vying for the favor of King Ning, at this 
juncture, everyone had the same idea: no matter what strategic decision King Ning made, it was better 
than delaying here. 


"Your Majesty, don't worry too much." As soon as Liu Yangzheng met with Prince Ning, he couldn't wait 
to say: "Please quickly order the army on the shore to detach the camp and board the ship. Our entire 
army will return to rescue Nanchang City and deal a head-on blow to that ungrateful Wang Yangming! 


"Wait a minute." Shang Chengyu coughed and stopped Liu Yangzheng's advice. In the middle of summer, 
he was still wearing fur, and his face was slightly paler than usual. If people hadn't seen his terrible skill, 
they would have thought he was a sick gentleman. In fact, after Shang Chengyu failed to ambush the 
"Six Swords of the Broken Door", he rushed back to join the army with few rests along the way, and the 
old illnesses triggered by the battle have not yet fully recovered. 


He coughed a few more times, cleared his throat, and then continued: "The best strategy now is to 
ignore Wang Shouren at all and just march into Nanjing quickly and conquer half of the country with one 
blow!" "Doesn't this mean that we have sold our back to the enemy?" Liu Yangzheng frowned and shook 
his head. 


"Returning to Nanchang is the right strategy! Wang Shouren, no matter how good he is with his troops, 
will not be able to take Nanchang in ten days or half a month. As long as our army mobilizes in time, we 
will definitely catch up. When the time comes, we will attack from both sides with the Nanchang 
defenders, and Wang Shouren will definitely die without a burial place! 


He then pointed to Li Shishi and his son and said, "The Grand Master and Mr. Li also agree with this 
strategy." 


Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou looked at each other. They both agreed to attack Nanking as soon as 
possible. 
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"It is definitely not a good thing for our army to rush back and forth and fight Wang Shouren's new army 
head-on." Shang Chengyu retorted as he glanced at Liu Yangzheng and Li Shishi and his son with sharp 
eyes. "As Liu Guoshi said, since Nanchang can be defended for a while, our army can take Nanjing first. 
When the situation changes, Wang Shouren will have to give up the attack on Nanchang and send 
troops to challenge us. Our army will wait for work, and with the advantage of Nanjing, we can really put 
the other side to death!" 


Li Shishi leaned on his crutches with both hands, shook his head and said, "There are two princes in 
Nanchang and the King of Yichun staying behind. Are you saying that we should not send a pawn and 
abandon them without saving them?" 


"On the battlefield, everyone has put his life on the line." Yao Lianzhou's demeanor was the most serene 
of all, his hands gently pressed on the hilt of the single-backed sword at his waist, and he said coldly, 
"Whether it's a prince or a soldier, it makes no difference. In order to win, one must be ready to pay at 
any time." 


Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou stood side by side, nodding at each other. This would have been 
unthinkable in the past. However, both of them decided that going straight to Nanking was the strategy 
that should be adopted at the moment. Moreover, for these two dissident Wudang warriors, King Ning's 
advancement into more territories and populations would be conducive to their private expansion and 
their true goal of establishing the Wudang army. If they return to Nanchang to save the city, it will be 
the same as staying on the spot. 


Shang Chengyu took advantage of the situation to say, "Didn't you all agree that we should abandon 
Angqing and attack Nanjing?" 


"This time is the same as the other time." Li Junyuan shook his head and waved the paper fan in his 
hand, frowning as he refuted, "And Anqing is not Nanchang. Think about it, Generals, if we can't even 
protect our hometown, how big a blow will it be to the morale of the whole army?" 


"If we take Nanjing and half of the country first, no one will remember that small place of Nanchang. 
Shang Chengyu countered. 
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Li Junyuan waved his paper fan again: "Don't forget, Wang Shouren has assembled such a large army in 
a short period of time! If we don't kill him early today, if we delay for a while, he will bring more than 
this number of men to Nanjing--" 


Shang Chengyu immediately cut him off: "If Nanjing is conquered, and the King is crowned, our army will 
be greatly strengthened as people from all directions will come to join us! 


"But Wang Shouren--" 


"Shut up!" 


The one who shouted was Zhu Chenhao, who violently threw the jade cup in his hand and smashed it 
into pieces at the corner. 


Everyone immediately fell silent. 


King Ning scanned everyone - including Liu Ji and Wang Lun, who had not dared to state their position - 
and his red eyes were filled with rage. 


"Each and every one of you is asking me to believe." Zhu Chenhao said word by word, "But what have | 
gotten from trusting you?" 


He pointed at Li Shishang and the others, "On the night of Wang Shouren's birthday banquet, it was you 
who persuaded me to rise immediately! But as long as | wait a day and a half more, Wang Shouren has 
already arrived in Nanchang and thrown himself into the net! The reason for all the troubles today is 
that | missed him!" 


Zhu Chenhao's finger turned to point at Yao Lianzhou and Shang Chengyu: "Then | sent you to hunt him 
down and kill him. What was the result? If you had killed him on the river, where would this enemy 
army have come from to stop my great endeavor? 
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"| want to believe in what you Say ...... but what have you given me all the way? Nankang and Jiujiang 
were surrendered without a fight, and when you think about it, our army has been in action for a 
month, and we haven't even won a single battle! How can you expect me to trust you now?" 


The room was so quiet that you could even hear the gentle sound of the waves outside. This was the 
first time that King Ning was so angry at the two Wudang generals in public. Especially Shang Chengyu, 
who had always been favored and respected by King Ning and treated him more like a guest than a 
minister, was now pointing his finger and rebuking him, and although his words were not yet insulting, 
his demeanor was no different from rebuking his own eagles and dogs. 


With one failure after another: Wu Ji Hong let Wang Shouren escape; Wei Dong Liu died on the walls of 
Anqing; Shang Cheng Yu siege "six swords to break the door" to be defeated and return...... Zhu 
Chenhao's trust in the Wudang faction, has been much less than before. This point Li Shishang father 
and son and Liu Yangzheng also see in the eyes, but did not therefore feel half happy. The rupture 
between the government and the ministers can be fatal at the moment of the war. 


Then everyone in the room gradually felt like they had difficulty breathing. Including King Ning. 


The oppressive feeling that made the air freeze came from Yao Lianzhou and Shang Chengyu. 


In front of Prince Ning's finger, this was the reaction of the Wudang Sect leader and deputy leader. The 
aura they exuded together instantly overwhelmed Zhu Chenhao's kingly anger. Prince Ning's fingers 
unconsciously softened and dropped. 


This momentum is enough to arouse the most primitive fear in anyone's heart. Cold sweat broke out on 
the backs of Liu Yangzheng and others. They even couldn't help but glance at the hilts of the swords at 
the waists of Yao and Shang, feeling as if they were about to pull them out at any moment towards 
Prince Ning. 


But the next moment, the aura exuded by the two disappeared. Everyone's breathing returned to 
normal. 


Shang Chengyu frowned and looked at Zhu Chenhao's face. He really couldn't understand that Prince 
Ning was so childish at this juncture and was still counting his past failures. 
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People who do great things always only have what they have in front of them. There is only one next 
battle. There is only final victory. 


Shang Chengyu was worried. From the standpoints of him and Yao Lianzhou, they certainly didn't want 
Zhu Chenhao to be too capable in order to benefit their ambitions; but they also couldn't be too 
cowardly, otherwise this easygoing boat would sink after only a short time. People will gain nothing. 


--At least to Zhu Chenhao to make the world in chaos, the group of heroes rises together. 


--Then we have to help him win the battle in front of him. 


"lam not trying to force His Majesty." Shang Chenyu bowed his head to Zhu Chenhao in a gesture of 
immense respect and said. 


"It's just the current situation, Your Highness must make a decision as soon as possible in order to have 
a chance of victory." 


King Ning looked at the other courtiers. Li Shishang and Liu Yangzheng also nodded. 


Zhu Chenhao looked at Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou again. Although they had resumed their 
courtier's posture, everyone could clearly feel the fierce murderous aura just now. However, Zhu 
Chenhao did not feel fear or displeasure because of this. 


On the contrary, he became sober and his heart was settled. 


--There are still such fierce generals under my command. There is still an undefeated army. The situation 
is still on my side. 


--There's only one obstacle in front of me. If | can just get over it. 
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"Kill Wang Shouren. After that, no one will be able to stop me in Jiangnan." 


Zhu Chenhao resumed his seat, regained his heroic demeanor of being full of ambitious plans, and 
clenched his fist to give orders. 


"The whole army breaks out of the stronghold and marches back to support Nanchang. We will 
annihilate the enemy in one battle." He waved his hand at Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou again. 


"The king has made up his mind, there is no need to say more." 


Shang Chengyu's heart sank as he listened. The tone of King Ning's voice revealed an unparalleled 
determination, as if there was no turning back. He turned his head away and looked at his senior again. 


Yao Lianzhou and Shang Chengyu exchanged glances and realized that they were thinking the same 
thing: there was no other choice but to help Zhu Chenhao win this battle. 
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The sunlight shining into the tent has gradually dimmed. Wu Wending started to light the oil lamps in 
the tent and added covers one by one to prevent items in the tent from accidentally burning. 


The light reflected the wrinkles on Wang Shouren's solemn face deeper, as if carved by a knife. 


He stared down at the military map on the table. It marks the terrain and water and land routes around 
Nanchang City. 


In addition to the two of them, the other three top generals of the rebel army: Xing Xun, the prefect of 
Ganzhou, Xu Jian, the prefect of Yuanzhou, and Dai Deru, the prefect of Linjiang, were all in the tent. In 
addition, Mr. Liu Xun, the veteran military advisor, was also among them. 
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The five rebel chiefs, generals and divisions were just silently looking at the military map and meditating 
without talking to each other. There is no need to discuss it at this moment. They all knew Wang 
Shouren's plan to attack Nanchang. 


Wang Shouren had gathered them in this barracks not to make any suggestions, but to think about 
whether there were any loopholes in his plan. 


Especially Liu Xun, Wang Shouren valued his mind. When discussing military matters, Liu Xun seldom 
suggested anything, and every time he spoke, he would remind Wang Shouren of any loopholes in his 
plans or details that needed extra attention. He never shied away from criticizing Wang Shouren 
because of his reputation and status, and this was exactly what Wang Shouren needed most. 


The volunteers were now only two days away from Nanchang, and with one day to prepare for battle, 
they could attack in three days at the earliest. 


But at the same time, they had also reached the final line of strategy change. If Wang Shouren decided 
not to attack Nanchang, but to go eastward to meet the army of the King of Ning, they would have to 
turn back here. 


They had not yet received the latest news from Anqing. It had been two days since the last message 
from the Eye of the Line, which said that the city of Anqing had not yet been captured, and that there 
was no sign of the rebels surrounding the city having moved on. 


Wang Shouren really admired and thanked Zhang Wenjin, the governor of Anqging, for being able to hold 
the city for so long, and for fighting for the volunteers in Ji'an Province for so many days. But he also 
knew that this kind of miracle would not happen often. From now on, he had to grasp all the conditions 
that would increase his chances of victory, and could not make a single mistake. 


The six of them continued to face each other in silence for a long time. Until it was dark outside, the first 
one of them stood up and spoke. 


"Your Honor, | can't think of anything else. 
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Wang Shouren nodded. He knew that Xing Xun was as upright and trustworthy as Wu Wending. If Xing 
Xun said he couldn't think of any flaws in the plan, then he must have thought about it thoroughly. 


Xu Lian and Dai Deru also agreed. Wu Wending scratched his thick beard and looked at Wang Shouren 
and nodded. 


Wang Shouren looked at Liu Xun. This is the level he values most. 


Liu Xun did not agree hastily because of other people's pressure. He picked up a cup of tea and took a 
sip slowly. After a while, he finally looked at Wang Shouren. 


"| have nothing to say." 


This is exactly the answer Wang Shouren wanted to hear. 


"In this way, our army will march into Nanchang according to the original strategy." Wang Shouren said 
and stretched out his finger, but it did not point to the location of Nanchang City on the military map, 
but to a hill on the outskirts of the city. A wooden chess piece dyed red was placed there as a mark. 


It was a stone factory outside Nanchang that quarried stone for making monuments. 


Relying solely on the intelligence gathered by the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" and numerous 
Nanchang wire operatives, Wang Shouren learned that the rebels defending the city had planted an 
important kill at this location: an ambush force was hiding in the stone factory, estimated to be at least 
a thousand men, was hiding at the stone factory, ready to take advantage of the opportunity to attack 
the rebels. 


This is the first obstacle to the attack on Nanchang, and will also be the first battle since the rebels sent 
troops. 


Although the number of the ambush soldiers is not large, they can definitely be the most elite among 
the Nanchang defenders. If the rebels are disturbed by them and become confused, the Nanchang 
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defenders will also take advantage of the situation and come out of the city to attack. This is definitely 
not the situation Wang Shouren wants. 


The effect and significance of defeating this ambush is far greater than defeating a thousand people, 
and it becomes a key to the success of the siege and the amount of troops and time consumed at any 
time. How Nanchang City is destroyed and how many lives and days it takes to destroy it will also affect 
the subsequent main battle. 


This small first battle is enough to influence the entire battle. 


Having decided, Wang Shouren immediately asked Wu Wending to summon his subordinate Tan Chu. 


Tan Chu's original position as a judge of Ji'an Province, is Wu Wending's subordinate, he is a competent 
person, so was assigned as one of the thirteen generals of the army of righteousness, leading the troops 
of 1,500 people, the main force of the assault. 


"Previously asked you to select the recruitment of that team of horses, has already formed a military? 
Wu Wending asked. 


Tan Yu nodded his head: "We have already gathered them in the afternoon. Now they have left the 
army and have stopped at the appointed place." 


After Wang Shouren heard this, he picked up the red wooden chess piece on the military map and held 
it tightly in his palm. 


"Flying through the night to deliver orders and attack according to plan." 


By the light of the fire, Shen Xiaowu looked at the newly formed group of companions gathered under 
the dark night. 


They were eating a late meal, so they could only nibble on dry rations and drink water. One by one, the 
warriors sat around the fire, and although they were half-hidden by the color of the night, one could still 
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see that all of them were well-built. Most of them are older than Shen Xiaowu, but there are few 
middle-aged men, most of them are in their twenties. 


When eating, almost no one is talking to each other. This is of course because most of them do not 
know each other. But Shen Xiaowu felt that there was another reason: all of them seemed to not want 
to consume the extra energy and spirit, because they had a feeling that something very important was 
about to be done, so they wanted to stay in that time. --The time when life and death are at stake. 


Shen Xiaowu thought so, because he himself felt that way. 


The people also have a few Shen Xiaowu recognize - he can not remember the name, but remember the 
faces. They met three years ago during the campaign against bandits in Southern Gansu. Those few 
people were elite mountain soldiers from the neighboring team. Xiaowu had heard in the army how 
powerful these people were at climbing rocks and wading through water to sneak into the thieves' nest, 
so he paid special attention to them, so he remembered these faces. 


Those mountain soldiers also seemed to recognize Shen Xiaowu as an old colleague. But they were not 
familiar with each other, so they just nodded in greeting from afar. Now that he can be on the same 
team with these people, Shen Xiaowu is secretly proud. 


This afternoon, he followed Lin Qing's order and went to find Deputy General Liu Shouxu (he heard that 
Mr. Liu was the magistrate of Fengxin County). Along with a dozen other soldiers, he left his own unit 
and joined this new unit. Shen Xiaowu knew at that time that everyone in this army was selected one by 
one by the rebel generals. 


They were then led by a Qianhu man named Xu Cheng and set off in a hurry. Master Xu told them to 
bring only one day's rations and they would have their own food and salary supplies when they arrived 
at the predetermined gathering place. With less burden and the whole team walking vigorously, they 
marched very fast and soon broke away from the army and headed north. 


——That is the direction where Nanchang is located. 


The troops marched very hastily, without taking any rest, and walked until dark before arriving at the 
open space surrounded by trees. The soldiers didn't even bring tents or other belongings with them. 


They knew that they would camp here tonight, and they were happy to save time and effort. They 
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collected firewood to light a fire, rested and ate on the spot, and at the same time arranged their own 
shifts to guard outside the open space. 


Shen Xiaowu spent the whole day observing the new unit he was in. He estimated during the march that 
the entire team only had about three to four hundred people. Everyone walks and works with nimble 
hands and feet, and even if they don’t know each other beforehand, they will soon naturally understand 
how to divide the work and cooperate. From this point of view, all people have good minds and abilities. 
During this period, no one complained or argued. They were all hard-working and obedient guys. 


A head that knows how to deal with the current situation, and a strong spirit. These two things are often 
more important weapons than strength and courage on the battlefield. Xiaowu, who has been in war, 
has a deep understanding of this. 


At this moment, Shen Xiaowu was chewing on a piece of rice cake and continued to look at his 
colleagues around him through the firelight. The atmosphere around the campfire relaxed and everyone 
seemed relaxed. But Xiao Wu could see that as long as he gave an order at any time, everyone could 
stand up and run and fight at any time. 


Although it was not obvious from their simple armor and weapons that they were actually a group of 
beasts of prey taking a temporary rest. 


Xiao Wu stuffed the remaining rice cake into his mouth, chewing it while smiling slightly. He was 
thinking that if a group of people like this, who have good bodies and minds, and are hardworking and 
persevering enough, gather together, if they go to build bridges, build houses, open mountains and 
reclaim land, they will probably succeed easily in anything they do; if they do business together, they 
will make money and become prosperous. It won't be difficult. 


But they had to come here to kill people at the risk of being killed. 


—-—lIt’s all because of that Prince Ning, who had nothing to think about after having enough food, so he 
thought of becoming the emperor and getting everyone involved... 


But if it hadn't been for this battle, Shen Xiaowu would have been unable to leave the farmland in his 
hometown in his life, and he would not have come here to dream of becoming famous. 
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——|1 don’t know how many people in this team have the same idea as me? ... 


Everyone had eaten to a great extent, and while they were cleaning up, they heard the faint sound of 
wheels rolling across the land in the dark night outside the forest in the distance. 


Everyone's nerves immediately became tense, and most of them quickly picked up weapons. They knew 
very well that these four hundred people were so far away from the main team and had already entered 
enemy territory. 


At this time Xu Cheng's voice sounded. 


"Don't be nervous. 


It's a food delivery." 


The two carriages drove into the open space and attracted everyone's attention. 


One of the carts was piled with cloth bags, which were the rations for the four hundred men, as well as 
several bundles of extra arrows and jars of pine tar. 


Shen Xiaowu looked at the amount of military rations in this truck, which was probably only enough for 
them for two or three meals, which meant that they would have to fight soon; the pine tar was used to 
light torches, so they must move at night. 


As soon as the second car stopped, six or seven people jumped out. They were all covered in muddy 
coarse cloth, and they looked like farmers who had just been out in the fields. Shen Xiaowu thought that 
the troops came to this place specially at night, certainly not to wait for a few ordinary farmers. Their 
clothes were all disguises. These people must be the spies who have been operating in the area of 
influence of Prince Ning's Mansion for a long time. 


Among them, there were three people who particularly attracted the attention of all the soldiers. Each 
of them was carrying a bag and a long cloth bag for weapons. One of the men was dark-skinned and had 
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strange curly hair; one looked very young and had a dangerous grace in his walking posture; the third 
one was a tall woman and the weapon bag in her hand was even longer and heavier than the other two. 


Xu Cheng went up to greet them personally. After the dark-skinned man chatted with Xu Cheng for a 
few words, he and the other two walked straight across the open space with their things and entered 
the woods nearby. Xu Cheng ordered the soldiers to unload the military rations and items from the 
vehicles and distribute them into their bags. 


After the soldiers had packed the food, the three men returned from the forest, and they had already 
changed their clothes. The dark man with a slanting saber scar between his eyebrows and nose was 
dressed in all black, with his messy hair wrapped in a black bandana, and he was wearing three swords 
of different sizes at his waist, with a bundle of chains connected to the spearhead hanging beside him, 
and in his hand he was carrying a two-handed Japanese machete; the woman, after she had wiped her 
face, appeared to be beautiful and heart-racing in the light of the fire. The woman wiped her face clean. 
Finally, a heart-beating beautiful face appeared in the firelight. The Japanese sword hanging diagonally 
on her back was longer than the one in the man's hand. There was a quiver hanging on her waist, and 
she had a pouch of arrows hanging on the side of her waist, and in her left hand, she carried a 
beautifully lacquered bow; the young man also had a turban wrapped around his head, and on top of it 
he had tied a piece of iron hoop as a protection, and underneath it his face emitted an extraordinary 
heroism, and the long and short swords on his back and waist didn't look like the things of the 
battlefield, but rather were as quaint and elegant as the treasures of the king's family or a rich family. 


Each of them had armor on their hands and legs, but that was all for protection. Shen Xiaowu saw that 
this was because the three of them believed in their own skills and did not want to rely on armored 
helmets that would hinder their activities. 


Qianhu Xu Cheng signaled the soldiers to gather over. All three of them stood beside him. 


"From this moment on, the leader of this team is no longer me." 


Xu Cheng cleared his throat and pointed to the man in black beside him, "It is this ...... Black General." 


Of course, "Black General" is not a real name. Shen Xiaowu and some of his fellow soldiers have long 
heard: in Wang Shouren adults have a few very powerful characters, but their identities cannot be 
disclosed. It seems that they are prisoners of the imperial court... It seems that they are the three 
people in front of them. 
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Even though many soldiers were slightly surprised, they did not make a fuss. Like Shen Xiaowu, they had 
already sensed that this "Black General" and his two companions were not easy. With him commanding 
and leading, they had no dissatisfaction. 


Jing Li took a step forward with his imitation Japanese saber, stroking his beard with his other hand, and 
leaning on the light of the fire to scrutinize the four hundred men in front of him. Just as the soldiers felt 
his power at first glance, Jing Li also quickly judged that the members of this troop met the 
requirements he had set forth to Lord Wang. 


"We have only met for the first time tonight," Jing Li said, "So | can't tell why we are fighting this battle. 
Some of you are here to protect your homes and loved ones; some of you may have been forced by the 
county officials to bring them here; some of you may have been displeased with the tyranny of the Ning 
royal family; and some of you may have wanted to build up your career in this battle, to get a reward for 


your war profits or even a post and a half ...... : 


Shen Xiaowu heard here secretly laughed, could not help but ask loudly: "General, and you? Why are 
you fighting this war?" 


The men around him couldn't help but laugh. Xu Cheng was about to reprimand him, but Jing Li raised 
his hand to stop him. Jing Li looked at Shen Xiaowu with a smile and replied, "My reason is simple: | have 
a lifelong friendship with Lord Wang. His business is my business. He has put his life on the line to fight 
this battle. So | also put my life on the line." 


The soldiers couldn't help but be moved, and the laughter stopped. 


"But this is not important." 


Jing Li continued, "No matter why we are fighting this battle, there is only one thing in front of us. 


one thing: to win." 
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He raised his saber and pointed to the north, where Nanchang City was located. 


"There is now only one obstacle between our army and Nanchang: the enemy has laid an ambush of 
over a thousand men outside the city. This | have learned by personal investigation. Though their 
number is not large compared to our army, they echo with the defenders in the city and occupy a 
favorable position, which is a great threat to our army. If they succeed in delaying our attack on the city, 
the main force of the Ning royal family may even come back to threaten us and put our army ina 
disadvantageous position." 


Xu Cheng listened silently at the side, but in his heart, he did not agree with Jing Li who said so many 
things. 


--Giving them orders is enough. Is it necessary to tell these soldiers all about the strategic situation? ...... 


Jing Li thought differently. He believed that only when the soldiers knew what they were fighting for and 
what kind of responsibility they had to shoulder could they be truly united. 


As expected, all the soldiers listened to this special general with curiosity and attention. 


Jing Li continued, "It can be expected that the members of this ambush army are the best of the 
Nanchang garrison. Among them, | believe there are also martial arts masters recruited by the Prince of 
Ning's family in recent years." 


He scanned every pair of eyes in front of him. 


"And what we have to do is to eliminate this ambush before the army arrives in Nanchang." 


The crowd was in an uproar. This was natural: Jing Li had just told them that he was going to use only 
400 men to eliminate an enemy army that was more than three times the size of his own! 
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Jing Li immediately stopped them with a strong voice, "| know! | know what you are thinking. But at the 
same time, | also know one thing: we will win! 


The words worked. The soldiers quieted down again. 


"We will win because we have three advantages," said Jingshi. Jing Li continued. "The first is that we are 
braver than the enemy." 


One of the soldiers immediately shouted, "How do you know that?" 


"The answer lies within yourselves." Jing Li replied. "All the generals of the Ning King's House go to war 
only for their own interests. As long as you fight for more than yourselves, you will be braver than the 
other side. 


"Don't misunderstand. | am not asking you to fight for the court. I'm not asking you to fight for me, or 
for Lord Wang. All | ask is that you fight for the sake of your 400 companions here. That's enough. 


"Trust me. I've fought many battles. In faraway places you've never heard of. But it's the same no matter 
where you are: the army that can fight to protect their fellow soldiers will survive and win." 


Listening to Jing Li's words, many soldiers felt the blood in their bodies heat up. Some of them could not 
help but nod their heads. Many of the soldiers here who had already fought in the war already 
understood this truth, but they were just reawakened by Jing Li. 


Jing Li held up two fingers, "Our second advantage is that the enemy won't even know we are here. My 
companions and | have already surveyed the ambush site and found a narrow path where we can sneak 
up on them. And they think we're three days away. We'll be at their back door much earlier than that!" 


Shen Xiaowu and many of his soldiers now understood why Jing Li had recruited only this number of 
soldiers: only a small number of men could move quickly and could not be easily detected by the 
enemy's details or guards. --Concealment is the key to victory or defeat this time. 
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"That is why we shall continue our march in the dark tonight." Jing Li pointed to the several piles of pine 
oil piled up on the side. "This is the only way to cross the Nanchang border. We have to reach our 
destination at full soeed without sleep and launch a surprise attack right away. | know it's very hard, but 
if we can do it, the victory will be in our hands! 


The four hundred soldiers were silent for a moment before they began to spread out. 


"What are you doing? Xu Cheng hurriedly asked. 


"Going to collect tree branches and wood to make torches. A militiaman replied. "General Black said to 
be quick. We don't want to waste any time." 


Xu Cheng was surprised. As a soldier, he had never seen a soldier so motivated. He looked back at Jing 
Li's smiling face and couldn't help but be convinced. 


"Black General! Shen Xiaowu then asked, "You just said that we have three advantages, what is the third 
one?" 


Jing Li looked at Hu Linglan and Yan Heng beside him and shrugged his shoulders to Shen Xiaowu: 


"Of course, it is the three of us. Do you still want to ask?" 


3172 


Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 198 Chapter 3 Surprise Attack 


There are few things in the world that are more unlucky than being beaten by a beggar. 


beggar. Living at the bottom of the human world. A despicable person who relies on charity and can be 
bullied by anyone. 


He actually hit you. 


And if the person who was beaten was the guard of the dignified Prince Ning's Mansion - who is now the 
owner of the entire Nanchang City - it would be even more ridiculous. 


But some ridiculous things happen in the world. 


Therefore, at the moment it happened, the four guards of Ning Prince's Mansion on the dark night 
street were stunned. 


When the beggar's bamboo stick hit the guard's helmet, it made a very strange sound. The bamboo stick 
was obviously very light and hollow, but when struck, it made a deep sound like a hammer hitting wood. 
The strong concussive force was transmitted through the helmet to the depths of the guard's head. The 
guard's eyes turned white as the bamboo stick snapped. 


Just because this stick strike carries the power of the "Mountain Whip", one of the "Eight Great Skills" of 
the Kongtong Sect's authentic martial arts. 


The three companions of the guard were completely shocked by the blow and froze. 


How sudden it happened. When they patrolled this street and saw this old beggar with white hair and 
white beard, holding a bamboo stick and walking tremblingly with every step, they were completely 
unprepared; 


Just as he was about to pass by him, the old beggar straightened up in an instant. 
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Then this happened. 


After the old beggar flew and hit the ground, he immediately turned and crossed his legs, stretched his 
body strangely to the left, and took advantage of the momentum to stab out the broken bamboo on his 
right hand! 


The three of them couldn't see the movement clearly. They just saw a black shadow that moved very 
quickly. The speed was beyond their imagination. 


If the stick strike just now was like a lightning strike, then this bamboo thorn is like the breeze. You don't 
realize it has arrived until you touch it. 


The second guard's throat was penetrated by the bamboo tip that was broken into a sharp gap! 


——The cone-shaped crack was actually carved on the bamboo early, and it was naturally broken and 
exposed after a hard blow. In other words, the old beggar had planned these two consecutive attacks 
early on. 


The guard whose throat was stabbed was so stunned that he seemed to fall out, and the lantern in his 
hand fell to the ground. 


Only then did the remaining two guards from Prince Ning's Mansion react. The third person had just 
wrapped his palm around the handle of the knife at his waist when a black shadow enveloped him. 


The beggar's left fist wrapped in a cloth hit his Adam's apple firmly, making a cracking sound. 


——Under the strip of cloth, there is a glove inlaid with iron plates. Coupled with the power of 


Kongtong's "Flower War Hammer", the fist is no different from a flying iron ball. 


In the end, the fourth guard escaped less than five steps before he fell down and collapsed. There was 
only an inch of space in the back cover of his helmet, and a flying knife hit him accurately, and the blade 
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penetrated deeply into the back of his neck. 


The four Ning Prince's Mansion guards who were originally patrolling the streets of Nanchang City at 
night were no longer standing in the blink of an eye. It's like a trick. 


Lian Feihong, who pulled off this trick, didn't have any pride on his face. He pulled out the broken 
bamboo from the corpse, walked up to the first guard who was hit, dazed but still alive, and stabbed the 
sharp bamboo down. Lian Feihong didn't show any expression when he finished off the opponent, just 
like a farmer planting rice and cutting crops as a matter of course. 


The lantern that fell to the ground was still burning. Lian Feihong stepped forward and stamped it out. 


When the street completely returned to darkness, a dozen figures emerged from the dark alley. They 
seemed to have planned for each other, and they worked together to carry the bodies of the four 
guards back to the alley, collect their fallen weapons and helmets, remove the traces of the fight on the 
ground, pour water on the blood stains to dilute them, and then bury them with sand. 


——They were working in the dark, but they completely knew the locations of all the corpses, objects, 
and traces because they had firmly memorized them when they were watching in the dark, and now 
they hardly had to rely on their eyes. 


Lian Feihong took back the flying knife from the corpse, carefully wiped the blood off the blade, and 
took back the cloth sheath in his arms. This flying knife was smaller than the "Soul-Sending Flying Blade" 
he usually used. The blade surface was roughened and coated with black ink to reduce reflection at 
night. 


The four dead bodies had been carried deep into the dark alley, their bleeding wounds temporarily 
wrapped in cloth, and they were ready to be taken to an abandoned hut in the east of the city. They had 
dug a deep pit underground in the house in advance, and as soon as the body was sent over, they 
stripped off the armor and weapons and buried them in the soil. 


Lian Feihong followed the dozen or so people. They were all spies who had served the late Jiangxi 
Governor Xun Sui and were now taking orders from Wang Shouren. They were all from Jianghu, 


experienced and calm, and they all had some fighting ability - of course, their combat power could not 
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be compared with the real ones. Compared with warriors, if used properly, it can also have a certain 
surprise attack effect when necessary. 


They didn't speak to Lian Feihong from beginning to end, just doing their work silently. This is not 
because of unfamiliarity, but rather because of deep mutual trust. Ever since King Ning rebelled and the 
"Six Swordsmen" sneaked into the Nanchang Mansion area, they have often cooperated. Now that we 
are lurking together in the most dangerous enemy's lair, we share life and death together, so there is no 
need to say any more unnecessary words. 


The first time they witnessed the killing skills of the former leader of Kongtong, they were all astonished. 
They had never seen such a terrifying old man. 


——ls he really almost seventy years old? ... 


And it was precisely because he had reached this age where he seemed to have no threat and would not 
arouse the suspicion of the enemy soldiers that Lian Feihong was responsible for sneaking into 
Nanchang City and carrying out such a task of destroying the defense. 


Nowadays, those line eyes have long been accustomed to practicing the method of flying rainbow 
lightning to kill enemies. They are not surprised when they see it, and sometimes they even laugh at the 
enemy's weakness and incompetence. 


But they don't know how much Lian Feihong paid every day when he went out to perform tasks and 
every battle. 


Just like when Lian Feihong followed them now, his knees were secretly protesting to him with pain. This 
is the result of several violent jumps and landings just now. His body had to withstand the shock of the 
initial sharp blow from the bamboo stick, and as a result, his left lower back was now tense and stiff. 


——Nothing to complain about...at least my eyes are fine... 


That flying knife attack, in fact, with his current hand-eye coordination, he was only 70% sure that he 
could hit the small gap between the helmet and the collar of the armor. Fortunately, the flying knife still 
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flew in without any deviation. He was very proud of this - ten years ago, or even five years ago, this 
would have been commonplace. 


Although they were carrying a lot of weight, everyone still walked quickly, and had planned their route 
before, avoiding the curfew sentries in the city, and soon arrived at the street where the hut was 
located. 


However, they noticed that there seemed to be someone in the hut. Everyone immediately became 
tense. Lian Feihong touched the handle of the flying knife inside his clothes. 


Two short whistles sounded immediately from the other side of the hut, like the cries of night birds. 


After knowing that he was one of his own, a craftsman also took out his wooden whistle and blew three 
soft blows in reply. 


Everyone stepped forward and saw that it was indeed Tong Jing and two line-eye colleagues. The petite 
Tong Jing dressed up as a young man, wearing coarse clothes with patches everywhere, a man-style 
messy bun, a torn scarf wrapped hastily, and smeared stove ash on her face. She looked like a small 
rascal who had been wandering the streets. 


In "Six Swords of Breaking the Door", she and Lian Feihong are the two easiest to blend into the 
common people without being suspected. Tong Jing, who has a heroic spirit, can cross-dress as a male 
and female at any time, and together they can pretend to be an old and a young relative. Therefore, 
they decided to carry out the task of sneaking into Nanchang City. 


The detectives moved the body into the hut, and Tong Jing and Lian Feihong also followed inside. In 
order to avoid being seen by others, the windows and cracks in the hut were sealed. It was difficult to 
see the light without lighting it, and it was extremely hot inside. 


"Coming over so soon?" Lian Feihong asked. 


Tong Jing nodded and said with excitement: "At Yonghe Gate. Killed two." 
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Lian Feihong saw Tong Jing's smile, frowned and shook his head: "What did | say?" 


Tong Jing waved her hand: "Don't worry. | laughed, not because | killed two people. | just felt satisfied 
because | didn't find out." 


"That's best." Lian Feihong still looked at Tong Jing's face carefully and spoke solemnly. "Don't forget it." 


Tong Jing nodded. 


What Lian Feihong is worried about is that Tong Jing will be excited about killing people. She had already 
told her other companions about her previous problem of losing control of her mind. Lian Feihong was 
particularly nervous about this, because he also knew that with Tong Jing's martial arts talent, the risk of 
becoming a demon was higher, so he had been supervising carefully. 


——Don’t become a guy like Lei Jiudi... 


"Don't blame me for being nagging." Lian Feihong added, "We encountered a war at this juncture. We 
have to go out and kill people almost every day... | won't worry if it doesn't happen." 


"| know." Tong Jing smiled again. "I'm really fine. And I've found a way to prevent my heart from getting 
into trouble again." 


"Really? What is that?" 


"It's a secret. | won't tell you." Tong Jing grinned, revealing teeth that were deliberately painted gray. It 
was so funny that Lian Feihong couldn't help but laugh. 


Tong Jing's secret is, of course, thinking about Yan Heng. As long as Yan Heng is in her heart, she is like 
having an anchor in the sea. 
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In fact, even if Tong Jing didn't say anything, Lian Feihong had already guessed it. But after all, Yan 
Hengren was not here, and if he mentioned it any more, it might make Tong Jing feel lonely and sad, so 
Lian Feihong stopped talking. 


Lian Feihong was responsible for infiltrating Nanchang City, and everyone had no objections. But when 
Tong Jing decided to join, Yan Heng initially objected fiercely. 


"No!" Yan Heng said to her at that time: "How can | protect you if I'm not here?" 


"Don't you have any confidence in me?" Tong Jing asked. 


"No...but once you enter Nanchang, you will be surrounded by enemies every day..." 


"You have to understand..." Tong Jing held Yan Heng's hand and said, "This battle is more important 
than what happens between you and me. We promised Mr. Wang that we would make every effort to 
win for him. . Now it’s clear that there are things that | can do better than anyone else. We can’t back 
down from this battle. Everyone’s life is equally important.” 


It was not the first day of fighting for Yan Heng, so of course he understood this. It's just that he has 
never encountered this situation before... 


At this moment, Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing and recalled what she looked like when she and Yan 
Heng parted. He couldn't bear to think of her again, so he found another topic. He lowered his face, put 
his nose to his armpit, and sniffed vigorously. 


"Haha, | stink, don't |?" Lian Feihong said to Tong Jing with a smile. 


Since you have to disguise yourself as a beggar, you will inevitably have a sour smell. And this smell is 
also used to cover up the blood after the murder. 


Tong Jing listened, but did not take the opportunity to laugh at Lian Feihong. Instead, she said lightly: 
"It's nothing." 
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She thought to herself: Lian Feihong endured this stench for the mission; as a companion, what does it 
matter if | also smell it? 


Lian Feihong looked at Tong Jing's appearance and thought to himself: She has really matured. His 
worries about Tong Jing also reduced a bit. 


At this time, everyone in the room was almost finished working. The weapons and armors obtained 
have been packed in cloth bags and are ready to be transported to another place for centralized 
storage; the bodies have been buried in soil. All the agents were covered in sweat and mud, and they all 
sat around the house drinking water and resting. 


No one wants to do this disgusting job. But they knew very well why they were doing it and what the 
consequences would be if they made any mistakes, so they didn't complain. 


Lian Feihong intercepted and killed this group of patrolling guards and made them disappear into thin 
air in order to make the defenders of Nanchang City suspicious and uneasy. What happened to the four 
of them? Or did he climb the city wall at night and escape to escape the coming siege? The defenders 
could not be sure. There are many people in the army, and an unknown matter will naturally give rise to 
many different opinions. What's more, this is the fifth team of guards that Lian Feihong has assassinated 
since he entered the city. Spreading suspicion and fear among enemies is an extremely effective way to 
create instability, and it requires very few people. 


On the other side, the two men who were assassinated by Tong Jing left them lying in the street near 
Yonghe Gate. The two colleagues used hoes, sickles and other agricultural tools to create many wounds 
on the dead bodies, making it appear that they were killed by the people in the city. This created greater 
distrust among the soldiers and civilians of Nanchang (Ning Prince's Mansion was already notorious in 
Nanchang). The defenders were all in the city, and their nerves were even more tense. 


Tong Jing specifically chose to attack near Yonghe Gate because after this incident, the gatekeepers 
would need to mobilize manpower from elsewhere to strengthen their guard, which might even weaken 
the defense strength of other city gates. 


In addition to laying out suspicions, these assassination operations also brought a benefit, which was the 
collection of a batch of weapons and armor for the guards of Prince Ning's Mansion. All the spies were 
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in the city during the day, and they also worked hard to find out some families who had a deep hatred 
for Prince Ning's Mansion, and selected strong men to contact them secretly. Ning Prince's Mansion has 
been doing evil in Nanchang for many years, and has done a lot of bullying, robbery, embezzling 
people's properties and houses. The spies quickly found a group of suitable targets and made secret 
contacts. These weapons can be used as their weapons. Although the number is not very large, as long 
as they are used intensively within the city wall, Lian Feihong is convinced that they can produce a great 
surprise attack effect. 


Tong Jing and Lian Feihong have been carrying out these tasks day by day in Nanchang. Since the 
defenders had received news that Wang Shouren's army was about to invade, the city was heavily 
guarded, and sentries were set up everywhere outside the curfew. It was not easy for all of them to 
move, so they could not make any big moves. But even so, these small results accumulate one by one, 
and in the end they may become the conditions that determine the overall outcome. 


——Victory is often built like this. 


Lian Feihong walked to the center of the hut where the body was buried and stepped on the sand to 
make sure it was covered tightly. They won't come back to this cabin after tonight, but they still want to 
make sure that the four "missing" guards are not discovered. 


He gathered everyone together and glanced at everyone's tired faces. 


Over the past few days, they have been surveying Nanchang City's garrison changes, collecting 
intelligence, and recruiting warriors who have a grudge against Prince Ning's Mansion during the day. At 
night, they have been carrying out assassination operations, transporting supplies, and secretly doing all 
kinds of sabotage. They have taken turns to sleep for less than two hours, and at the same time they 
have to bear the fear of being arrested and killed at any time if they reveal their identity. 


"| know everyone is working hard," Lian Feihong said. "Me too." 


They looked at Mr. Feihong's old face, and the deep fatigue was obvious. When they thought that he 
could kill four fully armed guards of Prince Ning's Mansion with lightning just now, they felt incredible 
and admired him immensely. 


——This old man suffered no less than us. And what he did, none of us can do for him. 
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Tong Jing could also see that Mr. Feihong was wandering to the limit and couldn't help but worry about 
him. 


"But it will be over soon." Lian Feihong's eyes with heavy bags under his eyes revealed his unyielding will 
under the light of the oil lamp. "In a few days, Lord Wang will arrive. At that time, we will launch a 
campaign in this city and break down the enemy's defense inside and outside!" 


He looked at each of them. 


"Even if we win this battle, not many people will know about your efforts. There probably won't be any 
huge rewards. No one will remember your names in the future. But we know everything we have done 
during this period. . No one can obliterate each of you. Please accept my thanks." 


As he spoke, Mr. Feihong bowed his head to everyone with his fists raised. Tong Jing followed suit and 
saluted them one by one. 


Everyone was moved. They are not martial arts people, but they all know the Guanxi Kongtong Sect, one 
of the nine sects in the world. 


The former head of the Kongtong Sect was bowing his head to thank them. 


This is a precious memory that can be told to our children and grandchildren in the future. Money 
cannot buy it. 


In this dark, stuffy, dilapidated and dirty abandoned house, with four dead bodies just buried 
underground, this group of people felt the dignity and glory of being warriors. 


The moment the enemy's blade was closest, it was only a finger's length away from Shen Xiaowu's head. 


But Shen Xiaowu's body sank in time. 
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Three years ago, Shen Xiaowu only studied with the Ditang Sect warrior for four days and learned a total 
of six movements. Four of the moves are just for training, and only two are moves that can actually be 
used in combat. One of them is his short body running forward at this moment. 


Although he only studied for a short period of time, there was hardly a day that he did not practice in 
the past three years. Because he had seen how that warrior fought. He knew these moves would one 
day save his life. 


Just like today. 


The blade of the blade sliced open the bun on his head. His head ducked just in time. 


Shen Xiaowu's low movement forward did not stop. On the contrary, he used his waist and legs to push 
forward even more forcefully. 


Following this momentum, he lowered the sickle in his right hand and slashed horizontally. This sword 
move is the second Jitangmen practical combat move he has learned, coupled with the strength and 
physical coordination he has practiced since he was a child wielding a knife to harvest in the fields. 


Before the Ditang Sect warriors could teach Shen Xiaowu any complete moves, they were separated 
because Lord Wang mobilized the army. Shen Xiaowu came up with this technique of ducking forward 
and then cutting horizontally with a sickle, and he verified it on the battlefield. 


The angle at which Shen Xiaowu swung his sword was lower than the enemy's waist. In this brief 
moment when the two of them were fighting, the other party's sight could not be captured at all. 


The curved blade of the saber cut into the flesh above the opponent's right knee. As Shen Xiaowu 
accurately avoided the bones of the knee, the blade did not suffer the resistance of a hard blow, and 
only severed the thigh tendons of the opponent, and the saber immediately detached, Shen Xiaowu 
rolled forward on a low tilt to avoid the enemy's retaliation. 
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Shen Xiaowu rolled around and knelt down before turning around and saw the enemy's leg losing 
strength and falling to the ground screaming. 


But his screams were not loud because they were overshadowed by countless screams, painful wails 
and murderous cries around him. 


This stone tablet field on the outskirts of Nanchang has turned into a place of fierce fighting. 


Shen Xiaowu and other four hundred warriors followed Jing Li's lead, and at the dawn of the day, they 
approached by a narrow path in the mountains, and from the enemy's unexpected northwest direction, 
they killed the Nanchang garrison's 1,000 ambushers in the camp of the stone factory. 


The defenders themselves, of course, knew of the existence of this narrow path and had set up sentries 
in the middle of it. But with Jing Li, Yan Heng and Hu Linglan leading the way, these sentries disappeared 
one by one without a sound, and none of them could alert the camp. 


In this darkest moment, when the defenders were most sleepy, Jingli's troops relied on the cover of the 
surrounding stone piles to close in. In the eyes of the enemy, they are like ghosts appearing out of 
nowhere in the camp. 


These four hundred warriors, filled with murderous intent, indeed looked like they had climbed up from 
hell. 


King Ning had a wide network of eyes and ears around Nanchang Mansion, so he knew the location of 
Wang Shouren's army very well. According to the intelligence, the enemy would have at least two days 
to reach Nanchang City, so the ambush troops were recharging their strength and waiting for work, 
preparing to intercept Wang Shouren's siege army. 


But they missed another more important piece of information: Wang Yangming's way of fighting always 
exceeds your expectations. 
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When Jing Li attacked, most of the ambush soldiers were still sleeping in the tents. When they were 
surprised to see the enemy, they hurriedly picked up their weapons and rushed out of the tents. The 
soldiers from each battalion just instinctively gathered together in a chaotic formation. 


As for the Ning Wang soldiers who were taking turns guarding the camp, their number was actually 
similar to that of Jing Li. However, when they were suddenly attacked, they were already half panicked. 
Some of them just knew how to run in the opposite direction. The remaining Ning Wang soldiers who 
were more brave and strong tried to organize The bow array went to resist the charging enemies, but 
the reaction was too slow. Before they could form a formation to shoot, Jing Li had already led 400 
people in, and it immediately turned into a hand-to-hand fight! 


After Shen Xiaowu cut down the enemy, he immediately stood up. The lance that was knocked down by 
his opponent's shield was at his feet, but he thought about it and decided to pick up the wooden shield 
dropped by the enemy, put it on his left arm and carry it, and with his right hand he took a sickle, and 
followed his fellow soldiers forward to kill again! 


He and a dozen warriors formed a small team formation on their own, cooperating and covering each 
other. Shen Xiaowu used a wooden shield to block the enemy's weapon, allowing his comrades to take 
advantage of the opportunity to assassinate the opponent with a spear. Even if the opponent dodged, 
his sickle followed up with a sneak attack from the bottom. There were also several companions with 
machetes and axes, protecting the spearman's flanks and Shen Xiaowu's back. Their organizational style 
of play was successful time and time again, killing seven or eight of their opponents without even losing 
half of their companions. 


At this moment, a figure crossed the battlefield more than ten steps away from them. Everyone couldn't 
help but look at that figure. 


Originally, in this chaotic and dangerous battle formation, no one would attract special attention. But 
this one is different. His posture as he walked across the battlefield was like being in another world. 


If | had to describe it, it was like everyone was trying to float and sink in deep water, but wherever he 
passed, the water parted and he could walk freely. 


They watched as the swordsman, who was not much older than Shen by five years, quickly crossed the 
battlefield. Wherever the long and short swords touched, no one or thing could stop them and 
disintegrate them one by one. 
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Yan Heng's assassination movement was as natural as water flowing into a gap in the eyes of the 
soldiers. One by one, he attacked the enemy soldiers in positions where they could not save themselves, 
and killed eight or nine people in a row and quickly. It was as if all the sword moves had been planned in 
advance. The enemy's movements and reactions are all rehearsed. 


——This is of course not a fact, but a complete reflection of Yan Heng's superb swordsmanship and 
practical combat experience. 


Yan Heng did not need to use the superb sword skills of "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique" - it was simply useless against these soldiers. It can even be said that he did not use any 
predetermined sword skills, but just moved, attacked, and dodged according to the flow of the battle. 
Everything comes down to the simplest angle, direction and timing. The purest and simplest sword. But 
itis also the finest sword. 


At this moment, someone blocked Yan Heng's path. He was not an ordinary soldier, but a Yuanzhou 
Flying Cloud Sect martial artist who had defected to the Prince of Ning's residence. The Flying Cloud Sect 
specializes in swords, but this disciple, who is fat and strong, and naturally powerful, and specializes in 
using a pair of iron staffs, was about to use his school's unique method of pan body and energy to slice 
his heavy three-foot-long iron staff over Yan Heng's head! 


However, just as he started to exert his energy, Yan Heng was already keenly aware that this person's 
strength was different from that of an ordinary soldier. Yan Heng's body reacted automatically, as he 
had been swinging his sword lightly and speeding away, his body suddenly became as solid as iron, and 
as soon as he sat on his horse, his mind flashed with the imagination of the "tiger phase", and he 
slammed his whole body into the enemy in a way that was similar to the "tiger's thunder fall"! 


The iron staff was only raised to the back of his shoulders. The warrior from the Feiyun Sect saw Yan 
Heng coming forward and running straight into his middle. Before he could retreat and change his 
moves, he felt as if his chest was exploding! 


Yan Heng used the hilt of the "Hu Pi" dagger in his left hand to hit the opponent's chest. The Feiyun Sect 
warrior's chest, ribs and head were immediately broken, and his fat body flew backwards! 
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After knocking the enemy away, Yan Heng relaxed for a moment and returned to his previous agile state 
without wasting any extra strength. The ease of transformation and the ease with which he lifted his 
sword showed that his swordsmanship had entered another level. 


The place where Yan Heng crossed the enemy's formation was exactly where the enemy soldiers 

gathered most densely and were most likely to organize a counterattack, but he was immediately 
overwhelmed by Yan Heng's lead in sweeping away. The militiamen following Yan Heng rushed in 
through the gap he opened and completely broke up the enemy's formation just now. 


——Of course, they all witnessed Yan Heng's power one by one, and they became more and more 
convinced that if they followed this young swordsman in the battle, they would win without a doubt! 


Yan Heng passed by the eyes of Shen Xiaowu and a dozen other militiamen, but it was actually only a 
very brief incident. But they were deeply shocked by it. Especially Shen Xiaowu, who had learned a little 
bit of martial arts, was greatly shocked: 


——It turns out that learning martial arts can lead to this! 


Like other nearby rebel comrades, they were inspired by Yan Heng and immediately gained great 
confidence and morale. A dozen of them maintained the solid formation just now and charged into the 
depths of the stone factory while shouting! 


Four hundred brave militiamen rushed out of the narrow passage and headed towards the hinterland of 
the stone factory. There was quite a distance to cross, but the left side was protected by the mountain 
wall, while the right side was completely exposed, which was the only weakness of the militia's assault. 
A force of more than a hundred people from King Ning's army noticed this, and before all the militiamen 
rushed into the Shichang camp, they bypassed the opponent's right wing and prepared for a 
counterattack. 


But just when King Ning's soldiers were still dozens of steps away from being mobilized, they heard the 
sound of flying arrows in the darkness. Someone at the forefront of the soldiers was hit by an arrow and 
fell to the ground screaming! 
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It turned out that a group of rebel militiamen were still staying at the rear of the narrow passage just to 
prevent the enemy from coming around to counterattack from behind. At this time, when they saw the 
enemy soldiers appearing, they immediately fired arrows in the darkness! 


The hundred Ning Wang soldiers could not judge for a moment how many people were in the 
opponent's archery team. They only knew that the second round of arrows came and another person 
fell to the ground. 


In the darkness before dawn, it is very difficult to judge the direction and distance from a distance, and 
the accuracy of shooting arrows should be extremely low; but people were hit by arrows one after 
another so quickly. Ning Wang thought that there must be a lot of enemy archers, and they must be 
there. This effect is possible only under intensive firing... 


In fact, if they could calm down and listen carefully, they should be able to tell from the sound of the 
arrows breaking through the wind that there were actually only a dozen archers who intercepted them. 


What caused them to make this wrong judgment was one of the bows inside. 


Hu Linglan's tall body stood upright, and she bent her bow for the third time. Her eyes, which have been 
rigorously trained for a long time, can detect the target's position and direction in the dark night just by 
relying ona little reflection of distant firelight and a little reflection of the enemy's armor. 


Every time Hu Linglan's fingers gently let go of the bow string, she prayed to the child in her belly: 


——Bless this arrow. 


——Hit. 


The third arrow penetrated the breastplate of another King Ning soldier. 


The commander who led this team of King Ning's soldiers also cried out in pain, and his whole body 
changed from running to rolling forward. He was also hit by an arrow in the thigh. 
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It turned out that the fifteen militia archers who followed Hu Linglan, although they did not have her 
extraordinary eyesight and shooting skills, they had adaptable minds and knew how to follow the 
direction of Hu Linglan's shot and release arrows together to increase the chance of hitting. This time 
she was lucky enough to shoot down the leader of the enemy team! 


This made the group of King Ning's soldiers even more panicked. Even though only four people were 
shot down in total, these hundred people lost the courage to go through the rain of arrows and continue 
to attack the enemy's main team, and instead retreated from the original way. 


——This is also because they have no idea that the total number of rebel militiamen who came to attack 
at night is actually much smaller than them. 


Upon noticing that the enemy was retreating, Hu Linglan did not hesitate, immediately dropped her bow 
and arrows, and drew out her long nodachi. 


"Follow me! Scream as loud as you can!" 


After Hu Linglan finished speaking, she shouted and rushed forward first. 


The fifteen men in the back also changed to melee blades and started to follow Hu Linglan, one by one 
letting out their throats and letting out the loudest shouts, and together they chased after the retreating 
enemy troops! 


Hearing that the enemy was coming, the hundred soldiers of the King of Ning did not recognize the 
number of their opponents and hurriedly ran away. Fear and confusion spread quickly among them, at 
first they managed to stay together and retreat, but later they gradually dispersed in different directions 
in fear, hoping that the group with more soldiers would become the target of the enemy, so that they 
could save their own lives. 


Under the leadership of Hu Linglan, they dispersed the enemy team of 100 people with only sixteen 
people. 
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The difference between the two sides lies ina "qi". 


When Hu Linglan saw this situation, she did not give chase. Instead, she led fifteen people to catch up 
with the main force of the team and continued the task of covering from the side and rear. It happened 
that five spearmen from Prince Ning's Mansion appeared from the tent in this direction, and they just 
met Hu Linglan's arrival. They couldn't tell the men and women in the dark, so they just rushed forward, 
trying to stab Hu Linglan with their spears! 


The light of Nodachi was not too bright in this darkness. What really shocked Ning Wang soldiers was 
the astonishing sword wind. 


There is also huge energy flying away from the body of the beheaded person. 


The five people were blinded and had no way of knowing what hit them. They just fell down or were 
chopped away one by one quickly. The cracking sound of gun barrel and bone could not be separated. 
The screams were like the wail of a dying beast. 


The power of the long sword even stunned the militiamen behind her. 


With Hu Linglan's skills today, she can definitely defeat these enemies with more precise and effortless 
moves. But she deliberately used this volcanic eruption-like sweep to ensure that no enemy would have 
the guts to attack in this direction. 


Just like Yan Heng, Hu Linglan used one-man force to greatly improve the morale of the nearby 
militiamen and double their combat power. This surprise attack team penetrated deep into the enemy's 
position with a fast attack. Facing more than three times the total number of enemy soldiers, their 
biggest fear was to be attacked and besieged from behind. Now that Hu Linglan was there, they no 
longer had any worries, and everyone moved forward bravely. A force of attack reached the center of 
the Shichang camp. 


In front of the general's tent, Feng Shiqi stood with his upper body bare and holding a tiger-head 
machete. There were thirty or forty guards around him to protect him. He was so anxious to get out of 
the camp and stabilize the army that he didn't even have time to put on his clothes and armor, and was 
in a very embarrassed state. 
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"Where are the enemies coming from?" Feng Shiqi shouted loudly. At the same time, more than a dozen 
war horses were pulled in by the attendants. He was the first to board one of them, wanting to overlook 
the battle situation from a height. 


"It seems...to the northwest!" one of his subordinates replied. 


"That's the way!" Feng Shiqi said through gritted teeth, turning the horse's head in that direction. Many 
elite cavalrymen around him also mounted their horses one by one. 


Feng Shiqi regretted not setting up more sentries along the narrow road in the mountains. But he never 
thought that his ambush would be discovered by the enemy and become the target of a sneak attack - | 
was the one who ambushed the enenyy. ...... 


However, since Feng Shiqi was ordered to command this thousand-man brigade, he was not an 
incompetent person. As a bandit leader in the past, he immediately made a judgment: the mountain 
road is extremely narrow and difficult to travel. The enemy is coming in a surprise attack, so the number 
cannot be large. Even if the invading enemy army is really large, it is impossible for them all to get out of 
the narrow area at once. Tao, all put into the battlefield. As long as we organize an attack well and use 
more force to suppress the opponent, forcing the opponent back into the narrow passage, the attack 
will not succeed. When the time comes, they will set up a team of bows and guns to meet the exit of the 
narrow passage, and the opponent will only be trapped and die! 


After the battle strategy was established, Feng Shiqi ordered the nearby troops of the general's camp to 
gather and prepare for a counterattack. 


But just when Feng Shiqi gave the order, he heard the sound of fighting ahead, and it was much closer 
than he expected! 


--So fast? 


——What kind of marching attack is this? 
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There is only one reason why the militia's fast attack is so rapid. 


And Feng Shiqi soon saw the "reason". 


That's a person. All Ning Wang's soldiers collapsed, fell or fled when they encountered that man. There 
were many torches lit outside the tents in the general's camp, so Feng Shiqi, who was sitting on the 
saddle, could see the man clearly. 


He also saw his fighting maneuvers. 


Feng XVII saw this man for the first time five years ago. In Jiujiang City, he was following Li Junyuan. 


The second time he saw this man was when he turned the Ning Wang Mansion upside down and left in 
a big way with Li Junyuan as his hostage. 


Feng XVII was extremely lucky that he didn't run into this man in the Ning Wang Mansion that time. But 
he had seen the body that died under this man's saber that night. 


--This man is a walking disaster. 


--For anyone who stands in his way. 


Five years ago, Li Junyuan used his position as a general to lure this man to serve in Prince Ning's 
Mansion. At that time, Feng Shiqi was very jealous of this. But at this moment, Feng Shiqi wished so 
much that this man had agreed to join Prince Ning's Mansion. 


Just because he never wants to be an enemy to this person. 


But what happens on the battlefield is always what you don't expect. 
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The imitation two-handed Japanese sword chopped down another soldier of Prince Ning's Mansion. Jing 
crack, who was dressed in black armor, had already reached less than a hundred steps away from Feng 
Shiai. 


Jing Li immediately discovered the group of knights in front of the general's camp. Although the distance 
was far and the light was insufficient, Jing Li's eyesight was able to quickly distinguish Feng Shiqi from 
them. 


Feng Shiqi knew not by looking, but by feeling that Jing Li was staring at him from afar. 


Then came the even more fatal thing: Jing Li let go of the long handle of the imitation Japanese sword 
with his left hand, pulled out the bird-headed short sword "Minnu Dy" from his waist, and pointed the 
strange exotic blade directly at Feng Shiqi from a distance. 


Dozens of militiamen around Jing Li immediately responded and looked in the direction where the tip of 
his knife pointed. 


Jing Li's eyes did not leave Feng Shiqi, and he started running towards him with the knife hanging 
sideways in his hands. All the militiamen also followed with their swords in hand. 


Huge fear arose in Feng Shiqi's body, completely swallowing up his reason as an army general. His 
reaction was back to the time when he and dozens of desperadoes gathered in the forest. 


At that time, his life was dominated by two primitive emotions: greed and self-preservation. 


Feng XVII turned his horse's head, hit the horse's buttocks with the back of his machete, and rode away 
in the opposite direction of Jing Li at full speed! 


The ten-odd guards who followed him could not tell whether General Feng was fleeing for his life or just 
retreating to reorganize, so they could only drive their horses to follow him, but they saw that Feng XVII 
did not stop for a while, and seemed to be heading in the direction of Nanchang City. 
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A few of the close guards called out by Feng XVII were just arriving to prepare for the battle, but they 
saw General Feng himself retreating with his cavalry. They took this as an order and ran in the same 
direction! 


Then, starting from an unknown soldier, someone passed on the general's decision: 


"Run for your lives!" 


"Go back to Nanchang!" 


"We can't! The enemy is coming!" 


"Wang Shouren is coming!" 


Thousands of elite troops from Prince Ning's Mansion ambush, and their morale and fighting spirit have 
completely collapsed. 


It was only because their commander-in-chief took a glance at Jing Li. 


After the battle was over, Shen Xiaowu, whose right half of his face was stained with blood, held up the 
stained wooden shield and the wooden handle of his saber, which had been loosened due to the many 
cuts, and let out an incredibly exuberant howl towards the sky. 


--I've won! We really won! 


Four hundred people dispersed and drove away more than a thousand elite enemy soldiers. Everything 
was just like the prophecy of the "Black General". The morning light that had just appeared in the east 
illuminated his bright eyes. After a fast march that stayed up all night, coupled with the hard and fierce 
battle, Shen Xiaowu thought that he would faint or fall asleep at the end. But on the contrary, the strong 
excitement of victory and survival completely drove away the tiredness of body and mind. He not only 
shouted, but also kept stomping his feet like a savage, and banging his sword and shield, like dancing a 
primitive dance. 
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The comrades around him were equally excited, hugging each other vigorously, or shouting like Shen 
Xiaowu, venting the anxiety and fear accumulated before the war. 


"That's enough!" Xu Cheng came over and stopped them: "If you still have the strength, go guard the 
outside of the camp and help collect the bodies of your companions!" 


Xu Qianhu's words were like ice water poured on the heads of the militiamen, and their excitement 
cooled down. Xu Cheng reminded them of two things: the battle was not over yet; victory was achieved 
at the expense of human life. There is no reason to be happy. 


They looked at Xu Qianhu and saw that his robes and armor were covered with blood and tears, and his 
battle helmet was missing. They knew that even the general was in danger just now, and this battle was 
not as smooth as they imagined. 


All the soldiers followed Xu Cheng's instructions and dispersed to deal with the aftermath. Once the 
excitement of victory subsided, fatigue set in immediately, every joint felt like fire, and it was difficult to 
focus in the morning light. But they had no time to waste. The militiamen were actually very few in 
number, and if the enemy soldiers looked back and found out after dawn, they might immediately 
counterattack. The first task is to set up a defensive line around the camp. Everyone dragged their tired 
bodies and cheered up to perform the task. 


The enemy fled in a hurry, leaving many bows, arrows and firearms in the camp. Most of the militiamen 
did not know how to operate guns and artillery. Xu Cheng only ordered the distribution of bows and 
crossbows to various defense lines to stabilize the situation. 


Half of the militiamen were responsible for defense, while the other half collected weapons, food, 
horses and other materials in the camp, drove the injured surviving prisoners together to look after 
them, treated their injured comrades, and collected the bodies of their own dead. Shen Xiaowu was 
relatively young and strong, so he was sent to collect military rations, carry them and stack them 
together. 


Another important thing is to immediately report the victory to Wang Shouren's army and ask them to 
send a team of troops to help defend the stone factory to prevent it from being recaptured by the 


3195 


enemy again. He picked two of the horses left behind by the enemy, gave them to the two linemen to 
ride, and told them to arrive at the pass as soon as possible: 


"The ambush has been eliminated, and Nanchang City is right in front of us." 


The militiamen who died in this surprise attack were carried one by one to the center of the camp and 
lined up, and their bodies were covered with tents. 


Jing Li was already standing in the open space, holding an imitation Japanese sword, silently looking at 
the endless lines of dead bodies. 


Xu Cheng went around doing calculations. His internal and external fatigue was no less than that of any 
militiaman. He just resisted with his will and never let his subordinates see it. 


Finally he also knew the final number. Based on a rough estimate from the corpses left behind, the 
rebels killed about 200 enemies in total, and about 50 more enemy soldiers were seriously injured and 
dying. More than 30 people were injured and were unable to escape in time and were captured. 


As for the 38 people on our side who were injured, more than half of them were minor injuries and 
could be returned to the battlefield after treatment. The number of dead was ninety-eight. 


This was the price for winning the Rebels’ first victory. 


Xu Cheng looked at the corpses of his subordinates in the open space and was shocked to get this 
number. In such a short period of time, more than 20% of the soldiers in the team died. The battle was 
more dangerous and fierce than he originally thought. The entire surprise attack force had actually been 
weakened to the point where it was almost impossible to advance in the thick enemy formation, but it 
happened so fast that they did not notice it. If the enemy delayed for a while longer, the situation might 
have been reversed. 


And their ability to fight to this point was entirely due to the presence of three warriors, Jing Li, Yan 
Heng and Hu Linglan. Otherwise, they would not even be able to touch the results of the victory now. 
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When Xu Cheng saw Jing Li, he walked over and stood side by side with him. Xu Cheng himself had 
learned some martial arts, and as an officer he had seen many martial arts masters, but the combat 
prowess that Jing Li and the others had just shown on the battlefield exceeded his imagination. Xu 
Cheng never believed that personal force could influence the outcome of a war so much. 


"General. We fought a good battle." Xu Cheng said. Moreover, this victory is of great significance: the 
rebel army used the least amount of troops and eliminated the only obstacle to marching into Nanchang 
in the shortest time; the main force will knock on the gate of Nanchang City with the greatest energy 
and vigor, and there is no need to worry about King Ning’s army arriving in time. . 


But Jing Li didn't answer, he just continued to stare at the body on the ground. He knew that Xu Cheng 
was not wrong. No matter how you look at it, this surprise attack was an absolute success. Even if the 
number of corpses of his comrades in front of him doubled or tripled, as long as it was for victory, he 
would still give the same order without hesitation. 


But even so, at this moment of victory, before he was about to raise his weapons to fight again, Jing Li 
chose to mourn rather than celebrate. 


Having experienced many battles since his youth, why doesn't Jing Li understand that people die in war? 
He was at the forefront, always trying his best to kill one more enemy in the shortest time, because that 
would mean that the soldiers he led had one more chance of survival. But no matter who they are, no 
matter how capable they are, they can't completely prevent their comrades from dying. He can't, and 
neither can Wang Shouren. 


From the battle of Luling to this battle, Jing Li knew very well that some of the faces he commanded 
would disappear from the world in the future. And it was he who sent them to their deaths with 
encouraging words. No matter how necessary the fight is and how noble the ideal is, this fact will not 
change. 


And the only thing he can do is refuse to be numb to the dead, and refuse to forget. 


Even today, Jing Li still thinks of Xue Jiuniu often. That strong and young life died in Luling trying to save 
him. He still remembered the boy's face that would never grow up. | probably won't forget it in the 
future. 
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Without sacrifice, there is no victory. However, Jing Li always reminds himself to never forget the weight 
of those lives. Every soldier's life is equal. If you forget this, you will only be swallowed up by power and 
desire, and one day no one will fight for you anymore. 


A few dozen steps away from Jing Li, Hu Linglan sat on a fallen stone tablet to rest, wiping the Nodachi 
with a cloth. When she left the Satsuma Kingdom with this sword, it was still newly forged and had not 
experienced any battle; now it has been stained with battle marks for seven years, and the blade has 
many dents. She gently touched the notches with her fingers and examined them carefully, but found 
no dangerous cracks on the blade. She was thinking about sharpening the blade a little before the next 
battle. 


She looked at Jing Li's back from time to time, but did not go up to him. She knew what Jing Li was 
thinking at such moments, and she also knew that he preferred to be alone to think quietly. She 
continued to wipe the saber. 


"Hello..." A voice sounded behind her. Looking back, he saw that it was one of the militia archers who 
was in charge of the rear and fought with Hu Linglan. He was holding an oil paper bag and a bamboo 
tube filled with water in his hands. 


In fact, the militiaman never knew what to call Hu Linglan, so he had no choice but to say hesitantly: 
"Here... is the dried meat we found in the enemy camp... You are probably hungry, please eat some... " 


The militiamen had witnessed Hu Linglan's unique skills with swords and arrows, and regarded her as a 
Valkyrie. No matter how beautiful she was, they only dared to treat her with respect, and never dared 
to think anything wrong about her. 


However, Hu Linglan showed the boldness of a daughter of the Kagoshima samurai family. She grinned 
with white teeth, put down her knife, took the food and water, and immediately took a bite of the dried 
meat in the paper bag. While chewing, she said: "That's great. , |am very hungry, thank you!" 


The militiaman's face was as red as if it was about to catch fire. He nodded and left in a hurry, thinking 
that he would also see Hu Linglan's beautiful and vital smile in his sleep later. 
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Hu Linglan ate the meat while gently stroking her belly and murmured: "Are you hungry too?... What a 
good boy. He didn't make any trouble from beginning to end this time. Mom will fight again soon. You 
should also be quiet." 


The gentle smile she showed when she said this was extremely happy. 


Any other woman would have felt scared and anxious while carrying a child on the battlefield. But Hu 
Linglan didn’t. She even felt that it was an inevitable fate for this child to be bathed in the flames of war 
before he was born. 


——He is the child of me and Jing Li. It's the flesh and blood of a samurai... 


At this time, Shen Xiaowu had finished moving the corpse of his colleague and was resting for the time 
being. While he was eating the cake, his mind still couldn't rest. The scenes from the battle just kept 
coming to mind, especially Yan Heng's fierce sword moves. As he thought about it, he couldn't help but 
pulled out the sickle from his waist and slowly imitated it in the air. 


"Can you see?" 


The sound almost made Shen Xiaowu choke on his cake. Seeing Yan Hengzhi walking over, he hurriedly 
spat out the mouthful of cake and put the sickle behind his back. 


But Yan Heng did not let him go. He looked directly into his eyes and asked again: "| said, can you see my 
sword moves?" 


Shen Xiaowu could only nod. 


Yan Heng thought for a moment and took two steps closer to Shen Xiaowu, making Shen Xiaowu 
extremely nervous and worried: Have | offended him in any way? ... 


"| also saw your sword moves." 
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Yan Heng said again at this time. 


Shen Xiaowu thought he heard wrongly. 


——He saw my "sword move"? Can it be called a "move" in front of him? ... 


"That's right. It's the move you use to cut the enemy's lower body." 


Yan Heng gestured with the palm of his hand, and he was indeed talking about Shen Xiaowu's attack of 
charging forward and chopping low. "Not bad." 


Shen Xiaowu stared in disbelief. In front of him was a swordsman whom he regarded as a god. On the 
chaotic battlefield, the swordsman was still distracted and noticed his crude self-made sword skills, and 
now he was praising him! 


"But no one taught you, right?" 


Yan Heng continued: "In fact, after you draw the knife, just stand like this when your feet are on the 
ground, and your legs can immediately turn around and stand up, without rolling on the ground or 
kneeling." 


As he spoke, he demonstrated the stance to Shen Xiaowu on the spot. Shen Xiaowu has practiced this 
sword move countless times in the past three years. Now when he saw Yan Heng's demonstration, he 
immediately understood the principle of that move and how to improve this famous move, and he felt 
very excited. 


——That's right, this way | can regain my balance and defense faster! 
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"In battle, there are enemies everywhere." Yan Heng explained, "The faster you regain your posture, the 
less danger you have of being attacked by the enemy, and the higher your chances of surviving. Nothing 
is more important than surviving, right?" 


Shen Xiaowu nodded vigorously. 


"But you've been used to this maneuver for a long time, so it's probably impossible for you to change it 
at once." 


Yan Heng patted him on the shoulder. Just remember it yourself first and practice it later. Now just 
concentrate on the upcoming battle. " 


His eyes turned to the north and looked into the distance. That is the direction of Nanchang City. 


"We'll have to fight again soon." 


In that direction, someone was waiting for him. He wished he could ride over there right now. But he 
knew he couldn't and had to wait. 


——Jing, I'll be here soon. 


——We will meet at the city gate. 


——And enjoy the victory together. 


"Excuse meé...... 


Only then did Shen Xiaowu finally muster up the courage to speak, interrupting Yan Heng's thoughts. 
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"What's up?" 


"You..." Shen Xiaowu pointed at the hilt of the "Dragon Thorn" sword behind Yan Heng. "How long have 
you been studying?" 


"Twelve years." 


Yan Heng replied with a smile. In fact, this answer does not explain everything: his twelve years of 
swordsmanship include the second half of the turbulent six years of seeking the truth between life and 
death. It is not comparable to the same period of training for ordinary martial artists. 


Shen Xiaowu thought for a while before making up his mind to speak. 


"Can you teach me?" 


Yan Heng's eyes couldn't help but light up after hearing this. 


"Okay." Yan Heng replied readily. "After this battle, if you are still alive, come find me." 


Shen Xiaowu stayed on the spot, unable to believe his ears. 


After Yan Heng finished speaking, he let out a long yawn, then turned around and left. After walking a 
few steps, he turned back. 


"Ah, by the way, that sickle of yours is no longer working. Take this opportunity to go to the enemy's 
armory to find another suitable weapon. Also, | remember your name is Xiao Wu, right? My name is 
Xiao Liu. From now on. Let’s talk again.” 


The smile Yan Heng showed towards Shen Xiaowu was a bit like Jing Li. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 199 Chapter 4 Master Wang 


Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang fell into an unprecedented panic. 


General Feng Shiqi led the elite soldiers who were supposed to ambush Wang Shouren and fled back to 
Nanchang in embarrassment. Everyone in the city saw their panic. The fear of defeat was immediately 
transmitted from them to the defenders in the city. 


——This is the effect Wang Shouren hopes to have. Spreading fear into Nanchang City is a side effect of 
this surprise attack. 


There were only about 500 soldiers who accompanied Feng Shiqi and fled back to Nanchang one after 
another. Except for the more than 200 soldiers who were killed, injured and captured by Jingli's troops, 
the rest of the soldiers who did not return have fled and do not want to join the battle to defend 
Nanchang. 


However, Feng Shiqi and even everyone in Prince Ning's Mansion did not know this for sure. They 
thought that more than half of the more than a thousand troops had been massacred overnight, and 
they were even more afraid of the combat effectiveness of Wang Shouren's army. 


——| obviously heard that Wang Shouren's temporary recruitment was just a miscellaneous group of 
civilians. In terms of training and armed force, they were far inferior to our guards of Prince Ning's 
Mansion. How could they be so powerful? ... King Zhu Gongqiao of Yichun paced back and forth 
anxiously in the "Dragon and Tiger Hall", the military base of Prince Ning's Mansion, unable to settle 
down. 


"Your Majesty, it's better not to leave again. This villain is too dazzled by what he saw." 


The person who said this was the eunuch Wan Rui sitting on the top chair in the hall. Although he is a 
eunuch, he does not give off a feminine feeling except that he is beardless. Instead, he seems to be 
stronger than the skinny Zhu Gongqiao, with sharp eyes. 


"How can you not worry about me?... 
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Zhu Gonggiao sighed. "It's coming soon...The king...is coming soon." 


Wan Rui stood up. He was wearing armor and had a sword on the table next to his chair. During this 
period of guarding the city, Wan Rui dressed like this so that he could be seen by the many guards of 
Prince Ning's Mansion and show his determination to defend the city. He also arranged for the two Ning 
Princes who stayed in Nanchang to wear military uniforms as much as possible to boost morale. 


"Wang Shouren." Wan Rui stared at King Yichun and said. "If the prince doesn't even dare to name his 
enemy, how can he defeat him?" 


"Defeat him?" Zhu Gonggiao smiled bitterly. "You'll be lucky if you can hold Nanchang for a few more 
days!" Wan Rui sighed inwardly when he saw how frustrated he was. 


Although Nanchang City is now nominally ruled by the third and fourth sons of King Ning, they are still 
young, so the actual military affairs are controlled by King Zhu Gongqiao and Wan Rui of Yichun. 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao has been plotting to seize the throne for many years. Two royal family 
members have been secretly assisting him. One is Zhu Gonggqi, who is relatively close by blood and is 
currently accompanying King Ning on his expedition. The other has a fiefdom in Yichun, next to 
Nanchang, so they have been there for generations. Frequent Zhu Gonggqiao. 


In terms of financial resources and manpower, King Ning did not really need them. However, in the 
future when he announced his "right position", he would have to have the support of several clan 
members surnamed Zhu to make it look good; and the two hoped to take advantage of Zhu Chenhao's 
success. If you are ambitious, you will be granted a title of thousands of miles in the future and become 
an important minister of the court, instead of just being a "poor prince" now. 


But Zhu Gonggiao felt that the road in front of him seemed to be getting darker and darker... 


Zhu Chenhao was not the emperor and was not supposed to have eunuchs. However, in order to satisfy 
the addiction of being an emperor, he kept several eunuchs privately in the palace. Wan Rui was the 
most capable one among them. In addition, he was also good at martial arts, so he got Ning. Only with 
the king's favor can he be entrusted with guarding Nanchang. 
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"Have you forgotten, Your Majesty?" 


Wan Rui said: "Prince Ning's army has sent a message and is rushing back to fight Wang Shouren in 
Nanchang! As long as we hold on for a few days, we will defeat him!" 


They had received a letter from the main force three days ago and learned of this change. Wan Rui knew 
that King Ning's strategy was to eliminate Wang Shouren in one fell swoop so that he would have no 
worries when he marched into Nanjing. As the defender of Nanchang, Wan Rui did not want to be 
abandoned by the main force, so of course he welcomed this decision. 


"We have more than 10,000 men in the city defense. Wan Rui continued, "Together with the recruited 
people's militia, with the fortified city and sufficient and excellent weapons, there is no reason why we 
can't stand up to this miscellaneous army. Even if the enemy had 100,000 more men, they would not be 
able to defeat us! 


Wan Rui was not overconfident: with the defense facilities of Nanchang, an important city, and the fact 
that King Ning's guards were more elite than the militia, as long as he was commanded properly, it 
would not be a miracle that one could defeat ten in a city defense battle. 


"But..." Zhu Gongqiao walked over, picked up a glass of wine and drank it. "... Wang Shouren. | heard 


that he is very good at leading troops...Should we...think of a way out?... 


After hearing this, Wan Rui immediately understood what Zhu Gongqiao was thinking: to abandon the 
defense of Nanchang and escape from Wang Shouren's sharpness. 


Thinking of this, Wan Rui's eyes flashed with anger, and his palm slowly touched the hilt of the sword. 


If the other party was not a member of the Ningwang clan and now the leader of Nanchang City, Wan 
Rui might actually draw his sword. At this moment, he just sighed in his heart. 


——Emperor Taizu was so brave and resolute, how could he give birth to such descendants? ... 
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Of course Wan Rui understands the reason: Born as a prince with the surname Zhu, he has been 
pampered and pampered from the moment he came into the world. With just a wave of his hand, most 
of his desires in life will be filled by someone. In this kind of life, generation after generation, no matter 
what kind of heroic bloodline it is, will only be diluted and diluted. 


Therefore, Wan Rui admired Prince Ning's courage and ambition even more. Of course, he was also very 
aware of the shortcomings in the prince's character, but they were caused by the royal family's 
background and environment and should not be criticized harshly. Wan Rui, like Li Shishi, sincerely 
wants to successfully help Prince Ning ascend the throne, and hopes to one day enter the Forbidden City 
with the prince and take charge of harem affairs for him... 


For this ideal, Wan Rui is determined to defend the city for King Ning. 


"Prince Yichun, although Wang Shouren is powerful, don't forget that our army still has a major 
advantage." Wan Rui said, taking two steps closer to Zhu Gongqiao. His body was much taller than Zhu 
Gonggiao, and Zhu Gongqiao seemed to be trapped by his Shadows fell from high. 


"The miscellaneous army recruited by Wang Shouren came from various towns and villages, but our 
army did not reach their homes. They have no reason to fight to the death at this moment! Do you think 
these ordinary 


Will the people of our country fight to the death for Zhu Houzhao? 


"But we are different. From the moment Prince Ning rose up, each of us had no way out. Some of the 
soldiers in the palace probably thought that even if they lost this battle, they could go back to the 
mountains and rivers to become bandits. Impossible Carrying the name of rebellion, even if you go to 
the end of the world, you will still be hunted by Zhu Houzhao's eagle dogs. You can only escape until the 
day you are captured and die. Even if you survive, even if you escape, it will be nothing more than this. 
It’s a fate worse than death for them, and so it is for you and me, my lord.” 


Zhu Gonggiao listened, accepted Wan Rui's sharp gaze, and understood that he had no escape route. He 
could only swallow his Adam's apple and nodded. 
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"What we can do is to make all the guards in Nanchang City understand this. Wan Rui straightened up 
his armor and said with a heavy tone, "Then we will unite to resist Wang Shouren until Prince Ning 
returns. 


As he spoke, he picked up the wine pot and filled Zhu Gongqiao's wine glass. 


"I'm just the prince's servant. They won't believe me. They need someone with more authority to tell 
them." 


Wan Rui picked up the wine glass and handed it to King Yichun. "Your Highness, drink this cup. Then 
pass on His Highness's courage to all the soldiers." 


This was the most dangerous night since Lian Feihong's infiltration into Nanchang. 


It's not because they want to sneak attack and assassinate which guard, destroy the equipment of which 
city gate, or explore some information. 


Rather, it was because he wanted to meet some people. 


So Mr. Feihong insisted that he would come alone. 


"I'm not doing this to protect you." Lian Feihong said to Tong Jing before leaving the hiding house: "But 
one of us must leave one behind. If anything happens to me, you still have to complete the same thing 
next. And your situation will be more dangerous than mine - because the other party has discovered me, 
the guard will be tighter, but no matter what, we must do it." 


Tong Jing just nodded silently and watched him leave. She knew that what Lian Feihong said was the 
truth, not that he lacked confidence in her. 


Lian Feihong and the two linemen used the cover of darkness to sneak through the maze-like streets 
and alleys of Nanchang City again. The battle was approaching, and Feng Shiqi's ambushes outside the 
city had retreated. The Nanchang defenders were even more nervous than before, and there were more 
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outposts under curfew. Lian Feihong and the other three walked extremely caution, carefully observing 
each intersection before they dared to pass through it. 


Therefore, it took them longer than usual to reach the closed old liquor store. 


He took out the key that he had just obtained two days ago, opened the lock on the back door of the 
wine shop, and gently untied the chain. The three of them rushed in through the door. 


The linemen had already taken care of everything, and the waiters who had been sleeping in the liquor 
store had been arranged to go elsewhere, leaving it empty. The three of them sat down in the kitchen 
behind the bunk, lighting only a small oil lamp. Lian Feihong sat cross-legged on the stove, with the 
scimitar from the Western Regions flat on his legs. 


He only brought this scimitar, a long rope and a few small throwing knives for minimum self-protection. 
Today's matter is not about bringing a few more weapons to ensure safety. 


The three of them didn't talk, just waiting silently in the kitchen. 


For along time, Lian Feihong's ears twitched slightly. He heard very light footsteps coming from the 
backyard outside. The two linemen heard the movement a little later than him - although they had 
received strict reconnaissance training, their ears were still slightly inferior to the former head of 
Kongtong. 


The footsteps were very slow and stopped, as if he was worried, and he was checking the environment 
as he came in. 


The man finally came in. Just like Lian Feihong and the others, he was wearing a black night suit and 
covered his face with black gauze. Although his hands were empty, Lian Feihong could tell from his 
posture that there were hidden weapons hidden in his waist and boots. 


Although this man's face was half-hidden, he could tell that he was quite young, tall and strong, and 
moved very quickly. When he saw that the three of them did not say hello, they just nodded to Lian 
Feihong and quietly found a seat to sit down. Lian Feihong and the other three didn't talk to him either. 
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Soon after, another person came to the liquor store. No one said anything, everyone gathered in the 
kitchen and waited. Every time someone comes in, Lian Feihong looks at each other with eyes. The line 
eye will look at the appearance of the person coming, and then nod to Mr. Feihong to indicate that it is 
indeed the person they are looking for. 


These people all have one thing in common: they are young and in good shape. 


They all come from wealthy families in different areas of Nanchang City, and all of them have deep 
enmity with Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao. Ning Prince's Mansion has been doing evil in Nanchang for many 
years. In order to expand the power of the guards and bribe important officials of the court, they often 
use force to embezzle people's property. They also make the guards disguise themselves as wild thieves 
and water thieves, plunder the merchants and travellers, kill countless people and make enemies, and 
many of the victim families are exterminated. Or they were forced to flee. Only a few powerful wealthy 
families were spared and remained in Nanchang to endure humiliation and eke out a living. 


Sun Sui knew about this situation when he took office as the governor of Jiangxi. After he established an 
intelligence network, he ordered the Nanchang spy to collect intelligence on these wealthy families and 
maintain contact in secret, so that they could be used to contain them when necessary. Prince Ning's 
Mansion. 


And now is that time. Although Mr. Sun, who had such foresight, is no longer here. 


Until the arrival of the seventh strong man, everyone gathered for this secret meeting. Although there 
are only seven people, they each represent the strongest men in the clan, and a total of nearly two 
hundred people can be mobilized. 


Lian Feihong still kept sitting cross-legged and glanced at the seven people attending the meeting. The 
light was very dim, but because of this he could more clearly see the will revealed in the eyes of these 
seven strong men. 


The seven of them also met Lian Feihong's gaze without any hesitation. Although Lian Feihong had some 
reservations about the expressions displayed by those fourteen eyes - trust was a two-way street after 
all - what Lian Feihong saw was that he was clear-minded and had no ulterior motives. 
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However, Mr. Feihong, who has been in the world for a long time, knows that people's hearts are 
unpredictable. You should never put too much trust in people you first meet, and you should never 
underestimate people's desires. 


This simple late-night meeting was actually extremely dangerous. Although the detectives in Nanchang 
have repeatedly verified the deep hatred between the Seven Clans and Prince Ning's Mansion, you 
won't know whether they are completely trustworthy until the critical moment. As long as any one of 
these seven people, or even one of the seven clans, covets the power, wealth, and wealth given by 
Prince Ning's Mansion, or shrinks back in fear, everyone may be in danger. 


But in order to win, Lian Feihong had to take a gamble. 


Until now, no guards from Prince Ning's Mansion have arrived to round them up, so at least it seems 
safe for now; and the fact that these seven people were able to get here through the curfew of Prince 
Ning's Mansion also proved to Lian Feihong that they have certain abilities. 


Lian Feihong picked up the scimitar and jumped down from the stove. 


"Thank you all for coming as promised." Lian Feihong said, "It seems | don't need to say anything more. 
We all understand each other's purpose. And you are willing to take the risk to come here tonight, 
which has proven your trust in each other." 


He patted his chest and said: "There is only one thing left for you to agree to: until the Ning Prince's 
Mansion is overthrown, all actions in Nanchang City will be directed by me. In other words, all of your 
clansmen must be driven by me.” 


The seven strong men looked at each other. Since they are a wealthy family in Nanchang, they certainly 
had their grudges in the past, but now they are brought together because of a greater common enemy. 
If they are asked to obey any one of them, they will always feel a little unhappy, but it would be easier 
for them to accept a stranger's command together. 


Although these seven people are young, because their family was persecuted by Ning Prince's Palace, 
many powerful elders were killed, and their numbers were withered. They are already powerful people 
in the clan. The seven people only considered it for a moment before nodding to Lian Feihong one after 


another. 
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"Very good." Lian Feihong said with satisfaction. "You may all know that Lord Wang's army is 
approaching. The decisive battle is imminent. Please prepare your tribe as soon as possible and dispatch 
at any time when you receive my order." 


The two informants revealed to each of the seven warriors the location of the hidden houses where the 
weapons and armor of Lord Ning's army were stored. Of course, those weapons were all obtained by 
Lian Feihong and Tong Jing who had ambushed the defenders for days. 


"When you find an opportunity, take those soldiers and armors back for later use." Lian Feihong said, 
and took off an oilcloth bag from his waist. When he opened it, he found a stack of paper, which was 
densely written with words. 


"And this..." Lian Feihong handed the stack of notices to Xian Yan and asked them to distribute them to 
seven people. "...This is everyone's first blow to Prince Ning's Mansion." 


The next morning, Wang Shouren did not stay outside Nanchang City, which was covered with war 
clouds. He only entrusted Wu Wending to command and prepare for the war. He, along with Jing Li, 
three other rebel generals and a dozen guards, rode to the bank of the Gan River. 


That was where the rebel navy assembled. More than ten riders dismounted after arriving at a dock 
where warships were built on the shore. Under the leadership of Zhangzhou general magistrate Li 
Yining, who was in charge of commanding the navy, they climbed onto a high wooden platform 
together. The high platform extends out of the deeper water on the river bank and was built to build a 
tower for the warship. 


Everyone stood on the high platform, overlooking the large and small boats gathered on the river, 
hundreds of them stretching to both ends of the river, with no end in sight. 


Wang Shouren looked at both sides of the river bank. Countless rebel craftsmen were busy repairing 
boats and adding equipment. They were extremely busy. 


Half of the ships in this navy were requisitioned by Wang Shouren from southern Jiangxi. They were only 
civilian ships. They were used to transport soldiers, food and weapons when they sent troops to Ji'an. 
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Now, they have been converted into warships and speedboats one by one. Various protective plate 
armor and gun mounts. 


As for the other half, they were the main force of the rebel naval battle. They were the Haicang soldiers 
and boats that Wang Shouren invited from Fujian. More than 3,000 of them were from the Zhangzhou 
water warfare army, which can be said to be local elites. In addition, more than 5,000 people were 
recruited from Shanghang and other counties, all of whom were familiar with water and had experience 
in ship warfare. 


——The reason why Wang Shouren requested the navy from as far away as Fujian Province was because 
the navy, civilian ships and crews in the northern part of Jiangxi, especially Nanchang Prefecture and 
Poyang Lake, had been taken over by Prince Ning's Mansion and all were taken away. These, coupled 
with the river bandits originally owned by Prince Ning's Mansion, and the naval forces recruited in 
Nankang and Jiujiang, the army was so powerful that Wang Shouren would never be able to compete 
without his help. 


Jing Li, who was standing next to Wang Shouren, was deeply shocked as he looked at the fleet on the 
river. Jing Lei has been wandering overseas for many years. He has participated in many naval battles, 
fought against pirates for foreign kings, and fought against adventurers from the West. But when it 
comes to such a large-scale fleet battle, he has never seen such a large-scale fleet battle. experience. 
Looking at this dense array of ships, Jing Hui felt proud and couldn't help but recall his past adventures 
in foreign lands. 


——But at the same time, he tried his best to suppress this excitement in his heart. Because Lord Wang 
had told him before: the number of ships and firepower of King Ning's navy must exceed those of the 
rebel army... 


Another problem for Wang Shouren was that very few of his generals had experience in water warfare. 
Now these three people are the only generals who have ever been involved in water warfare, so Wang 
Shouren also brought Jing Li. Although the reinforcements from Fujian added a lot of talent for naval 
warfare command, it was not enough to fill the vacancies in the entire navy. 


As far as one could see, most of the warships on the river have gun mounts, gun windows and other 
equipment, but they are still unarmed. This is because the rebel army is mostly composed of brave 
civilians rather than official troops. There is not enough ordnance, especially sophisticated equipment 
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such as guns, cannons, bows and crossbows. Now they have to be transferred to attack Nanchang City, 
and only after the conquest of the city will they be transferred back to loaded on the warships. 


Wang Shouren's resources and manpower were very tight in this battle, and he was constrained at every 
turn. He could only cherish and make full use of every ounce of strength, and plan with wisdom to solve 
the difficulties. 


That's why he came to personally inspect the navy's situation. Although Nanchang has not been 
captured yet, Wang Shouren has set his sights on the entire battle. Only those who are always prepared 
for the ensuing battles are qualified to be called strategists. 


And he knew that 90% of the decisive battle with Prince Ning would be decided on the water. 


At this time, several sailors from Zhangzhou came to the high platform. Since there was a shortage of 
craftsmen across the ship, they also had to help. The sailors saw their coach Li Yining here and saluted 
him in fear. 


"Salute to Wangdutang first!" Li Yining scolded. 


Only then did the sailors realize that the famous Wang Yangming was in front of them. They were 
shocked and lowered their heads. 


Wang Shouren smiled and waved his hand: "No need. Go on and do your work. Thank you for your hard 
work." 


The words "Thank you for your hard work" made the sailors unable to believe their ears. They saluted 
again and hurried over to a corner of the high platform to pack their tools. 


At this time, Jing Li left Wang Shouren's side, walked to the group of sailors, patted them on the 
shoulders, and started talking. 
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When the sailors heard what Jing Li said, they were surprised again because what Jing Li spoke was his 
hometown dialect. Jing Li was from Quanzhou, and his Zhangzhou dialect was very similar to theirs. The 
sailors were like meeting old friends in a foreign country, so they started chatting enthusiastically with 
Jing Li, talking and laughing. 


Wang Shouren was very satisfied when he saw that Jing Li and Zhangzhou soldiers were so harmonious. 
This was also within his calculations: in future water battles, Jing Li would be severely hit, and since he 
and these Haicang warriors were from the same hometown in southern Fujian, they would be more 
helpful in his command, getting twice the result with half the effort. 


Li Yining initially saw this strange-looking man beside Lord Wang, and in his heart he did not like him. 
Now he realized that he was also a Fukienese, and immediately changed his mind. 


Jing Li talked with the sailors for quite a while, pointing out the ships on the river, seemingly asking them 
about the combat readiness of the navy, and they answered in detail one by one. Finally. 


Jing Li patted them on the arm again and said goodbye before returning to Wang Shouren. 


"Your Excellency," Jing Li said, "I think these Zhangzhou soldiers are very familiar with water warfare, 
and they also have some ideas." 


Wang Shouren realized that Jing Li was looking straight at his eyes when he said this, which seemed to 
imply that there was a meaning in his words. Wang Shouren was extremely intelligent, so he realized 
what Jing Li was talking about after a little bit of scrutiny. 


--He was right! This is the solution to the problem of insufficient command of the navy! 


As soon as Wang Shouren figured it out, he immediately ordered Li Yining: "Select about two hundred 
people from the Zhangzhou soldiers under your command. Those who are most familiar with water 
warfare, and have stable and reliable personalities, regardless of their class. | authorize you to 
temporarily promote them to deputy commanders. Assign them to help command the fleets other than 
the Zhangzhou Army." 
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When Li Yining received the order, he couldn't help but take a look at Jing Li again, deeply impressed 
that this man was indeed not simple. 


"General Li." Jing Li said to him at this time: "The number of our firearms and crossbows is estimated to 
be smaller than that of the enemy's navy. If we fight head-on, it may be disadvantageous. | think if we 
want to defeat the opponent, we must..." 


When Jing Li said this, he spread his left palm out flat and glided it slowly in front of him like a boat; his 
right hand stretched out the index and middle fingers in the shape of a hook and approached the left 
palm sharply, then hooked the side of the palm with those two fingers. 


Li Yining saw this imitation gesture and knew what kind of tactics Jing Li was talking about. 


"Quickness defeats the big, and many defeats the strong." Li Yining said with a smile: "| have already 
prepared. Let's take a look." 


He pointed in a direction in the river. | saw rows of hundreds of small clippers gathered there. Jing Li 
also smiled when he saw it, and raised his thumb towards Li Yining. 


Wang Shouren looked at them and thought that the purpose of this inspection trip had been achieved. 
What he wants is not only to solve practical problems, but also to build this kind of confidence and trust 
in the military. 


That's a priceless weapon. 


——At the same time in Nanchang City, he wanted to strip the enemy of this weapon. 


As soon as Wan Rui received the news, although he decisively dispatched a large number of soldiers to 


tear away the papers and ordered the entire city's streets to be banned, it was already too late. 
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Countless handwritten notices appeared on many walls in Nanchang City early in the morning. It was 
obvious that someone had secretly pasted them in the middle of the night, completely evading the eyes 
and ears of the patrolling soldiers. 


By the time the garrison cleared all the notices and the entire city implemented the order prohibiting 
going out, countless city residents had already read the contents and passed them on by word of mouth 
for half the morning. 


There were two articles in the list, both published in the name of Wang Shouren. One was an edict to 
the officials of the Third Division of Jiangxi Province who surrendered to King Ning in Nanchang City. The 
article expressed sympathy for these bureaucrats who were threatened by death and failed to act 
righteously in the face of difficulties, pointing out that they At that time, they were isolated and 
helpless. Although they were greedy for life and afraid of death, they followed the rebellion. "The legal 
principles of Kui cannot be punished, but the favor of others is really pitiful." He advised them to take 
advantage of the king's troops to come to the city to surrender and open the door to the rebels who 
attacked the city. Only by surrendering can one avoid death and annihilation. 


Another article warned the military and civilian workers guarding the seven city gates of Nanchang that, 
except for those who were already rebels in Prince Ning's palace and were guilty of unpardonable 
crimes, all those who were threatened by Prince Ning and falsely assigned military positions must turn 
around and if they could be captured Generals who rebel against the party and open the city gate to 
welcome the king's army will be rewarded according to their merits; those who escape from the rebel 
army and surrender themselves will be pardoned. Otherwise, after the city is broken, he will be 
executed or exiled. 


This move was so powerful that it shattered the fighting spirit and morale that Wan Rui and King Yichun 
had just built in the Nanchang garrison, and injected the venom of suspicion and disbelief into it. 


About 70% of the defenders in the city were the original guards of Prince Ning's Mansion, and the 
remaining 30% were the officers and soldiers of the provincial capital itself, who were forcibly recruited 
into the rebel army during Prince Ning's uprising. In addition, there were a large number of laborers who 
assisted in defense and management. Bureaucrats in provincial cities and towns who maintain various 
operations are all forced to do so. And Wang Shouren's metaphor was like a long knife inserted between 
them and then pried vigorously. King Ning's guards immediately became extremely distrustful of these 
newly attached soldiers and civilians. They were afraid that they would rebel soon, so they were not 
allowed to gather in large numbers and tried to move them away from the city gate. 
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Even if most of these soldiers and civilians who were forced to rebel did not dare to defect or resist 
immediately, they knew that they were not trusted by Prince Ning's palace and were in a very 
unfavorable situation. They became completely uninterested in fighting for Prince Ning. 


——Wang Shouren, you are so cruel... 


Wan Rui was itching with hatred, but there was no way to end this distrust right away, so he had to ask 
Zhu Gonggiao and the two Ning Princes to personally go out to various garrison locations to stabilize the 
morale of the troops. 


This incident also had another effect: a large number of articles appeared overnight, indicating that 
there were forces secretly planted by Wang Shouren in Nanchang City, and their power was not small, 
but it is impossible to know how many there were. This caused more anxiety and confusion among the 
defenders. Even if they were guarding the walls, the nearly 10,000 guards of Prince Ning's Mansion felt 
as if they were surrounded by soldiers and were in danger of being exposed to the enemy. 


This is in strong contrast with the volunteers who are gathering and preparing outside the city and 
whose military morale has been united by the initial victory in the stone factory. 


In the coach's tent, Wang Shouren looked at the map of Nanchang City spread out on the big table and 
felt very emotional. 


In fact, he didn't need to look at it. Nanchang's internal and external terrain and the layout of the city 
gates were all memorized. When Lord Wang Qiong, Secretary of the Ministry of War, sent Sun Sui to 
Jiangxi with him, it was a move to prepare for the ambition of King Ning. Wang Shouren was very aware 
of this task, so he had a hunch at that time that one day he might lead troops to attack Nanchang, has 
long studied the city's defensive strengths and weaknesses. 


——Now it really comes true. 


All the generals of the army have gathered in the tent. Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Yan Heng were also 
present. They will continue to command the original surprise attack team (which will be increased to 
500 people after being supplemented) and be responsible for the assault. 
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Wang Shouren placed the wooden chess pieces with numbers on them, representing the rebel troops, 
one by one on the map, and issued the order to attack the city: 


"The first sentry was Wu Wending, the prefect of Ji'an, who commanded 4,420 men and attacked 
Guangrun Gate. After breaking through, he left a group of soldiers to guard the city gate. He led the 
army directly to seize the Chief Secretary, and then divided his troops to wait at the inner gate of Prince 
Ning's Mansion. 


"The second post, led by Xing Xun, the prefect of Ganzhou, with a total of more than 3,130 soldiers, 
attacked Hue Gate. After breaking the gate, some soldiers were left to defend, and our army went 
straight to occupy the garrison. 


"The third post, Xu Lian, the prefect of Yuanzhou, led 3,530 troops to attack Huimin Gate. After success, 
he divided his troops to defend the city gate, and then directly captured the Imperial Court..." 


Wang Shouren gave the orders one by one, and the summoned commanders immediately agreed to 
take orders. Wang Shouren used the marked chess pieces to indicate the march and capture route of 
each sentinel horse. 


In this way, the entire army, including the Chinese military camp, had a total of 13 troops and horses, 
and the tasks of besieging Nanchang were properly assigned. If all goes well, the various armies will 
simultaneously occupy all the major government facilities in Nanchang: Du Bu Yin San Si, Nanchang 
Vanguard and Zuowei, Bell Tower, etc., fully regain control of Nanchang, and finally unite to lay siege to 
Prince Ning's Mansion. 


Just like the last surprise attack by Jing Li, Wang Shouren set the time to attack the city at five o'clock in 
the morning on July 20th tomorrow. When the sky is dark, it is also the time when the will and spirit of 
the defenders are at their weakest. 


Wang Shouren looked extremely serious, looked directly at each general, and then said: "The victory or 
defeat of our army in this battle affects the whole world, and there must be no retreat. When the war 
drums sound, the entire army must reach the city wall; when the drums sound again, they will attack. All 
the generals in charge of the army "Anyone who is found to have retreated from the battle, hesitated to 
move forward, or even disobeyed military orders will be beheaded immediately in front of the army 
according to the order of this court. Regardless of rank, no mercy will be given!" 
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The generals knew from Master Wang's tactical allocation and these words: Master Wang was 
determined to capture Nanchang within one day. 


——Only in this way can we have enough time to prepare for war and meet the main force of King 
Ning's rebel army who is rushing back. 


After listening to Wang Shouren's strict military orders, the generals took orders one by one and handed 
over their hands. The will of everyone in the tent is now united as one. 


All that's left is to use this tightly clenched giant iron fist to strike at the enemy who has already fallen 
into chaos. 
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The soldiers of Prince Ning's Mansion who were guarding the city wall suddenly noticed the faint light 
appearing in the distance. They thought it was an illusion at first. 


But they soon knew they were right. Those small fire spots spread rapidly and increased, gradually 
connecting from sporadic rays of light, turning into countless stretching lines, and finally joined together 
to form many burning walls of light, which seemed to be slowly approaching Nanchang. 


Guardsmen at various city gates banged alarm gongs at the same time, which resounded throughout 
Nanchang and woke up the entire city. 


People and horses were running around in the streets of the city. The soldiers who were taking a break 
from their shift were each armed and hurried towards the position where their team was responsible 
for defending. Countless people shouted various instructions. Troops of soldiers were passing through 
the streets, rubbing shoulders with each other. Everyone reeks of nervousness and anxiety. The air 
inside the city walls seemed to suddenly become turbid, making it difficult to breathe. 


The defenders on the wall prepared artillery, muskets and crossbows, and moved defensive weapons 
such as falling stone tung oil closer to the city wall. The guard commanders of Prince Ning's Mansion 
looked at the many approaching walls of light from the city tower, anxiously directing the division of 
defense while trying their best to hide their fear from being seen by their subordinates. 


Most of these Ning Prince's generals were bandits in the past. Whether they were robbing merchants or 
dealing with military campaigns, they were always in the habit of fighting and running. They were known 
for their flexibility, cunning and concealment. They never thought that one day they would come to 
defend the country. It is such a big city in Jiangxi Province! Although the defenders of the city have the 
help of strategic location and heavy armaments, they also have no escape route. Unlike the former 
thieves who could escape if they couldn't be defeated. This separation gave them a deep sense of 
uneasiness. 


The two princes and the King of Yichun the day before yesterday had already warned these royal guards 
and generals: They have surrendered to King Ning for a long time, and they should not think about any 
retreat in the future. If this rebellion against the court fails, there will be no place in the world, so they 
must We must fight to the death here! Although this statement indeed enhanced the generals’ 
determination to fight, it also increased the pressure and fear in their hearts. 
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Fear can crush people, but it can also bring out their courage and potential. What kind of effect it will 
have depends on the nature of the person, and it can only be proven before a crisis. 


It will be a battle of wills. 


At this time, more long light arrays composed of countless torches appeared in different directions 
outside the city, stopped moving directly towards Nanchang, and gradually filled in and connected with 
each other, and soon formed a huge light circle, coming from far away on all sides, completely 
surrounding Nanchang City. 


General Feng Shiqi, who was responsible for supervising the front line of the city defense, was standing 
on top of Guangrun Gate due south. When he saw the enemy's huge encirclement, his fingers were 
numb with nervousness. Looking through the dark night, the circle of fire was still far away, and the 
cannons and crossbows were still out of reach at this time. Feng Shiqgi ordered the bow and cannon to 
be held down to avoid wasting firepower. 


At this time, waves of drought thunder seemed to sound in the distance outside the city. 


Feng Shiqi heard that it was the war drum of Wang Shouren's army beating for the first time. 


Although the sound of the drums was far away, it still made the hearts of the soldiers in Nanchang jump. 


--here we go! 


Feng Shiqi tightened his eyes and stared at the enemy's light circle in the distance. 


Although the war drums were ringing, the countless fire handles did not approach Nanchang 
immediately. 
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Feng Shiqi estimated in his mind: Is this sound of drums a strategy of Wang Shouren, trying to lure our 
bows and cannons into firing in order to waste my first round of firepower? ... 


"Stop it! Look again!" he shouted to the messengers carrying flags and horns. 


But as he continued to watch, Feng Shiqi began to feel that something was wrong. He thought of what 
had happened before and knew that Wang Shouren's actions were unpredictable and often led to 
surprises on our side. Otherwise, he would have been chased by Wu Jihong on the Gan River at the 
beginning. How could he have come back with a large army to besiege Nanchang today? ——You cannot 
use common sense to measure him... 


"Fire!" Feng Shiqi made a decision immediately. 


The messenger blew the horn twice to signal the cannon to be fired from the city head. The orders were 
conveyed to each city gate one by one. 


The roaring series of cannons shocked the hearts of everyone in Nanchang City. 


Wan Rui, who was currently gathering in the "Dragon and Tiger Hall" with the two princes and Zhu 
Gonggiao, could not help gritting his teeth and clenching his fists when he heard the sound of cannons 
outside. 


——You must resist! 


Cannonballs fell in the distance and exploded, accompanied by human voices howling. 


But the shelling clearly hadn't hit the fire yet. 


At the same time, tens of thousands of people roared into the sky. 
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Only then did Feng Shiqi understand: The fire was a trick to deceive them! In fact, Wang Shouren's army 
had left torches on the ground and rushed toward Nanchang City in the darkness! 


"Let them go! Let them all go!" Feng Shiqi ordered hurriedly. 


The defenders arrayed on the top of the four walls of Nanchang City fired bows, guns and artillery 
towards the city. 


However, because of this strategy, the rebels were able to steal a good distance in advance, reducing 
the danger of passing through the firepower network of the Nanchang defenders. Only a small number 
of soldiers were sacrificed, and the troops from all walks of life arrived in front of the city gate to be 
attacked one by one, and posted themselves under the wall. Limit the range from which the defenders 
can shoot downwards, and create cover with many large shields. 


The siege rebels put down their torches and walked through the darkness. It was not until they 
approached the city wall that the lighting on the top of the city reflected them. The defenders looked 
down at the massive militiamen under the city wall and couldn't help but feel chilled. 


The second wave of slower-moving rebels carrying siege equipment also rushed to the city wall at this 
time. 


Wang Shouren observed his own march from the darkness in the distance, also relying on the lighting on 
the Nanchang city wall. As soon as he saw that they had gathered, he waved. 


"Drum again!" 


The soldiers delivering the order beat nearly a hundred war drums in unison. The drum formations of 
troops from other parties also responded one by one. 


When the rebel soldiers heard the second drum beat, they knew it was the signal to attack the city 
together. Hundreds of ladders were immediately erected and hooked up to the walls of the city gates. 
The soldiers climbed up shouting to kill! 
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The astonishing number of attacking soldiers shocked the Nanchang defenders. It was as if they saw a 
huge wave made of human bodies coming towards the top of the wall! 


Nanchang City had already prepared a large amount of rock-falling oil and other sharp weapons for city 
defense. At this time, they hurriedly dropped them downwards, and continued to fire crossbows and 
muskets at the enemies coming up. Amidst the flying arrows, bullets and heavy rocks, rebel militiamen 
kept screaming and falling down. 


However, these counterattack firepower could not completely stop the rebel army from rolling up to the 
city wall. The arrows and bullets seemed to be absorbed by the massive army of soldiers. The defenders 
were even more frightened. Rebels had climbed up to many places on the wall, and fighting began. 


However, after all, the defenders had the advantage of being in a commanding position and forming a 
formation on the top of the wall. Facing individual enemies who climbed to the top of the wall, they 
used spears and shield formations to resist them one by one. Before their feet even reached the wall, 
they were stabbed by spears and fell. There were also ladders full of militiamen that were pushed down 
by the defenders. Dozens of people fell from the height and fell to the bottom of the wall, causing many 
casualties. 


The defenders relied on the strength of the city wall to withstand the attack of several times the number 
of enemies. However, the rebel militiamen received strict military orders from Lord Wang, and no one 
dared to retreat, and they still climbed up one after another. Facing these countless poorly armed but 
courageous militiamen, the soldiers in Nanchang couldn't help but feel frightened. 


——How come these people who farm and herd cattle in the countryside are so brave? ... 


Although the rebels marched like lightning when they reached the city wall, they came to a standstill 
when they encountered such a defensive force. With the number of rebels, it is always possible to break 
through the city wall defenses if they continue fighting like this. However, this kind of war of attrition is 
not what Wang Shouren wants, because they still have to fight the main force of King Ning next. 


Wu Wending, the commander of the first post of the rebel army who attacked Guangrunmen due south, 
led the strongest troops. In addition, Li Ji, the magistrate of Taihe County, led nearly 1,500 troops from 
the sixth post to assist in the pincer attack, with as many as 6,000 troops. But they also encountered the 
opponent's most solid defenders, led by coach Feng Shiqi himself. 
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Wu Wending stood in the formation holding his sword, and under the cover of the guards' shields, 
encouraged the soldiers to continue moving forward. 


At this time, the third wave of Wu Wending's troops arrived, a gate-attacking vehicle protected and 
dragged by the soldiers. When Feng Qiyi, who was above him, saw it, he immediately ordered his 
soldiers to fire rockets at the car, hoping to burn it first. However, a large number of militiamen carrying 
shields protected the vehicle and the vehicle. In addition, the vehicle itself had a copper-inlaid armor 
plate and was covered with leather. As a result, the large vehicle, which looked like a walking house, 
successfully arrived in front of the city gate. . 


More than 20 people operating the ramming car worked together to shake the huge ram hung in the 
car, and blasted one after another towards the center of the city gate! 


Feng Shiqi immediately commanded the garrison on the wall and sent a group of soldiers to the inside of 
the city gate below to help to strengthen the resistance against the impact of the rushing car. But at the 
same time, Wu Wending's ladder offensive of climbing the city wall did not relax at all. The defenders 
had to resist double attacks, one up and one down at the same time, and the defense began to appear 
weak. 


"Send someone quickly to ask for help from the palace!" Feng Shiqi ordered the soldiers responsible for 
running communications. There is still a Chinese army in Prince Ning's residence in the city to support 
any party at any time. 


——And attracting a large number of the opponent's main defense forces to Guangrunmen is Wang 
Shouren's real strategy. The Desheng Gate on the east side of the city wall was open and sloped, and the 
angle formed by the city wall made it easy for the defenders above to concentrate their bows and 
blunderbuss to kill the enemies attacking the gate. The terrain was very unfavorable for the attackers. 
This design was originally intended to make the enemy retreat in the face of difficulties, forcing them to 
allocate their forces to attack Quang Run Gate or Hue Gate, and the defenders could deploy heavy 
troops at these two gates to attack the opponent head-on. Therefore, the strength of King Ning's army 
guarding Desheng Gate at this time was weaker than that of other city gates. 


However, once the war started, the defenders of Deshengmen discovered that the siege army that came 
through the darkness was extremely large. 
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This is Wang Shouren's unexpected strategy. He assigned a total of three groups of rebel militiamen to 
come to Deshengmen to attack the fortress. They were the 2,000 people led by Li Mei, the magistrate of 
Xingan County, the 7th post, 1,060 people led by Tongtan Tanchu of Ji'an Prefecture, the 10th post, and 
the 13th post, Fuzhou, There are more than 3,000 people from Futong and Fu Nanqiao, totaling nearly 
7,000 troops. They are the most powerful in all attack locations! 


Deshengmen defenders desperately fired bows and muskets downwards and hurled stones, and used a 
large number of long forks to overthrow the ladders they had put up, temporarily suppressing the rebel 
offensive. At the same time, they sent people to Guangrunmen and the palace, and notified the coach 
Feng Shi. Seventh King of Yichun: The enemy has dispatched a large army to attack here. Please 
reinforce us quickly! 


However, a large number of reinforcements from the Royal Palace Army have already been dispatched 
to rescue Guangrunmen, and this is exactly what General Feng Shiqi personally ordered and requested. 
Naturally, the Deshengmen's signal troops cannot persuade them to also send an army to assist... 


The offensive and defensive battles on the walls on both sides of Desheng Gate were extremely fierce, 
and for a while they fell into a stalemate and exhaustion. Dead and wounded rebel militiamen began to 
accumulate outside the city gate, and there was a wailing. 


However, the three rebels only had Wang Shouren's stern military order in mind, and no one dared to 
retreat. They still lined up and swarmed up the ladder, or risked their lives to cover their comrades with 
shields, while the crossbowmen tried their best to shoot arrows upwards to counterattack. 


There is a single unit near Deshengmen, and it still stands still. lt only gathers under the city wall to form 
a shield and umbrella array to protect itself. 


The reason why they did not advance was because they had a special order issued by Lord Wang 
himself. The other three rebel soldiers also knew about it, so their morale was not reduced by seeing 
this. 


Through the gap in the shield formation, Jing Li, Hu Linglan and Yan Heng were watching the battle 
outside. Like the rest of the Raiders, they had already drawn their blades in their hands and were ready 
to mobilize at any time. 
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They were just waiting for a signal. 


The attacking volunteers split up and joined forces outside the De Sheng Gate to destroy it with their 
sabers and axes, and also rushed against the gate with their big shields. The defenders therefore also 
sent a group to the inner side of the gate to resist the impact, which thinned out the defense force at 
the wall. 


At this moment, a group of people came running from the streets outside the city, all wearing armor and 
weapons guarded by Prince Ning's Mansion. The defenders were very excited when they saw that 
reinforcements were finally coming from the lower side of Prince Ning's Mansion. 


"finally come!" 


"Quick! Help hold on!" 


However, when they looked again, they saw that there were only a few dozen of them. The defenders of 
De Sheng Men were then greatly dismayed. 


--Have we been abandoned by our commander? ...... 


But something is better than nothing. The guards on the top and bottom of the city tower called to the 
dozens of new troops to pull them over to help. 


The dozens of people walked straight behind the city gate, but they never answered. The soldiers 
wearing battle helmets lowered their heads one by one, as if they didn't want their faces to be 
illuminated by the torches. 


Someone in the garrison thought of the recent Bangwen incident and that there were a large number of 
spies lurking in Nanchang City. At this moment, they suddenly realized and shouted: 


"They--" 
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After just two words of shouting, the soldier fell down with a flying knife stuck in his throat. 


Most of the defenders were unaware of what was happening, but dozens of them had already walked 
into the formation. 


Then more people screamed. 


Among the dozens of newly arrived soldiers, there was a shorter figure moving quickly, and metallic light 
flashed in the gaps among the soldiers. Every time there was a flash of light, a nearby guard was 
wounded and fell. 


——lf it weren’t for the deafening sound of killing inside and outside the city gate, the soldiers would 
still hear the flash of light accompanied by a special vibrating sound. 


"It's a traitor!" 


At this time, the defenders of Deshengmen finally determined that the dozens of "Ning Ning's guards" 
who had arrived were enemies disguised as fellow soldiers! 


After the gatekeeper commander learned about it, the first thought that came to his mind was: These 
people must be trying to open the city gate from the inside! 


"Hold the gate! Hold the gate!" 


Hundreds of guards under the city tower immediately gathered towards the city gate and stood in front 
of it to form a thick human wall. 


But their estimate was wrong - or to be more precise, the other party had already taken their estimate 
into consideration. 
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The dozens of puppet defenders—that is, the rich and powerful men in Nanchang City who had a grudge 
against Prince Ning’s Mansion—but instead rushed toward the stairs to the top of the city wall! 


This sudden attack caught the guards standing on the stairs by surprise. Three people were immediately 
killed and injured, and four others were forced to jump down the stairs to escape! 


The defenders at the top of the city wall were already aware of the presence of internal enemies. While 
fighting against the enemies climbing up from outside, they immediately detached a troop and ran 
down the stairs to attack the dozens of strong men running up! 


——tThese traitors must be eliminated as soon as possible! If they run up to us, we will be attacked from 
both sides on the wall! 


The intercepting force of the defenders numbered two hundred men, and they were coming from above 
with fierce force. Although the stairs were narrow and the two hundred people could not all crowd 
down, the strong men were still unable to resist. Among the first strong men, one was stabbed to death 
by a spear, while the other two were knocked away by shields and fell to the ground from the stairs, and 
was hacked by King Ning’s army inside the city gate below! 


On the stairs to the city, a crash suddenly erupted. The two Ning Wang soldiers who were at the 
forefront fell away at the sound. When they were in mid-air, their bodies were already limp! 


No one could see what was attacking them. 


The Nanchang garrison on the stairs saw through the firelight of the tower: among the enemies rushing 
up, a figure without armor stood out, holding a four-foot-long pole in both hands. , there is an iron chain 
wrapped around the front of the wooden stick. 


What surprised them most was that this man had white hair and a white beard, and a face full of deep 
wrinkles. 
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Lian Feihong gritted his teeth and exhaled, his face wrinkled, and he swung the whip pole in his hand 
again. The guards on the stairs had nowhere to hide and could only use shields and spears to attack; but 
the head of the pole wrapped around the iron chain suddenly When they met, they felt a kind of 
strength that penetrated their heart and lungs, and they lost control of their whole bodies. One of them 
was hit hard against the city wall and fell in the opposite direction. The other fell down and fell towards 
the front of the stairs, and was killed by one of the strong soldiers who stepped on the head of his body 
and stabbed him with a saber! 


Lian Feihong's extremely powerful "Mountain Splitting Whip" terrified King Ning's soldiers in front of the 
stairs and they couldn't help but retreat upwards. However, his comrades behind him did not know the 
situation and did not retreat upwards. All the soldiers were on the narrow stairs. They were crowded 
together, it was very embarrassing. 


Mr. Feihong swung the whip stick again and again, and stepped up step by step. No one could stop King 
Ning's soldiers, and the people in the front row flew away one by one like dolls! 


With such a domineering offensive, Lian Feihong pushed up more than 20 steps with one person's 
strength. 


The Kongdong Sect's martial arts were originally characterized by their eccentricity and versatility, but 
under these circumstances, all the alternating changes of the "Flying Technique", "Flower Technique", 
and the "Eight Absolute Strikes" were unsuitable, and Lian Feihong could only use his frontal attack to 
clear away all the enemies in front of him, and to open up a path. 


Lian Feihong had been hiding in Nanchang for days, with many dangerous tasks and very little rest time, 
his mental and physical strength was already at the bottom of the barrel; now, at the most important 
moment of attacking the city, he had put in his last effort, and he had no second thoughts, he only knew 
that he had to break through the defenses of the De Sheng Gate! 


He wielded his whip, which was weighted with iron chains, and stepped upward, each step on the stone 
steps seemed to weigh more than a thousand pounds. Attacking from the bottom up to clear the way is 
already doubly strenuous, and every hard blow with the "Mountain Whip" consumes a lot of energy. It 
looks like Lian Feihong is about to bite his teeth into pieces, and the veins on his forehead are bulging 
out. . He felt that every joint in his body was screaming at him, every muscle was as tight as iron, his 
lungs were burning like two fires, and the left side of his chest seemed to be grasped by an invisible 
hand that was about to burst at any time. 
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All the sensations in his body were telling him: he had reached his limit. 


But Mr. Feihong refused to give in to his body. 


Since the first day of martial arts training, Lian Feihong's life has been about constantly testing and 
challenging the limit. When | was young, that boundary felt very far away, and every time | got close to 
it, it would be pushed further; then when my body passed its peak, everything was reversed, and every 
time it was dangerously close to the limit, it seemed like it would be worn out forever. Something 
happened, and the line seemed closer next time. He began to see more clearly what was on the other 
side of the line. He could smell death. What supports him to continue moving forward is the will to 
refuse to admit defeat that he has accumulated for decades. 


And today, he felt that he had stepped on that boundary. The shadow of death has caught up with him, 
climbing up his legs, making it difficult for him to move forward... 


But Lian Feihong decided to ignore it today. Let go of all fears and worries. Remove the instinct of self- 
preservation. 


Let the will prevail over the body. 


He took five more steps. 


The strong men at the back were not as powerful as the well-trained guards of Prince Ning's Mansion, 
and they could not help Lian Feihong in the slightest on this narrow staircase. Instead, they would only 
hinder him from exerting the power of the "Mountain Whip", and can only be a few paces behind him to 
follow the push forward. 


Ning Wang's soldiers who were guarding the inside of Desheng Gate also rushed up the stairs and 
attacked the strong men from behind. 


Four strong men came to the rear carrying large spears to defend themselves against the oncoming 
enemies. At this moment, the thin figure that had appeared in the crowd and killed many people 
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appeared again between the four people and the shield. It was Tong Jing who was wearing men's 
clothing. Her "Swift Bee Sword" kept piercing through the gaps in the shield array like electricity. Each 
time the tip of the sword hit a gap in the armor of a King Ning soldier, she quickly pulled it out with 
blood and disappeared behind the shield array. 


One by one, the defenders who were pursuing from behind collapsed on the stairs and rolled 
backwards. This invisible and fast volley is as magical as a spell. 


——Tong Jing has been causing trouble and killing enemies in the past few days. She has accumulated a 
lot of experience in attacking the weak points of soldiers' armor. Now she can stab accurately in the dark 
by just relying on the faint light and feeling, she can still accurately stab the parts of the enemy that 
aren't protected by the armor. 


Tong Jing was actually equally exhausted physically and mentally, but when she thought that Yan Heng 
was outside the city gate, with only the immediate obstacle to meet him, she immediately cheered up 
and concentrated on blocking the oncoming enemy soldiers. 


The quick move of "Swift Bee Sword" was too elusive. Those Ning Wang soldiers couldn't see what hit 
their comrades, and they couldn't help but feel fear, so they kept their distance from the shield 
formation at the end of the opponent's team. 


Lian Feihong in front used his whip pole to swipe another round of enemies, advancing another five 
steps. He looked up and estimated the distance to the top of the wall. Seeing that it was almost time, he 
shouted to the strong man behind him: 


"Blow the whistle!" 


A dozen of the strong men in the team immediately took out wooden whistles hung on ropes from the 
collars of their armors, and blew the whistles with all their strength. 


Outside the city wall, Jing Liand other members of the surprise attack team had been listening carefully. 
When they heard the sharp and special whistle, everyone raised their eyebrows. 
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"Follow me, get up!" 


Jing Li held a round shield with a ghost face painted on it in his left hand, raised the Wild Goose Wing 
Saber in his right hand, let out a shout from Dantian, and ran towards the city wall! 


Hu Linglan, Yan Heng and five hundred surprise warriors, each carrying swords, axes, axes and other 
short weapons, as well as shields to withstand bows and blunderbuss, rushed out after Jing Li! 


The rebels who had been attacking in front of the city wall also heard the whistle, coming froma 
position on the right side of the city gate. Seeing the surprise attack team running over in the direction 
of the whistle, the rebels who were attacking that position stopped climbing the ladder as agreed 
before, and concentrated on strengthening the ladder body below to resist the push of the enemy on 
the wall, and at the same time, kept shooting upwards, forcing the enemy to retreat back into the wall. 


The Raiders had been waiting outside the wall to observe and watch their comrades fight, and had 
already stored up enough energy and bitterness to reach the wall quickly, and the first wave of 
members quickly stepped on the 20-odd ladders, including Jing Li, Yan Heng, and Hu Linglan! 


Different from their usual martial arts competitions or field battles, the three of them now also carried 
shields to guard against arrows. Yan Heng held the golden long sword "Dragon Thorn" in his right hand, 
while Hu Linglan did not use the huge two-handed nodachi when climbing the ladder to attack the city, 
and instead used a shorter imitation Japanese old saber - the one she once gave to Huo Yao. Huo 
Yaohua's knife returned to her hands after Huo Yaohua's sacrifice. 


The three of them, together with the surprise soldiers, climbed onto the wall on the side of Desheng 
Gate. Everyone raised their shields to resist the stone arrows fired from the wall. 


The ladder was very long. Even though there were a large number of militiamen below to stabilize it 
with all their strength, and there was an iron hook attached to the front end of the ladder on the top of 
the wall, it was still wobbly when you stepped on it. In addition, the defenders on the wall kept using 
long forks and spears to strike. Tu knocked the ladder over and overturned it, and the raiders who 
boarded it had to free up one hand to hold up a shield to protect themselves. It was extremely difficult 
to climb and maintain balance. The whole person seemed to be on a narrow strip in the rough ocean. 
On the boat, you have to run against the wind towards the bow of the boat at full speed. 
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However, the three of the "Six Swordsmen", relying on their extraordinary balance that was strictly 
trained, were able to walk on the ladder as if they were on flat ground. They didn't even need their 
hands to help them climb. They stepped on the steps quickly with their legs intertwined, climbing very 
fast! 


Shen Xiaowu was also among the vanguard, following Hu Linglan. He looked up and saw the astonishing 
speed of Jing Li and the other three people stepping up the stairs. He just wanted to catch up and did 
not flinch because of the whizzing arrows. 


——This is not the first time Shen Xiaowu has experienced war. He knows a truth on the battlefield: 
following the person with the most combat experience has the highest chance of survival. 


At the same time, inside the city wall, Lian Feihong's "Mountain Whip" killed three more guards, and he 
took another four steps forward on the stairs. The firelight made his face flush. He felt like he was 
breathing hard, as if he were drowning. 


Due to Lian Feihong's surprise attack inside the city gate, the defense force on this section of the city 
wall was greatly diluted, and the firepower used to intercept Jing Li and others was not as fierce as 
before. But even so, the raiding team had only climbed a third of the way up the ladder. Seven people 
had already been hit by arrows and falling rocks and fell to the ground. The other four people lost their 
footing and fell while being shot. 


A falling stone weighing about twenty kilograms fell on Hu Linglan's head. She gritted her teeth and 
raised her left arm high, blocking the round shield with four arrows in front of the stone! 


The falling rock carried the energy of falling from high altitude, and the force it hit the shield was no less 
than the impact of a wild boar. Hu Linglan seemed to be beaten to the point of collapse for an instant, 
but she puffed up her breath and used all the strength of her muscles to resist. 


——My child and | will not die here! 


The stone cracked the wooden shield in the center. Hu Linglan felt pain in her left forearm that was 
pressed against the shield. The impact was transmitted all the way to her feet, and one of the wooden 
steps under her feet was interrupted! 
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When Hu Linglan's body fell down, she remained calm in the face of danger, concentrating on 
maintaining balance and the feeling of the soles of her feet. She had just fallen a foot when her feet hit 
another step. She managed to stay stable and successfully stayed on the ladder! 


Because of this fall, the force of the falling rock was slightly relieved, and it rebounded sideways and 
rolled down. 


Hu Linglan was temporarily out of breath due to the impact, but she knew that she must not stay still on 
the ladder, as it would only become a target for the city wall defenders. She gathered her mind, took a 
quick breath, and climbed up quickly again. 


Three more surprise attack team members were hit by arrows and fell, but their comrades who crawled 
behind them quickly stepped in, without showing a trace of fear... 


Lian Feihong, who was fighting on the stairs inside the wall, kept looking up. He knew that as soon as the 
whistle was blown here, Jing Li and other companions outside the wall would immediately start 
dispatching as agreed and focus on attacking the city wall. Their plan is to concentrate all their sharp 
forces at the same moment to break the defense line from the inside and outside at the same point. 


This is the most likely tactic to significantly reduce the casualties of the siege rebels, but it is also a 
gamble - betting on their "Six Sword Breaking Swords" combat power. 


Although Lian Feihong and Tong Jing had restrained part of the defenders and reduced the resistance of 
Jing Li and others to climb the city wall, this was not enough. If a quick solution is not taken, the 
situation may turn unfavorable at any time. However, Lian Feihong found it increasingly difficult to 
move forward. 


—-—There are companions outside waiting for me to attack. 


——tTheir success or failure depends on me. 


Lian Feihong bit his lip and the white beard on his chin was dyed red. 
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No matter how strong his will was, he couldn't control his body to slow down due to lack of breathing. 


The whip pole thrust forward and knocked down another rushing guard. But then the whip pole paused 
for amoment and was caught by another Ning Wang soldier. 


Lian Feihong was about to use his strength to pull the whip stick back, but another defender came 
forward. Taking advantage of the moment of stalemate, he swung his ax and struck Lian Feihong's head 
horizontally! 


Lian Feihong, who didn't have time to breathe, let go of the whip stick with both hands at the last 
moment, twisting his body and neck to dodge the axe! 


The left side of his face burst into blood. The knees on the stone steps suddenly lost their strength, and 
the whole person fell backwards. 


At this moment, Lian Feihong's head came to a complete standstill. 


Then he felt several hands supporting him behind his back. His consciousness returned immediately. 
Those strong men helped Mr. Feihong from behind in time, allowing him to stand firmly on the stone 
steps again. 


A gash opened on his left forehead. As long as the ax blade was half a minute deeper, Lian Feihong's 
skull had been chopped open. 


——tThe dignified former head of the Kongtong Sect almost died at the hands of an ordinary soldier. 


Blood flowed into his left eye. He could only open one eye and watch the enemy above him pursue him. 


"Push me!" 
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Hearing Lian Feihong's call, the few strong men behind him didn't think much and pushed him forward 
hard! 


With the push of these people, Lian Feihong stepped forward with his legs and accelerated, and his body 
flew up. At the same time, his left hand drew out the Western Scimitar from his waist, and took 
advantage of the flying momentum to slash diagonally from bottom to top. When he came out, the 
spear of a guard was broken first, and then his neck and chin were cut open in one breath, and the body 
fell to other comrades! 


Lian Feihong used the Kongtong School's fast and precise techniques. The "Fen Lion Sword" hanging on 
the other side of his waist was also drawn out in his right hand. He landed on the steps with both feet, 

and the tip of the sword was thrust out, just past a shield, stabbed the right eye of another Ning Wang 

soldier into a bloody hole! 


An unknown energy came from nowhere and was re-infused into Lian Feihong's body. He roared like a 
beast, and the two blades in his hands flew up, sending up bursts of blood mist on the stone steps of the 
city wall. 


Sixty-seven-year-old Lian Feihong seems to have returned to the time when he traveled across Kansai 
and was known as "Feng Suanni". 


At the same time, outside the city wall, Jing Li led the surprise attack team and rushed to the height of 
only one-third of the ladder. 


But this is also the most dangerous time: the closer you get to the top of the wall, the easier it is for the 
enemy's bows and guns to focus on you. 


As Shen Xiaowu climbed up, he glanced out from the side of the shield and saw that Jing Li was the 
fastest climber among the people, taking the lead and acting as the arrow of the surprise attack team. 


——This man cannot be beaten to death. 


——| want to follow him closely. 
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But Shen Xiaowu didn't know that in such a big war, everyone was surrounded by countless dangers and 
uncertainties. Even the most powerful warrior could only protect himself to a certain extent with his 
martial arts. The rest is calculation and luck. 


Of course Jing Li, who has experienced many battles, also knows. Therefore, he was even more cautious 
in this last section, controlling his climbing movements so that his limbs would not stretch too much, 
and trying to use his shield to protect his whole body. 


There were still thousands of rebels on various parts of the city wall around Deshengmen who were 
scaling the city to attack, but some of the defenders on the city had discovered that this surprise attack 
team was unusual, so they turned their crossbows and muskets around and fired them intensively! 


Jing Li, who was the first to attack, was in great danger, his wooden shield had eight arrows stuck in it, 
and one of the edges was even broken by a grenade, and the wood shavings flew into Jing Li's eyes, 
almost blinding him. 


But his heart did not waver for a moment. 


It was not that he was not afraid of death; it was not that he did not know that many people who should 
not have died on the battlefield had died throughout the ages. 


He just believed that if you have decided to do something, do it and try your best to accomplish it. He 
never wanted any other options in his life. 


--And | believe in the people inside. 


--| can't let them wait. 


Inside and outside the city wall, Jing Li and Lian Feihong were thinking exactly the same thing. 
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Jing Li's legs were like springs, and he jumped upwards swiftly on the ladder. 


The top of the wall was finally in sight. 


At the same time, seven to eight spears protruded out from the wall, stabbing Jing Li who had not yet 
stepped up! 


Jing Li roared, using his saber and shield to deflect the spears! 


Hu Linglan and Yan Heng also climbed up the ladder around Jing Li to the top of the wall, but they were 
also attacked by the spear array! 


If they were on ordinary open ground on ordinary days, the three men of "Six Swordsmen" would be 
able to deal with this number of ordinary soldiers with ease; but now in this extreme situation, they can 
neither move sideways to dodge, nor are they at a disadvantage from below. Blocked by the already 
dominant spear array, there was only room for parry and it was difficult to counterattack the enemy 
soldiers. 


The rapid climb of the surprise attack team seemed to be interrupted by the defenders. 


Lian Feihong brandished his two blades and charged forward. His legs were climbing almost at running 
speed, but there were still more than twenty stone steps to reach the top of the wall, and the physical 
energy that could be regenerated by will was gradually exhausted again. The pressure and pain in my 
chest became more and more intense. 


He could collapse at any time and at any step. 


Lian Feihong slashed out another "Sun Lun Dao" with his left hand, but this time it was blocked by a 
guard with the handle of his spear. 


——This was impossible before. The strength and speed of practicing the Feihong Sword have declined 
to this point. 
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Even Lian Feihong himself was surprised. The guard had just calmed down from the shock, and all he 
knew was that he pushed the spear shaft with both hands to push Lian Feihong back. 


When the other city defenders standing in the front saw this, they knew that the old man in front of 
them was running out of gas and could kill him right away, so they all cheered up and attacked together 
with swords and guns! 


Being treated as an easy prey by a group of such inferior opponents is a huge insult to the soul of a 
martial artist practicing Feihong. 


The old eyes that were almost too tired to open were shining again. 


Before the guard with the spear knew what was happening, the copper plate on his chest armor was 
severely dented by the handle of the scimitar, and the sternum inside was shattered! 


Another guard who was catching up was stabbed through the neck by Kongtong's "Through-Arm 
Sword"; a spinning light passed by his body that had not fallen down, and split the face of a comrade 
behind him. , that was a scimitar attack thrown by Lian Feihong at close range using "Flying Technique"! 


The fourth person shouted and rushed up, stabbing Lian Feihong's face with his spear, but was blocked 
by the "Fen Lion Sword". Lian Feihong followed up and grabbed the spear shaft with his left hand, 
rushed forward quickly, and pulled the long sword. At the same time, the spear extended its legs and 
hooked, and used the "Moyun Hand" throwing technique to throw the opponent out of the stairs! 


The fifth person was holding a machete in both hands and was about to strike down on the head, but 
Lian Feihong's "Fen Lion Sword" also broke away from his right palm and was nailed directly to the 
guard's throat. The posture of raising the sword was frozen and could never be completed. 


The sixth man had turned around to escape, but Lian Feihong, who looked like a crazy lion, ran up two 
steps, and with his left fist covered with iron gloves, he fired an arrow-like "Hua Zhan Chu", which hit the 
defender in the back. , his body was hit and flew out, knocking down two of his colleagues. All three of 
them also lost their footing and fell out of the stone steps! 
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Mr. Feihong used the "Eight Ultimate Skills" in succession, killing and knocking down nine people in the 
blink of an eye, once again perfectly demonstrating the exquisite power of Kongtong sect's martial arts. 


— but it might also be the last time. 


After that punch was thrown, Lian Feihong did not retract his fist. He still stretched out his arms and 
rolled his eyes white. His body, which had exhausted the last energy, fell forward on the stone steps! 


The guards who had been frightened by Lian Fei Hong's attack had wanted to retreat, but when they 
saw this devilish old man fall down unconscious, they had a rare opportunity to do so, so they ran down 
the stone stairs again and raised their weapons to send the grounded Lian Fei Hong to the hell! 


However, the wealthy man following Lian Feihong stepped forward at this moment. They had long been 
deeply infected by Lian Feihong's bravery. At this moment, they rushed forward desperately, using their 
shields and weapons to block the incoming enemy weapons, and desperately covering the unconscious 
Lian Feihong. 


"Get up! Get up!" The strong men kept blocking him with their weapons and called to Lian Feihong. 


But Lian Feihong had no reaction at all. 


The strong men were protecting Lian Feihong, but they themselves were exposed. Two of them were 
accidentally stabbed by Ning Wangbing's spears. One fell out of the stairs, and the other fell on the 
stone steps covered in blood. The situation was extremely dangerous. 


"Go away!" 


The strong men heard a scream from behind and hurriedly made way for a passage. 


A figure flew up from the passage like the wind and raised a ray of light. 
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The two Ning Wang soldiers standing at the front had blood holes on their faces and necks and fell down 
one after another! 


The blood-stained "Swift Bee Sword" trembled in the darkness. 


When Tong Jing heard that Lian Feihong was in trouble at the front, she immediately gave up and 
rushed to the rear. Only then did she protect Lian Feihong who fell to the ground in time. 


The guards looked at her, their eyes staring in disbelief: Just now, a monster-like powerful, white-haired 
old man appeared first; finally, when he collapsed from exhaustion, a thin and handsome young man 
appeared again. , also does not look like a figure that should appear on the battlefield, but that thin 
sword is generally weird and deadly! 


—-—lIt’s really a ghost tonight... 


When Tong Jing saw Mr. Feihong lying on the ground, his life and death unknown, she was really 
worried; but there were things more important than the lives of her companions in front of her. 


——| have given up on guard. If we don't open the way out as soon as possible, everyone will die on this 
staircase! 


——Brother Jing, Sister Hu and Yan Heng outside the wall will also be in crisis! 


Tong Jing had no second thought, no longer looking at Lian Feihong on the ground, she lightly jumped 
over him, raised her sword and stepped forward to fight again! 


She has no qualms about stimulating the "borrowing phase" in her heart. 


The "Swift Bee Sword" instantly turned into a shadow. 
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Tong Jing's petite body cleverly bypassed the enemy soldiers who were hit by their swords one after 
another. Facing that extraordinary fast sword, the guards could not even react at all to parry. There was 
not a single sound of the sword touching, only the bodies falling down one by one after taking 
advantage of the sword. 


After the seventh sword, Tong Jing's feet stepped on the top of the stairs. 


The strong men behind her also rushed out one by one, and they were finally able to form an attack 
formation in a wider area. 


Two strong men carried Lian Feihong up. 


In fact, this team of strong men only numbered dozens of people, but the guards on the wall could not 
see clearly for a while. They could only see in the darkness that internal enemies had broken through. 
The fear of being attacked from both sides and inside the city wall shook every one of them. 


The spearmen guarding the front of the wall were also affected. For a while, many of them retreated 
and looked around. As soon as the defense of the spear array weakened, Jing Li sensed an opportunity. 
He gritted his teeth and used his shield to block it, creating a gap between several spears. He 
immediately climbed up the ladder and rushed into the gap, using the Wild Goose Wing Saber. One roll 
and one twist, finally causing the opponent to bleed! 


And his left foot stepped on the solid stone of the wall for the first time. 


To Jing Li, this step was like the difference between heaven and earth compared to when he was still on 
the ladder just now. His sword skills were activated instantly. 


It was an absolute and extreme force comparison. After a swirl of blood, a space was immediately 
cleared from the top of the wall. 


From this space, Shimazu Hu Linglan and Yan Heng ascended to the top of the wall. 
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Once this gap was opened, the militiamen of the Rebel Raiders continued to climb up the wall. 


Shen Xiaowu also climbed up and immediately witnessed the terrifying power of the "Six Swordsmen" 
again. And this was even more astonishing than the last night attack in Shichang, because Jing Li and 
other three warriors gathered together to attack this time. The three of them have been familiar with 
fighting together for a long time. They attacked and covered each other in this group fight, and there 
was no gap in the formation. The lethality was even more multiplied. Those guards from Prince Ning's 
Mansion were like clumps of dead trees in front of their swords, only destined to be chopped down. 


After a few glances, Shen Xiaowu knew that he was not distracted. He also held a sword and shield, and 
joined the battle with other comrades who rushed up to help expand the gap on the top of the wall. 


Half of the people in the surprise attack team had been tempered by the previous battle at the Stone 
Factory, and they were full of confidence. They climbed up the wall quickly and boldly, and soon more 
than a hundred militiamen had arrived. They successfully broke through and severely damaged all the 
nearby wall defenders. The morale was high, and the defenses in many parts of the city wall began to be 
broken. Some people gradually retreated. 


——No more! 


——Retreat! Go to other city gates to find reinforcements! 


— —Go back to the palace and guard again! 


The defenders of Deshengmen retreated one after another, and eventually their morale completely 
collapsed. All the soldiers shouted to run for their lives, and many even abandoned their weapons. 


Jing Li took the lead and ran down the tower with a dozen surprise attack militiamen, opening the 
unguarded Desheng Gate from the inside. Hundreds of rebels rushed in. Looking at the backs of the 
fleeing enemy troops, they couldn't help but raise their swords and shields and beat them in cheers. 
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This part of the siege, though short, was extremely dangerous. Once it was breached, Hu Linglan sat 
down on the wall in a relaxed mood and removed her shield, holding her belly with one hand and wiping 
the blood on her face with the back of her hand while still holding her saber. 


——Child, we have won the battle again... 


The right half of Yan Heng's unshielded body was covered in the enemy's blood, and the long sword 
edge of "Dragon Thorn" was also covered in blood. He kept searching among the crowd, and finally saw 
Tong Jing's figure, and ran over excitedly. 


When Tong Jing saw Yan Heng approaching after a long absence, she couldn't help but have tears in her 
eyes, but her whole body was trembling. Just now, she was among countless enemies, and she could be 
swallowed up at any time. Now she finally survived, and she really met Yan Heng on the city wall. She 
was inexplicably excited, and she felt as if she had been in another world, and her mind went blank. 


She originally wanted to go forward and hug Yan Heng, but at this time, rebel militiamen shouted for 
death. It turned out that some rebels outside the surprise attack team were not aware that there was an 
inside presence. When they saw the strong men of Nanchang's wealthy family wearing Ningwang 
soldiers' armor, they wanted to rush forward and kill them. 


"Stop! We are one of our own! We are one of our own!" 


Tong Jing immediately rushed forward to stop them, using her body to protect the strong men. Yan 
Hengyi took Shen Xiaowu and other surprise team members to mediate, and this prevented fratricide. 
The frightened strong men also hurriedly took off their armor. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing breathed a sigh of relief and looked at each other with wry smiles. At this time, 
Tong Jing was more awake than before. She immediately thought of Mr. Feihong and looked around 
hurriedly. 


It turned out that Lian Feihong was still lying in a corner of the wall, and four strong men were 
protecting him. Tong Jing stepped forward and knelt down to take a closer look, and saw that Lian 
Feihong was still unconscious. She was very anxious, with tears streaming down her cheeks. 
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Yan Heng also came forward and saw that Mr. Feihong looked like this and his breathing was even 
softer. He was very worried and imagined what a difficult and dangerous battle Lian Feihong had fought 
just now. 


Tong Jing held Lian Feihong's rough palm and stared at his motionless face with concern. Only then did 
she realize that her master was actually so old. 


Lian Feihong's eyelids twitched slightly. Tong Jing and Yan Heng couldn't help but be overjoyed when 
they saw it. 


Lian Feihong's eyes slowly opened just a thin line. He couldn't see anything in the darkness for a 
moment, but he felt that he was holding that soft little hand and knew who it belonged to. 


"I'm... alive... still alive." Lian Feihong said softly. 


Many strong men gathered around and looked at the old man who could no longer move with 
reverence. They all know that they will never forget the amazing battle they just witnessed for the rest 
of their lives, and will tell future generations of them. 


Jing Li, who was standing in front of Desheng Gate, held up the old wild goose-wing sword given by his 
uncle Pei Shiying and shouted to the militiamen in all directions: 


"Louder! Shout louder!" 


The militiamen shouted at the top of their lungs, and the sound resounded through the still dark sky and 
spread to all parts of Nanchang City. 


Once Deshengmen was breached, it brought about a very rapid chain effect. All this was within Wang 
Shouren's plan, so he launched this tactic. 


The morale of the Nanchang garrison had been damaged due to the estrangement over the earlier 
announcement. Now that they learned that the defense line had been broken, their morale was even 
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more dispirited. Soldiers kept abandoning their troops and fleeing. The defenses at each city gate 
collapsed one by one, leaving the garrison who could not escape and then surrendered on the spot. 


At the Guangrun Gate due south, commander Feng Shiqi was unable to stop the collapse even if he 
killed several deserters. By the time he knew that the situation was over, it was too late to escape. Wu 
Wending's troops broke through the city gate and blocked their way. They fought with him on the stairs. 
More than a hundred guards of Prince Ning's Mansion were shot to death by random arrows. 


After the Thirteen Sentinels of the Rebel Army broke through the city gate, they each advanced 
according to the route determined by Wang Shouren, controlling all important offices and facilities in 
Nanchang City and the provincial capital, and surrounded Prince Ning's residence, which was like a city 
within the city. 


Only then did dawn appear in the east, and the sky was dimly lit. It only took the rebels less than two 
hours to capture Nanchang in a flash, and they sacrificed very few soldiers. This was all due to the key 
blow of Deshengmen. 


——And for this blow, the five members of the "Six Swords that Break the Door" took the greatest 
credit. 


Wang Shouren had also entered the city at this time to inspect the final stage of the war, which was the 
siege of Prince Ning's Mansion. 


At this moment, there were only about 2,000 guards left who had escaped into Prince Ning's Mansion 
and were relying on the strong walls and gates around the mansion to temporarily prevent the rebels 
from entering. 


However, Wang Shouren did not issue an attack order. He only kept the surrounding militiamen on 
guard from a distance and did not allow anyone to escape. 


In the "Dragon and Tiger Hall", the core of the palace, everyone looked pale and defeated. King Ning's 
two sons were so frightened that they burst into tears, and King Zhu Gonggqiao of Yichun was trembling 
all over. 
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Wan Rui gripped the handle of the knife at his waist so tightly that his joints turned white. 


"We... have to hold on." Wan Rui murmured. "The prince's army will come back at any time. As long as 
we hold on for a while...it will be fine. It will be fine..." 


Zhu Gonggiao heard this and was surprised rather than afraid. He couldn't understand what the eunuch 
was talking about. 


——"Keep it going"? In this small palace? So what are the many soldiers going to eat? How should Wang 
Shouren defend when he attacks with fire? Do you know what you are talking about? ... 


Zhu Gonggqiao smiled bitterly. He was laughing at himself, why would he listen to this lunatic before? 


So he did the wisest thing: he summoned several personal guards from the Yichun Palace, drew his 
sword and subdued Wan Rui, then took the two princes and opened the gate of Prince Ning's Palace to 
surrender. 


Just as they were surrendering, a tragedy occurred: more than a hundred palace servants and maids 
hiding in Prince Ning's palace, thinking that they would be humiliated after the city was broken, actually 
hanged themselves collectively and set themselves on fire in the palace. 


As soon as he saw black smoke and flames rising into the sky, Wu Wending immediately led his troops 
inside to put out the fire. Unfortunately, the fire was so fierce that there was no way to save him, and 
more than a hundred female family members were reduced to ashes. 


Looking at the charred smoke rising into the air from a distance on the city tower, Wang Shouren felt 
sad and could not show the slightest smile of victory. 


Nanchang was captured overnight. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 201 Chapter 6 Heart Sword 


Two huge sails, filled with wind, led the large warship to break the surface of the Yangtze River, sailing at 
full speed towards the southwest, with the flags on the mastheads and sterns blowing loudly. 


The shape of this large warship was called "Fu Ship", which is the shape of the sea battleships in the 
Fujian area, with a pointed bottom and a high hull, and the stern of the ship was even raised high. When 
sailing, it looks like the big tail fin of some kind of water monster. A three-story ship's tower equipped 
with thick shields was erected on the ship's surface. It looked as tall as a small moving city. The bow of 
the ship was equipped with a powerful Daihatsu tribute gun, and more than 20 artillery pieces were 
installed on the left and right sides. The windows and shelters on the ship's deck are filled with muskets 
and bows, which can launch and throw weapons. There are also bridge plank rope hooks for boarding 
enemy ships. The entire ship is a large killing weapon on the water. 


Such a large warship is usually only used in naval battles. Now that it appears on this river, it is really 
exaggerated and shocking. 


And it is not the only great fortune ship in King Ning's navy - there are four ships of the same level in the 
entire army, two of which are the main ship and auxiliary ship that King Ning Zhu Chenhao rides on 
during the battle, and the other two are deployed in the navy under the command of General Min 
twenty-four. 


This one on the river was the auxiliary boat used to protect King Ning. 


But on the river surface in front and behind this lucky ship, countless large and small King Ning's 
warships sailed in a row, stretching for dozens of miles. The military force was very huge, and they all 
headed towards the mouth of Poyang Lake. 


While the warship was sailing, the nearly a hundred crew members on board were not idle. Although 
the sailors are busy operating and observing hydrological and wind conditions, the soldiers are sorting 
and inspecting various equipment and weapons. These sailors on the warships were all the elite sailors 
of Prince Ning's Palace. Zhu Chenhao spent a lot of money to recruit them from coastal areas such as 
Fujian and Zhejiang where they often fought with Japanese pirates. Because Prince Ning's Palace had 
previously recruited ordinary people. The river pirates lacked experience in operating such large 
warships and onboard artillery, so they had to hire these experts to replace them and train other Ning 
Wang soldiers. 
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The army was Sailing in such a great momentum, but every crew member on the warship was buried in 
their work, with a very heavy expression on their faces. It was because before the army returned to 
Poyang Lake, they got an unwanted news: Nanchang had been captured by Wang Shouren two days 
before. 


This news was spread among the troops, which brought another heavy blow to the morale. King Ning's 
original plan was that Nanchang defenders could hold out for three to five days, and then the army 
could be driven back by boat to attack Wang Shouren from both sides; and the wind was very favorable 
in the past few days, so King Ning's army returned to save Nanchang faster than expected, but he never 
thought that Nanchang would fall faster than the rapid winds on the Yangtze River. 


The loss of the Nanchang base had an immeasurable psychological impact on the entire army of Prince 
Ning's Mansion. 


However, at this moment, Zhu Chenhao was already riding a tiger and could not get off. Having made his 
choice that day, he could only continue to return to the army to retake Nanchang and have a showdown 
with Wang Shouren. 


On the day of evacuation from Anqing City, Zhu Chenhao had sent Min Twenty-four to lead a 20,000- 
strong vanguard on a rapid march to rescue Nanchang, but in the end it was too late. Now the vanguard 
army has entered Poyang Lake and is preparing to attack the mouth of the Ganjiang River on the 
southwest bank. It will stop at a favorable position to guard it, waiting for the arrival of King Ning's army 
to attack and take back Nanchang in one fell swoop. 


The war is approaching, and the atmosphere on the warship is naturally not very relaxed. Even though it 
was midsummer, the cool breeze on the river was pleasant, and the green scenery on both sides of the 
bank reflected on the water was so beautiful, but the crew had no intention of admiring it. 


There were only about 20 soldiers on the ship who had no work and gathered on the deck to watch. The 
soldiers were all particularly fierce in appearance and the weapons they carried. They were all wearing 
black battle uniforms with red edges. They were members of the "Thunder Fire Team" of Prince Ning's 
warrior corps. 


They surrounded one person: Ye Chenyuan, who was dressed in black. 
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After Wei Dongliu's death in Anging City, the remaining members of the "Thunder Fire Squad" were 
once again without a leader. Among the four remaining Wudang generals in the Ning Palace, only Ye 
Chenyuan has been serving as Yao Lianzhou's deputy general and has not been able to lead the army 
independently, so Zhu Chenhao decides to hand over the "Thunder Flame Squad" to him. 


——But this also means that Ye Chenyuan will leave Yao Lianzhou's side and lead the army alone. Ye 
Chenyuan was actually reluctant, but the "Thunder Fire Team" was originally assigned to Xi Xiaoyan and 
indirectly belonged to Yao Lianzhou's force. Xi Xiaoyan abandoned his troops and ran away, which made 
Zhu Chenhao extremely angry. He was also unhappy with Yao Lianzhou and handed it over to Wei 
Dongliu, who belonged to Shang Chengyu's crowd. Now the prince personally ordered Ye Chenyuan to 
take over the command of the "Thunder Fire Team", which meant that he had forgiven Yao Lianzhou 
and was equivalent to taking back this unut. Ye Chenyuan really couldn't refuse this order. 


Ye Chenyuan, with half-white long hair, carried the "Sword of Lei Huo" in his hand, but his body was 
wearing a set of special equipment: several intertwined and nailed together leather belts, binding his 
shoulders and waist, and crossed on his back. The leather behind was equipped with a strong iron ring, 
connected to a long rope. The long rope stretched all the way to the ship's mast, looped around the 
thick mast, and was tied into a knot with an iron ring at the end of the rope. 


When Ye Chenyuan wore this long rope, which was about ten feet long, and one end was fixed to the 
ship's mast in the center, he could just walk to the edge of the warship. 


He walked around on the deck and gently tried various sword moves to test how much impact wearing 
this set of leather belts and long ropes would have on the battle. 


Ye Chenyuan, like Yao Lianzhou, Shang Chengyu and Wu Jihong, grew up in Wudang Mountain and was 
not familiar with water, and he had no experience fighting on boats. Originally, masters of their level, 
relying on their extraordinary martial arts skills, balance ability and reaction, would have no big problem 
in dealing with ship battles on the rocking deck; but since Ye Chenyuan lost an arm, balance has been 
the most difficult thing for him to overcome. Although after years of hard training, in the flat ground has 
been able to cope with the situation, almost the same as in the past, but he is not completely sure on a 
boat that he is not used to. This long rope is to protect him from falling into the water during fierce 
battle. 


It would be a shame for the dignified Deputy Master of Wudang to be led by the rope like an ox ora 
horse, but now Ye Chenyuan didn't care. Since he trusted Yao Lianzhou to embark on this road of 
reviving Wudang, even if he was asked to crawl on the ground, he still wants to win. 
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Those "Thunder Fire Soldiers" watched Ye Chenyuan wearing this belt to try out his moves, not only did 
no one secretly ridicule, on the contrary, but everyone watched with rapt attention. They are all martial 
arts practitioners and it is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for them to see how the number one general 
of Wudang Sect uses his sword - even if he has lost his arm and is only gently and slowly gesticulating his 
moves. 


However, more than half of the 20-odd "Thunder and Fire Soldiers" present are too far away from Ye 
Chenyuan in terms of martial arts training, so when they look at his subtle sword stances, they can't tell 
the secret behind them; 


The others with better martial arts attainment could only see the subtleties of Ye Chenyuan's sword 
stance and stance, and they already applauded in their hearts, wishing to practice on the deck right 
away. 


At this moment, Ye Chenyuan returned sharply from the ship's side to the center mast and shouted, 
"Change!", and pointed the tip of his sword at another mast in the distance. 


The two "Thunder Fire Soldiers" immediately responded and ran to the bottom of the ship's mast where 
the long rope was tied. One person was responsible for tightening the rope, and the other pulled out the 
spike on the iron buckle at the end of the rope, opened the buckle and released the knot. The two men 
immediately carried the long rope and iron buckle and followed Ye Chenyuan to another ship mast, 
where they tied the rope loop again and installed the iron buckle to secure it. 


After "Thunder and Fire Soldier" finished, Ye Chenyuan immediately wrapped his one arm around the 
long rope a few times, and then walked towards the side of the ship until the long rope was completely 
straightened and tightened. Feeling that the knot of the long rope was indeed firmly fixed, he nodded 
with satisfaction, released his arm from the long rope, and quickly took two steps towards the side of 
the ship. The red blade of the "Lihuo Sword" moved toward the void of water and sky outside the ship. 
The space was thrust out violently, and the sword tip was still trembling slightly when it paused. 


Ye Chenyuan's extremely sharp stabbing sword made many "Thunder Fire Soldiers" stand in awe. 


"You guys need to familiarize yourselves with it, and make sure you match my pace." Ye Chenyuan 
lowered his sword and turned back to the two Thunder Fire Soldiers who were responsible for the 
operation of the rope buckle. 
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——Because the battleship is extremely long, if Ye Chenyuan wants to kill and clean up the enemies who 
board the ship on the deck, it is necessary to move to different locations to fight, so there must be such 
an arrangement. 


"Also." Ye Chenyuan continued: "Lengthen the rope by another four feet. | can't walk to the edge of the 
boat here." 


"General, if it is lengthened, it will fall out of the boat at the narrower point just now!" said one of the 
"Thunder Fire Soldiers". 


"As long as you don't fall into the water. | have a way." 


Ye Chenyuan replied: "Even if | have to take risks, | cannot give the enemy a chance to escape my 
sword." 


After the test, Ye Chenyuan sheathed his Sword of Fire, while the Thunder Fire Soldier came forward to 
remove the leather belt from his body. 


Ye Chenyuan's eyes with tear-like rune tattoos silently looked at the scenery of the river bank passing by 
outside the boat. 


How the battle will be like in the future is not something that a martial artist like him can predict. Will 
the next battlefield be at Poyang Lake? Or will it be in Nanchang City? Will the battle be fought on land 
or on water? He had no idea. But he had to prepare for all possible scenarios - something that the 
Wudang School had taught him. Even though he was unfamiliar with water warfare, he will still use his 
methods to overcome it. 


At that moment, another large warship appeared in front of his sight on the side of the river, and the 
two ships advanced almost parallel to each other, about six or seven feet apart. That was the main ship 
of the King of Ning, but Zhu Chenhao himself was not on board at the moment, and was still traveling on 
a larger ship with a more comfortable cabin. 
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A group of soldiers wearing green clothes were standing on the deck of the warship, Ye Chenyuan knew 
that they were members of another martial arts group "Green Wings", and he immediately recognized 
the figure of the Sect Leader among them. 


Yao Lianzhou was wearing a blue general's uniform, with a "single-backed sword" hanging on his waist. 
He stood side by side with the warrior soldiers of the "Green Wings Team" and also looked towards Ye 
Chenyuan. 


Ye Chenyuan looked at the main ship without turning his eyes. In his heart, he desperately wished that 
he was standing at that end, protecting the side of Sect Master Yao. 


However, he knew that only by leading the army in the battle, he could truly protect Yao Lianzhou: the 
final battle was imminent, the Ning Wang army would have to exert all their strength, if Ye Chenyuan 
took the lead in the front line, it would also relieve Yao Lianzhou of the pressure of going on the front 
line, so that Yao Lianzhou could stay at the rear of the battlefield. --This battle is only a small step in 
their dream of "reviving Wudang". Ye Chenyuan must not see Master Yao risking his life in a war fought 
only for others. 


Yao Lianzhou was facing the figure in black from afar, and his eyes were a bit stirred. In his heart, he 
knew very well that his senior brother Ye Chenyuan was actually very resistant to fighting this battle for 
Zhu Chenhao. To be forced and commanded by others to fight is a complete violation of the spirit of the 
Three Precepts of Wudang. 


--| convinced him that it was for the sake of Wudang. ...... 


As Prince Ning's army suffered successive defeats, Yao Lianzhou also began to question: Was his 
decision to join Prince Ning's Mansion a wrong one? 


But he thought of his master Gongsun Qing. Since there is no turning back, we must keep fighting. 


——Leave everything for the last thought. 
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The two Wudang survivors looked at each other across the river waves. They couldn't see each other's 
expressions clearly, but they could tell what the other was thinking by their feelings. 


Because of their temperament, they seldom expressed their emotions to each other. But at this 
moment, Yao Lianzhou could not hold back any longer and waved his hand towards Ye Chenyuan. 


Ye Chenyuan also raised his one arm and waved his hand in response. 


Because of the current and wind direction, the two ships were gradually separated from each other. 


Accompanied by Yan Heng, Wang Shouren stepped onto the tower of Guangrun Gate in Nanchang City. 


This was a fierce battle area during the siege the day before yesterday. Although the corpses of the war 
dead have been removed, the top and bottom of the city wall have not been cleaned. There are blood 
stains everywhere, and the stones are stained red. You can still smell it while walking on the city wall. 
The smell of blood was like being in a slaughterhouse that had just been emptied. 


Wang Shouren did not cover his nose, but continued to climb the tower with a solemn expression. All of 
this was caused under his command, and many soldiers of the rebel army had also experienced it. He 
felt that he had no reason to hate and escape. 


Nanchang had just been pacified, but there was no guarantee that there would be no hidden secrets or 
even assassins from King Ning, so Yan Heng served as Wang Shouren's personal bodyguard. 


This was requested by Mr. Wang personally because he did not want to lead a large group of people 
walking in the city. After the capture of Nanchang, Wang Shouren quickly stabilized the situation in the 
city. In addition to capturing King Ning's two sons, King Yichun, the puppet eunuch Wan Rui and other 
leaders, and imprisoning the remaining guards of King Ning in the city, he also immediately identified 
the provincial secretaries and officials. Which bureaucrats in the city government were forced to rely on 
Zhu Chenhao, and which ones were tempted to join by the power, position and wealth of Prince Ning's 
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palace. They were lenient and pardoned to those who were forced to join the rebellion, but still 
restored their previous official positions to maintain the operation and order of Nanchang City. 


In addition, Wang Shouren also calmed the hearts of the people in Nanchang City. Since many civilians 
were forced by Prince Ning's Mansion to join the battle to defend the city, Wang Shouren sent people to 
spread the news throughout the city, announcing that anyone who surrendered and handed over his 
private weapons would not be held accountable, no need to flee and hide. 


Because Nanchang was initially decided, Wang Shouren did not want to lead soldiers and horses 
everywhere to avoid making the atmosphere tense. He only brought one guard to show his trust in the 
people of the city. The protection of Qingcheng swordsman Yan Heng is enough. 


The various matters Wang Shouren ordered to handle in the past two days include: burying the family 
members of Prince Ning who committed suicide; searching the unburned palaces of Prince Ning's 
residence and sealing up all kinds of property and weapons; and ordering local governments to hunt 
down the rebels who escaped from Nanchang... ... The heavy work caused Wang Shouren to get very 
little sleep. His face in the sun looked several years older than usual. 


But he had no time to stop. The biggest enemy is still waiting outside. Successive victories do not 
guarantee victory in the next battle; the fact that the opponent has not won a single victory does not 
mean that a reversal is impossible. Until the end, Wang Shouren will make every effort to increase his 
army's chances of victory. 


They climbed to the top of the city wall, and the rebel militiamen who were guarding there saw them 
and hurriedly saluted Wangdutang. Wang Shouren just smiled and said they didn't need to be more 
polite, and stepped forward with Yan Heng, overlooking the river outside the city. 


He saw that the waters of the Gan River outside Nanchang City were already densely populated with 
numerous large and small ships of the rebel navy, including the elite Zhangzhou navy mobilized from 
Fujian. At this moment, the warships were making final preparations, and the soldiers were busy loading 
artillery weapons onto the ship. 


——These many artillery pieces were previously transferred to land by Wang Shouren for the purpose of 
attacking Nanchang, but in the end they were not fired due to tactical arrangements. They were only 
used as backup for combat preparations, and now they are hurriedly loaded onto warships. This is of 
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course a good thing for the rebels: they already have limited ammunition, and now they can devote it all 
to the decisive battle. 


At this moment, Jing Li and Hu Linglan were also among the crowd on the river bank, helping to 
supervise the preparation of the warship and inspect the weapons. 


This was the first time for Yan Heng to see such a huge fleet, and his eyes were opened with an 
expression of surprise. 


"The enemy has more and bigger warships than us." Wang Shouren saw Yan Heng's expression and said 
with a wry smile. 


Yan Heng understood how difficult it was for Master Wang to face, so he could only look at him in 
silence. 


But Wang Shouren smiled again: "But we also have advantages." 


Yan Heng looked at the rebel soldiers on the river bank diligently preparing the warships, and asked 
tentatively: "Is it because we are united enough?" 


"This is also one of them." 


Wang Shouren nodded. "But there are others. Including a gift from an old friend." 


He was referring to fellow countryman Sun Sui. At this point in the war, he had to thank Mr. Sun 
repeatedly in his heart. If he hadn't left this information network during his lifetime, which allowed him 
to know the enemy's situation well, and be able to send "Six Swordsmen" and others to interfere and 
destroy behind enemy lines at the right time, Nanchang would not have been so smooth to break 
through in one day. 


Now these eyes are working again. Wang Shouren received intelligence that rebel warships had entered 
the waters of Poyang Lake and had gathered and stationed themselves in the vicinity of Qiaoshe, and it 
was obvious that they were preparing to attack Nanchang. 
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After receiving this news, many generals of the rebel army advocated to hold Nanchang and use the 
defense of the city to consume the stronger rebel army. However, Wang Shouren ignored all opinions 
and proposed to attack. 


"Although the rebel army is powerful, it has never truly won. Jiujiang and Nankang both surrendered 
without fighting; while Anqing City held firm for a long time, which was a major setback for the rebels. 


Now that they have lost their old base in Nanchang, the enemy's morale has been even more damaged. 
They have returned to the army in a panic, their morale is weak and their troops are tired. 


If our newly victorious army surprises them and seizes the opportunity to attack, we can defeat them in 
one go!" 


Veteran military advisor Liu Xun also supported Wang Shouren's view. He brought up another previous 
piece of intelligence collected by Xianyan, which showed the day when King Ning's rebels retreated from 
Anaing. 


"It is impossible for the whole rebel army to move so fast. Those who return to Poyang Lake must be the 
opponent's vanguard fleet. The number of soldiers will not be very large. | think it probably does not 
exceed 30,000. If they are not fully assembled, we will rob them first. If you attack, you can hit him 
head-on." 


After repeated discussions, the generals agreed to Wang Shouren's strategy and immediately planned a 
battle strategy... 


Wang Shouren is now on the wall looking out, on the one hand, to see how well the navy is prepared for 
the battle, and on the other hand, he also wants to come out for a breath of fresh air, so that his mind 
can clear up a little bit, so that he can examine his own strategy, and whether there are still any 
omissions or improvements that can be made. 


--Any mistake on his part will cost the lives of thousands of people at any time and has a bearing on the 
overall situation of the world, so he really can't help but be fearful and cautious. 


Had it been anyone else, he might have already retreated, or he might have just defended without 
attacking, expecting the official king's division of the imperial court to come to counterattack the 
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rebellion; however, the whole situation was already different at that time, and Zhu Chenhao might have 
already assembled an army several times bigger than that of today. Only Wang Shouren was strong 
enough to prevent this from happening. 


Yan Heng looked at the wrinkles on Mr. Wang's face and noticed his fatigue and the tremendous 
pressure he was under, so he did not dare to disturb him. Yan Heng couldn't help but recall the first time 
he fought side by side with Mr. Wang in Luling. After these years of turmoil, Yan Heng realized more 
deeply how difficult it is to be responsible for the life and death of others like Mr. Wang. 


——lf | really reopen the Qingcheng Sect in the future, | will also have to shoulder such a heavy 
responsibility, and it is not just as simple as inheriting martial arts moves... 


"Yan Xiashi..." At this time, Wang Shouren spoke. "Do you remember when we first met?" 


It turned out that Wang Shouren happened to be recalling the Battle of Luling. Yan Heng nodded. 


"It is really a rare fate to get to know these acquaintances." Wang Shouren looked at Yan Heng and said, 
"Without you, | would have died in Zhu Chenhao's hands long ago. If it weren't for the fact that these 
few people have been risking their lives and taking risks in this battle, this | will fight even harder. Thank 
you again.” 


In this war, Wang Shouren's actual combat power and armaments were not as good as those of King 
Ning. Therefore, in addition to clever strategies, Wang Shouren's consecutive victories were fully 
reversed by the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" at key moments and factors. In the siege that had just 
ended, if the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate" hadn't attacked from both inside and outside, Desheng 
Gate would not have been so easy to break. If the entire battle was prolonged, the casualties of the 
rebels would increase many times, and the energy and morale consumed would also be brought to the 
city. In the ensuing battle, the chances of victory will be reduced; what is worse is that the battle 
situation will be stalemate, delaying Zhu Chenhao's return to Nanchang to counterattack. Fortunately, 
none of this happened, and the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" played the most important role. 


But they also paid a price: Lian Feihong was exhausted in the battle and is still semi-conscious until now, 
only waking up occasionally, let alone getting out of bed and walking around. Now Tong Jing is 
accompanying and taking care of him. Mr. Feihong will definitely not be able to participate in future 
wars. It is still unknown whether his body will still be able to use force in the future. 
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Wang Shouren couldn't help but feel sad about this, and he said these words out of emotion at this 
moment. 


At this time, Yan Heng replied: "Without Mr. Wang, our 'Six Swordsmen' were hunted down by the 'Yu 
Wu Ling' that day, and we would not have survived." 


What he was talking about was that they were chased by disciples of the Secret Sect in the forest, and 
they were able to escape only because Wang Shouren asked Yin Yingfeng, the leader of the Bagua, to 
rescue them. Yan Heng smiled boldly and said, "It's hard to calculate who owes whom. It's better not to 
calculate." 


Wang Shouren's frown cleared up and he couldn't help but laugh. He took a closer look at Yan Heng in 
front of him. His confident demeanor was completely different from the young boy he first met that 
day. 


——And he is actually only twenty-three years old this year. From this we can see how extraordinary 
Yan Heng’s experience has been over the years. 


"| still remember Yan Xiashi's great ambition, which is to revive the Qingcheng Sword Sect." Wang 
Shouren said, "It seems that that day is not far away." 


Yan Heng shook his head and smiled bitterly. 


"| know what worries you have." Wang Shouren added: "After the success of the suppression of the 
rebellion, | will definitely take this opportunity to report to the imperial court, describing the great 
contribution of the "Six Swords of Breaking the Gate", and asking the Holy One to pardon all the 
prisoners. At that time, Knight Yan can revitalize the Qingcheng sect in a dignified manner!" 


Yan Heng did not think about any rewards when he participated in the war this time. He went into battle 
for the sake of justice in the world and the deep friendship with Wang Shouren. When he thought about 
the possibility of reopening the Qingcheng Sect in the future, he felt very excited and immediately 
bowed to Wang Shouren to thank him. 
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Wang Shouren hurriedly supported him. 


"There is no need to thank me. It is the people of the world who should thank you." 


Wang Shouren said, and then looked at the river in the distance again, his eyes glittering. 


"It would be a loss to the world if such a sincere swordsmanship is not passed on." 


Yan Heng couldn't help but be excited, but in his heart, he thought: the "sword" in Lord Wang's heart is 
a soul treasure of the world, and should be passed on to future generations. 


If Zhu Chenhao becomes the emperor, Wang Yangming, who is fighting against him today, will be 
regarded as a "rebel", and his words and deeds will be wiped out from the world. 


--In order to protect these, we must win this war. 


On the river bank in front of Jing Li, there were forty to fifty light warships of the same style lined up by 
the Zhangzhou navy. The warship had a special shape, with both ends raised high, regardless of the bow 
or stern. The tip of the ship was covered with iron sheets, and six pairs of oars protruded from both 
sides. The cabin was covered with rawhide and densely nailed thatch bamboo strips for protection. 


This ship was called the "Eagle Ship" because its two ends were flying together like two wings. It was a 
flexible and fast raiding ship in the Fujian Navy. 


Jing Li had never seen this kind of boat shape before, and only after the explanation from Zhangzhou 
Navy Commander Li Yining did he realize its advantages. He jumped on one of them, carefully looking at 
the cover and weapons on it, checking whether the hull was strong enough, and looking at the iron tips 
at both ends of the ship. One end is also equipped with a movable barb, which can be tightened and 
relaxed as the rope is pulled. This was made by Li Yining according to Jing Li's instructions. Although it 
was done ina hurry and the casting was a bit rough, it seemed to work well. Jing Li tried it a few times 
and was very satisfied. 
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This was exactly the special speedboat Jing Li wanted, and it met his requirements in every aspect. Jing 
Li looked at it and smiled as if he had gotten a new weapon. After jumping back to the shore, he still 
couldn't help but look at the boat a few more times before turning back. 


Hu Linglan was sitting on a rock on the shore, looking at her husband from a distance. She was holding a 
saber in her left hand. Her posture seemed relaxed, but in fact she felt very tired inside. After the 
capture of Nanchang, her condition was not as good as before in the past two days, and she ate very 
little. But she tried her best to behave naturally so as not to let Jing Li notice anything wrong. 


Jing Licame over, picked up the bamboo tube and took a sip of water. 


"How's it going? Are you all satisfied?" Hu Linglan asked. 


Jing Li just looked at her without answering. Hu Linglan felt strange. 


He suddenly took his wife's right hand, took a strong breath and said, "| know." 


Hu Linglan stared at him. She put the saber on her thigh, put her left hand on her belly, pursed her lips 
and said nothing. 


"No one told me." Jing Li said again. "I felt it." 


"I'm sorry, | didn't say | knew." Jing Li answered first. "Because I'm afraid you'll worry about me." 


"Worried about you?" Hu Linglan was puzzled. 
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"| know very well that | can't dissuade you from fighting. Who told me to marry a female tiger." Jing Li 
smiled and patted his chest. There was a tiger tattoo like the tiger Linglan inside the shirt. "So | don't 
want you to know that | already know that you have a child. You will be afraid that | will be distracted 
during the battle. And in the end, you will be upset because you are worried about me, which will 
actually put you in danger." 


Only then did Hu Linglan understand what Jing Li meant. She was indeed afraid that her husband would 
not be able to concentrate on the battle, so she hid the fact that she was pregnant from him. 


"But ...... "Hu Linglan held his hand tightly. "Are you not afraid to let me know now?" 


"This is the biggest battle in front of us." Jing Li put away his smile and said. "In such a battlefield, no one 
can say whether they will survive or not. Even for me, there will be times when | can't use my martial 
arts in this battle. In case | don't make it back, | don't want you to think that I'm not aware of this child. 
So | decided to tell you." 


Hu Linglan's eyes filled with tears as she stood up and jumped into Jing Li's arms, hugging her husband 
tightly. The two of them and the fetus in the womb were extremely close. 


"| still have to go to the battlefield," Hu Linglan said softly. "You know, | am not the kind of woman who 
can sit back and watch her husband fight without helping." 


Jing Li nodded. 


"But ...... you're really worried about us, aren't you?" 


Hu Linglan asked. 


"Yes." Jing Li put his mouth on her ear and replied in a low voice, "| will be worried. But | won't be 
distracted. | will work harder to win the battle. Just like you." 


Hu Linglan shed tears of relief. 
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The soldiers on the riverbank couldn't help but stare at them. Seeing this pair of warrior couple, who 
were as fierce as beasts on the battlefield, embracing each other in such an affectionate way, not only 
did they not laugh, but they felt an unspeakable beauty. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 202 Chapter 7 Lake Battle 


The 20,000 vanguard fleet led by the Ning King's rebel navy general, Min 24, had already occupied the 
woodcutting house at Poyang Lake on July 23, and set up a fortress camp on the shore, gathering and 
organizing the military force to be ready to cross the lake to attack Nanchang at any time. 


However, Min 24 expected that Wang Shouren, who had not seized Nanchang for a long time, would 
not easily give up the advantage of the city and the defense force of the city wall, and the possibility of 
active attack was not high. Min 24's vanguard army was originally rushing to relieve the siege of 
Nanchang, but now they changed their strategy and tomorrow they are going to cross the south of the 
lake and advance to the estuary of Ganjiang River out of Poyang Lake. As long as they hold this pass, 
Wang Shouren's navy will not be able to rush out from the river; and then wait for Ning Wang's main 
army to meet, they can go down the river, and by virtue of overriding the firepower of the other side's 
ships and cannons, they will seize back Nanchang and kill Wang Shouren in one go! 


However, Min 24 did not know that his location had long been known by the eyes of the volunteers. 
Wang Shouren, according to the strategy he planned with Liu Xun, divided his navy into several branches 
and left Nanchang for Poyang Lake. 


Once the night came, Wang Shouren gave the general order, and all the volunteer fleets sailed out of 
the river mouth under the cover of darkness, quietly entered Poyang Lake, and marched to different 
locations to ambush. 


Wang Shouren repeatedly set up formations at night to attack, just because they were absolutely 
invincible. Sailing in the dark was dangerous, so Wang Shouren assigned pilot boats operated by 
Zhangzhou sailors to each unit. They were extremely experienced and successfully led each team to the 
assigned waters safely. 


--Among them, Jing Li, Yan Heng, Tong Jing and Hu Linglan also set out on their warships, ready to fight 
at any time. 


The only thing that worried Wang Shouren was that the north wind was blowing on Poyang Lake in the 
past few days, and the direction was exactly favorable to the rebel warships that were attacking from 
the south. If the other side knew how to take advantage of the situation, they could give play to their 
surprisingly strong combat power at any time, which could be enough to destroy his strategy. But the 
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weather is not humanly possible to call for change, Wang Shouren can only try his best to make plans 
and calculations to compensate for this disadvantage, and pray to heaven in his heart... 


However, the sky did not obey his wishes. On the morning of July 24th, the north wind was blowing 
heavily. But Wang Shouren could not wait any longer - the main force of King Ning would arrive at 
Poyang Lake at any time. He gave an order from the commander's ship. Wu Wending, the bravest 
among the generals of the volunteers, was the vanguard and led the troops to attack from the mouth of 
the river. Behind him was another fleet, with the commander Wei Du commanding Yu En, who had 
considerable experience in boating and water warfare. 


Min 24 learned the direction of the wind, and even more so, the whole vanguard fleet immediately left 
the woodcutter's house, and followed the wind and headed towards Huangjiadu, which was only more 
than thirty miles away from Nanchang. 


It was here that they encountered Wu Wending's attack. 


The warships of the Min Army rode the wind and moved forward. The cannons on the bows fired all at 
once, and their firepower was really powerful. Not long after Wu Wending's navy engaged in the battle, 
they were already outmatched and they all changed their routes to escape. 


The second group of warships led by Yu En arrived at this time and fired cannons, crossbows and arrows 
against the wind at Min's ships to rescue Wu Wending's troops who turned back to escape, but it was 
also difficult to resist the firepower of the warships under Min's 24th command. Yu En was forced to 
retreat with Wu Wending. 


Wu Wending's army was defeated and retreating very fast, and Min 24 had some doubts, but when he 
saw Yu En's reinforcements were also repulsed, he had no more doubts in his heart. The arrogance of 
the pirate leader who once roamed the Poyang Lake in those years reappeared on his face covered with 
saber scars. 


The warships of the Min Army rode the wind and moved forward. The cannons on the bows fired all at 
once, and their firepower was really powerful. Not long after Wu Wending's navy engaged in the battle, 
they were already outmatched and they all changed their routes to escape. 
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Mien 24 ordered the whole army to speed up the attack, to sink all the sailors of the righteous army at 
Poyang Lake and never turn back! 


All the ships under his command raised their sails, and thousands of rowers and anchors flew together, 
chasing after the retreating Wu Wending and Yu En's army at full speed! 


Wang Shouren was betting on this: if the rebels made good use of the situation and organized their 
ships to pursue them carefully, the volunteers would be at a disadvantage of being attacked by the 
other side; but if, on the contrary, the rebels accelerated individually without organizing their ships in 
formation, they would be caught in their trap. Wang Shouren bet on the latter. 


And he ended up winning the bet. This was of course not purely due to luck, but because he understood 
that most of Prince Ning's naval forces were made up of thieves, military discipline was unspeakably 
strict, and certain habits could not be changed. 


Just as Wang Shouren expected, the rebel warships are just like the past plundering on the waterway, 
chasing the retreating volunteer ships without any cooperative formation, the fleet was pulled longer 
and longer by the escaping Wu Wending and Yu En, there are more breaks in the middle, and there is a 
lack of guards on both sides. 


Min Ersi also felt bad when he saw this situation, but at this moment it was difficult to get off the tiger. 
He could only hope to catch up quickly, bite the enemy, and enter the battle, so that his own side could 
arrive one after another and assemble together. 


At this time, another fleet suddenly appeared on the west side of the lake, heading towards the center 
of Min's 24th Army at full speed, with a flag unfamiliar to the rebels flying above it. 


It was a warship led by Xing Xun, another fierce general of the rebel army. There were hundreds of 
ships, large and small, and it was like a sharp knife inserted into the middle of Min's 24th queue, 
completely splitting the front and back! 


At this time, Min Twenty-four certainly knew that he had fallen into the enemy's plan of feigning defeat 
to lure him deeper and cut off the division! 
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——This is not a novel tactic, but it still works. There is only one reason: the difference in military 
discipline between the two sides. 


At the same time, Wu Wending had given the order to turn around and fight back against the pursuers. 
Yu En's fleet also followed. 


The Xingxun fleet broke into the enemy's formation and wreaked maximum damage, striking at the 
scattered enemy ships that were unable to organize a battle formation. This includes the Zhangzhou 
naval elite led by Li Yining. Although most of their warships are medium to light and do not have strong 
firepower, they are numerous and well-organized. Every time they find a target, they swarm together to 
attack. They are flexible and fast, and the attack is over soon. It caused several enemy warships to catch 
fire, illuminating the nearby lake with a red light. 


Originally, Min 24th's fleet had strong firepower and a large number. At this time, it still had enough 
energy to reorganize its formation and fight and retreat. However, the Zhangzhou navy's assault and 
interference power was too strong, causing Min's army to panic. 


Among them, the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" once again played an important role. 


The battle group composed of more than fifty light eagle ships broke into the enemy's formation at full 
speed with the power of oars, and then immediately dispersed, with every ten ships as a team, each 
looking for the target, using the less agile medium-sized warships being the main ones. 


Jing Li was in the leading ship of one of these groups. When a target was spotted in front of them, the 
ten eagle ships under his leadership broke the waves, firing crossbows and bolts through the holes 
between the spears and bamboos in the hulls of the ships in order to suppress the defense of the other 
side, and at the same time, they kept on approaching the target. 


--In the undulating boats, the arrows and bullets were not very likely to hit the enemy, but mainly had a 
threatening and suppressive effect, unless there were hundreds or thousands of them. 


The bow of the eagle ship with the iron tip, which was carrying the Jing Li, slammed into the side of the 
enemy ship, and the iron tip pierced into the fenders of the side of the ship, and the special hooks on 
the top of the ship ate into the wood and fastened it. 
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The Eagle ship was much smaller than the other side's medium-sized warships, and even though it was a 
back-breaking collision, the impact on his side was even greater, and all the sailors and fighters on the 
ship lost their balance and were unable to move at the same time. Only Jing Li, with his superhuman 
reflexes, adjusted himself immediately, as if he was not affected at all, and lifted up his cover to appear! 


He was completely naked, wearing only a short hakama below his waist, revealing his brilliant tattoos all 
over his body. With his unsheathed goose-winged saber tied to his back by a rope, and his bird-headed 
sword bitten horizontally in his mouth, he ran barefoot across the narrow tip of the ship, displaying 
amazing balance! 


When he reached the highest point on the bow of the ship, Jing Li flexed and stretched his legs and 
knees, and his whole body rose up like a bird. On the way, he stretched out his bare feet without shoes, 
stepped on the enemy's ship, and borrowed a little strength with his left arm. Stretching upwards, he 
clung to the side of the warship, and then cleverly jumped up like an ape, stepping onto the deck of the 
enemy ship in the blink of an eye! 


The soldiers on the enemy's ship only knew that they had been hit and did not know what happened. 
They were stunned when they saw a nimble figure like a water ghost boarding the ship. 


Jing Li held the short knife between his teeth in his hand and showed a smile. 


The total crew of this warship is only about forty people, and the passage on the ship is narrow, so it is 
impossible to use bows and blunderbuss to surround Jing Li. For Jing Li, a martial artist, this was the 
most favorable terrain for him to be outnumbered. 


The Ning Wang soldiers on board soon realized this. Three dead bodies instantly fell at Jing Li's feet. The 
rest of them were too scared to approach. 


Jing Li did not need to kill them all. His task was only to clear the guards on the side of the ship. Two of 
the crossbowmen in the cabin were stabbed by Jing Li through the window, and the other pistol was 
snatched and thrown into the lake. The crossbowmen on this side of the cabin also ran away. 
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Since there was no need to worry about an attack, the sailors on the Eagle ship below used spear guns 
to cut a small hole in the side of the enemy ship from close range, and then poured heavy oil into and 
around the hole with spray cannons. After seeing it, the sailor lit a fireball with a fire starter and threw it 
at the entrance of the cave. 


"General!" the sailor shouted upwards, while using his inverted spear pole to push against the side of 
the enemy ship. 


As soon as Jing Li saw the fire, he turned around and jumped over the side of the ship, passing through 
the flames and landing lightly back on the eagle ship. The sailors pulled the rope at the same time, 
released the barb on the iron tip of the bow that was holding the enemy ship, and pushed the enemy 
ship hard with the spear pole. 


The greatest feature of the Eagle Ship is that it can move forward and retreat freely at both ends, 
regardless of its head or tail. The sailors at the palms of the boats rowed hard in the opposite direction, 
and the Eagle Ship quickly separated from the burning enemy warship. 


Due to such drilling, oiling and setting fire, the cabin of the warship burned extremely quickly and was 
difficult to extinguish. The bottom of the warship was quickly engulfed in flames. The Ning Wang sailors 
above could not withstand the heat and had no choice but to risk their lives by jumping off the ship to 
escape. 


"Very good." Jing Li only glanced at it. "Get another one." 


The sailors made a gesture, and another Eagle ship from the same team leaned over, Jing Li also jumped 
over quickly, preparing for the next attack. 


--The reason why he wanted to change the ship was because every time an eagle ship collided with a 
ship bigger than himself, the structure would be more or less damaged, so it was not advisable to repeat 
the collision; moreover, the eagle ship was a small ship, and it could not carry much weight, and the oil 
in the nozzle of the previous one had been used up, so it was necessary to replace it with the one loaded 
on the other eagle ship. 


Jing Li led the eagle fleet to attack the other side's ships one by one by means of ramming and fire 
attack. 
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The other Eagle fleets also used similar tactics, but they did not have the combat power of Jing Li to 
board the enemy ship and suppress them. After the collision, they could only shoot at the opponent 
with bows and blunderbuss while hurriedly attacking the enemy ship with spray cannons. The ship 
sprayed oil outside its hull and ignited it with rockets after breaking away. Its lethality and destructive 
power were not as good as those of Jing Li's team. Sometimes the fire was not strong enough and would 
be extinguished by the enemies on the ship. However, this kind of fast attack also makes the opponent 
hurriedly dodge, exhausted, and unable to reorganize the formation. 


With his astonishing ability, Jing Li successfully burned four enemy medium-sized warships in succession; 
while still searching for the target, he raided more than a dozen small enemy ships. Every time he saw 
an opportunity, he jumped directly onto the opponent's small ship. On the deck, a few ups and downs 
would kill all the enemies above or force them into the water. Those who fell into the water would 
inevitably be massacred by the rebel sailors with crossbows or spears. 


While Jing Li was busy with the raid, Hu Linglan was kneeling on a larger rebel warship, taking advantage 
of the larger ship's higher advantage to shoot the enemy with her longbow. 


Although everyone on the ship was fighting hard, the sailors on the ship near her couldn't help but 
notice the female warrior's archery skills. Many of them have rich experience in water warfare, but they 
have never seen such an archer on a ship. 


God is so accurate. 


Whenever an enemy ship comes into range, Hu Linglan's muscular arms will raise her bow and fire 
continuously. In order to move more easily, she cut off both sleeves of her clothes, revealing her bronze 
arms wearing leather gauntlets. Every time she drew her bow, the beautiful muscle lines she drew 
amazed the soldiers who saw her. 


Hu Linglan's technique of drawing arrows from the sac at her waist and setting up the bow was very 
smooth, and she spent very little time aiming. By the time an average archer shot two arrows, she had 
already shot five arrows, and she needed to replenish her quiver faster than anyone else. But even so 
fast, the accuracy is still amazing. On average, almost one of every six or seven arrows fired will hit; and 
her aim was even higher when the enemy ship was smaller and had the advantage of the high ground, 
or when the ships were close together after a collision. 


3271 


——In such a strong wind, the sky was filled with arrows, bullets and fireworks; the hand-pulled 
longbow was used instead of a machine crossbow...it was so powerful! 


What is even more astonishing to her fellow soldiers is that Hu Linglan achieved this amazing shot while 
vomiting from time to time throughout the morning. She had not been in good condition since 
yesterday, and when she boarded the warship at night and set out for the ambush, she had already 
vomited everything she had eaten. After that, until the start of the battle, she had not eaten anything at 
all, and could only slowly drink water to replenish herself. 


Under such circumstances, she was still able to kill the enemy with her bow, what an amazing will and 
concentration. 


In a water battle, ships shoot crossbows and muskets at each other, which is a kind of mutual 
consumption. The winning side is usually the side that lasts longer and has fewer people unfortunately 
being shot. The stronger the suppression, the greater the chance of one's own survival. Hu Linglan's 
accurate divine arrows can often quickly damage the enemy's bow and gun formations in the shooting 
area, so her comrades near her are in less danger. 


They were all very lucky to be able to fight alongside this "Valkyrie". 


And the power of Hu Linglan's longbow doesn't stop there. Born in a samurai family of an island country 
with a strong naval force, she has a certain knowledge of warships. Every time she encounters a target, 
she can quickly identify the key people on the ship who should be targeted first, so she concentrates her 
rays on that location. Twice, she successfully shot and killed the helmsmen of the enemy ships. Although 
the enemy ships were replaced by sailors, they had caused a period of chaos and loss of control, and 
they became prey at the mercy of the rebel warships. As a result, the two enemy ships were destroyed 
by heavy artillery and sunk by warships. 


——Just like Jing Li's boarding assault, there are few warriors in the world who can achieve such great 
feats with just a bow. 


By this time, the damage to the Min 24 navy was getting more and more serious, and everywhere in 
front of and behind the cut-off fleet, there were rebel warships burning with black smoke, sinking slowly 
after being rammed, or drifting with the dead bodies of their crews. 
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Suddenly there were new volunteer ships arriving from the left and right, commanded by Xu Lian and 
Dai De Ru respectively. At the sight of the new enemies on both sides, the rebel sailors were even more 
scared. 


And that's not all. More than a dozen fleets appeared one after another on all sides of the battlefield. 
Each of them was led by a volunteer general, and they had been hiding on the lake since last night, 
waiting for an opportunity to attack. 


--Most of the generals are local bureaucrats who are not familiar with water warfare, but under Wang 
Shouren's arrangement, each of them has been assigned an experienced Zhangzhou sailor as his deputy, 
so that this luring attack will work seamlessly together. 


Each of the new fleets was actually very small, with about a hundred men and ten small boats, but all of 
them flew large battle flags on board to emphasize their appearance. The rebels could not tell the size of 
the fleet in the confusion, but only knew that the lake seemed to be filled with enemy ships in all 
directions at the moment, a sight that wiped out their last will to resist. The ship that Min 24 was riding 
on was the first to turn around and flee. Other ships under his command also panicked and fled to all 
sides of the lake. 


The rebel warships that originally rushed ahead were the most miserable, the direction of turning back 
had been cut off by the troops of the Xing Xun, and the Wu Wending and Yu En's fleet in front of them 
that originally wanted to chase and attack had come to turn around and counter-attack at the moment, 
and all the ships were sandwiched in the middle, and the ones that could really escape were very few, 
and the rest were either annihilated or stopped their ships to surrender. 


Min Twenty-four was fortunate that the lucky boat he was on stayed behind, so he was able to turn 
around and escape in time. When he first attacked, he thanked the sky for sending him a favorable 
wind, but now that he was running away in the opposite direction, he kept cursing the north wind in his 
heart. 


The other large blessed ship was Mien 24's secondary ship, and at this time also barely turned back, and 
was following Mien 24 a few dozen yards back, also struggling to navigate. 


"Go after them!" Xing Xun, the prefect of Ganzhou, ordered the sailors to drive his warships to catch up 
with the enemy general's mate who was lagging behind. The Haicang boat that Xingxun rode was 
smaller than the Fu boat, but when the wind was light or the wind direction was not favorable, its 
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mobility and speed were higher than that of the Fu boat. At this moment, under the instructions of 
Master Xing, the sailors used their full strength to operate the Haicang boat to pursue them, and 
gradually began to close the distance. 


--In normal times, this large ship with heavy firepower would have been protected by many small and 
medium-sized ships; but after the fire attack of Jing Liand the attack of Hu Linglan's fleet, its escort ships 
had been cut down to less than half, and now everyone was fleeing in fear, and the rest of the escort 
ships were even more incapable of taking care of each other. Therefore, the main ship of the battle was 
completely exposed to the enemy's pursuit. 


"Don't fire!" Xing Xun ordered to the bow of the ship at this time. At this distance, the artillery on the 
bow of the Haicang ship could have easily hit the Fu ship, but Xing Xun stopped it. ——What a great 
opportunity, he wants to capture this precious warship! 


There was a team of ten soldiers on the Haicang ship, standing behind the thick planks for cover and 
preparing. Yan Heng and Tong Jing were also among them. They both had drawn swords in their hands, 
and Tong Jing's left hand was holding the tied hook rope. 


The rebel Na Fu Chuan dodged left and right, trying to get away from Xing Xun's Haicang Ship, but 
Haicang Ship was far more agile than it, and not only could it not get away, but the distance was 
suddenly shortened. 


On the high-slung stern of the Fu ship, the rebel sailors tried to fire crossbows to prevent the enemy 
from approaching, but Xing Xun's men were well prepared and fired back at him from behind the cover, 
making them evenly matched. 


At this time, the Haicang ship finally caught up and rammed the stern side of the Fu ship with its bow. 
Both ships suffered a shock and vibration. The rebel sailors took the opportunity to throw ropes, hooks 
and nets, boarded the lucky boat, and pulled each other together. 


Yan Heng quickly boarded the ship with the ten sailors. The hull of the Haicang ship was originally 
shorter than the Fu ship, but Yan Heng relied on his light body jumping ability to board the Fu ship 
without the help of his hands. The others climbed up on their hands and knees pulling hooks and ropes. 
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The rebels already knew the opponent's intentions. Although Yan Heng boarded the ship extremely 
quickly, as soon as he boarded the ship, five or six enemies armed with spears and long-handled 
machetes attacked from the narrow ship's side walkway. 


They caught a glimpse of the young enemy, who was wearing only minimal armor and holding a strange 
ancient sword, one long and one short. 


It was the first time and the last time they saw such a special "soldier" in their lives. 


Yan Heng's double swords rolled up the wind and blood, opening up a space on the deck of the enemy 
ship, allowing the ten comrades who followed him to form a combat formation. 


"Follow me." Yan Heng said coldly, approaching the other enemies on the deck first. 


At the same time, a pair of iron hooks with ropes flew upward from the bow of the Haicang ship and 
hooked the tall stern of the Fu ship. 


Tong Jing pulled hard, and with her legs jumping, her body was as light as a swallow flying towards the 


top of the stern of the boat. This is the Kongtong School's "Destroy the Heart" taught by Lian Feihong. It 
relies entirely on the seamless coordination of the body, hands and feet to produce such a miraculous 


"flying" effect. 


At the highest point, Tong Jing let go of the rope with her left hand, but her body continued to rise 
upwards, crossing the height of the stern of the ship. The crossbowmen gathered on the aft platform 
were about to shoot at Yan Heng and the others on the inner deck when the sky turned dark and a small 
figure appeared above them for no apparent reason. 


Before they could turn their weapons toward the sky, the small blade of the Swift Bee Sword had 
already fallen. 


On the deck of the lucky ship, the number of rebel sailors who died under the "male and female dragon 
and tiger swords" had increased to fourteen. The rest, together with the sailors in charge of the ship, 
were so frightened that they gathered in a corner, abandoned their weapons and surrendered. 
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The rebels who followed Yan Heng took the opportunity to occupy the door leading to the ship building 
and threw several chimneys inside. 


The remaining crossbowmen and artillerymen who were hiding in the ship building could not withstand 
the rapidly accumulating thick smoke indoors and rushed out with all their strength, but were killed one 
by one by the rebels without being able to see anything. The remaining people shouted to surrender, 
threw their weapons from the gun holes in the ship's building, and ran out smoking while holding their 
heads. They were all captured. 


Just so quickly, the heavy warship that Zhu Chenhao spent a lot of money to buy, together with the 
artillery armament on the ship, fell into the hands of Wang Shouren's rebels intact. 


Min Ersi and his remaining troops were chased by Wang Shouren's navy for more than ten miles before 
they could escape. After a while, more than half of the soldiers and ships were damaged, and the 
situation was tragic. 


In fact, only about 2,000 soldiers were killed and captured by the volunteers, while over 10,000 others 
fell into the lake and drowned during the chaos of escape and the impact of the volunteers, and the 
whole lake in the area of the war zone was covered with floating corpses and wrecks of the pirates’ 
ships. Some of the ships were captured by the volunteers, which further enriched the navy. 


In the afternoon of 24th, the main force of King Ning's army entered Poyang Lake, but they were 
greeted by the defeated vanguard. The rebels regrouped and retreated to Bazhong on the southeastern 
shore, and Zhu Chenhao hurriedly sent fast ships to Jiujiang and Nankang, calling the defenders who 
stayed in the two places to gather and prepare for the final battle. 


At the same time, Wang Shouren's army also had to regroup and rest. This morning's battle was short 
but fierce, plus the previous night march, the generals were extremely exhausted, they must recuperate 
and prepare for tomorrow's battle. 


After finding out that Zhu Chenhao's army had gathered on the other side and had mobilized troops 
from Jiujiang and Nankang to support the battle, Wang Shouren, Liu Xun and the generals of the rebel 
army knew that there was no longer any strategy to defeat the enemy, and the only way was to fight 
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head-on. Wang Shouren sent two small-scale troops to unite local civilians to recapture Nankang and 
Jiujiang, so as to cut off the retreat of King Ning's army, but other than that, he had no other clever plan. 


--Tomorrow. The final battle. 


Compared to before, his heart had settled down. He had done everything he could, and he would leave 
the rest to the heavens. 


--Loyal to my heart, | am already worthy of heaven and earth. 


Zhu Chenhao was now standing on the commander ship, looking at the scenery of Poyang Lake. One 
hundred and fifty-six years ago, his great founding ancestor, Emperor Taizu, defeated his mortal enemy, 
Chen Yougong, and pacified the south of the Yangtze River, laying the foundation of the Ming Dynasty. 


--Perhaps this is a revelation: |, too, must be tested here before | can seize the world that is mine. ...... 


He knew that there was no room for reservations in this battle. Now he regrets the mistake he made 
before, that is, he always thought to leave room for safety to win, so he attacked Anqing and delayed to 
use the military corps, and returned to Nanchang and expected to rely on Min 24's vanguard to strangle 
Wang Shouren, but the result was a repeated failure. Zhu Chenhao does not want to admit, but he 
knows in his heart his own weakness: born as a vassal king, enjoying wealth and prosperity, he always 
lacked every time to give up everything to fight. No matter how boldly he talks, he can't change this 
habit. 


--But this time it's different....... God, give me one more chance. | will prove my determination. 


So he offered the last weapon: property. Zhu Chenhao took out all the treasure boxes he had brought 
with him and promised a reward to the whole army: in the decisive battle tomorrow, those who bravely 
charge forward will be rewarded with a thousand taels of silver; those who were injured in the battle 
will be rewarded with a hundred taels of silver. 


As soon as the announcement was made, the heart of the army, which had been broken and dispersed 
due to the successive defeats, immediately coalesced again. After all, most of the generals and soldiers 
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who joined the Ning King's army were outlaws, and their eyes were on wealth and power, so they 
thought it was worth to gamble with their lives when they could earn such a reward in one day. 


Both sides of the vast navy, on both sides of Poyang Lake, prepared for battle, quietly waiting for the 
arrival of July 25th. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 203 Chapter 8 The Dragon Tiger Duel 


Ye Chenyuan never imagined in his life that he would be on a stage like today. 


The warship, like a giant beast on the water, broke through the waves and rode the wind at full speed 
on the lake as wide as the sea. Standing on the deck, Ye Chenyuan's long, half-white hair was blown 
back like a raging flame, revealing his thin, pale and cold face, as well as the two lines of tattoos with 
runes that had faded with age. 


His black clothes were swirling in the wind at the bow of the ship, just like the raven's wings flapping 
rapidly, giving the wrong impression that he was about to fly up from the deck at any time. 


The atmosphere on the ship was very solemn. The twenty warriors of the "Thunder Fire Team" who 
were on guard with Ye Chenyuan on the bow deck were all his selected masters. Although the Fuchuan 
was so huge, it could only carry eighty people because of the large number of weapons and ammunition 
on board. 


Apart from the sailors who steer the ship, the soldiers who operate the artillery, and the archers and 
crossbowmen, the remaining close combat positions were assigned by Ye Chenyuan to the more 
powerful "Thunder Fire Soldiers". Also due to the limit on the number of people on each ship, the 
remaining 300 people of the "Thunder Fire Team", like other warrior regiments of King Ning's army, 
were dispersed and sent to each ship to enrich the strength of the ship's defense and fighting. 


At this time, there was a roar, and the hull of the Fuzhou ship shook violently. It was the heavy Daifa 
tribute gun on the bow that opened fire. 


The large and medium-sized warships of King Ning's naval vanguard force, which were charging at the 
forefront, fired their guns one after another, creating a deafening continuous loud noise, like a series of 
thunders erupting on the lake. The light from the fire made the surrounding lake waves reflect bright 
red. Smoke flew in the wind. 


This shelling also means that traces of enemy ships have appeared in front. 


The enemy was still far away, but the vanguard commander Min Twenty-four ordered the ships in front 
to fire the first round of artillery fire to have a shocking effect. 


3279 


The moment of battle came sooner than expected, because the north wind blew stronger today than 
yesterday. Ning Wang's navy took advantage of the tailwind and sailed at a very high speed, and soon 
caught up with Wang Shouren's fleet. 


Each burst of cannon fire caused Ye Chenyuan to experience a painful hallucination in his broken left 
arm. The light of the cannons flashed into his sharp eyes. 


He had not forgotten how the cannons had taken away his arm and Wudang. 


Ironically, today he has to ride on the power of artillery fire to advance and fight. 


--In order to restore the future of the Wudang Sect. 


The "Thunderbolt Soldiers" beside him were not as ambitious, but they had similar aspirations: they 
wanted to be rewarded by the King of Ning, but they were also fighting for their own futures. Each of 
these martial artists had worked hard in their own schools, and although they had not become first-rate 
masters, they had come to work for the King because they did not want to bury their skills. They do not 
want to become criminals and spend the rest of their lives in hiding and anonymity. Rather than live in 
hiding, they would rather gamble and win this battle with all their might. 


The other martial arts armies were all engaged in their own battle lines: Shang Chengyu led the "Iron 
Mountain Team" to serve as King Ning's personal guards on the main commanding ship; Yao Lianzhou 
and the "Green Wings Team" rode on the King Ning's secondary ship to serve as the main ship's backup 
and to support the second wave of the attack at any time; and Wu Jihong led the "Xuanlin Team" to ride 
on speedboats to make a daredevil attack on the enemy line. 


Ye Chenyuan stood on the main ship of the vanguard army. He was only personally responsible for 
leading the melee attack and defense, and had no position of commanding the fleet - the commander of 
the total attack was the water pirate Mien 24, who was on the ship behind him. Ye Chenyuan did not 
care about this. He had always known that he lacked the ability to lead the troops of "the enemy of ten 
thousand", and that his whole life's talent and blood and sweat had been paid on the sword skills of "the 
enemy of one". Apart from waving his sword at the front and leading his soldiers to kill, he did not have 
any other tactics, nor did he have any research on strategy and maneuvering. Ye Chenyuan has no idea 
about the majestic rank of "Flying Falcon General". 
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He only knew that today was the time for his sword to be stained with blood again. He is determined to 
wield the "Sword of Fire" until victory. 


——lf cutting down a hundred is not enough, cut down two hundred. Five hundred. A thousand. Until 
the enemy is completely defeated. 


After absorbing the lessons from yesterday's defeat, Min Twenty-four was very cautious in today's 
decisive battle. Before setting off from Ba Zi Nao, he had repeatedly ordered the commanders of each 
fleet to unite and act according to orders. They must not panic or abandon the formation because of 
greed for credit. 


The wind was stronger and smoother that day, and the vanguard fleet of King Ning's navy more than 
doubled in number, firepower and military strength from yesterday, including the troops originally 
stationed in Jiujiang and Nankang. The ships did not make the same mistake as yesterday. They did not 
rush ahead because of the favorable wind and the large number of ships on their side. Watching Wang 
Shouren's rebel fleet appear, they still maintained their formation and approached their opponents 
neatly. 


On the opposite side of the lake, Wu Wending, who once again served as the vanguard of the rebel 
army, saw the opponent's solid formation from a distance on the bow of the boat and knew that it was 
very different from yesterday's enemy. He held the hilt of the knife, knowing full well that there would 
be a tough battle ahead of him. 


The scale of today's battle is different. Jing Li no longer rides the small eagle ship of yesterday, but 
chooses the larger Mengchong battle ship. Mengchong is much larger than the Eagle Ship, and is better 
protected and armed. The entire hull is covered with rawhide, which can withstand fire. The ship is long 
and narrow, and the speed is not slow. It has both sails and oars, you can sail and ride the wind for long 
distances, and for short distances, you can rely on paddling to accelerate and attack the opponent. 


At this moment, Jing Li's Mengchong was sailing parallel to the left side of Wu Wending's big warship - 
this big warship was the rebel ship captured by Xing Xun, Yan Heng and Tong Jing yesterday, and was 
deployed for Wu Wending to use as the commanding ship on the front line because of its strong 
firepower and sturdy hull. 
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Jing Li looked up and saw his wife, Hu Linglan, standing on top of the ship, now holding her longbow and 
looking at the situation behind the fender, and when she noticed her husband's gaze, she did not wave 
her hand, but only slightly raised her chin to indicate. Jing Li also made the same gesture. They looked at 
each other from a distance and smiled. -- We will go back together. 


At this time, Wu Wending ordered the soldiers to blow the horn and wave the flag to change the 
formation. All the big ships with heavy firepower took the battle first, while Jing Li's spoeedboats stayed a 
bit behind, waiting for the battle to start before charging out of the chaos to make a surprise attack. 


As the ship slowed down a bit, Hu Linglan's silhouette dwindled down in front of Jing Li, and she was the 
first to break into the enemy's fire net. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing were still riding on the Hai Chang ship commanded by Mr. Xing Xun, which is 
also one of the ships with stronger firepower, so they and the rest of the hundreds of ships closely 
followed Wu Wending's main ship forward. The two of them crouched down behind the protective 
boards, holding each other's hands tightly. 


"After this battle, | don't want to ride in a boat anymore." Tong Jing's body trembled uneasily as he 
listened to the sound of the guns ahead. 


--In front of that terrible firearm, no matter how talented and diligent a martial artist is, he can only rely 
on his luck to survive. Thinking about this, she couldn't help but be afraid. 


"What nonsense is this?" Yan Heng smiled: "You are Miss Tong of the Minjiang Gang. When you return 
to Sichuan in the future, there will be many ships waiting for you to manage." 


"Bah, | don't want it." Tong Jing said. When she heard the words "Return to Sichuan", her heart warmed 
and her fear subsided. "| don't want to worry about the Minjiang Gang. | want to live in the mountains. 
Qingcheng Mountain." 


Yan Heng held her hand, shook it, nodded and said: 


"It's agreed." 
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The real battle between the two armies began at this moment. Both sides fired their guns at the same 
time. 


With the advantage of tailwind and speed, the cannonballs fired from the bow of the rebel warships had 
a better range and power than those of the volunteers. In addition, the overall power of the rebel ships 
was stronger than that of the volunteers, and they kept the formation to fire at the same time. The first 
round of firing and the fire net of the rebels were amazing, and more than a dozen ships were hit at 
once, and some of the smaller warships were overturned by the rapid waves created by the shelling into 
the sea! 


Even Wu Wending, who is usually calm and brave, was moved by this destructive force. 


--So strong! 


This was the first time that Wang Shouren's army had encountered such a serious blow in the twelve 
days since it had been deployed. 


After reloading, the two armies moved closer together and a second round of shelling broke out. This 
time, due to the different firing time of each ship, the artillery net of King Ning's army was not as neat 
and dense as the first one, but the successive shelling continued, and more volunteers' ships were 
victimized. Some of them were broken by shells on one side of the hull, and immediately capsized; some 
of them were hit on the deck and masts, and lost control of the ship and spun around in the lake. 
Several medium-sized ships slowed down after being hit, which made Wu Wending's charging ships 
begin to be a bit disorganized. 


At Wu Wending's urging, the commander on the command ship waved his flag, urging the ships to keep 
in line and not to panic, otherwise there would be a repeat of yesterday's battle on the lake, only that 
the roles of the two sides would be exchanged! 


--Only by staying together and protecting each other will there be a way to survive! 


Wu Wending drew his machete from his waist and walked towards the front of the boat, ignoring the 
flying shells. 
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At the rear of the volunteer commander's ship, the observers on the masthead saw the battle in front of 
them, and they shouted down to send a telegram to inform Wang Shouren. 


Wang Shouren had known that it would be a tough battle today, but he did not expect to encounter 
danger as soon as the battle started. Although he had been standing quietly in the ship's building, his 
clothes under his armor were already drenched in sweat, as if he had gone to the front line himself. 


--Mr. Wu, please be sure to hold on! 


Wang Shouren gave the order, and the ships at the rear of the volunteer's battle formation accelerated 
their speed, and at the same time blew their horns to signal to the friendlies in front of them: Wang 
Dutang ordered us to meet the enemy, and not to retreat! 


At the same time, Zhu Chenhao, who was on the main ship of the rebels, was so excited that he waved 
his fist in front of the window of the ship's building and shouted out of the window: 


"Go! All of them! Let's kill them all in one go! Feed Wang Shouren to the fishes!" The oblivious Zhu 
Chenhao had now lost the proper bearing of a king, because for the first time since his campaign, he 
finally saw that his own army had a clear upper hand. Planning to seize the throne for more than ten 
years, painstakingly constructing such a large army, gathering civil officials and military generals, King 
Ning originally thought that once he started, it would be like a breakthrough, and the throne would be 
within his reach, but he never imagined that it would be so difficult to start; now he finally hopes to 
defeat Wang Shouren in one go, and no one can stop him from occupying the south of the Yangtze 
River, and the path to the world will be opened once again, and his excitement could not be suppressed 
any longer. 


However, Shang Chengyu, who was guarding behind the King of Ning with his guards from the "Iron 
Mountain Team", just watched the situation quietly and did not appear to be so excited. The successive 
setbacks of King Ning's army made him not too optimistic. He is not superstitious about luck, but has 
begun to see where his side's weaknesses lie, and this is related to the time he failed to capture and kill 
the Six Swords of Broken Door. On that day, Shang Chengyu's siege of the Six Swords of Broken Door 
could be said to be flawless, but in the end, it was ruined by a group of villagers who threw stones at 
him. While returning from his defeat, he was thinking and came to a conclusion: the biggest difference 
between us and the other side is that we don't have that kind of faith. An army without faith is an army 
that fights only for itself. 
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--And that includes him. 


It was this "human" difference that made them unable to capture the small Anqing for a long time, and 
also caused Nanchang to change hands overnight; even the extremely united army on the other side 
was simply conjured up out of thin air by the "human" Wang Shouren. 


It is the greatest misfortune for the army of the King of Ning to have met Wang Shouren. In the past in 
Wudang Mountain, Shang Chengyu had wondered why there should be another Yao Lianzhou in the 
world; now Wang Shouren has given him a similar feeling. 


Now he felt a little regretful about joining Prince Ning's Mansion. But it was useless to think about it. 
Now everything is not over, he can only gamble on it. 


Shang Chengyu never prayed for good luck in his career as a warrior. But at this moment he sincerely 
hoped that luck would come his way. 


——A cannonball, a bullet or a stray arrow... as long as it hits Wang Shouren, the enemy will collapse. 
This is not impossible to happen... 


Min Twenty-four, who was at the front, saw that the battle situation was favorable, and he vomited his 
anger at yesterday's defeat. He hurriedly ordered all ships to speed up loading and firing, so as to inflict 
maximum damage on the enemy formation before entering close combat! 


--If | win this battle, | will go down in history! 


Everyone on the deck cheered for the artillery, while the archers and musketeers were busy preparing 
for the next shot. Only Ye Chenyuan still stood quietly, his body bearing the shock of another cannon fire 
from the warship. 


Wu Wending rushed to the bow of the lucky ship at this time, holding his sword high and urging: "Let go 
again!" He had heard the order from the rear and knew Lord Wang's decision: he must not retreat, he 
must fight to the death! 
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The sailors operating this lucky boat and artillery were all sailors from Zhangzhou, Fujian Province. They 
had experience in fighting Japanese pirates. Although it was not a large-scale war like this, they were 
already accustomed to being able to concentrate on operating the boat during crises. Fu Chuan braved 
the enemy's artillery fire and led other vanguard warships to continue to advance. 


Hu Linglan, who was on the port side of the ship, was all wet from the seawater blasted by the artillery 
fire. The shell landed on the sea only about ten feet away from the ship's side, almost blowing Hu 
Linglan and the nearby bowmen into the sea. She climbed onto the guardrail and looked ahead. The 
shadows of numerous enemy ships were already approaching. She was ready to unleash yesterday's 
magic shot again. 


Of course, King Ning's fleet was not unscathed. Several larger warships were hit by bullets, and five of 
them were sinking. But in comparison, their losses were far less than their opponents. The morale of the 
soldiers at the forefront of King Ning's army was extremely high - win this battle, get the rich reward, 
and be famous! 


Jing Li was bare-chested and wearing only a short hakama, as he did yesterday, but he expected the 
battle to be more intense than yesterday, and since the ship on which he was riding today was taller and 
would be easier to board, he brought with him a heavier two-handed imitation Japanese saber as his 
main weapon, and put on armor for his arms and shoulders. 


Hu Linglan, who was on the port side of the ship, was all wet from the seawater blasted by the artillery 
fire. The shell landed on the sea only about ten feet away from the ship's side, almost blowing Hu 
Linglan and the nearby bowmen into the sea. She climbed onto the guardrail and looked ahead. The 
shadows of numerous enemy ships were already approaching. She was ready to unleash yesterday's 
magic shot again. 


Of course, King Ning's fleet was not unscathed. Several larger warships were hit by bullets, and five of 
them were sinking. But in comparison, their losses were far less than their opponents. The morale of the 
soldiers at the forefront of King Ning's army was extremely high - win this battle, get generous rewards, 
and stand out! 


At this time, hundreds of large and small warships began to alternate and change formations, with 
constant flashes of gunfire and swarms of passing arrows in the middle. If you look down from above 
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the southeastern waters of Poyang Lake at this moment, you will see a beautiful picture of countless 
sails changing and intertwining. 


It is also a picture full of killing and death. 


The sailors on the warships tried their best to operate the sails and oars, chasing the enemy ships 
without giving in, and striving for favorable angles for shooting and firing. The ship turned to the losing 
side, and the soldiers on board could only watch death inevitably come. 


After getting into a closer distance, the sailors would use fireballs and fire bricks to throw at the enemy 
ships with all their strength, or use large nozzles to pour heavy oil on the enemy ships, and then launch 
rockets to ignite them. After a while, warships on both sides were set on fire, and some soldiers who 
were on fire jumped into the water with howls. 


"Charge over!" Xing Xun commanded his fleet to use oars to accelerate over a short distance and rush 
into the enemy's warships. Braving the flying arrows and fireballs, the volunteer warships each looked 
for ships smaller than their own, directly collided with them, and sank them; or they could get close to 
them and forcibly board the ships to attack, so as to even the gap in the artillery firepower between the 
two sides. 


The Haicang ship that Xing Xun was riding on aimed at an enemy ship that was larger than his own and 
rushed towards it. The rebel high-rise ship was very tall and covered with blunderbuss windows. It had 
great firepower, but the hull was not very flexible. The Haicang ship cut through the waves and bumped 
into the side of the high-rise ship. The rebel sailors waved their weapons like they did yesterday. Use the 
hook to restrain the opponent. 


——tThe reason why this Haicang ship is so active in forcing melee combat is of course because it has 
unusual "weapons" on board! 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing both darted out from the Haicang ship and easily climbed onto the deck of the 
enemy ship. Yan Heng quickly drew his short sword "Tiger Pike" with his back hand and rushed into a 
group of archers, and before they could shoot, the simple and broad blade of the sword attacked them 
with a tiger-like aura, and one by one they became lambs under the tiger's claws! 
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At the same time, Tong Jing also drew her Swift Bee Sword on the deck and swept the battlefield, 
opening up a space for the volunteer sailors who were attacking from behind. At that moment, about 
ten rebel soldiers came from the other end of the ship and attacked Tong Jing! 


Tong Jing knew at just one glance that some of the enemy soldiers were unusual: the weapons they 
used were relatively sophisticated and rare; each of them had unusual skills; the black uniforms with red 
edges they wore were also exceptionally neat. 


Tong Jing is no stranger to such enemies of Prince Ning's Mansion: they are the opponent's warrior 
corps, and she has fought against them twice in the past. 


She has experienced many fierce battles during this period, and her on-the-spot judgment and reaction 
abilities have greatly improved. As soon as she knew that her opponent had changed from an ordinary 
soldier to martial artists, she changed her mind to a different set of tactics, and moved with her body, 
taking two steps to meet them! 


The "Thunder Fire Soldier" of the Ning King's House, who was originally from the Tongzhu School that 
specializes in fast swords, was a bit shocked to see that the visitor was a girl, and she was also using a 
long and thin saber that rarely appeared on the battlefield, but she didn't have time to think about it, 
and rushed forward to take the fight with her willow leaf saber! 


As soon as Tong Jing's sword moved, the "Thunder Fire Soldier" immediately responded, vigorously 
swinging the back of his saber to block it, hoping to distort or dislodge Tong Jing's lightweight blade in 
one fell swoop. However, Tong Jing's swinging of the sword was in fact only a virtual move of the 
"Flower Technique - Half Hand, One Heart" taught by Li Fei Hong, her body had not been activated at all. 
As soon as the "Thunder Fire Soldier" of the Tongzhu Sect raised his saber, Tong Jing saw the right time 
to spit out a real move, the "Swift Bee Sword" thunderbolt pierced through the side of the neck of the 
"Thunder Fire Soldier", and as soon as the tip of the sword stabbed into the side of the soldier, the saber 
was immediately retracted, and Tong Jing also jumped away, avoiding the final counterattack of the 
enemy who was on the verge of dying by swinging his saber. 


It was a very simple feint to lure the enemy, but with Tong Jing's strong body control and swift sword 
speed, the opponent had no chance at all. 


--This was also the first time that Tong Jing had used false feints on the battlefield in the past few days, 
simply because she could not use them against ordinary soldiers, who lacked the eyesight to see false 
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feints, and would not be tricked into reacting at all; Tong Jing only needed to use the simplest and most 
direct fast swords to suppress them; it was only when facing such martial artists that she had to switch 
to this skill-demanding tactic, which had taken her years of practice. 


Tong Jing took the lead with her sword, and the original momentum of those "Thunder Fire Soldiers" 
was suppressed. They had long heard that there were some extremely powerful warriors in the enemy 
army who once made a big fuss in Prince Ning's Mansion. Even Shang Chengyu led the "Tieshan Team" 
to ambush them and still failed to return; the "Thunder Fire Team" itself had once attacked Anqing City 
Having suffered a huge loss from the "Golden Body Ghost" (Monk Yuanxing), and had already had some 
shadow in its heart. 


--It seems that this woman is one of them! 


But on this ship surrounded by water, they have no way out but to fight. All the martial artists gathered 
their spirit and attacked Tong Jing again! 


It's just that their martial arts skills are inferior to those who are talented, have received orthodox 
training from the Qingcheng Sect and the Kongtong Sect of the "Nine Major Sects", have inadvertently 
absorbed the Wudang swordsmanship and the secret method of Lei Jiudi, the master of the secret sect, 
and have experienced many battles with masters. 


When Tong Jing stabbed the third "Thunder Fire Soldier", the Qingcheng faction's "Male and Female 
Dragon and Tiger Swords" appeared from their left rear, accelerating their defeat. 


Yan Heng and Tong Jing had no time to clear the enemy ship, after eliminating the resistance on the 
deck, the sailors of the righteous army ignited the fire bricks into the cabin of the ship, and when they 
were sure that it was difficult to extinguish the fire bricks, they took off and jumped back to the Hai 
Chong ship, and their comrades lifted the hooks and ropes and sailed the ship away, leaving behind the 
building ship that was burning fiercely, and the remnants of the sailors who were constantly wailing and 
jumping into the water, and continued to look for the next target. 


Many of the ships in the front line of the volunteers also used this method of fighting in close quarters. 
However, today's situation was different from yesterday's. Many of the enemy's larger warships were 
guarded by martial arts warriors, and not every ship of the volunteers had the fighting strength of Yan 
Heng and Tong Jing. As a result, many of the volunteers who successfully boarded the ships not only 
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failed to capture them, but also became the sacrifices of the Ning royal family's martial artists. Some of 
the ships were even destroyed by the enemy's attack. 


The situation of the water battle did not change because of the close combat, and the King Ning's army 
still had the upper hand. 


Hu Linglan kept drawing her bow and firing arrows from the ship. Her archery skills were still as good as 
yesterday, but due to the strong gunfire of the enemy fleet, Wu Wending's vanguard ship did not move 
as freely as yesterday, and often dodged the enemy's fire nets in great danger, so it was also difficult to 
grasp the favorable attack position, and Hu Linglan's chances of hitting the important posts of the 
enemy ship were also greatly reduced. 


At this time, a rebel speedboat collided with the Fuzhou ship from the side. Several very skilled soldiers 
on the boat used hook ropes to catch the side of the Fuzhou ship, and quickly climbed up to the deck to 
attack! 


Hearing the sound of a fight breaking out on the ship, Hu Linglan immediately put down her longbow, 
picked up the saber she had placed aside, unsheathed it, and hurried to the place where the battle was 
taking place. 


When she arrived, the body of the third volunteer sailor had already fallen to the ground. 


Hu Linglan saw that the four invading enemies were fully clothed in black armor, holding fine sabers and 
swords, and were obviously also martial artists, precisely the "Xuanlin Team" under Wu Ji Hong's 
command! 


When they were proudly slaughtering the rebel sailors, they suddenly saw this tall beauty carrying a 
Japanese sword appear. They were stunned for a moment, but the next moment they remembered 
that, last month in Ganjiang, after General Wu's failed attempt to kill Wang Shouren, they had heard 
from the other Xuanlin soldiers who had survived the battle that there was such a formidable woman 
among the enemies... ... 


But they did not have much time to prepare. Hu Linglan's saber was already raised. 
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The "Yin Liu - Yan Fei" move, though performed with an imitation Japanese saber that was much lighter 
than the Nodachi, was still powerful enough to send shivers down the spine of the enemy. 


There were several "Xuanlin soldiers" who were dragging the speedboat on the side of the lucky ship 

with hook ropes below and were about to climb up. At this time, they looked up and saw the body of 
their comrades who had already boarded the enemy ship, thrown out from the side of the ship above 
them like dolls! 


This kind of power completely deterred them from continuing to board the ship. The sailors on the Fu 
boat took the opportunity to reorganize their defense and fired a volley of crossbows at the speed boat 
below. Two "Xuanlin soldiers" screamed when they were hit by arrows. The sailors on the speed boat 
hurriedly gave up their hooks and retreated. 


Although the enemy boats were successfully repelled, the vanguard main battleship was still not out of 
danger, and still had to dodge left and right between enemy fire. 


Wu Wending, who stood behind the cannon on the bow of the ship, raised his sword high without 
evasion and continued to direct the ships to charge. 


——Blow me into powder if you can! 


Although the rebels are currently seriously damaged, there is still a chance of reversal: 


Judging from the general situation of the ship formations of both sides, the formation of King Ning's 
army is biased towards the front and the tail - this is because Zhu Chenhao promised a heavy reward to 
the soldiers who charged in front. 


Therefore, more ships have joined the ranks of the vanguard. 


This formation of law seeks to suppress and win the battle in one fell swoop, which is also in line with 
the firepower advantage of King Ning's warships; 


But on the other hand, if the volunteers can break through the strong vanguard of King Ning's army and 
penetrate deep into the core of the opponent's ship formation, they can cause great damage inside, and 
it is not impossible to even kill King Ning himself with one blow. 
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However, at this moment, as the volunteers are constantly consuming, this breakthrough is like pushing 
forward inch by inch, only to see whose formation breaks down first, and who can outlast the other 
side. 


This is a contest of the total will of 100,000 men. 


In order to dampen the opponent's fighting spirit, the volunteers’ ships rushed out and concentrated on 
attacking the opponent's vanguard general's warships, trying to break the enemy's fighting spirit with 
one blow. 


However, Min 24th's Fuchuan was very well armed, and the artillery at the front and sides was very 
threatening. The strong Fuchuan was not afraid of collision, so the volunteers' boats were unable to 
resist in the ship battle. 


They also tried to force their way onto the deck of the ship, which turned out to be an even bigger 
mistake. 


Because there was a black bloodthirsty demon living on that ship. 


Ye Chenyuan, who connected the ship's mast with a long rope behind his back, waved the "Lihuo Sword" 
on the side of the ship, adding another line of blood stains on the deck. 


The soldiers on the ship were busy throwing the piled corpses of those who died under the Wudang 
Sword into the sea, otherwise they would block the passage on the deck. 


On the upper deck of the ship, Mien 24 saw the magic sword that this "Flying Falcon General" had just 
displayed on the deck. He has always been at odds with the Wudang sect members of the Ning King's 

residence, but at this moment, he could not help but touch the scar on his head, and was glad that Ye 
Chenyuan was guarding the main battle ship. 


More and more ships caught fire in the melee. Unfortunately, one of the volunteer warships was hit by a 
fireball on the ammunition of the bow gun, the front half of the ship exploded and the huge fireball rose 
to the sky. The entire surface of the lake turned yellowish-red, as if even the water was on fire. 
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It was a hellish scene. 


The generals of King Ning's army were extremely motivated to fight. They are now putting their lives on 
the line, thinking not only of the immediate abundance of gold, but also of the fact that after winning 
this battle, the King of Ning's army will sweep across the south of the Yangtze River, and then they will 
be able to loot and rape every city they enter; in the future, the king's father will really ascend to the 
throne, and if he is lucky, he will be awarded a vassal and a prime minister, and if he is not lucky, he will 
be able to become a government official and become prosperous, and he will be able to divide up the 
fields and land. They think it is worth it to use their lives to gain a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to get 
ahead. 


On the other side of the rebel army, 80% of the soldiers were villagers. They came to protect their 
homeland and were inspired by Wang Shouren to unite into an army. Most of them won't receive any 
rewards if they win, and they will only receive a military salary to return to their hometown and 
continue farming. No one fights only for himself. At this moment, they were at a disadvantage. Their 
fighting spirit was not as sharp as the enemy's, but they were able to withstand the blow tenaciously. 
Because they know that if they retreat here, many people in their hometown will suffer. 


——We fight so that others don’t have to fight. 


Wu Wending's vanguard main ship was attacked by another round at this moment. The bow of the ship 
was hit by an enemy fireball and burned! 


The fireball exploded on the forward side of the ship, and the oil-soaked debris splashed in front of Wu 
Wending, catching his thick beard on fire. Wu Wending calmly put out the fire with his left hand, only to 
see that a large part of his beard had been burnt and smoked. However, he did not show the slightest 
fear, and only looked at the place where the ship was hit by the fireball, and saw that the bottom of the 
bow was still burning. 


"Mr. Wu, retreat quickly——" A sailor stretched out his hand to pull Wu Wending. The bow of the ship is 
equipped with a powerful large-power tribute cannon, and there is a lot of ammunition stored next to it. 
It can be affected by the flames at any time. 


Wu Wending pushed him away hard. 
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"No retreat! The same goes for the artillery, keep firing!" Wu Wending scratched the deck with his 
sword. "Whoever steps back from this line, | will kill!" 


The sailors at the bow of the ship were shocked. Knowing that Mr. Wu had orders, they sent out 
manpower to extinguish the fire while continuing to operate the cannon to fire at the enemy. 


Wu Wending stood still, raised his sword to the sky again, and shouted to the messenger at the rear: 
"Sound the horn again!" 


The two messengers were also shocked by Wu Wending. They suppressed the fear in their hearts and 
raised the horn with trembling hands. They blew it with all their strength and called on the ships to 
continue charging with the burning main warship. 


The soldiers on the rebel warships nearby looked over when they heard the sound of the trumpet, and 
saw a scene they would never forget: on the burning prow of the ship, the fierce general Wu Wending, 
whose armor and beard was blackened and whose body was smoking, raised his sword high, motionless 
as a mountain, eyes looking straight ahead. 


This sight re-infused the rebels with fighting spirit and energy. Each ship did not hesitate to take risks, 
maintained a position to cover each other, and tried its best to break through the enemy's vanguard! 


At this time, Min Ersi realized something was wrong. But before he had time to mobilize responses, a 
gap in the vanguard ship formation had been opened. 


--For the first time, the light of victory appeared before the eyes of the volunteers. 


Seizing this rare opportunity to win, a team of volunteers rushed into the speedboat and rushed in 
through the gap that opened. The oars of each boat flew together, raising turbulent white waves on the 
lake that was reflected in fiery red! 


This team has been waiting for a long time. The sailors in the cabin rowed in unison to the urgent 
drumbeat, screaming with every effort, without any reservation! 
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——Because they know that the key to victory is speed. 


The hull of this assault vessel is covered with rawhide in many places, which can resist arrows and 
flames. They rely on this protection to rush straight towards the core of the enemy's formation! 


"Intercept them!" Min Twenty-four shouted an order from the command deck. He wanted to arrange 
the warships to form a defense line to prevent the Meng Chong clippers from going deeper, but he was 
too late. 


Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao was shocked when he saw this sudden change coming from the height of the 
captain's ship. --What happen? 


Behind him, Shang Chengyu's eyes tightened. 


——It is indeed coming. 


He immediately led the "Iron Mountain" warriors downstairs and prepared to meet the battle on the 
deck. 


The center of the Ning King's army rushed to meet the attack, especially focusing on protecting the main 
ship where the Ning King was. Yao Lianzhou's secondary ship also hurriedly turned to defend. 


On the periphery, Wu Jihong, the king of wave dragon magic, had been leading a group of "Xuanlin 
soldiers" on speedboats. He continuously launched raids among the vanguard and destroyed more than 
20 ships of the rebel army using force-on-board tactics. The killing was very pleasant; 


Suddenly seeing this change on the battlefield, he hurriedly ordered the entire team to rescue him 
regardless of risk. 


——Even if we win this battle, if Senior Brother Shang is in danger, all meaning will be lost! 
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Wu Jihong, who was unusually tall, was actually not very advantageous in such a large battlefield where 
arrows and barrages were flying. At this time, he was almost lying prone on the boat to avoid being hit 
by stray arrows. 


There is a special bamboo tube behind his back, the outer layer is soaked in oil and waterproof, the lid is 
sealed with wax, and it is hung on the body with a leather cord. Even in such a battle, they would not 
leave their bodies, and none of the "Xuanlin soldiers" could guess what was inside. 


——Some people have heard that Wu Jihong used poison very powerfully. Could it be some kind of 
poisonous weapon? ... 


Only Wu Jihong himself knew that what was hidden in this bamboo tube was the last-minute survival 
cost for him and Senior Brother Shang... 


Wu Wending felt that the heat under his feet had decreased. It turned out that the sailors had 
suppressed the fire on the bow. At this time, he watched the Mengchong ship rush into the depths of 
the enemy's formation, and immediately ordered the entire army to continue attacking to widen the 
gap. At the same time, he mentally called out to Jingli, who was riding one of the Mengchong ships: 


——Jing Xiashi, please! 


Of the more than forty boats that rushed straight into the enemy's position, only two were hit by enemy 
shells and sank. As soon as they reached a favorable distance, everyone on the boat opened the 
protective cowhide and window panels and launched an attack! 


Jing Li was crouching on one of the ships, carrying a replica of a long Japanese saber, his eyes were as 
powerful and majestic just like the evil god responsible for scaring wild ghosts in the picture on the 
temple door. 


During the interactive shooting between the enemy and ourselves, the long and narrow hull of the ship 
found a favorable angle and distance, and launched a collision assault battle one by one! 


"That one!" 
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Jing Li pointed toward an enemy battleship ahead. 


"No!" the sailor replied: "It's too big, we will crash it!" 


"There's no need to hit him, just pass him by." Jing Li stood up halfway, his knees still bent. 


"I'll go up alone." 


The sailors were skeptical, but they had to trust him. They ordered the oarsmen to speed up the sprint 
and adjusted the course at the same time. 


The rebels’ big warships also came to this side, trying to sink Jing Li's Mengchong, but Mengchong 
skillfully changed the direction, and the two ships swept by at high speed. 


Meng Chong took advantage of the waves that broke through the big boat, almost throwing the whole 
boat out of the water. 


At this moment, Jing Li took off and leaped forward. 


Ning Wang's sailor on the side of the big ship suddenly saw: a black shadow with a flash of light, 
attacking upwards at a very high speed! 


--That speed was the result of Jing Li's amazing jump and the fact that the two ships were sailing in 
opposite directions. 


Although Jing Li's leap did not utilize the spinning power of the "Wave Chopping Iron Strength", but 
because of the ship's sprint, the momentum was terrifying, and the whole person flew upward at a high 
speed, right at the enemies who were guarding the deck's side of the ship! 


The Japanese saber swept out in a smooth manner, severing the neck of the enemy soldier as if it was 
cutting through the air. Jing Li took advantage of this momentum and landed on the narrow railing of 
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the ship with his bare feet. Utilizing his beast-like balance and toe senses, he was able to offset the 
momentum of the leap and stabilized his body at the top of the railing, and then leaped to the deck. 


On the great warship, a gust of bloody wind swept up. 


There was only one person on board, Jing Li, and he moved like lightning. The soldiers of King Ning's 
army who were in other areas on the warship had a hard time judging what was going on, and they 
could only hear that it was extremely bad. 


Jing Li wielded his saber without reservation. From the South China Sea Tiger Respected Sect to the 
overseas martial arts practice; from the challenge of Wudang to the "broken door six swords" 
experience ...... all the blood, sweat, thinking and adventure he paid, crystallized into the perfect killing 
art at this moment. Corpses piled up where he passed. 


But his eyes are still bright and clear. Because he knew what he was doing. 


——kKilling is to stop killing. 


The greatest "benevolence" is found in cruelty. 


He also pulled out the bird-head dagger from his waist with his left hand and swung the two knives on 
both sides at the same time. Using that long Japanese sword with one hand required an unimaginable 
amount of physical strength, but for Jingli it was easy. He has two swords on his left and right, one long 
and one short. The short sword can be used freely in narrow places in the cabin, while the long sword 
can be used in wide openings to make it impossible for the enemy to escape. This fighting method 
absorbed Yan Heng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". 


The Mengchong ship that originally carried Jing Li didn't dare to stay away. It avoided the enemy's fire 
from the ship's deck while observing around it. But apart from hearing the continuous fierce sound of 
killing, nothing could be seen. 


After a while, suddenly the bow of the war ship exploded, and the cannon mounted on the bow was 
blown up and then fell into the lake. The warship immediately entered the water and capsized. 


3298 


Jing Li's figure then appeared on the stern of the warship, crouching like a monkey at the side of the 
ship. 


Meng Chong immediately sailed over to meet him. As soon as they were close, Jing Li leaped down from 
the side of the ship and landed on Meng Chong, the tip of his saber nailing the deck. 


Jing Li, covered in blood, stood up slowly with his saber. It was not until they saw him gasping for breath 
and grinning with white teeth that the sailors were sure that the blood did not belong to him. 


He took the bamboo tube handed to him by the sailors, took a couple of big gulps of water, washed the 
blood off his face, wiped it off with the crook of his arm, and then said: 


"Again! 


This round of raids by the Mengchong fleet plunged the center of King Ning's army into great chaos. 
More rebel warships also took advantage of this chaos to break in and continue to increase the damage. 


At this time, Min Twenty-four hurriedly dispatched the avant-garde warship to turn back for rescue - if 
King Ning's ship was sunk, everything would be over. Although the situation has changed drastically 
now, Min Twenty-four believes that it is not yet irreversible. As long as he returns to the army in time, 
together with his own middle and rear groups of friendly ships to surround them, he can annihilate the 
intruding enemy ships as soon as possible, the situation will be back to their side. 


How could Wu Wending not realize the enemy's plan? He immediately took advantage of the 
turnaround of the enemy's vanguard to start the entanglement, and took the opportunity to continue to 
send troops into the gap. 


Wang Shouren, on the other hand, urged the reinforcements to speed up and assist Wu Wending in the 
attack. Now that victory or defeat was at stake, Wang Shouren was extremely anxious, but he tried his 
best not to show it in front of his subordinates. He gripped the commanding sword at his waist to cover 
up the trembling of his palms. 
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More large warships had rushed into the middle of the Ning King's army and started a gun battle with 
the other side. 


The sails and cannons of the volunteers were gradually approaching the main ship of the King of Ning. 
But at this critical moment, the commander-in-chief could not retreat. Shang Chengyu, accompanied by 
more than twenty warriors from the "Iron Mountain Team", stood on the deck of the main ship and 
watched everything, and a sense of powerlessness arose in his heart. 


--lf | had been in charge of planning this uprising from the beginning, it would not have turned out like 
this! 


--God, why? Why don't you give me more power? Why did you give it to Zhu Chenhao instead of me? 


On the surface of the lake not far away, Yao Lianzhou, who was standing in the secondary boat, had the 
same feeling. 


Compared to the battle at Wudang Mountain that day, he only felt that life and death were not up to 
him on the water. 


From the time of King Ning's uprising to the present, Yao Lianzhou has not even killed a single 


Compared to Shang Chengyu, the enemy's threat is closer to Yao Lianzhou at the moment. This deputy 
ship with a group of ships, lined up in front of the main ship to protect the king of Ning. They could not 
move rashly and could only watch their own battle formation being torn apart by the invading enemies. 


At this time, Yao Lianzhou saw that to the east ahead, a large warship of his own was entangled by 
several rebels. After a while, the enemy forcibly boarded it. He looked at the deck of the warship, where 
a fierce battle was breaking out. Watching others fighting hand-to-hand, his fingers felt like blood was 
overflowing. He really wanted to pull out the "single-backed sword". But there is not even half an enemy 
in front of him. He could only continue to watch the war in the distance. 
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Then, he found a figure he had seen before. 


The movement of that figure was completely different from all the enemies or comrades on the deck 
around him. He seemed to exist alone in his own world, completely unhindered by the enemies and 
environment around him. The light of his blade swept away the resisters in front of him one by one. He 
didn't even need to block, he just moved freely between the enemy's blade shadows. 


Yao Lianzhou had seen this man fight before - although he wasn't that powerful at the time. 


Xi'an. The roof of "Yinghua Pavilion". 


——It turns out that the deadline established by Yao Lianzhou has expired. If Wudang had not been 
destroyed, he should have fought this man to the death long ago. 


Now, this person is right in front of him. 


Yao Lianzhou's palms were full of sweat. 


Only to see five or six gunners suddenly appeared at the end of the warship, aiming their guns at the 
man. The distance between the two sides was so great that there was no way for the man to avoid 
them. 


Then Yao Lianzhou saw it: the man jumped forward at a speed beyond human speed, swung out a blade 
of light under his body, and flew in front of the group of gunmen in an instant! 


They fell as if struck by a wave. 


Witnessing "Water Waves Cutting Iron Power" for the first time fully awakened Yao Lianzhou's warrior 
soul. 
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He suddenly changed back to the Yao Lianzhou he was before. Except for martial arts, everything is no 
longer important in his eyes. 


Yao Lianzhou fiercely pulled out the "single-backed sword" and pointed the half-sword, half-sword edge 
at the warship where Jing Li was. 


"Drive over!" 


Yao Lianzhou had not been in command before, but had entrusted the fleet to General Ning Wang, who 
was far more familiar with water warfare than he was. He suddenly gave this order at this moment. 
After all, Yao Lianzhou was "General Fengxiang" and his rank was far above them. The sailors looked at 
him in astonishment. 


"General, but-" 


"Drive over at full speed!" 


No one dared to speak again when they saw Yao Linzhou's chilling gaze. They were absolutely certain 
that if they didn't comply at this moment, the single-backed sword would be drenched in blood. 


The ship suddenly broke away from the formation and sailed out. The sailors on other ships were 
shocked when they saw it. 


"He belongs to me." Yao Lianzhou stared at the warship that began to grow in size in front of him. He 
said to the warriors of the "Green Wings": "You only deal with others." 


At this time, several larger volunteers warships were sailing nearby. Suddenly, they saw this big fortune 
ship sailing out without the cover of the fleet and exposed to their cannons. They were very surprised 
and they fired together without hesitation! 


There was a strong vibration in the hull, and many "Green Wings" warriors stumbled around on the 
deck. Yao Lianzhou could only kneel down on the deck in time! 


3302 


It turned out that two cannons hit the stern and left side of the ship one after another. No matter how 
strong and huge the ship was, it could not withstand the direct bombardment. During the impact, more 
than a dozen people fell from the deck into the sea, and the ship's hull also tilted sideways and spun 
around! 


Yao Lianzhou relied on his extraordinary balance to stay on the ship. Even at this moment, his eyes did 
not leave the direction of Jing Li. 


However, that distance seems to be forever insurmountable... 


Min 24th's vanguard main ship led the fleet and charged into the formation in the lake. Due to its strong 
artillery fire and Ye Chenyuan on the deck to prevent the enemy from boarding, the offensive made it 
difficult for the rebels to stop and they were able to seal the gap in the formation again. 


At this time, Xingxun's fleet was fighting nearby and found the opponent's main ship. Knowing that this 
was a good opportunity to turn the tide of the battle, he immediately ordered a concentrated attack! 


Braving Fu Chuan's powerful artillery fire and a large number of arrows, Xing Xun's fleet advanced 
bravely. Although three warships were damaged, several fast boats still managed to entangle Fu Chuan 
and drag them with hooks. Try to force your way aboard! 


While the Fu boat was being slowed down, Xing Xun's Haicang boat also caught up, rammed its bow 
against the rear stern of the Fu boat, and threw out hooks and rope nets to contain it. 


At this time, Yan Heng and Tong Jing were already prepared. Just like when they cooperated yesterday, 
Tong Jing threw out a long iron hook, flew onto the towering stern of the fortune ship, and attacked the 
bowman above. Yan Heng jumped to board the enemy. On the deck, the moment his feet landed, the 
long and short "male and female dragon and tiger swords" were already unsheathed! 


Yan Heng was soaked to the skin, his face was covered in sweat, and his eyes were tired, because he had 
already boarded several big ships and killed countless sailors, and his physical strength had been 
lowered by the successive melee battles. 
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But Yan Heng knew that the fate of too many people rested on his shoulders. He raised his swords and 
stood up to fight again. 


The raiders on the Hai Chang ship were already used to fighting with Yan Heng, and soon followed him 
onto the ship. With Yan Heng's powerful Qingcheng swords to start the battle, and all of them assisting 


from the side, Yan Heng saved a lot of energy and killed the seven black-clothed "Thunder Fire Soldiers' 
one by one on the deck. 


At that moment, there were still some volunteers who had boarded the ship before fighting, but Yan 
Heng heard many miserable cries coming from that side, so he rushed to the front of the ship with his 
men. 


At the same time when he reached the front deck, the last volunteer who had died under the Sword of 
Fire also fell to the ground. 


Yan Heng felt as if he had been taken out of reality at that moment. All the sounds of cannons, flames, 
arrows and deaths around him disappeared. 


There was only this black-clad enemy in front of him. 


The enemy that he had seen in his dreams for six years. 


The person he wanted to defeat the most in his memories. 


Suddenly, he was on the opposite side of the battlefield. 


In the midst of a bloody battle crowded with hundreds of thousands of people, they met again. 


At such a strange moment. 


3304 


Ye Chenyuan, who had just turned around, immediately spotted Yan Heng. 


In fact, he had only seen the boy who took away the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" once 
when he conquered the Qingcheng Sect six years ago. He was not deeply impressed by him. Over the 
years, he had only heard about Yao Lianzhou and Hou Yingzhi's comments on Yan Heng. 


But he could recognize "Dragon's Thorn" and "Tiger's Path". That was enough. Looking at these two long 
lost swords, Ye Chenyuan's eyes exploded with flames that had not been seen for many years. 


Hou Yingzhi's words when he parted with him suddenly resounded in his heart again. 


--The real Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword has already reappeared in the world. 


It was not that Yan Heng had not imagined over the years that one day he would have to challenge the 
enemy who had killed his teacher and his family. However, he did not expect it to be in this situation 
and at this moment. There was no solemn place for the duel agreed upon, but here on the deck of the 
warship, swaying with the waves, in the midst of this chaotic and dangerous war. 


But things in this world are often not your choice. If he could, Yan Heng wouldn't even want to meet Ye 
Chenyuan, who had only one arm left. But he could not change this reality. 


--He began to understand why Master He Zi Sheng smiled with excitement during the duel that day: the 
clear sky; the untouched sanctuary of the Xuan Men She martial arts training ground where no one 
interfered; the opponent who was in his prime... For a swordsman like He Zi Sheng, the stage was as 
perfect as a dream come true! 


Ye Chenyuan, whose face was filled with excitement and fervour, turned around and swung his sword to 
cut the long rope connected to the ship's mast behind him. He no longer needed this. 


Yan Heng and Ye Chenyuan looked at each other, then started at the same time, walking towards each 
other on the deck with their usual pace and calm attitude. The scene was like two old friends meeting 
each other unexpectedly after not seeing each other for a long time, approaching each other to say 
hello. 
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The closer Yan Hengyue got, the more excited Ye Chenyuan felt. The kind of figure and demeanor 
displayed by Yan Heng was something Ye Chenyuan had only seen one person possess on the day he 
went to Qingcheng Mountain six years ago. 


Now it was before him, presented by another person again. 


—-—God has been so good to me. 


The two swordsmen came to a dangerous distance where both knew they could not venture any 
further, so they stopped together. 


No words were spoken. It was not necessary. 


Yan Heng takes up a stance with his Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword. 


Ye Chenyuan, with an overflowing sense of happiness, also raised his "Sword of Fire". But the moment 
the tip of the reddish glowing sword was pointed at Yan Heng's brow, the frenzy on his pale face 
immediately disappeared, and he returned to an unparalleled concentration. 


There is no other thought except to kill the opponent. 


Ye Chenyuan in this state was the Ye Chenyuan he was most familiar with in Yan Heng's eyes. 


--He had reenacted the duel of the Sword Wizard Ye Chenyuan a thousand times in his mind. 


Yan Heng's battle spirit was instantly aroused by his opponent. The "Dragon Thorn" and the "Tiger Pike" 
formed a wonderful attacking stance, without the slightest gap; he also entered the mental state of the 
"Tiger Phase", his back was slightly raised, his shoulders were slightly extended, and the form and 
momentum created by the "Borrowed Phase" pressed towards Ye Chenyuan from a distance. 
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The soldiers of both sides around the blessed ship were still fighting and slaying. However, they did not 
realize that every soldier did not approach the space where Ye Chenyuan and Yan Heng were 
confronting each other, as if an invisible wall had been created within a radius of about ten feet, no one 
could enter except these two swordsmen. 


On the high stern of the ship, Tong Jing used the "Swift Bee Sword" to quickly kill the bowman guarding 
the top. Then she turned back and looked down, and saw Yan Heng fighting with a sword. 


Tong Jing had never seen Ye Chenyuan, but at this moment, she only needed to take a look at the black 
figure from a distance and already judged that this person was extraordinary, and his cultivation level 
belonged to the level of Yao Lianzhou, Shang Chengyu or Lei Jiudi. 


If this situation had happened on a normal day, Tong Jing would have jumped down to help Yan Heng; 
but now she stayed on the spot. Judging from the confrontation between the two, her intuition told her 
that there was no room for her to interfere in this battle. And she had already determined who the 
swordsman in black was. 


An icy fear came up from Tong Jing's back. 


However, she knew she could only watch from here. And she had a feeling that this battle would end 
soon... 


Faced with the pressure of Yan Heng's double sword stance, Ye Chenyuan's posture changed slightly, 
and the "Lihuo Sword" was tilted away to deal with the angle where the "Dragon Thorn" was pointing. 


This battle between spirits and postures in the air was no different from the opening scene of the duel 
between Ye Chenyuan and He Zisheng. 


Yan Heng had witnessed it and knew that if he had been in his master's position, he would have died 
countless times. 


But today, he was able to confront Ye Chenyuan head-on and not fall behind at all. 
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The two of them changed the structure of their swords and body postures, and their footsteps were also 
fine-tuned inch by inch, seizing favorable distances and positions for each other. 


——This is the most profound form of duel between swordsmen. 


But Yan Heng suddenly stopped. 


Ye Chenyuan was confused and saw Yan Heng staring into his eyes and pointing at the left side of his 
body with "Dragon Thorn". 


In an instant, Ye Chenyuan understood: It turned out that such a long-distance competition was too 
similar to what he had imagined when he dueled with He Zisheng. His consciousness unconsciously 
overlapped with past memories, and he even forgot that he had long since lost his left arm and "Kanshui 
Sword", and repeatedly used the illusory left sword to suppress Yan Heng. 


At those moments, if Yan Heng had taken advantage of such a big gap to attack with his sword, Ye 
Chenyuan would have been killed long ago. Ye Chenyuan withdrew from his original stance and lowered 
his "Sword of Flying Fire", his eyes continued to stare at Yan Heng. 


They did not open their mouths, but they understood each other's meaning. 


--Why don't you attack me? When | killed your master years ago, didn't | also trick him because of being 
blind? Yan Heng's eyes were as bright as stars. 


--Because | am different from you. 


Ye Chenyuan lowered his eyes. Not long after, he raised his "Sword of Flying Fire" again, but this time his 
stance and sword structure were different from the previous one, he took two steps backward, as if he 
was about to launch a ultimate move. 


Yan Heng reacted by crossing his swords slightly in front of him, adopting a tighter defense. 
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He felt that Ye Chenyuan's gesture was extraordinary. 


Yan Heng could not really understand the pain of Ye Chenyuan's loss of his arm during these years, but 
he was very sure of one thing: Ye Chenyuan must have exhausted all his efforts to change his past sword 
cultivation into a form that could be utilized even by this crippled body nowadays. 


--He is not the kind of person who will give up to become stronger. No matter under what 
circumstances. 


At this moment, the strike that Ye Chenyuan is about to deliver is the crystallization of his hard work 
over these days. 


Yan Heng had analyzed Ye Chenyuan's Wudang Sword Technique in the battle at Mount Qingcheng for 
countless times in these six years, and he had also imagined how Ye Chenyuan's sword would change in 
these years, including how it would be fused with the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique". He finally came to a conclusion: Ye Chenyuan's most terrifying and difficult to deal with 
sword is still "Tai Chi Sword". 


——But how will he use the "Tai Chi Sword" now? How will the skill of "Introducing Fail" be integrated 
into his unique attack? 


Yan Heng was at a loss at this moment. He knew he could only improvise. 


He can only rely on his trustworthy master's highest sword skills. 


"The Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword has the ability to respond to any situation. He Zisheng 
had demonstrated it years ago. 


Now Yan Heng will have to repeat it. 
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Although Ye Chenyuan was gathering momentum, in Yan Heng's eyes, not only could he not detect the 
energy, but Ye Chenyuan's body had become light and airy, like an unreal illusion. The figure in black 
clothes seemed to be weightless. 


This is because Ye Chenyuan's mind has already put life and death aside. In his mind, the person he was 
in the battle of Wudang that day has already died; now he is only a ghost that exists in the world with 
the support of the Wudang dream and has no individual survival value. 


Without any warning, the "Strike of the Black Kite" was launched. 


Ye Chenyuan's flying posture combines the essence of "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword" and "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Vault Breaking", but it does not have the fierce power of these two 
types of swordsmanship, it just flies out silently and without any sound. It seemed to be "floating", but it 
was extremely fast. 


--This is an unparalleled method of movement that defies nature. Unless meteorites can float or clouds 
can plummet. But neither of these existed, and Ye Chenyuan's movement skills were beyond 
description. 


If it were a swordsman with lower cultivation and less experience in bloody battles, he would have been 
pierced by Ye Chenyuan's flying strike without even realizing it. 


But Yan Heng is not. At the same time that Ye Chenyuan left the ground, Yan Heng also moved. 


The moment Yan Heng started, his stance seemed to be similar to that of " Breaking the Vault", but 
contrary to " Breaking the Vault", Yan Heng didn't leave the deck, instead, Yan Heng bent his knees and 
lowered himself to step forward, the blade of the "Dragon Spine" was raised from the low and upward, 
with the posture of a dragon rising from the waves, attacking Ye Chenyuan who was leaping over! 


--This sword move does not exist in the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Records", but he 
naturally created it on the spot according to the battle situation: he reversed the attack method of "Sky 
Break" up and down, and combined it with the attack method of "Tiger Pounce" to become a brand 
new Qingcheng Sword move. 


3310 


--It is his own Qingcheng Sword. 


While issuing this brand-new sword move, Yan Heng's body exuded an extremely fierce fighting spirit, 
which was so strong that it seemed tangible. Ye Chenyuan could clearly feel it in an instant, and felt 
extremely familiar again - only because He Zi Sheng had also used this "Borrowed Phase" back in the 
past. 


This was the same "Borrowed Phase" that Yan Heng had used when he was practicing in the "Mountain 
Snail" and fighting with the tiger. At that time, he did not know what kind of "phase" it was, but it was 
not until later that he realized that it was his master, He Zisheng, who had attained the "dragon phase"! 


——tThere is no dragon in the world, so Yan Heng cannot really "borrow" it. Through pure imagination, 
he imagined a creature that could defeat the tiger when facing it, and it took shape in his mind. 


These days, Yan Heng has just been exploring and accumulating imagination, and has never used it in 
actual combat. At this moment, under the stimulation of Ye Chenyuan's mysterious and unpredictable 
"Strike of the Black Kite", his "Dragon Phase" naturally appeared along with his sword moves! 


The "Dragon Phase" is the highest axiom of Qingcheng Sect, but it is almost impossible to be taught. 
Because it is a fantasy, an idea created out of thin air. 


--Precisely because it is not real, there is no method, but there is no limit. 


The Sword of Fire and the Dragon's Spine are thrusting one above the other, about to clash! 


And this is the moment when the secret of the Black Kite Strike is revealed. 


The blades meet. 


Ye Chenyuan, who was in the air, made a thought, and the "Sword of Fire" transformed into a circular 


trajectory that was difficult to distinguish with the naked eye: "Tai Chi Sword-Small Chaos Ring"! 
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--This "Small Chaotic Ring" is even more powerful than the one he used against He Zisheng back then, 
only because the movement of its transforming energy to pull the opponent's blade is extremely small, 
only creating a small gap between the hairs of a millimeter, and the tip of the sword will continue to 
stab the enemy with the aftermath of the flying strike! 


This is Ye Chenyuan's first time to utilize the "Strike of the Black Kite" in a real battle. He was fully 
focused on the extremely light "Listening Force" response. At this moment, his "Tai Chi Sword" had 
already reached a level that he had never reached in his life, even if Yan Heng's sword had an extra force 
equivalent to the weight of a hair, he was able to measure it and defuse it in the right direction. 


But Yan Heng's sword also changed at the same moment of the encounter. 


"The blade of the Dragon's Thorn was drilling. 


"Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword - Shaking Scale". 


This is the same move that He Zi Sheng used to break the "Little Chaotic Ring". 


Yan Heng was not as powerful as He Zi Sheng, so he could not have used the extremely difficult "Shaking 
Scale" immediately after the vertical stab. But what Yan Heng used was not the "Vault Breaking", but a 
reverse stabbing move from the bottom upward, with both feet still on the ground when the swords 
came out, and at the moment of the clash, the tip of his right foot turned inward slightly in the front, 
and with the help of the twisting force of this small action, the force of this little movement was 
transmitted from the wrist to the upper right hand and five fingers; and with the "Dragon Phase" state, 
every tiny muscle of the wrist and fingers holding the sword could burst out with a stronger force than 
usual, so this "shaking scales" can be successfully launched! 


The one-armed Ye Chenyuan was in mid-air, his whole mind was focused on the power, but once the 
"Little Chaotic Ring" was broken by the drilling force of the "Scale Shaking", his thoughts were twisted 
into chaos, and then the impact was enlarged, and the balance of his whole body collapsed immediately. 


——As Yao Lianzhou said: Once this "Ming Yuan Strike" is launched, if it fails, it means death. 
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Ye Chenyuan, who could not even distinguish between heaven and earth, continued to thrust his "Sword 
of Fire" forward at the last moment, even though he no longer knew where Yan Heng was. 


"Lihuo Sword" passed by the left side of Yan Heng's neck, and at the same time, the tip of "Dragon 
Thorn" pierced Ye Chenyuan's heart. Tong Jing, who was watching from a high position at the stern of 
the ship, stopped breathing for a moment. 


Even she, from such a long distance, could not see the mystery of this short battle; even if there were 
others standing on the side to watch the battle, what they saw was Yan Heng and Ye Chenyuan simply 
stabbing each other, Ye Chenyuan missed, but Yan Heng hit ...... and that's all. 


No one will know how this battle was fought. 


Except for the two of them. 


Yan Heng took the bloody "Dragon Thorn" and stopped past Ye Chenyuan who fell to the ground. 


But he only turned around for a moment, looked at the prone figure in black, looked into Ye Chenyuan's 
dying eyes, and ran forward. 


The war was still going on. 


No matter how important a duel he had just experienced. No matter what it meant to his life. 


Yan Heng did not forget. He lifted up his two swords and ran into the battlefield again. 


Ye Chenyuan, who was about to die, saw Yan Heng's rapidly disappearing back in time. In his eyes, it was 
He Zisheng. 
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--Thank you ...... 


When King Ning's secondary ship was sunk by shelling and the commanding ship of the vanguard 
commander, Min 24, was captured, the morale of the rebels vanished. 


Zhu Chenhao's main ship was the first one to flee with a fleet of escort ships, and the other generals of 
the King of Ning's army had no reason to fight anymore, and they were either besieged and surrendered 
on the spot or fled to all sides of Poyang Lake. 


The sound of cannons fell silent. The fierce battle stopped. 


Yao Lianzhou stood on the speedboat and looked at the battlefield which had become distant. The 
clouds in the sky there were still colored red by the flames on the lake. 


Although it is still unknown, Yao Lianzhou has a strong feeling in his heart: he will never see Ye 
Chenyuan again. 


The fleet of soeedboats escaped at full speed on the lake and were heading to the woodcutter. There 
are still camps built by the rebels before, and a small amount of military food supplies are stored there. 
King Ning's army had agreed before that if the war went unfavorably, they would regroup there. 


——But how many percent of the original army can be gathered by then? When thinking of this, none of 
the officers and soldiers of King Ning's army could speak. 


Yao Lianzhou turned around and looked at Wu Jihong, who was in command at the bow of the ship. 


"Why did you save me? Yao Lianzhou asked. 


Wu Jihong looked up at the sky for a moment before answering him: 
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"No matter how much | hate you, no matter how much | don't recognize you as the Sect Leader, you are 
still a member of Wudang. | can't accept to see a Wudang master sinking and drowning. Besides, we still 
have to fight this battle." 


Yao Lianzhou nodded. He looked at the waves breaking in front of him, thought for a moment, and then 
said, "After we meet, | have something to tell Senior Brother Shang." 


Wujihong did not say anything, but just continued to look at the sky in silence. 
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After confirming that it was really over, Yan Heng relaxed on the deck of the Haicang ship. 


It was only at this time that the fact that the Qingcheng Sect's great revenge had been avenged 
gradually settled in his heart and became clear. 


Countless emotions and countless past events surged into his heart like a frenzy. He walked unsteadily 
on the deck as if in collapse. Tong Jing beside him supported him. 


atieve Congratulations." 


Tong Jing said quietly to Yan Heng. But Yan Heng couldn't hear her. 


The satisfaction and exhilaration that were expected to come with the fulfillment of a sad wish did not 
appear. Instead, there was an emptiness that penetrated right into the depths of his heart. 


This emptiness is not because he has any pity for Ye Chenyuan; it is because when too much sadness, 
resentment, hope, blood and sweat... all suddenly come to an end at this moment, Yan Heng seems to 
be looking at his past self, which died at the same time with the killing of his enemy. At that moment, he 
was unable to think of anything. 
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Tong Jing looked at his tearful and sobbing face, and could only hug him tightly, giving him the greatest 
comfort and warmth. 


Yan Heng's tears soaked Tong Jing's shoulders and neck. 


They both paid no attention to the numerous soldiers standing around them. 


It was only after Yan Heng had gradually calmed down that Tong Jing spoke in his ear again. 


"You still have things to do. ...... go back to Sichuan. Go back to Qingcheng Mountain. Have you 
forgotten?" 


Yan Heng stopped his tears, let go of Tong Jing, and looked at her and nodded. 


He wiped away the tears on his face and finally smiled at Tong Jing for the first time. Tong Jing also 
smiled. 


But there is one more thing that must be done. 


The soldiers near Yan Heng had just seen him hugging Tong Jing and crying, and they didn't dare to 
make fun of him. In their eyes, the young swordsman was as powerful as a ghost or a god, and when 
they thought of how many lives he had indirectly saved for the entire army, how could they dare to 
make fun of him? Instead, when he recovered, they were all embarrassed and pretended not to see 
him. 


However, Yan Heng reached out and grabbed one of the more experienced Zhangzhou sailors and asked 
him: "Do you know where Sichuan is?" 


The sailor was surprised, but he didn't dare not answer. He traced the chart he remembered before with 
his finger on his palm and said: "This is Fujian...this is Jiangxi...Sichuan..." 
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He looked at the sky to determine the direction, and then pointed to the west: "It should be this way, 
right?" 


Yan Heng nodded his thanks, let go of the sailor, facing the west, closed his eyes and meditated for a 
while. 


Then he slowly took off the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords from his body, knelt down on the 
deck, placed the two swords gently in front of him, and bowed deeply to the location of Mount 
Qingcheng in his mind. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 204 Volume 19 The Benevolent One 
Postscript 


When | first conceived of this story and decided to set it in the Zhengde era, | only had an idea that the 
climax would be the "Rebellion of the Ning King", and | didn't think much about how to write it. Now 
that | look back at the trajectory of Poetry of the Martial Arts Fanatic, | see that the amount of war 
depicted in the story has been far greater than | had originally anticipated. Perhaps writing martial arts 
novels with real historical backgrounds is an inevitable fate, right? Of course, it's not that | don't like 
writing about war. On the contrary, | find it very interesting (| am a lover of war stories), and | am glad 
that | have already had sufficient training when writing "Killing Zen" before. 


One of the challenges in writing about real wars in history is: how to maintain readers’ interest when the 
outcome is already known (or can be found out with a few swipes on the phone)? Adding unrealistic 
story elements is one way to do it (such as the warriors in this book), but | think these are not the most 
important. | think what's more important is the perspective, how to write about "people" in war. Even 
within a limited plot frame, the expression of "people" can be unlimited, and the emotions and conflicts 
that can be revealed are also unlimited. 


This is a novel about battles. But in every battle, what | want to show most is the values and emotions of 
the participants, simply put, "why fight", no matter whether it is the most humble, sordid or noble 
reason. Without this, no matter how gorgeous the scenes are and how cool the masters are, they are 
just empty shells. 


In historical reality, only one month and ten days passed from King Ning's uprising to the decisive battle 
at Poyang Lake, but it took me more than a year to write it. Mr. Wang Yangming is actually much more 
diligent and neat than me. I'm really sorry ( laugh). 


| did try my best to match the events described in the historical documents in the process - sometimes 
even in reverse - and these historical materials gave me the inspiration for the plot and the texture of 
that distant world. But of course, there are also a lot of deliberate simplifications, additions or 
fictionalizations, and the chronology of some events will be adjusted to create a dramatic structure. Not 
to mention exaggerated fantasies about combat situations. 


My confession like this is not to prepare for criticism in advance - in fact, | have practiced such evil 
behavior to the point of no shame (laughing), because in the end, whether the novel is good or not is 
the only thing | care about. 
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| just want to say: The ultimate purpose of writing this novel about distant ancient times is to speak to 
modern (and future) readers with the help of some bygone scenes and some fading feelings. | believe 
this intention of "speaking" is what makes a novel good-looking. 


The value of history is actually somewhat similar, right? As some scholars once said: The difference 
between nations with historical records and nations without preserved history is that they are able to 
predict the future and avoid making mistakes. 


Of course, there is a cliché: "Human beings never learn lessons from history." However, when making 
mistakes repeatedly, there is a difference between knowing that you are making a mistake and not 
knowing. 


And | think many changes in this world often come from small differences. 


Qiao Jingfu 


January 13, 2017 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 205 
Volume 20 The Heart of the King 


Chapter 1 The King's Dream 


--[Those mortals are not equal to you. ] 


From the moment he understood sex, everyone around him told Zhu Chenhao this. 


In fact, Zhu Chenhao couldn't really understand the meaning of this sentence. What does "mortal" 
mean? He has never really come into contact with ordinary people in his life. As a prince named Zhu, he 
lives in another isolated world all year round. 


However, Zhu Chenhao heard such talk too much, so he had a deep-rooted idea since he was a boy: 


--l am special. 


--| will have an extraordinary destiny. 


OOOO 


This prophecy has undoubtedly come true today. 


At this moment, King Zhu Chenhao of Ning is standing on the ship's roof of the Great Battle Ship, looking 
out over the lake and the shore in the Woodcutter's Hut area. Hundreds of large and small warships, 
which had just escaped from the disaster, were sailing on the lake reflecting the dusk sunlight, anchoring 
into the lake harbor of Woodcutter's House, and panickedly forming a boat formation to guard each 
other: at the same time, in the camps on the shore, lanterns and torches had already been lighted to 
illuminate the camps, and countless people were going back and forth in the camps, busily carrying all 
kinds of supplies. 
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Even from the height of this ship building, Znu Chenhao could feel the heavy atmosphere between the 
land and water formations below. All the soldiers and generals undoubtedly knew very well that this 
was the base of their final resistance. 


The unexpectedly powerful enemy was waiting on the other side of Poyang Lake. 


Zhu Chenhao tightened his eyes and watched silently. The wrinkles around his eyes became deeper. The 
mountains along the banks of Poyang Lake used to be verdant, but in his eyes, everything seemed to be 
covered in a layer of dead gray. The flags on the rails of countless ships fluttered weakly and gently. 
Although the fire of the damaged warships had been extinguished, they were still emitting a faint 
charred smoke, which condensed in the air and did not dissipate for a long time. 


The ships surrounded Zhu Chenhao's commanding ship, forming a tight formation, protecting him layer 
by layer, the whole array of ships was like a castle floating on the water. Even though the number of 
remaining ships was not half of the original Ning army, the formation was still spectacular. 


Such a sight cannot be called [ordinary], and many people will never be able to witness it once in their 
lives, let alone be the main character at the center. 


OOOO 


Zhu Chenhao has indeed created an extraordinary destiny for himself. 


But now he would rather it had never happened. 


In the royal residence, Zhu Chenhao grew up listening to his elders talk about his ancestor's glory: Zhu 
Quan, the seventeenth son of Emperor Taizu, at the age of fifteen, was ordered by his father to defend 
the border fortress of Daning, commanding 80,000 elite troops, with the Mongolian iron knights under 
his command being the most courageous of the Daimyo's elite. The first generation of King Ning was so 
successful that among the princes of the Great Ancestor, he was honored as the first general of wisdom, 
ona par with the courageous King of Yan, Zhu Di. 
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After that, there was a change that the descendants of the King of Ning hated: Zhu Di, in order to seize 
power by attacking the Jianwen Emperor, used a trick to bring Zhu Quan's iron cavalry under his own 
command, hijacked Zhu Quan under house arrest in the Yan army, and reappointed Zhu Quan to 
Wuchang, cutting down his power, and from then on, in order to avoid suspicion of the court, he could 
only devote himself to Taoism, and died of depression. 


Zhu Chenhao, who grew up listening to the stories of his ancestors, gradually developed many dreams, 
which were unconsciously linked together into one firm wish. Zhu Chenhao was born a concubine and 
his mother was a prostitute. He thought that the only way to clear these shadows was to become the 
greatest king of Ning in history. At the age of twenty, he made his own wish: 


--The glory of my ancestors will surely be restored in my hands! | will recover everything for my family 
and Zhu Di’s self-inflicted harm! 


Zhu Chenhao pulled out the magnificent sword with gold and silver ornaments from his waist, and the 
cold light in the room frightened the two attendants standing behind him. Both of them could not help 
but take a step back, hanging their heads even lower, their backs wet with cold sweat. Although King 
Ning was not a cruel person, but in such a desperate situation, no one could guarantee which way he 
would vent his hatred. They were afraid that the three-foot blade in the hand of the King of Ning would 
stab hard at any time. ...... 


Seeing the long sword in his hand, Zhu Chenhao realized that he had made the action of drawing the 
sword. Just now when he thought about his life's ambition, he was so excited that his blood was boiling. 
In addition to the carvings of the dragon and the clouds, there is also a yin-yang taiji symbol in the 
middle of the sword that represents the Wudang School, which Zhu Chenhao specially ordered to be 
cast on it. 


Ever since he first heard about the Wudang Sect from Li Junyuan, Zhu Chenhao was fascinated by 
Wudang and ordered Li Yiyuyuan to find ways and means to bring Wudang masters into the royal 
household, and he eventually got what he wanted - even if he contributed to the downfall of the 
Wudang Sect in the process. Zhu Chenhao was not fond of reading scriptures when he was a child, and 
had never seriously thought about what it was like to be an emperor and rule the world. His step-by- 
step approach to realizing his ambitions was purely due to his insistence on "not willing to be 
subordinate to anyone else", which he felt resonated with the Wudang Sect's quest for "invincibility 
under the heavens". 
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In the hall of the boat building, the light of the sword reflected on the walls shifted constantly, giving the 
illusion that it was a reflection of the color of the water. That was because Zhu Zhenhao's hand holding 
the sword was shaking. He put his left hand on his right wrist and gripped it hard to stop it, but the 
trembling didn't stop . 


It was the fear that came from the depths of his heart . 


Zhu Chenhao had never been afraid in the past forty years - "fear" had always belonged to mortals, and 
he was not one of them. But now he was finally afraid. 


Tomorrow, everything in Zhu Chenhao's life may be lost. The life of being well-dressed, well-fed, and 
supported since birth; the royal family status respected by everyone; the proud family lineage...all will 
disappear. Not only that, he will even be inferior to a "mortal", and it will be impossible for him to 
continue living as a commoner-- 


At this moment, Zhu Chenhao truly knew how to be afraid; only then did he realize that the game he 
had been playing all these years was not that fun. Yes, he realizes now that he is playing a game that he 
can no longer stop. It is not a chess game or competition where he can just say "don't count" and start 
over... 


"Wine!" Zhu Chenhao shouted fiercely, and at the same time he threw the sword to the ground with 
force, making a clanging sound. Seeing that the prince had abandoned his sword, the attendants who 
had escaped from death hurriedly brought the wine pot and wine glasses. Zhu Chenhao didn't wait for 
the attendant to pour the wine. He snatched the wine pot with his hands and poured wine from the 
spout, splashing all the gorgeous brocade war robes. 


After taking several sips, Zhu Chenhao looked at the attendants in front of him with his red eyes, and 
then at the ships and soldiers outside the window. Those who still stay with him are either because they 
have too deep connections with Prince Ning's Mansion and cannot leave, or they are gamblers who are 
willing to take another gamble. Zhu Chenhao had previously ordered that all the gold and silver brought 
by the army should be poured out as bounties, and he encouraged the remaining soldiers to fight to the 
death tomorrow. 


-- Either make a reversal and earn everything back; or lose everything. 
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Zhu Chenhao knew that there were only two roads left in front of him. But he still couldn't get rid of the 
fear and regret in his heart. He couldn't help but think: If | had the right to choose now, | would rather 
that nothing had ever happened. | could go back to the palace in Nanchang and continue to be a prince, 
eating, drinking, listening to music and watching operas every day until | grow old... 


He now deeply felt that Zhu Chenhao was a much weaker person than he had imagined. 


After drinking all the wine, he threw down the wine bottle and stared at the sword on the ground. The 
attendant saw his gaze and stepped forward to pick up the sword, but Zhu Chenhao stretched out his 
hand to stop him. He continued to look at the sword, feeling that it was as heavy as a thousand pounds 
and he could no longer pick it up. 


Becoming king turns out to be such a terrible thing. 


The man who was born with the title of "King" rejoices so happily. 


Yao Lianzhou's life had never been as depressing as it was today. 


Even when he was poisoned in the Ying Hua Pavilion in Xi'an; when he was bombarded by the fire of the 
forbidden army in the Palace of Transcending Truth; and the moment Yin Xiaoyan abandoned him, Yao 
Lianzhou's belief in himself had never wavered; however, after the defeat at the Taoist temple, he 
doubted his self-worth for the first time . 


He was walking alone between the woodcutter's lakeshore campsite, his hair in disarray, several hairs 
charred by the flames; the originally exquisite and luxurious Phoenix Patterned green robe, everywhere 
in the gray and black, emitting the smell of burnt wood. 


The "single-backed sword" that had been with him for many years hung hanging counter his wish, 
tapping his thigh with each step, but he seemed not to notice it and still dragged his heavy steps forward 
in the camp. 
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Not a single one of his "Green Wings" men was with him. When the secondary ship was hit by an enemy 
shell, and then attacked by a succession of cannons and rockets, half of his original "Green Wings" were 
lost, and the rest were rescued by Wu Ji Hong's fleet of fast boats together with him. After returning to 
the woodcutter's house by boat, Yao Lianzhou did not want his men to follow him, and chased them 
away for food and rest, while he went deep into the camp alone. 


Wherever Yao Lianzhou went, every general could not help but stare solemnly at the appearance of the 
"General Fengxiang". However, Yao Lianzhou hung his head to avoid their gaze. 


The news that the commander of the navy, Min 24, had been captured by the enemy had shaken the 
entire Ning King's army. Now there are few major military generals left in the army, besides the army 
commander Ling XI who is more experienced in battle, Lou Bo, Wang Chun and so on are just relying on 
connections to climb up to the position of generals, with little real talent, and only Shang Chengyu, Yao 
Lianzhou, and Wu Jihong are the three Wudang masters were more trusted by the sergeants. 


However, Yao Lianzhou did not believe that the gazes of admiration that were being thrown at him from 
all around the camp at the moment. On the contrary, he intuitively felt that the depths of these gazes 
were filled with disbelief and disdain. 


Until this day, Yao Lian Zhou had not killed a single enemy in the war against the imperial court. The only 
thing he has done is that at the most important moment of the battle this morning, because of his 
obsession, he drove one of the most powerful giant warships of his side in front of the other side's 
cannons, and buried the warship and many of his men in the lake. 


Yao Lianzhou felt that every soldier in the camp team knew exactly what he had done, and they were all 
looking at him accusingly. Walking alone in the midst of it all, he felt strongly that he had no faith to rely 
on. 


Especially since Ye Chenyuan, who had followed him like a shadow, was no longer there-... 


Yao Linzhou walked to Shang Chengyu's tent . Earlier, he had already asked Wu Ji Hong to senda 
message, and the two guards of the "Iron Mountain Team" in front of the tent knew that he would 
come and did not stop him. 
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He passed through another row of guards, opened the curtain of the tent door, and entered with his 
head down. 


It was very dark inside the tent, with only a single lamp lit. Yao Lianzhou saw at a glance that in the 
deepest part of the dark tent, the tall Shang Chengyu was quietly meditating cross-legged on the ground 
with his back on his back. His long curly hair did not flutter in the heavy air. 


Except that he is no longer wearing the rags of the past, but a thick fur coat, Shang Chengyu's posture is 
the same as before when he was sitting in the stone prison behind the "Yuzhen Palace". When Yao 
Lianzhou saw it, he couldn't help but sigh in his heart. 


Standing next to Shang Chengyu like a loyal dog is Wu Jihong, who is covered in gray like Yao Lianzhou. 
As soon as he led the Clippers team back to the woodcutter, anxious to ask the Shang Chengyu safety 
and location, and then immediately rushed over, to the present have not been cleaned and changed 
clothes . 


For him, there is nothing more important than the safety of Senior Brother Shang. 


Wu Ji Hong, who was still carrying the mysterious sealed bamboo tube behind his back, stared at Yao 

Lian Zhou, who had entered the room, and his strange eyes, which were so big that he had to push up 
his eyelids, were not able to stare as wide as usual. After half a day of bloodshed, Wu Jihong was also 

exhausted, and the lamplight reflected the wrinkles and tattoos on his face very deeply. 


"Ji Hong told me that you have something to say to me." 


Shang Chengyu said, his hands gently supported on the ground, and he turned around without changing 
his posture, still sitting in a cross-legged position facing Yao Lianzhou. "Speak." 


Yao Lianzhou stared at Shang Chengyu for a long time. He tried to remember everything in the past. 
When did | become a mortal enemy with him? Yao Lianzhou thought to himself. 


He has rarely communicated with Shang Chengyu since he was a child. Both of them were disciples that 
Gongsun Qing loved and had high hopes for, but they never had a close relationship on Wudang 
Mountain. Shang Chengyu didn't have many friends in the Wudang faction to begin with. Those who 
were close to him were all the most extreme one-sex people like Wu Jihong, or disciples like Mei Xinshu 
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who joined Wudang only after reaching adulthood. Ever since they formed a group and became 
eccentric due to their addiction to the Tantra of Object Transfer, they had become even more alienated 
from the majority of their fellow disciples. 


--In fact, this gap was created by Shang Chengyu intentionally or unintentionally. He already had 
aspirations different from those of Gongsun Qing, and secretly instilled his ideas in those close to him, 
thus naturally alienating them from the rest of the Wudang disciples -:? 


But there's more to the relationship between the two of us, Yao Lianzhou thought. Much earlier, he and 
Senior Brother Shang felt that they were incompatible with each other. Is it because Shang Chengyu is 
jealous that he has received special care from his master? Is it because he has a premonition that he will 
become a competitor in the future? Yao Lianzhou doesn't know. It's also possible that the two of them 
just have different personalities. But he has never hated Shang Chengyu. It wasn't until the battle to 
succeed the leader that the two finally became mortal enemies. 


But after all that, they were in the same situation today, in the same room. Everything in the past seems 
to have become unimportant. Although Yao Lianzhou knew that those humiliations and regrets, Shang 
Chengyu would never forget them. 


Yao Lianzhou took a great deal of effort to open his cracked lips and said something he hadn't said in 
many years. 


"I lost." 


Upon hearing these three words, Wu Jihong's eyes as big as pigeon eggs suddenly opened up. 


The leader of Wudang, who is the only one in the world, actually surrendered in front of his life-long 
enemy! 


But Shang Chengyu's eyes, which have been drooped for many years with the black eyes of a bird, lit up 
with sparks from the depths of the hole. 
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"In my opinion, when you said you lost, it was not in terms of martial arts." Shang Chengyu responded, 
without the expected excitement in his voice. 


"I'm talking about the path, | lost." Yao Lianzhou opened his hands and compared it to the general's 
camp around him. "When | fought with the forbidden army, | buried all the Wudang disciples, and that 
time it could be said that we were trapped in a war of military strength, and that we had dragged our 
enemies several times into hell." 


Yao Lianzhou dropped his arms as he spoke. 


"When | came to the Ning Palace and took this very different path, | thought everything would change. 
But in the end, | made Xi Xiaoyan leave; | let Ye Chenyuan die in battle; | sent ships and soldiers to the 
enemy. | was not as good a leader as | thought | was. 


"From the beginning, | was fighting alone. There was just a group of people willing to follow me. And 
they all left because of this. | have never been a real leader." 


Shang Chengyu listened silently until Yao Lianzhou said what was on her mind before he responded. 
"But | haven't won a single battle either." 


"You and | are the only ones who can continue the Wudang School." Yao Lianzhou said without a glance 
at Wu Jihong, meaning that he had never taken him into consideration. "And after today, | believe | am 
not as good a leader as you are. For the sake of Wudang, | can bow down to you." 


Sweat broke out on Wu Ji Hong's palms when he heard those words. The frustration of losing the war 
had been swept away in an instant. 


The day had finally come! Yao Lianzhou submitted to Senior Brother Shang ! 


Everything | have done all these years has been worthwhile! 
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However, to Wu Ji Hong's great surprise, Shang Chengyu did not show the expected ecstasy after 
hearing Yao's surrender. 


Not only that, but the face of Shang Chengyu was also very solemn. 


Even the sparks that had just flared up in his eyes had dimmed. 


"Unfortunately, it's too late. 


Shang Chengyu's words shocked Wu Jihong. Yao Lianzhou also showed a rare look of shock. 


"lam already too old." Shang Chengyu added. 


Yao Lianzhou frowned. In his memory, Senior Brother Shang is only about forty-seven or eight years old 
this year. For a warrior with advanced cultivation, he is not yet at the age that can be said to be "too 
old". 


"| know." Shang Chengyu saw through what Yao Lianzhou was thinking. "But I'm not talking about now. 
I'm talking about the next time when we can raise our troops." 


"But tomorrow..." 


"You and | both know how certain we are of winning tomorrow." Shang Chengyu smiled bitterly. "We all 
need to start thinking about the next step. Of course, with our abilities, it is not difficult to escape and 
survive; but this time with the help of King Ning's power, we failed and then to create the next 
opportunity, how many years do you think it will take? 


Three years? Five years? Ten years?" 


"In a few years, you're not too old, Master Shang. ...... "Woo Ji Hong interjected from the sidelines. 
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Shang Chengyu pulled his fur tight and stroked the white hairs on his collar. In this summer camp, Yao 
Lianzhou and Wu Jihong's backs were soaked to the skin, but Shang Chengyu, wearing his fur, had no 
beads of sweat on his forehead. 


"| know my body very well." Shang Chengyu said, closing his eyes gently. "I can still suppress the injuries 
and illnesses accumulated during my imprisonment. But in a few years... they will all come out at any 
time." 


"This is absolutely impossible!" Wu Jihong said anxiously: "I will prepare the best elixir to cure my senior 
brother! | will offer a hundred or a thousand heads to the gods of the real world to ensure that my 
master will live a long life!" He said fiercely, foaming at the corner of his mouth, with the old madness, 
and returned to the crazy expression of the former Dragon Warrior King. 


But Shang Chengyu shook his head. "My dream is to become a king who dominates the world. | don't 
have a body or soul that is stronger than ordinary people. How can | realize it if | only rely on taking 
medicine to survive?" 


He opened his eyes, looked at Yao Lianzhou and said, "You are different. You are seven years younger 
than me, and it looks like you will live much longer than me." 


Yao Lian Zhou was already forty years old this year, and he had gone through a great calamity, but his 
appearance and body still remained in his early thirties. It was not clear whether it was just the result of 
his martial arts training, or whether it had something to do with the strange medicine he had taken as a 
child. 


Yao Lianzhou looked at his senior brother without words. 


Shang Chengyu tilted his head, and his eyes seemed to be able to penetrate the roof of the tent to see 
the sky that was about to turn black. 


"Following King Ning's rebellion is the last chance for me to realize my dream. But you still have hope for 
the next time, Junior Brother Yao. If you lose the war tomorrow, the future of Wudang will depend on 
you. 


3330 


Yao Lianzhou had forgotten the last time he heard Shang Chengyu call him "Junior Brother Yao" . He 
couldn't believe that Shang Chengyu would say that. 


"No! Wu Ji Hong was so angry that he put his large palm on the hilt of his sword at his waist, his long 
legs instantly changed from cross-knee to half-kneeling, and his two eyeballs that seemed to be on the 
verge of falling out of his head glared at Yao Lian Zhou, as if he was about to pull out his sword and 
strike at him at any moment. 


"He is the one who took away your life! Isn't he the one who robbed you of your years and health? He is 
the one who is to blame for your brother's dream not being able to continue! And you still want to 
entrust your dreams to him?" 


Yao Lianzhou lowered his eyes. Wu Zhihong was right. 


"My hatred for Junior Brother Yao has not disappeared at all." Shang Chengyu looked directly at Yao 
Lianzhou, his eyes filled with anger again. "But even if | kill him right now, what | lost will never come 
back, and what | hope for will never come back. And he is the only one who can continue my dream." 


He looked sideways at Wu Jihong, smiled bitterly and said: "Brother Wizard, I'm sorry, | lied to you the 

day we met again. | once told you that Wudang is no longer important in my heart. But that time | took 
over Jing Li's powerful sword moves caused an old problem to relapse, and | missed the opportunity to 
kill the "Six Swordsmen". Only then did | realize that | still have an attachment to Wudang." 


Yao Lianzhou's eyebrows shot up when he heard Jing Li's name. This was the first time he had heard 
Shang Chengyu speak of the failed ambush against the Six Swords of the Broken Door, and Jing Li's saber 
was undoubtedly the "Wave Cutting Iron Stance" that he had witnessed on the lake today. 


Shang Chengyu turned his eyes back to Yao Lianzhou. 


"So there is no one else in the world to whom | can entrust my dreams." 


Yao Lianzhou couldn't believe his ears. In his heart, Shang Chengyu was always just a person driven by 
selfish desires, but he didn't expect that he actually had contrary ambitions. 
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---The difference between us at first was just that we wanted to take different paths. 


"Ji Hong." Shang Chengyu waved and said, "Give him the things on your back." 


A vein rose up on the smooth head of Wujihong, and the whites of his eyes were filled with blood. He 
wordlessly untied a knot on his chest, removed the sealed bamboo tube, and pushed it in front of Yao 
Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou held the mysterious bamboo slip cautiously. He had seen Wu Yijihong always carrying it 
with him on the battlefield. He could guess how important the items contained inside were. It might be 
enough to save his life or turn the tide of the battle in times of crisis; and Yao Lianzhou also knew that 
Wu Yijihong, who was addicted to the secret method of the Object Transfer Cult, was very skillful in the 
use of poison. 


He could not help but guess that the bamboo tube contained some kind of highly poisonous weapon. 


"There is no poison." Yao Lianzhou's posture was once again seen through by Shang Chengyu. "This is 
the bundle of secrets that | ordered Ji Hong to steal from the King's bedroom before | left Nanchang to 
goon my expedition." 


"Inside is an account book of Prince Ning's activities in the capital." Wu Jihong explained: "It lists in 
detail every money, treasure, and the flow of various bribes that Prince Ning has given to important 
officials in the court in the past few years, and also has an eyebrow notation of what these officials did 
for the royal family," explains Wu Ji Hong. 


The list of the Registry also includes some of the highest-ranking officials. If they were to be investigated 
and imprisoned, the court of ...... would be empty." 


Yao Lianzhou realized how valuable this register was. The King of Ning had risen up in rebellion, and this 
large number of high-ranking officials who had received bribes from the King of Ning had all committed 
a mortal sin, and there was no room for forgiveness. If this list is made public, there will be an 
earthquake in the court. 


"This thing can be said to be 'poisonous'." Shang Chengyu said: "It is a poison that can move the 
foundation of the court. | don't know how to use it yet, but in this kind of situation, it is always 
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advantageous to carry this kind of thing. Now | will give it to you. As for how to fully utilize it and when 
you need to use it, you can consider it after the battle tomorrow." 


Yao Lian Zhou hung his head and looked at the bamboo tube in his hand, remaining speechless for a 
long time. 


"What's wrong?" Shang Chengyu pulled up one corner of his mouth, "Are you still thinking about what 
you just said? | have never seen this kind of Yao Lianzhou before." 


Yao Lianzhou was indeed in an unprecedented state of confusion. In the past, he was always moving 
forward, and his confidence never wavered. Even when he killed his master, Gongsun Qing, he had no 
regrets, and only knew that it was a necessary step. 


He thought to himself: the doubt in his heart today was actually planted from the day Xi Xiaoyan left. 
When he was in Wudang Mountain, he never forced any of his disciples to do anything they didn't want 
to do; Xi Xiaoyan's case became a thorn in his side because he knew Xi Xiaoyan was forced to leave by 
himself. ...... 


"You said you don't have the ability to lead?" Shang Chengyu shook his head. "No. That has nothing to 
do with talent. It's your heart that hasn't said goodbye to the Wudang master in the past." 


After hearing these words, Yao Lianzhou felt as if he had received an electric shock. 


"Do you still remember when you talked to me the day you entered Prince Ning's Mansion?" Shang 
Chengyu continued: "| was really impressed by you at that time. | didn't expect you to change to that 
extent. But in fact you haven't yet. Completely abandon your past self. You are indeed very determined 
to take this other path of "invincibility in the world", but deep down in your heart, you still remember 
the invincibility that Gongsun Qing instilled in you. " 


Yao Lianzhou remembered that he was attracted by Jing Li's "Wave Chopping Iron Strength" on the 
battlefield today and made a big mistake by commanding his ship to leave the battlefield without 
authorization. Shang Chengyu should not have known about this, but he had completely understood his 
confusion. 
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"Because of this, you don't really regard the dojo battle as your own war. The root of your failure is 
here." Shang Chengyu raised two fingers towards Yao Lianzhou. "You should think about it carefully 
tonight, which Yao Lianzhou do you want to be? The king Yao Lianzhou who took all the power in the 
world and established the [Wudang Dynasty]? Or the former Yao Lianzhou who looked down on the 
people and ran amok with his lone sword? If so, if you choose the former, if King Ning is defeated in the 
decisive battle tomorrow, |, Shang Chengyu, will leave the rest of my life to you; but if you choose the 
latter, you will return this roster to me tomorrow." 


After getting Shang Chengyu to point out the dilemma in his heart, Yao Lianzhou felt that his original 
depression had been swept away. Although he still had to choose, he at least knew what was in front of 
him. 


He exchanged glances with Shang Chengyu. The two Wudang warriors who aspired to be "invincible" 
were connected like never before because of the defeat in front of them. 


"Okay. I'll give you the answer." 


Yao Lianzhou clutched the bamboo tube between his arms and left the tent at a much faster pace than 
before. 


A small boat moored slowly beside the woodcutter's barracks for the King of Ning's army. No one 
noticed it, because the final battle was approaching, and the soldiers on the shore were busy carrying, 
assembling, and counting all kinds of military supplies, loading them onto all kinds of small boats to be 
transported to the big warships in the lake, to make up for the depletion after today's bloody battle. 


The boat was carrying a man, rowing alone by hand from nowhere. The red cloak that was wrapped 
around him, although it had been stained and covered with dust, was immediately recognizable as that 
of the "Thunderbolts", the elite warriors of the King of Ning's army, so that no soldier suspected his 
identity. 


In addition to the soldiers carrying supplies and food, there were also wounded soldiers coming ashore. 
Few of the wounded were seriously injured, almost all of them were able to walk on their own, and only 
suffered minor wounds such as cuts, bruises, or burns, or suffered from breathlessness due to smoke. In 
today's bloody battle at Poyang Lake, the King of Ning's army fled in fear, and the more seriously 
wounded were abandoned. Those who were able to escape with the boat back to Woodcutter's Inn 


3334 


were only lightly wounded, and were sent to the camps on the shore to rest and prepare for tomorrow's 
battle - a final life-and-death duel in which not a single bit of fighting strength would be wasted. 


The Thunderbolt, who had rowed himself in, was covered with cloth, his right arm hanging down over 
his chest, and his face half-hidden under the intertwined cloth, revealing only his eyes. He walked slowly 
towards the camp, naturally blending in with the wounded soldiers. 


"The Thunderbolt was not tall, but he was very strong and had an unmistakable air about him. However, 
everyone in the camp knew that the Thunderbolts were made up of martial arts masters, so it was no 
surprise that he had such a stature, but the strength of his aura still attracted the attention of some of 
the King's soldiers - who were especially curious as to why the man's long weapon, which was held at an 
angle, had to be concealed by a cloth pouch. 


The "Thunder and Fire Soldiers" marched along with the wounded soldiers, and after entering the gate 
of the fortress, they went to the camp where the wounded were treated. At this time, a group of 
soldiers carrying dry rations came to meet us, one of them was the occupying army of the King of Ning, 
who was still stationed in Jiujiang not long ago, and he met with the Thunderbolt Soldier, and for a while 
he thought that he looked very familiar with the other side, so he couldn't help but look at him for a few 
more times until the Thunderbolt Soldier passed him by. 


It was only when the Thunderbolt crossed his path that the soldier's memory came to mind. 


"Oh!" He shouted out softly, and his companions all sidled up to him. 


Isn't he the general? -He's the one who's been in the army for a long time. 


But he left early in the morning, why did he come back to fight this battle? ...... 


The offending soldier wasn't quite sure that the passing "Thunderbolt Soldier" was the person he 
remembered, so he didn't talk to his companions. Besides, the big bag of dry set in his hand is not light 
at all, so he'd better go to the shore to unload it. ...... 
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As soon as we arrived at the camp account for prescribing medicine and treatment, a large group of 
wounded soldiers rushed forward, scrambling to get medicine or bandages. Taking advantage of this 
chaos, the "Thunder Fire Soldier" just stretched out his left hand and took the water and dry rations that 
were placed in front of the pipe floor, and then he went to sit on his knees on the ground among the 
wounded soldiers who were lying densely and resting. 


He opened the cloth covering the lower half of his face, revealing his bearded mouth, and slowly ate and 
drank. The dried biscuits that had been left for a long time were hard as stone, and the other soldiers 
had to suck them for a while and soften them with their saliva before they could be bitten into, but 
Soldier Thunderbolt chewed and swallowed the biscuits one by one, with his very strong forehead and 
solid teeth. 


His eyes were calm, showing no displeasure at the unpalatable dry food. 


As long as it gives me enough strength to wield my saber, it will be enough. 


He ate all the biscuits and drank a few mouthfuls of water, then sat quietly on the plate . He didn't look 
at anyone around him, and he didn't talk to anyone. The wounded soldiers around him initially thought 
this guy was strange, but after he sat like a stone Buddha on the campground for a long time, people 
lost interest in him. 


Occasionally he would look at the sky, which would soon be completely dark. 


Unlike all the soldiers around him, he was eagerly awaiting tomorrow's battle. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 206 Chapter 2 Flame Attack 


Facing the faint morning light rising from the horizon in the distance, Wu Wending stood on the bow of 
the warship, looking down at the breaking waves and thinking deeply. 


A lot of the beard on his chin was curled and browned because it was burned by the flames in the battle 
yesterday. He slept very little last night and got up before dawn. He hurried to the shore to check the 
progress of war preparations. He was not relieved until he saw that the craftsmen and soldiers had 
prepared all the weapons needed for the strategy all night long. At this moment, Wu Wending looked 
tired. In addition to not getting enough sleep, he also had the fatigue accumulated from two 
consecutive days of fighting. Every joint in his body seemed to be locked, and the muscles were sore and 
painful in waves. 


However, Wu Wending had no intention of sleeping at all, and was in a delicate state of being extremely 
tired but extremely alert. He was not unfamiliar with this state - he had to experience it every time he 
fought. 


He tried his best to stand as straight as possible so as not to let the soldiers behind him see his fatigue. 
After yesterday's dangerous and reversal of the battle on the lake, it is not easy to inspire the rebel 
soldiers to fight again immediately - they managed to survive on the verge of defeat, but they have to 
risk their lives again. Even with the morale of a great victory, he is not so willing. What's more, this rebel 
army is not regular after all, most of them are just ordinary people and villagers. 


Fortunately there was a man in the army. Wang Shouren. 


"Tomorrow, we will be able to end everything!" Yesterday, Wang Dutang personally gave instructions 
and encouragement to the soldiers. His huge appeal was something that Wu Wending, who was very 
experienced, had never seen in his life. "The real victory is right in front of us! All we have to do is raise 
our hands and take it off with our last breath!" 


Although he was a bit rebellious, Wu Wending sometimes couldn't help thinking: If Mr. Wang had been 
born in a more chaotic era, and if he had read less books about sages, he might have been a great hero 
like Emperor Taizu who founded the country and became king... 
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He couldn't help but smile at the thought. "If Wang Dutang was that kind of person, | wouldn't admire 
him so much..." Wu Wending said to himself. 


Wu Wending turned around and looked at the many soldiers on the deck of the warship. All kinds of 
ordnance and equipment were ready, and the soldiers had nothing to do. They rested on the deck one 
by one and waited for orders. Some, like Wu Wending, stood on the side of the ship, silently watching 
the scenery of Poyang Lake at dawn. Many militiamen in the rebel army had never been on a boat 
before fighting this battle. They were easily dizzy and vomited at first, but they overcame it after 
marching and water battles. 


They probably never imagined that something like this would happen in their lives. So far from home. 
Saw so many unfamiliar scenery. We entrusted our lives to so many people who didn't know each other. 
kill. Watching people get killed. Witness legendary figures. To endure intense fear, sadness and a sense 
of survival. This war was the most extraordinary experience in their lives. And is this luck or misfortune? 
No one can say. All that is known is that they were pushed into this struggle by the storm, never by their 
own choice. 


This courage is a kind of greatness that will not be recorded in history books. Although the soldiers were 
lazy and motionless, Wu Wending only took one look and even smelled the atmosphere between them 
to confirm that they were ready. He couldn't help but admire Wang Shouren's leadership again. 


When they caught Wu Wending's gaze, they immediately showed expressions of reverence, stood up 
straight and nodded in salute. In the eyes of the soldiers, Wu Wending, who stood at the head of the 
boat formation yesterday, his beard still motionless despite being burned by the fire, looked like a living 
god of war. 


Wu Wending looked forward again. On the water in front of the main warship, there were an unknown 
number of small boats sailing through the waves, maintaining an orderly formation. These light boats 
are the main force in today's final battle. 


Wu Wending knew that there were two people who slept less than him last night, and one of them was 
of course Mr. Wang. According to the attendants, Mr. Wang didn't sleep a wink in the camp for almost 
the whole night. He kept pacing back and forth with a lamp on, thinking, checking whether there were 
any loopholes in the strategy or what could be improved. 
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After yesterday's decisive battle, the rebels have gained most of the victory, but Wang Shouren said that 
this is the most dangerous moment. The more confident you are, the easier it is to give the opponent a 
chance to stand up. Therefore, he insisted that the rebels should brave their fatigue and rush to attack 
this morning in one go. This was to prevent King Ning's rebels from having time to regroup and recruit 
their scattered troops, so as not to miss the golden opportunity to end the war in one fell swoop. 


——Zhu Chenhao is still a huge threat to the world even if he is there. 


In yesterday's battle at Poyang Lake, the victory or defeat was just a line in the sand, and the lives of 
many volunteers and militiamen were not easy to retrieve. Wang Shouren absolutely did not want to 
see them sacrificed again, so he had to try his best to attack with the most stable and sure strategy, in 
order to break the bandits with one blow and minimize the casualties on his side. 


--This kind of mentality of treating the soldiers as his sons and daughters was the secret of Wang 
Shouren's army management. 


Another person who also slept very little was Jing Li. Wu Wending really couldn't figure out what the 
body of this strange man was made of. He charged into the battle in Poyang Lake, succeeded in surprise 
attacks one after another with his personal force, fought bloody for a long time, and achieved countless 
feats, without much rest, and brought with him With a small group of Zhangzhou and Haicang soldiers, 
they went to follow and reconnoiter the situation of King Ning's rebels regrouping in Qiaoshe. Wu 
Wending was amazed by his iron-man-like endless physical strength. 


It was precisely because of the solid intelligence brought back by Jing Li that Wang Shouren was able to 
decide on today's tactics; while the rebels spent the whole night making preparations, Jing Lei was still 
supervising and commanding from the shore. 


——tThese warriors are really useful... Wangdutang is really in compliance with God's will by receiving 
their support. From Baoshu Wang Shouren escaping from the pursuit; interfering in enemy territory to 
delay the dispatch of troops by Prince Ning; sneaking into Nanchang to cooperate with foreign forces 
and conquering the enemy city overnight; to the various surprise attacks in the Battle of Poyang Lake, 
the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" were used throughout the entire war Every stage of the process 
has a decisive role in success or failure. Even if it is described as "immortal achievements", it is no 
exaggeration. 
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——And such a group of strange people who risked their lives to fight for the common people turned 
out to be criminals wanted by the imperial court... 


Wu Wending couldn't help but laugh when he thought about this. If the rebellion is successfully quelled 
this time, the court will definitely reward him, but will it be enough to abrogate the crime of "breaking 
the door with six swords"? Wu Wending was not sure either. What he was even more worried about 
was that if Wang Shouren argued for the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" at that time, the traitors in 
the court would take the opportunity to attack him, and even pursue him for harboring imperial 


criminals... 


——No, | want to protect Wangdutang! Then let me take his place and intercede for the "Six Swords of 
Breaking the Door"! The most | can do is lose my official position. | shouldn’t be beheaded, right? I'm 
afraid that because of my low official position, | simply can't do this... 


Wu Wending didn't take his official career too seriously. If he wins today, the biggest reward he will get 
is to have his name recorded in the annals of history - and to be a hero alongside a great figure like 
Wang Shouren. 


——At this point in life, there is nothing more to ask for. 


But that’s all for later. The first thing to do is to win this battle. 


Wu Wending once again looked at the lake and ships ahead, waiting for the sound of the trumpet that 
was about to resound through the sky. The sailors of the vanguard clippers sailing at the forefront of the 
battle formation would blow their horns as soon as they saw the enemy formation. 


In order to minimize losses, Wang Shouren still attacked with his entire army today, taking advantage of 
his current numerical advantage that overwhelmed the enemy. In addition to the Chinese army 
marching from the west towards Qiaoshe, another rebel general, Xing Xun, the prefect of Ganzhou, led 
the left army, Xu Lian, the prefect of Yuanzhou, and Dai Deru, the prefect of Linjiang, led the right army, 
as well as the Ganzhou Yadu The many guerrilla armies led by Commander Yu En all set off before dawn, 
setting up an encirclement and suppression campaign around the enemy's position in advance. 
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In one of the guerrillas, Yan Heng was riding a small but fast and flexible eagle ship. There were twelve 
sailors and militiamen on the same ship. They seemed particularly relieved to have this "swordsman" 
with them. 


Unlike yesterday's decisive battle, these guerrilla speedboats today are not the protagonists of the 
frontline attack. Instead, they will stay behind and wait for the enemy to collapse and flee. Among them, 
Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao and his cronies are the primary targets. They will never be allowed to take 
advantage of the chaos to escape from Poyang Lake. 


Since the rebel leaders were likely to be accompanied by masters to protect the area, in order to 
capture them smoothly, Wang Shouren asked the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" to join them 
instead of using them to fight tough battles on the front lines. 


"I'll ask a few knights to close the net for me this time." Wang Shouren said last night: "Capturing King 
Ning is more important than anything else. Otherwise, there may be a resurgence in the future." 


In order to cast a wider net during the pursuit, the four members of the "Six Swordsmen" separated and 
boarded the clippers of different teams. Yan Heng sat cross-legged among the soldiers, gently closing his 
eyes, his body swaying with waves, and there was an incomparable calmness amidst the movement. 


But Yan Heng's heart was surging like waves in a lake, because he still hadn't recovered from yesterday's 
decisive battle with Ye Chenyuan. 


Since last night, whether Yan Heng was awake or asleep, there was a huge black shadow flying in his 
mind, repeating the "Strike of the Black Kite" over and over again. 


It was only after the end of the battle yesterday that Yan Heng had the time to recall all the events of 
the sword fight and realized how dangerous a situation he was in at that moment. 


--Ye Chenyuan's "Tai Chi" power transforming technique was perhaps even more subtle than his 


master's " Vault Breaking" sword dismantling technique back then! 
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Yan Heng thought back, if he had not sent out the "Shaking Scale" in time, or if the spinning force of the 
"Shaking Scale" had been half a point smaller, the one who was pierced through the heart and chest was 
not Ye Chenyuan, but himself. 


The result was Yan Heng won. This victory was not made any easier because Ye Chenyuan lost his arm or 
was a few years older than before. 


The "Strike of the Black Kite" was not only a subtle technique of the "Taiji Sword", but also a 
combination of the "Wudang Feilong Sword" and even the "Vault Breaking" of the Qingcheng School, 
which Yan Heng had seen before. Yan Heng knew that Hou Yingzhi had been in Wudang Mountain all 
those years, so he was not surprised that Ye Chenyuan knew the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Sword Technique. He just didn't realize that there could be such variations in Qingcheng's 
swordsmanship, and that this "Strike of the Black Kite" had opened up a new way of thinking in Yan 
Heng's swordsmanship. 


Yan Heng was meditating on the boat, constantly recalling and thinking about yesterday's sword fight, 

and the breath emitted from his body made all the soldiers beside him feel slightly short of breath. His 
first real battle in the duel, in which he had performed the "Dragon Phase" and "Tiger Phase" one after 
another, had brought his aura to another level, and he did not have to be restrained in the battlefield, 

but let it out with abandon, affecting all those around him. 


--Just like He Zisheng in the final battle. 


He could not help but compare yesterday's battle with the duel between Master and Ye Chenyuan. At 
that time, could Ye Chenyuan use such a great move as the "Strike of the Black Kite"? No. But if He Zi 
Sheng faced the "Strike of the Black Kite" at that time, would he be able to break it? Yes. Will the 
process of breaking it be as dangerous as mine? ...... 


“ash. | don't know. 


But this "not knowing" has already given Yan Heng a conclusion that he can't believe but can't deny: 


--I've already begun to catch up with the Master's figure. 
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Not to mention that Yan Heng has not yet absorbed and refined the experience and discoveries he 
gained from this duel; as long as he is given a period of time to practice, his swordplay will surely 
advance another step. 


"I've already ...... done it." 


"What did you say?" 


A militiaman nearby listened to Yan Heng's words and couldn't help but ask. 


Yan Heng opened his eyes and recognized that the person who asked him was none other than Shen 
Xiaowu, who he had fought alongside before. It was too dark when the group set off, and he was so 
preoccupied that he didn't notice. 


He smiled and answered Shen Xiaowu: "| mean... After this battle, | can go home." 


go home. Qingcheng Mountain. 


Reviving the Qingcheng Sword Sect. Yan Heng has now reached the conditions. 


The only remaining obstacle is the crime of "Six Swordsmen Breaking the Door". As long as he follows 
Wang Shouren and makes contributions in quelling the rebellion, he will hopefully be cleansed, and then 
he will be able to rebuild the Qingcheng sect's gates in a dignified manner. 


After hearing this, Shen Xiaowu did not nod in agreement, but stayed silent and meditated. Yan Heng 
looked at him and saw a short, broad-bladed machete he carried on his waist. Sure enough, Shen 
Xiaowu followed Yan Heng's suggestion and changed the weapon - in fact, this was the third weapon he 
had changed in the war. It was taken from a warrior soldier of Prince Ning's Mansion who died in the 
battle., both light and solid, with excellent casting materials, which Shen Xiaowu couldn't put down. 


"Don't you want to go home?" Yan Heng asked. 
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"| don't know. ...... " Shen Xiaowu touched the hilt of the saber and frowned. "After seeing and going 
through so many things, | don't know if | can go home." 


Yan Heng understood how Shen Xiaowu felt. Of course, what he himself had experienced was ten times 
more than what Shen Xiaowu had experienced. 


"Do you still remember our last appointment?" Yan asked. Yan Heng asked. 


Shen Xiaowu's eyes lit up. Of course he remembered. He just thought Yan Heng didn't remember, after 
all, he was just a pawn. 


"You said that if | survived, | could come to you." Shen Xiaowu swallowed the knot in his throat and said, 
"You will teach me." 


"The promise is still valid," he said with a smile. Yan Heng smiled. "Live today, too. Afterward you can 
come to me. I'll take you back to my hometown." 


Tong Jing, who was on the other guerrilla boat, was thinking the same thing. Although she was not able 
to feel Yan Heng's mind remotely, she thought about it all night and vaguely realized that Yan Heng had 
started to prepare to go back to Mount Qingcheng after defeating Ye Chenyuan. 


After all, today she was the person who knew him best in the world. 


She was proud of the fact that the man she loved was going to fulfill his dream with his will. She was 
proud of him because she was part of the struggle. Thinking about this, Tong Jing couldn't help but 
smile. 


The soldiers on the same ship were already nervous, but they were attracted to Tong Jing's look - they 
had never seen anyone wear such a sweet expression on the battlefield. 
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Tong Jing looked at the lightening sky and the lake, and thought back to the youthful young swordsman 
she knew at the beginning of her life, but she was a completely different person from what she was 
today. 


But it is also the same person who has not changed his mind. 


--In the past, there was Yan Heng because of the Qingcheng Sect, and in the future, there will be the 
Qingcheng Sect because of Yan Heng! 


As she thought about this, she heard the faint sound of horns in the distance to the west. 


The battle was about to begin. 


This morning, Zhu Chenhao, who hadn't slept for almost a night, summoned his ministers to the 
marshal's ship before dawn, and then ignored the opposition of Li Shishang and Liu Yangzheng, and 
arrested and questioned all the generals and bureaucrats who had not done their best in yesterday's 
battle and who had fled in anticipation of the situation, and prepared to publicly execute them in order 
to straighten out the discipline of the army. 


---On the one hand, he promised heavy rewards, and on the other hand, he urged people to fight to the 
death with strict military law. With such a combination of benevolence and authority, there is a chance 
to turn defeat into victory today! 


Zhu Chenhao thought so and was therefore bent on having his way. However, Li Shishang and Liu 
Yangzheng did not think so. Now half of the generals of King Ning's army had been forced to follow him 
only a month or so ago, and if they are still forced to do so when they are weak, even if they don't 
revolt, they will easily surrender to the enemy ...... 


The two "Imperial Masters" and "State Masters" looked at each other in dismay. They are not stupid 
people, and in their hearts, they are aware of the fact that yesterday's meeting has almost decided the 
victory or defeat of the whole war, and they are not giving up now only expecting a miracle. 
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--But against that Wang Shouren, a miracle is a very remote thing. ...... 


Just before he was about to give the order to execute those dozen people, the alarm gong in the boat 
array rang. The enemy has appeared. 


--So fast? | thought they would take more rest... 


The generals of King Ning's army hurriedly prepared for battle. With Zhu Chenhao's command ship as 
the center, the ships lined up to meet the attack. Taking advantage of the terrain and water situation of 
the Qiaoshe opposite the lake port, Ning Wang's navy gathered closely for defense, preparing to use 
concentrated musketry and artillery firepower to defeat the greater number with less. 


The last generals to leave the command ship and attack were Shang Chengyu and Yao Lianzhou. Before 
they stepped off the ship's building, Zhu Chenhao stopped the two of them and held their hands tightly. 


"Two generals... please." Zhu Chenhao has actually been dissatisfied with their performance on the 
battlefield, but now there is no general more worthy of trust than these two, and Zhu Chenhao just 
wants to be moved, expecting the two to remember these days of the Ning Wangfu's pheasant 
encounter favor and courtesy, and to do their best to fight to the death today. 


Shang Chengyu looked at Wu Jihong waiting at the bottom of the stairs, and then at Yao Lianzhou. He 
saw the bamboo tube tied around Yao Linzhou's waist. They looked at each other and said nothing. 


"Your Highness, there is no need to say more." Shang Chengyu left one hundred soldiers of the "Iron 
Mountain Squad" on the commander's ship to protect Zhu Chenhao, and he himself would lead the 
troops at the front to attack personally. He avoided Zhu Chenhao's gaze at the moment, not letting the 
King of Ning see the resentment in his eyes - Shang Chengyu thought to himself, if Zhu Chenhao could 
have delegated more power to him, the war would not have come to this point. 


The two Wudang swordsmen went downstairs to the battlefield. 
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After seeing the strategy of Wang Shouren's army in the previous two days, Ning's army wanted to 
follow suit. Therefore, today, Yao Lianzhou and Wu Jihong each led a fleet of fast ships and waited on 
both sides of their own flanks, ready to attack the enemy's flanks and back, and to gamble on their 
superior strength to turn the tide of the war. 


As Wu Wending's fleet was approaching from the west, King Ning's army had already made preparations 
to meet the enemy. Shang Chengyu, who is in the front line, examines his own team from the ship's 
tower and looks at the changing situation on the other side. While he was on the ship's roof, he was 
looking at his own group, and at the enemy ships that were getting bigger and bigger on the other side, 
and all he could think about was the conversation he had with Yao Lianzhou yesterday. 


--As long as we win this battle, the words | said will be null and void. 


--Yao Linzhou will follow me. 


This vanguard is the best of the remnants of the Ning King's army, and with the Dragon Rider Admiral at 
the helm, it has the highest morale. 


--How can we lose to those sheep-like peasants? 


Many of them are the former guards of the Ning King's government, who have enjoyed years of 
rampage and comfort, and do not want it to end here, so they have stayed until this moment. 


--That's why they've stayed until this moment! We have to win this one! 


At this point, a subordinate who is more familiar with water warfare reminded Shang Chengyu. 


"General, there is something strange ...... The enemy seems to be charging ahead in small boats! And 


the small size is a bit suspicious ...... 


Shang Chengyu took a closer look. On such a distant and wide lake, it is difficult to determine the size of 
the incoming boats by visual inspection alone. But he trusted the judgment of this subordinate. 
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A chill suddenly rose from his back. Shang Chengyu's eyes widened. 


"Spread out! He shouted an order. "The front line of the fleet spreads out from side to side! Form a half- 
moon formation!" 


But after two days of frustration, the Ning King's navy was no longer as nimble as it once was, because 
too many of its experienced sailors had died or fled. Although Shang Chengyu was vigilant in giving the 
correct instructions for the change of formation, his army lacked the ability to execute them. 


Only the ships on the first line with Shang Chengyu's commanding ship were barely able to pull away to 
the left and right, and rearranged themselves in a half-moon shape with a slight inward concavity. 


Shang Chengyu gave the order to blow the horn. The front line of the fleet opened fire on the hundreds 
of small boats that were coming in at high speed. 


The small boats that rushed in had suffered losses under this round of fire, but they still swarmed in, and 
the strangest thing was that they did not fire a single shot or arrow in return. 


As he got closer, Shang Chengyu saw it more clearly from a height: almost no soldiers or firearms could 
be seen on the deck of the enemy's boat, and each seemed to be covered by some strange coverings... 


Shang Chengyu knew that what he was worried about was true. 


"Disperse! The whole formation should do their best to disperse!" 


This time he experienced Wang Shouren's horror head-on. 


The group of small boats withstood two more rounds of fire from King Ning's army, and had already 
arrived in front of the formation, and began to chase and collide with the larger warships of King Ning's 
army. 
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It was already full daylight at this time, and at a close combat distance, we could clearly see the strange 
appearance of the raiding boats: each one was only more than three feet long, and seemed to be 
divided into two parts, the front and back, connected by ropes. The front half was empty, but filled with 
piles. There were piles of firewood and hay, watered with strong oil, and now they were all filled with 
arrows shot by King Ning's army; 


In addition to the sail mast and scull, the rear half only had protective fenders erected, without any 
weapons, and there were not many crew members inside. 


Everyone in King Ning's navy already knew what these dragons were coming for. Many sailors screamed 
and tried to avoid collision, while the soldiers on the ship tried their best to intercept. 


Finally, the warship of King Ning's army was hit. The bow of the small boat was equipped with sharp iron 
horns, which were nailed deeply into the hull of King Ning's warship. 


Then Ning Wangbing above immediately smelled the burning smell. 


As soon as the firewood piled in the front of the boat was ignited, the sailors on the boat hurriedly cut 
off the connecting ropes in the center with an axe, and the second half broke away, becoming another 
small "sub-boat" from which the sailors stretched out oars, desperately rowing backwards to escape the 
enemy's attack. 


The Ning Wang sailors who were attacked by the flames had no time to shoot those "sub-ships" and 
were just busy putting out the fire. 


More than a hundred of these fire attacks used "mother and sub-ships" to ride the wind into the ship 
array. Because the battle formations of King Ning's naval forces were arranged so densely, there was not 
much room for escape, and the mother ship could easily find its target. One after another, King Ning's 
warships were caught in the flames. 


King Ning's army also had clippers to intercept these mother and daughter ships, but it took a lot of time 
to intercept them one by one, and the speed was not enough to delay the fire attack. 
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The sailors on some burned warships jumped into the water to escape. With no one at the helm, these 
burning ships encountered other friendly ships, spreading the flames. 


The elite ship array of King Ning's army soon fell into a sea of fire. 


Zhu Chenhao saw it from a distance in the center of the formation and stared so hard that the corners of 
his eyes almost burst. 


Wang Shouren's strategy did not give King Ning's army an opportunity to take advantage until the end. 
Each of these mother and daughter ships only required four or five people to operate them. Wang 
Shouren dispatched 200 of them, but with less than 1,000 people, he dealt a shocking blow to King 
Ning's ship formation. 


——And this was due to Jing Li's reconnaissance, quickly bringing back the information that King Ning's 
warships were tightly deployed, so that Wang Shouren could make the decision to attack with fire, and 
the rebels had enough time to prepare and organize this fleet. 


Wu Wending saw that the fire attack was effective, so he commanded the main warship group of the 
Chinese army to attack the enemy's formation at full speed. 


Seeing the mine smoke rising in the distance, the rebel generals such as Xing Xun, Xu Lian, and Dai Deru, 
who had been waiting for a long time, also led their fleets to attack the rebels from the left and right. 
Under Wang Shouren's careful arrangement, the timing of the three-party attack was just right. King 
Ning's army saw the enemy's main warships appear from three sides at the same time, with great 
numbers and momentum. After the fire in front of the steamer, their morale suffered another setback. 


As soon as the fire-attacked ships had retreated, the three sides of the volunteers fired their cannons at 
the rebel ships at the same time. Although the distance was still far and the actual damage was not 
great, the sound of the cannons shook the hearts of the generals of the King of Ning's army. 


Between the flames and the black smoke, some rebel ships were the first to lower their flags and 
surrender. This quickly spread, and the number of those who surrendered without a fight increased as if 
a mountain had fallen. 
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This scene was seen by Zhu Chenhao and a few close military advisors in the center of the battlefield. 


To Zhu Chenhao, it was like seeing his dream, which he had built with all his efforts over the past several 
decades, collapsing in front of his eyes. 


It was so quiet on the commander's ship. In the end, only Li Junyuan had the guts to speak up. 


"Your Majesty, we have to leave..." Li Junyuan said in a trembling voice, his eyes only dared to look at 
the deck. "Keep Qingshan here..." 


Zhu Chenhao seemed to be completely distracted, his expression dull. Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng and other 
important officials in the palace could only stare at him anxiously. Until he seemed to nod slightly, 
everyone impatiently gathered around him and walked down the ship's building to transfer to the small 
escape boat. Zhu Chenhao was like a walking corpse, letting his subordinates take him away. 


The fast boat could not carry too many people, and in addition to the need for lion protection, Zhu 
Chenhao, the prince and other clan members and important officials could only ride in separate boats. 


It wasn't until he got on the clipper and untied the cable that Zhu Chenhao suddenly woke up from a 
dream. 


"Where's Concubine Lou?" 


At this moment, the only thing he was thinking about was his beloved concubine who had tried so hard 
to persuade him not to cause trouble. Zhu Chenhao felt extremely regretful when he thought of her 
face. 


The only people accompanying Zhu Chenhao on the boat were Li Junyuan and a dozen "Tieshan 
soldiers". They all looked at each other and couldn't answer. 


It turned out that during the war, Concubine Lou looked at Zhu Chenhao's broken state when he was 
taken away, and she could not bear to see him again. She was also afraid of being captured and 


3351 


humiliated by the enemy soldiers, so she swallowed hard and jumped from the captain's boat into the 
lake. Suicide. 


——Concubine Lou’s body was later found and salvaged by fishermen, and reported to the government. 
After confirmation, she was buried in a dignified burial outside Hukou County, and the "Xianfei Tomb" 
was established. 


The prince has also been defeated and fled, and the rebels' fighting spirit has collapsed. They either 
surrender or escape, and very few are actually willing to fight. The rebels tore through the ship 
formation like a torrent, and Wang Shouren achieved his goal of ending the battle with minimal 
casualties. 


After the main warships of the rebel armies ceased fire, the next thing they dispatched was the guerrilla 
fleet, which was responsible for hunting down the fleeing Zhu Chenhao, the royal family, and key rebels. 
In addition, Xingxun detached another infantry group to land on the north side and attack the rebel 
camp on the Qiaoshe Bank by land. 


One of the guerrilla dragon teams was led by Wang Mian, the magistrate of Wan'an County, and 
Shimazu Hu Linglan was sitting on an eagle boat inside. 


Two consecutive days of fierce fighting made the pregnant Hu Linglan extremely uncomfortable and 
tired, but she still endured it and did not let anyone around her see the slightest sign of pain, insisting on 
fighting this last battle. 


"After working hard for so many days, how could | miss the final victory?" Hu Linglan also said to Jing Li: 
"Unless you break my legs, don't even think about it." 


In order to help the soldiers on the guerrilla boat deal with possible martial arts masters as much as 
possible, the four "Six Swordsmen" were separated in different fleets, and Hu Linglan and her husband 
were also sent out separately. 


However, her mind was not on winning the battle, but on the Wudang masters in the enemy army. 


3352 


Hu Linglan was not worried about Jing Li's failure in the battle; she was worried that Jing Li would meet 
Yao Lianzhou or Shang Chengyu. 


--lf he finds one of them, he will definitely have a solo duel ...... that is really hard to know whether he 
will live or die. 


Hu Linglan, who was carrying a nodachi and holding a long bow in her hand, couldn't help stroking her 
belly when she thought of this. Although she said that she would absolutely support Jing Li in whatever 
he did, as the feeling of the fetus in her belly became more and more real, she became more and more 
afraid that Jing Li would be gone one day. 


--Will the man who has always been pursuing the highest peak fall off the cliff one day? ...... 


Hu Linglan does not want her child to be born without a father. Therefore, she secretly and fervently 
prayed to the gods to let her find those top masters of the Wudang School first, and kill them on the 
spot with the overwhelming number of people and weapons of the guerrilla army. 


--Though it would not please Li. He may blame me in the future. ...... 


However, her love for her unborn child overrides her loyalty to Jing Li. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 207 Chapter 3 The Revenge Saber 


"Senior Brother Zhou!" 


Shang Shaogi shouted in a voice that was almost mute, and his sharp eyes stared at the enemies 
swarming in like a wave. 


His turban had long been thrown away, and his cloud-like curly hair was soaked with blood and sweat 
and stuck to his face. The Wudang sword in his hand was swollen with blood and sweat. His fingers felt 
soft and slimy, as if what he was holding was not a sword but some disgusting creature. 


A monster that sucks human blood and souls. 


Seventeen-year-old Shang Shaogi finally learned today that a real battle is like this: chaotic and 
frightening; full of unpredictable accidents and mistakes; like being stuck in a quagmire and not knowing 
when to get out. 


This is a completely different world from the elegant sword fighting in the martial arts training ground. 


But it is a reality that warriors must face. 


Zhou Chao heard Shang Shaogi's call in the midst of the melee and ran over without thinking. At this 
moment, he absolutely believed in this senior brother who was ten years younger than himself. Shortly 
after the battle began, Zhou Chiu got lost in the "Great Joy Cave" and was separated from the rest of the 
"38 Swords of Wudang". If Shang Shaogi hadn't found him, he would have been killed by those 
seemingly endless dead soldiers of the Objective Migration Sect. 


Only when he retreated to Shang Shaoqi's side did Zhou Chiu see that there were also Ren Yuanying and 
Mo Lingyun, fellow disciples of the Thirty-Eight Swords. The stalwart senior brother Mo Lingyun had half 
of his face splashed by the poison cast by the Objective Migration Sect. Although it was wiped away in 
time, it was still corroded into a smoking wound and emitted bursts of stench. Mo Lingyun's face also 
darkened slightly, and he was obviously fighting against the poison that had entered his blood, but his 
physique and will were amazing, and he was still full of energy as usual. 
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Those animalistic believers wearing colorful clothes and completely abandoning their lives rushed 
toward them roaring along the dark corridor, like a swarm of ferocious insects. Looking at those crazy 
eyes glowing red, Shang Shaogqi's back felt chilly. 


——Master underestimated the enemy! Thinking that the opponent didn't have much martial arts, 
there was no need to be afraid, so he attacked the hole directly, but in the end he paid a heavy price! 


If we only talk about personal force, these dead soldiers are like lambs in the eyes of Wudang 
swordsmen. But what he faced was a far greater number of enemies than expected, a complex maze- 
like terrain, various hidden poisons that were difficult to guard against, and the opponent's fanatical and 
fearless mental state, the attacking Wudang 38 Swordsmen were in a dangerous situation. 


Shang Shaogi witnessed with his own eyes that Bi Rong, Zhao Chenfeng and Tang Boyan, three senior 
brothers with superb swordsmanship, were brutally killed one by one in the chaos. 


At this moment, Shang Shaoqi chose this defensive place. It was a narrow and winding position in the 
cave. It was a stronghold where the Wudang swordsmen could exert their extraordinary strength and 
defeat more with less. 


The four of them fought side by side, and they were able to resist the attack of the Object Migration 
Cultists. Shang Shaoqi was right in his observation, these dead soldiers of the Material Migration Cult 
had taken some kind of strange drug, although they had entered a state of fearlessness and frenzy to 
greatly increase their strength, they also made their minds unclear and their actions simple. They could 
only recognize the enemy once they saw it. They rushed over to attack, lacking the strategy of 
enveloping and attacking. As long as the four Wudang Sect members held the frontal pass, the opposing 
side would come to kill themselves in wave after wave. 


However, the physical strength of the four people is also constantly depleted. We can't continue fighting 
like this, Shang Shaoqgi thought to himself. He winked at Senior Brother Mo Lingyun. Mo Lingyun 
understood and retreated according to the previously agreed strategy. 


Only three tired warriors were left to resist the enemy, and the battle immediately became more 
difficult. Shang Shaogi felt the pressure that was immediately increasing and shouted to himself in his 
heart: 
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——Stay alive! No matter what, | have to live! 


At this time, Senior Brother Ren Yuanying on his right was stabbed and collapsed. 


Shang Shaogi gritted his teeth, swung his sword like crazy, and encouraged Zhou Chao, his only 
remaining sect member, to roar loudly: 


"Wudang is immortal! Wudang is immortal! " 


Shang Chengyu pushed aside the body of the "Iron Mountain Soldier" who had been hit by an arrow and 
climbed up from the deck of the clipper. 


He coughed a few times, and his breath smelled like burning wood. The white fur has been dyed dark 
gray. He touched his waist and saw that the sword was still there. 


The two sailors who were driving the boat jumped out of the boat and stepped onto the land on the 
shore. One of them ran away while covering his left arm that was bleeding from an arrow. Shang 
Chengyu looked forward and realized that he had returned to the shore of the woodcutter's camp. 


The short and distant memories he had just had were so vivid in his mind that he forgot where he was 
for amoment. When he looked at the fast boat, he was the only one left alive. The other eight Iron 
Mountain soldiers had either died of wounds sustained in the previous battle or had been killed by the 
enemy's bows and arrows as they fled back to the shore. 


Shang Chengyu could not remember the entire escape process, but only knew that between the flaming 
war ship and boarding the fast boat, he had changed passengers at least twice. All memories are 
disturbed by the flames, smoke and the sound of guns. 
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He climbed ashore from the side of the boat with a slight limp, and it took him a dozen steps to adjust 
his breathing and regain his usual stance. He looked around the shore and saw soldiers running for their 
lives in the distance. He had no choice but to walk towards the camp alone. 


With his feet finally on solid sand, Shang Chengyu felt slightly relieved. He did not look back into the 
lake. He knew that the battle was over. 


Walking step by step, Shang Chengyu recalled the long-standing memories that had just surfaced. Thirty 
years ago, as the youngest disciple of "Wudang Thirty-Eight Swords", he participated in the battle that 
changed the fate of Wudang. Among the disciples taught by Tie Qingzi at that time, Shang Shaoqi (Shang 
Chengyu's original name) was recognized as the most talented one. Before Yao Lianzhou appeared, he 
was also the most favored by Tie Qingzi (Gongsun Qing), which made him able to take part in the battle 
of annihilating the Thing Shifting Cult at the age of seventeen. However, except for the survivors of the 
battle, few people knew that the Wudang Sect relied on him for their tragic victory in that battle. 


Shang Chengyu recalled the scene that had just appeared in his mind: how he and Zhou Chao, with the 
strength of the two of them, desperately withstood the fierce attack of the dead soldiers of the Material 
Movement Sect. The next moment, Mo Lingyun came around to the side and broke a stone pillar with 
his powerful force. The big stone supported by it crushed most of the attacking Object Shifters to death. 
The three of them then killed all the remaining survivors... ... 


Under the command of Shang Chengyu, they defeated more than twenty times the number of enemies. 


The entire battle was turned around by Shang Chengyu. Iron Qingzi underestimated the power of the 
Object Transfer Cult and led the Thirty-Eight Swords in a frontal assault on the Great Joy Cave, only to be 
ambushed one after another and suffer heavy losses. It was only when Shang Chengyu took the 
initiative to direct his brothers to reorganize the formation and make use of the terrain to bring into play 
Wudang's superior strength in personal combat that the Thousand Eight Swords were defeated, but in 
the end, only six of Wudang's members, including Tie Qing Zi, survived. 


At that time, Shang Shaogi had already realized that his ability to lead an army was far better than his 
master, and he was probably better than anyone in the Wudang Sect. Just as he resented not having the 
main military power in Prince Ning's Mansion thirty years later, he also thought back then: If | had been 
the one to lead Wudang's attack on the enemy from the beginning instead of Master, at least twice as 
many of his brothers would have survived in the end. ...... 
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The result is that history is repeating itself. 


Shang Chengyu smiled bitterly, looking at the front of the approaching camp. The front of the fortress is 
already unguarded, and soldiers of the Ning King's army are constantly escaping from it. They obviously 

know: the main force in the lake has been defeated, it was only a matter of time before the camp on the 
shore was captured. If they escaped now, there might be a glimmer of hope. 


Shang Chengyu is not too worried about escape. As long as he is not in the water, he is confident that 
with his own force, it will not be difficult to break through the enemy's pursuit-unless he encounters the 
"Six Swords of the Broken Gate"! 


Those guys are another story. 


Since this battle was lost, Shang Chengyu had to fulfill the promise he made to Yao Lianzhou yesterday: 
to hand over his ambition to dominate the army to Yao Lianzhou and retire as a support. 


Surrender to the person you hate the most. 


In Shang Chengyu's heart, Yao Lianzhou not only took away his years and health, but also his master. 


--lt was clear that | was the most suitable successor to Wudang, but Master preferred to give it to Yao 
Linzhou, who shared his beliefs. 


--And that belief collapsed. In the end, Yao Lianzhou is still chasing after worldly power just like me. ...... 
This is a joke. ...... 


Shang Chengyu walked into the unguarded village gate. The soldiers passing by didn't even look at him - 
there was no difference between generals and soldiers in their minds. 


He walked towards his tent. Yao Lianzhou and Wu Jihong will be waiting there. 
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Although according to the agreement, Shang Chengyu will follow Yao Lianzhou, there is another 
variable: Yao Lianzhou is still wavering between the two goals of "warrior" and "king", and still has not 
made up his mind to completely abandon his past self. What would he choose? Shang Chengyu hoped it 
was the latter. Only if Yao Lianzhou is determined to be king can Shang Chengyu's support be 
meaningful; and only by taking this path can he prove that Shang Chengyu's original idea was correct. 


——As long as it proves that | am right, | don’t mind being the second person. 


--Wudang will not die. Nothing is more important than this. 


Shang Chengyu once told Wu Jihong that he had given up Wudang, but in the end he still couldn't get rid 
of this fetter. Is it because the older you get, the easier it is to think about the past? Or is the dignity of 
the "Wudang Warrior" awakened by the defeat of Jing Li? He himself doesn't know... 


Walking into the camp, Shang Chengyu saw many soldiers rummaging through the tents looking for 
valuables that they could take with them. Many of the tents had been torn down, and all sorts of 
miscellaneous things were scattered all over the place. Many of the latecomers were unable to dig up 
anything, so they had to leave with some food. Others squatted on the ground, desperately trying to 
knock off the copper plates on their armor with stones. Others held three or four sabers, but they were 
knocked away by their companions. 


"Why do you carry sabers at this hour?" The companion said, even tore off the sword from the man's 
waist, and pulled off the armor on his body. "People can see at a glance that you are a defeated soldier. 
Don't you want your life?" 


Shang Chengyu couldn't help but laugh as he looked at the scene of the end of the military camp and 
the deserters one by one. 


——People from the Wudang Sect will definitely not do this. Neither will our future armies. 


Still no one paid any attention to him, as if he had become a ghost. 
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Shang Chengyu walked about thirty paces to his tent, and from a distance, he saw that the tent had also 
been dismantled. He was not surprised - it was the tent of the Dragon Rider Admiral, and people would 
naturally expect valuable treasures to be hidden inside. 


He did not see Wu Jihong or Yao Lianzhou. Can the two escape safely from the battlefield? Originally, 
Shang Chengyu wasn’t worried, but now he couldn’t help but feel a little anxious. Wang Shouren’s army 
must have been advancing from both water and land at this moment, uprooting this last stronghold of 
King Ning’s army. If they faced too many troops, even the three of them would not be sure of escaping 
unscathed. 


At this time Shang Chengyu noticed that there was a gaze coming from next to him. He stopped 
immediately. 


He turned over and took a look, only to realize that it was not any of the two people he was expecting - 
this man was much thicker. 


But neither was he a stranger. 


Xi Xiaoyan slowly unwrapped the cloth around his right arm, and pulled down the cloth covering his 
face. 


When Shang Chengyu saw Xi Xiaoyan, he was first extremely surprised and then filled with joy. He had 
heard that Xi Xiaoyan had rushed back to fight at the last moment of the Battle of Wudang Mountain; 
now it seemed that it must have been because he could not abandon Yao Lianzhou and had to return to 
this soon-to-be-fallen camp in the face of danger. 


Wu Jihong once told Shang Chengyu: Xi Xiaoyan's fierce knife skills were the best in the world, and even 
he could not resist. 


--We have found another fierce Wudang general. 


--We can rely on him when we have to deal with people like Jing Li in the future. 
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However, Shang Chengyu's smile soon became stiff. 


He felt Xi Xiaoyan's strong murderous aura. 


He also saw Xi Xiaoyan's cold face. 


——What is this for? ....... 


The next moment, the large red cloak on Xi Xiaoyan’s shoulders flew away. He reached down and 
tugged to the left of his waist, pulling off the long cloth bag hanging diagonally behind his back. The long 
handle of the knife entwined with the thin vine suddenly appeared from above his right shoulder. 


"Wait-" 


Xi Xiaoyan's long, strange right arm was raised, his thick hand grasping the hilt of the saber behind his 
back. 


All words are useless. 


This kind of mere strong hatred and murderous intent was no stranger to Shang Chengyu, but he didn't 
expect to encounter it suddenly at this moment. 


But this did not hinder his reaction as a top Wudang master. His right hand quickly mounted the hilt of 
the sword around his waist. 


Xi Xiaoyan, who had been waiting in the barracks, knew that his only chance to strike at Shang Chengyu 
was to wait for the chaos of the Ning King's army's defeat, but he didn't expect the collapse of the Ning 
King's army to be so swift and complete, and was worried whether Shang Chengyu would still have the 
life to escape from the battlefield. Fortunately, the other party finally appeared in front of him. 
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Xi Xiaoyan could have taken the opportunity to ambush Shang Chengyu. But in the end, he still chose to 
go head on, and gave him time to hold the hilt of his sword. 


The head-on duel was the last tribute Xi Xiaoyan paid to this Wudang sect senior. 


Besides, only flaming hatred remains. 


The power that had been accumulated for a long time exploded in an instant. Rough rattan-handled 
long knife, unsheathed. The blade carried the light of the sun. 


Xi Xiaoyan was shorter than Shang Chengyu, but his strange arm, which had an extra section than 
ordinary people, drew his sword from above and slashed down, but the starting position of his strength 
was far higher than normal. The knife move had not yet been issued, and Shang Chengyu no longer had 
an unfavorable feeling of being oppressed from a high position by the other party. 


Shang Chengyu suddenly recalled the newborn baby who had followed them back to Wudang Mountain 
from the "Great Joy Cave" thirty years ago. Shang Chengyu had been amazed when he saw that young 
but peculiar and powerful arm. 


"Perhaps he will practice martial arts in the future that none of us can practice," Chen Chunyang, one of 
the brothers who survived that day, predicted. 


Shang Chengyu had not seen Xi Xiaoyan's martial arts with his own eyes, but Wu Jihong had described to 
him the power of his "Yang Chi Saber". 


"Even my 'Tai Chi Sword' can't neutralize it," Wujihong said. "If | didn't have a light kung fu to escape 
set , | would have lost to him in a head-to-head fight." 


Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi" power is certainly more pure than Wujihong. "What about me?" He asked 
Wujihong at the time. "Do you think you can take my Tai Chi Sword?" 
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Wujihong did not answer. After thinking for a while, he said, "I really don't know. It's not because | don't 
have confidence in Brother Shang. It is because he is still young. | can't tell how far his saber will have 
progressed by the next time | see him." 


Although Wu Ji Hong said "I don't know", that was actually an answer: it meant that he thought the gap 
was very close. 


And Shang Chengyu would soon receive a clearer answer himself. 


In that descending saber light. 


The time when he killed Shi Xinghao, not counting the tricks he used, this was actually the first time in 
the past eleven years that Shang Chengyu had a direct duel with someone - after he lost the throne of 
the Wudang Sect. A long-lost feeling awakened in Shang Chengyu's body. He thought he had given up 
such desires long ago. Now he knows that the teachings of the Wudang Sect that have been imprinted 
on his soul for so many years are not so easy to erase. 


Shang Chengyu's waist is also bursting with silver light. 


The soldiers around were still only looking for things or escaping, and no one looked at Shang Chengyu 
and Xi Xiaoyan. No one noticed that a duel between the top masters of the contemporary era was taking 
place in front of them. 


——Even if they were paying attention, they would not be able to catch such a move with their ordinary 
eyes. 


At the moment of the saber, Xi Xiaoyan's face was extremely calm. He didn't even need to "borrow a 
phase", he just made a move in a state of emptiness without thought, but the saber was as violent as an 
explosion, his body coordination was flawless, and the power of his waist step reached his upper chest 
and shoulder and then led to his right arm. The strange arm with an extra elbow joint seemed to be 
transformed into a strong leather whip, which rolled the saber out of its sheath and struck down from 
above! 
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--The swinging motion of his saber was different from the previous "Yangji Saber", as if he was throwing 
the saber more than slashing it; at the same time when the saber was slashed out, his right foot in front 
of him was no longer stepping on the ground as hard as in the past, but only stepping as if it was 
effortless. This improved "Yangji saber" no longer relied on force, but reached a purer state, not using 
excess power, and was even more rapid than before. 


Shang Chengyu realized that Xi Xiaoyan's "Yangji Saber" today coincided with Jing Li's "Wave Cutting 
Iron Stance"! 


--It turns out that this is not a coincidence. After Jing Li comprehended the "Wave Flower Chopping Iron 
Strength", he had taught the key points to Hu Linglan. Later, when Hu Linglan and Xi Xiaoyan went to 
Wudang Mountain, they had exchanged saber techniques on the way, and Hu Linglan had unknowingly 
shown Xi Xiaoyan some of the tricks, which had inspired him to improve the "Yang Extreme Saber", only 
that Xi Xiaoyan did not even know that it had come from Jing Li. 


The "Yang Chi Saber" seems to transform the tangible saber into intangible energy, even with Shang 
Chengyu's eyesight, he could not see the angle and trajectory of the saber clearly. 


In the face of this "Anodic Saber", most people only have two choices: the first is to dodge, but because 
they can't see the saber's momentum accurately, they can only negatively dodge without being able to 
counter-attack, and Xi Xiaoyan's second saber will come back again, and the result will only be that they 
continue to be in a disadvantageous position; the second choice is to use strength to fight back, just like 
Hu Linglan in the "Ying Hua Pavilion" that day, however, with her strange strength and heavy nodachi, 
she was still defeated by the force of strength in the past, and the power of Xi Xiaoyan's "yangji saber" 
today is even more formidable. 


But for Shang Chengyu, there is a third option. 


His long sword was raised out of its sheath, facing the sword light in a subtle arc. 


Even if he can't see clearly, Shang Chengyu can still make calculations based on intuition and experience. 


For everything else, he left it to the highest art of the Wudang School. "Tai Chi. 


3364 


When the sabers met, there was no sound. 


Light does not turn. But the overlapping light drew a strange arc between the two of them, falling 
towards the left side of Shang Chengyu's body. 


"Introduction failed" technique. 


Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi Sword" successfully took Xi Xiaoyan's unparalleled "Anode Sword" and drew it 
away! 


The success of this "Tai Chi Sword" move was not only due to Shang Cheng Yu's own superior power and 
skills, but also because he had used "Tai Chi" to catch Jing Li's "Wave Chopping Iron Strength" before, 
and after absorbing that extremely dangerous experience, he was even more confident this time. 


That time, Shang Chengyu's Wudang sword was damaged by Jing Li's saber, but this one was a 
replacement that was carefully selected from the armory of the Ning King's residence, which was not as 
sharp as the Wudang sword, but the blade was more tough and strong, which was suitable to be used 
on the battlefield, therefore, although it also endured Xi Xiaoyan's strong saber, it was not twisted and 
bended as it was the case in the last encounter. 


As soon as he was sure that he had succeeded in pulling away the "Yangji Saber", Shang Chengyu's long 
sword immediately turned in a very thin circle and attacked Xi Xiaoyan instead of defending! 


--Creating an irreparable gap for the opponent and then striking to kill him is the only way to win in 
Wudang's "Tai Chi". 


But before Shang Chengyu could get his strength up, he suddenly felt a very heavy pressure coming 
from his sword! 


——How is it possible... 
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The long sword that had been pushed aside was suddenly stopped midway and pressed horizontally 
against Shang Chengyu! 


This completely violates Shang Chengyu's understanding of martial arts - with the help of "Tai Chi", it is 
impossible for the opponent to use force to fight back like this! 


For ordinary people who have been deprived of sword moves by "Tai Chi" in this way, if they want to 
forcefully put away the sword and save themselves, they can only rely on the three joints of the 
shoulder, elbow and wrist: 


The shoulders are responsible for exerting force to contain the force being led, and the elbows are 
responsible for relieving and transforming the force; 


Finally, use your wrist to retract the knife. 


However, the wrist joint has limited strength and range of motion, and even if it can return the knife, it 
has no power. 


This is why when the "Tai Chi" energy is reduced to such an extent that there is no way to save it, you 
can only watch it being counterattacked. 


But Xi Xiaoyan had an extra elbow joint, and with his rare natural strength, he pulled back the saber and 
immediately pressed it towards Shang Chengyu. He was the only one in the world who could do such a 
maneuver. 


Shang Chengyu couldn't know how much strength Xi Xiaoyan had, and the saber could have pressed his 
sword back against him at any time, so he immediately decided that it wasn't worth the gamble, and 
gave up the opportunity to counterattack, and leapt backwards to avoid the attack. 


He had never imagined that he would face such a strange creature in his life. 


Xi Xiaoyan's move was not calculated, it was purely based on his intuition, and his clumsiness turned 
into a master stroke, cracking Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi Sword" head-on. 


After Shang Chengyu retreated, the long blade passed across him. Xi Xiaoyan raised the knife to his left 
ear, forming a backhand stance, and then slashed out the "Anode Knife" from the other side. 
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Shang Chengyu raised his sword and was on guard, and his eyes instantly locked with Xi Xiaoyan's. Xi 
Xiaoyan's face was still so cold, and his eyes did not reveal any emotion - or rather, he only had one pure 
and simple goal in his eyes: to cut into pieces, destroy and exterminate Shang Chengyu's body. 


Shang Chengyu has never been afraid of anyone in his life. But at this moment, a chill arose in his heart, 
and he couldn't figure out why Xi Xiaoyan was so determined to kill him. And this is no longer important. 
What matters is who survives. 


And he doesn't want to die yet. 


Shang Chengyu is still confident about taking on the "Anode Knife" again. The problem is that if you 
can't fight back, you will be back to the starting point. 


——And how many more knives can | take? 


The inability to fight for a long time is Shang Chengyu's biggest weakness. Especially when using "Tai 
Chi" technology. 


——This move will decide the outcome. 


Shang Chengyu, who has been proud of his exquisite Tai Chi skills for most of his life, knows that facing 
Xi Xiaoyan, he can only win with the purest accuracy, timing and speed. There is no other way. 


His gesture of holding the sword became very, very light. Like holding a pen. 


As Xi Xiaoyan exhaled, the "Anode Knife" slashed out diagonally with his backhand. 


For most swordsmen in the world, backhand knives are weaker than forehand knives. This is due to the 
structure of the human body's skeleton, making it more difficult to exert force, control the blade and 
concentrate power; but Xi Xiaoyan's arm has an extra joint. With the help of the knife, the range of 
movement of the knife was much greater than that of ordinary people, so he developed the "Anode 
Knife" which is as powerful as the forehand. 
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Just like the previous sword, the long sword seemed to disappear in an instant, and struck Shang 
Chengyu on the right side of his head and neck as a ball of luminous energy. 


Once again, Shang Chengyu did not just use his naked eyes to grasp the knife, but used all his senses, 
experience and intuition. 


He "sees" clearly. 


The swords were handed out at the same time. 


Shang Chengyu's state of the sword was also like Xi Xiaoyan's complete emptying of his mind. His hand 
moved at will, and the tip of the sword stabbed out, moving as lightly as if he were reaching out and 
pointing to a beautiful mountain in the distance. 


But it was extremely fast. 


And it was extremely accurate to meet the trajectory of Xi Xiaoyan's right arm. 


"Wudang Shape Sword Chasing the Shape and Cutting the Pulse". 


But this is not just a normal "Chasing Form and Intercepting Vein". At the same time, Shang Chengyu's 
left foot also stepped out in a diagonal direction, and his body stooped forward to avoid the incoming 
momentum of the "Yangji Saber", which is exactly the snake-step dodging method of the "Wudang 
Xingjian". The reason why Shang Chengyu did this was because he knew that even if his "Pursuit of 
Forms and Intercepting Veins" stabbed Xi Xiaoyan's arm first, it was still not enough to stop the power of 
the "Yang Zhi Saber" completely, and he might be chopped to death by the residual force of the "Yang 
Zhi Saber" in the next moment, so he had to avoid the trajectory of the saber while intercepting the 
attack. 


Shang Chengyu's movement, which combines "Wudang Xingjian" and "Wudang Shaped Sword", was an 
improvised invention. However with his great skill in Wudang swordsmanship, it was not uncommon for 
him to improvise a new maneuver at the spur of the moment. 
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The form of his movement, with his body twisted in a peculiar way, dodging at the same time and 
striking the sword from a specific angle, is in fact very strange and incongruous, and the stabbing sword 
does not use the strength of the waist and legs at all, but only relies on the arm to deliver it. Under the 
circumstances, this kind of sword move is as unskilled as a beginner's. However, such an inferior sword 
move can be used to deal with the situation in front of him, because his stabbing sword does not need 
to focus on strength at all. As long as the timing, direction and angle are correct, it is enough, and the 
real killing power will come from Xi Xiaoyan's own power of swinging his arm. 


Moreover, Shang Chengyu can make an incoherent and barely twisted swordplay so fast, relying on the 
invisible muscle power deep in the pelvic bone of the waist and spine, which has been trained by 
practicing "Tai Chi" for years. 


The outward appearance of the ugly sword, but is the sword of this extraordinary hero power and the 
crystallization of wisdom. 


"Chasing Shape and Intercepting Vein" was the first to strike, the tip of the sword stabbed Xi Xiaoyan's 
saber arm. 


The momentum of the "Yangji Saber" was so fierce that it was impossible to change or stop halfway. 


The tip of the sword pierced into the flesh. The feeling that reaches the hilt of the sword is extremely 
familiar to Shang Chengyu. 


The feeling of victory. 


The long sword penetrated deeply into Xi Xiaoyan's right forearm, cutting off the tendons, and then 
penetrated straight to the elbow joint. Once it hit the hard bone, the power of the "Anode Knife" really 
came through. The impact reverberated to Shang Chengyu's fingertips holding the sword, and the tiger's 
mouth was shattered by the impact. 


Drawing the sword in this twisted posture, Shang Chengyu was unable to withstand the impact and was 
forced to let go of the sword hilt. But he knew it didn't matter. The "Anode Knife" has been broken, and 
Xi Xiaoyan's forearm holding the knife is useless. All he had to do was get out of the way, and then pick 
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up a weapon that could be found everywhere and use it to deal with Xi Xiaoyan. The outcome has been 
decided. 


He continued his diagonal step and stooped down, letting Xi Xiaoyan pass by with the remaining 
momentum of the "Yangji Saber". 


However, Shang Chengyu remembered that there was one thing that he had missed. 


Before he could regret, an extremely strong impact came from his right temple. His head shook violently 
inside his skull. His right eye burst into blood due to the indirect impact. A white light exploded in his 
consciousness. 


It was Xi Xiaoyan's elbow strike that was utilizing the power of the "Yangji Saber". 


Although Shang Chengyu's "Chasing Shape and Intercepting Veins" has destroyed Xi Xiaoyan's forearm, 
wrist and elbow, he has forgotten that he still has a second elbow joint. 


--Xi Xiaoyan's move was not calculated, it was simply because of his obsession to kill Shang Chengyu, 
when his saber was broken, he still naturally turned the rest of the move into an elbow strike. 


Shang Chengyu's skull was cracked, blood was spilling from his eyes and nostrils, and his eyes turned 
upward and turned white. 


Xi Xiaoyan didn't even realize that his arm was destroyed, he stepped forward again with his long sword 
still stuck in his right arm, and reached out with his left hand to hold Shang Chengyu's throat and neck! 


Even in the state of almost complete disorientation and unconsciousness, Shang Chengyu still reacted 
and leveraged Xi Xiaoyan's left arm with both hands, and automatically performed "Tai Chi Fist" in order 
to disengage it from the counter-lock! 
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But Xi Xiaoyan's left arm also utilizes his "Tai Chi Fist" softness, and breaks Shang Chengyu's maneuver. 
He still pinches his neck with his five fingers, and then releases the "Two Ceremonies Robbery Fist" 
strength, knocking Shang Chengyu away. The whole person was picked up and thrown down violently! 


--If it were a normal day, Shang Chengyu's "Tai Chi Fist" power would be much higher than Xi Xiaoyan's; 
however, at this moment, when he was half unconscious after being hit hard, Shang Chengyu's ability to 
transform his energy and senses were already retarded, and he had no way to counterattack. 


Strangled by the neck, Shang Chengyu had no room to struggle, and the back of his head hit the ground 
hard! The two destructive hammer blows caused irreparable damage to Shang Chengyu's brain. 


Xi Xiaoyan knelt on one knee on the chest of the lying Shang Chengyu, still holding his throat with his left 
hand, and kept applying pressure with his five fingers. 


"She originally made an appointment with me." 


Xi Xiaoyan looked down at Shang Chengyu's swollen and deformed face, and finally spoke. 


"It's all you. It's all you..." 


Shang Chengyu's remaining consciousness was as if he was drowning in water, and he could only faintly 
hear Xi Xiaoyan's words. He didn't understand and didn't know who that "she" was. It doesn't matter 
anymore. 


At the last moment, Shang Chengyu just kept thinking: 


—-—It’s so boring. | have never completed a single thing in my life... 


Xi Xiaoyan was riding on Shang Chengyu, and his left hand continued to squeeze his neck like a small 
animal. Shang Chengyu no longer made any movement to struggle. 
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The soldiers around the military camp thought it was just two generals fighting over something 
unknown and did not give them a second glance. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 208 Chapter 4: Volunteering for the Devil 


"Get up! Don't give up! 


Li Junyuan suppressed his voice and hissed from between his teeth, using all his energy to pull Zhu 
Chenhao, who was kneeling in the mud, up. But as a Confucian scholar, he really couldn't pull the strong 
prince, and the tendons in his neck stood out. 


Two "Iron Mountain Soldiers" hurried forward and helped Zhu Chenhao get up. He lowered his head and 
gasped, already looking like he didn't want to walk anymore. The coarse cloth that Sui Cai had changed 
into on the shore was stained with mud everywhere. Since the day he was born, Zhu Chenhao has never 
been so embarrassed. 


The "Tieshan soldiers" didn't dare to push Zhu Chenhao to move on - no matter how idle he was now, 
he was still the noble prince in their eyes. Only Li Junyuan pushed him unceremoniously from behind. 


"We're almost there! There will be a boat to pick us up at the agreed upon location!" Li Junyuan said. 
For the sake of safety, they did not call Zhu Chenhao "Prince" during their escape. Li Junyuan's direct 
tone seemed extremely offensive, but at this moment, they no longer cared about the etiquette of 
monarchs and ministers. 


Zhu Chenhao only felt that his legs and knees were sore and weak, and he could no longer support his 
huge body. He was usually fond of martial arts and was not in such a bad condition. It was entirely the 
result of drinking too much and getting too little sleep last night. 


He did something he shouldn't have done again, Zhu Chenhao smiled bitterly in his heart. He had 
become numb to the feeling. 


--Instead, he regretted more than one thing. ...... 


After escaping from the battle formation, they changed boats twice, then went ashore again and took 
the land route. They all changed into civilian clothes, all in order to avoid the eyes and ears of the 
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pursuers. However, not long after landing, some guards began to sneak away and disappear. At this 
moment, only five warriors from the "Tieshan Team" who were still protecting Zhu Chenhao were left. 


These five people were all recruited into Prince Ning's Mansion by Wu Jihong and Yan Qingtong in 
recent years. Each of them has extraordinary martial arts skills, so they were selected as the most elite 
"Iron Mountain Team" pro-lion. They all had a certain reputation for martial arts in the local area. When 
they joined Prince Ning's Mansion, they didn't just want gold and silver women, but they really wanted 
to create a career with their martial arts. They hoped to ride on this huge wave and one day be granted 
the title of marquis and general. Now in this situation, the five people thought that instead of being 
arrested by the court for the rest of their lives, with no place to stay, and burying their life skills and 
ambitions, they might as well continue to take risks. If they can escort Prince Ning to escape, it would be 
heaven for him to make a comeback in the future. A great achievement. 


The five warriors admired Li Junyuan very much. This think tank was just a scribe, and he was not young 
at all. He was out of breath now, but he was still trying his best to encourage the prince to move forward 
perseveringly, maintaining everyone's morale, and showing an unyielding bearing in the face of 
difficulties. 


Li Junyuan was taught by his father Li Shishi since he was a child, and he also had the ideal of becoming 
an "Emperor's Master" in his heart. Over the years, he has made many achievements in Prince Ning's 
Mansion. It can be said that he planned and built half of the Prince's Protective Army. He is one of the 
ministers under Prince Ning. of practical talent. Li Junyuan will never allow this long-term effort to come 
to nothing. 


——lf it ends here, everything | have done will only become the laughing stock of future generations... 


—— It’s not over yet. 


The thoughtful Li Junyuan, after the army was defeated and returned to the woodcutter yesterday, had 
planned a number of escape routes for the prince to escape, and then chose when the opportunity 
came. At this moment, they were walking through the muddy swamp on the lake shore and were about 
to reach a patch of reeds. Li Junyuan had already set up two fishing boats there, so they could take the 
opportunity to cross the lake and escape the enemy's pursuit. 


"Jun Yuan..." Zhu Chenhao regained his energy a little at this time and walked forward faster: "... Thank 
you very much." 


3374 


Li Junyuan had never heard or expected the prince to say thank you to him. It is enough for the monarch 
and his ministers to be different, each holding his own position, knowing each other and being loyal, and 
understanding each other. Hearing these two words at this time, Li Junyuan burst into tears, and his legs 
regained strength. 


Sure enough, the trace of the ship could be seen faintly among the dense reeds ahead. But Li Junyuan 
was still cautious, and first went forward with two "Iron Mountain Soldiers" to investigate. Both of them 
wrapped their swords in coarse cloth to prevent them from shining brightly, and followed Li Junyuan to 
push aside the reeds and go deeper. 


It wasn't until about thirty or forty steps away that Li Junyuan stopped and took a closer look, 
confirming that it was the fishing boat he had arranged. Then he ordered an "Iron Mountain Soldier" to 
turn back and bring the prince. He and another man went up to recognize the captain. 


The captains were all lured by the bounty. Li Junyuan took out two finger-sized gold beads from the 
hidden pocket in his belt and paid them to the two. He looked at them carefully and saw that one of 
them was stronger, so he decided to choose his boat. 


"| decided to choose his boat, and after crossing the lake, | will give you a reward for it." Li Junyuan told 
him, and then turned to the other boatman and instructed him, "Later on, you will row in the other 
direction. This of course meant that he should use the empty boat to distract the pursuers. 


Zhu Chenhao finally arrived and climbed onto the fishing boat with the help of net soldiers. He got on 
the deck and lay down weakly, looking up to the sky and breathing heavily, like a drowning man being 
rescued. Li Junyuan and "Tieshan Bing" also boarded the boat one by one, and the two small fishing 
boats immediately moved in different directions. 


The boatman rocked the oar, and his movements were not violent. He just used even force to drive the 
fishing boat through the dense reeds without raising too many waves or noises. There are many hidden 
reed waterways on the lakeshore in this area. As long as you are far away, it is difficult to detect a boat 
passing by. This is why Li Junyuan chose this route. 


At this moment, Li Junyuan did not know the life and death of the prince's son, his father Li Shishi, and 
other important officials in the palace. Everyone scattered and fled, which was really a last resort in this 
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chaotic situation. At this moment, he could only focus on saving the prince, which was where all hope 
depended. 


Zhu Chenhao was still lying down, his breathing gradually returning to normal. He looked at the sky and 
the reeds passing by on both sides, and listened to the gentle sound of water. 


Everything was so simple, yet so beautiful, but he had never paid attention to these things before. At 
this moment, he couldn't help but think of Concubine Lou who often advised him to stop, and felt a 
sting in his heart. 


"| heard..." he suddenly said, "Wang Shouren also escaped on a fishing boat that day. There were only a 
few people around him." 


"Yes." Li Junyuan nodded. "So don't be discouraged. One day, you will come back and defeat him." 


Zhu Chenhao sat up, drank the water handed by the guard, wiped his mouth, and smiled softly. 


"At a time like this, it's great that there are still people who believe in me so much." He looked at the 
five "Iron Mountain Soldiers" one by one: "And you. | want to remember each of your names. Tell me." 


But there is no such chance anymore. 


The boatman's hands stopped shaking the oar. Because there is no way forward. 


At the Reed Gate, five boats formed a half-moon formation, blocking the front of the fishing boat. 


One of the most alert "Iron Mountain Soldier" reached out and copied the weapon placed at his feet, 
then the sound of the wind breaking between the reeds was heard, and a powerful arrow nailed into his 
shoulder, and the "Iron Mountain Soldier" screamed sadly and fell down on the deck. 
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At this moment, Zhu Chenhao was extremely agitated, and all his grief and anger instantly exploded. He 
pushed away Li Junyuan, who was trying to cover himself, and jumped into the water from the side of 
the ship with a loud cry. 


--This king would rather die than be humiliated! 


But he quickly stood up again. This section of the waterway was actually very shallow, only reaching his 
chest. 


Zhu Chenhao stood in the water with great frustration, watching the five rebel guerrilla boats 
approaching slowly. Half of the soldiers on the boat were carrying crossbows, and their arrows were all 
pointed at the fishing boat. Hu Linglan, who had just fired an arrow, had already attached another arrow 
to her long bow, this time aiming at the strong figure in the water. 


Wang Mian, the magistrate of Wan'an County who led the guerrilla fleet, stepped forward among the 
militiamen, looked closely at the people in the water, and then smiled. 


"That's him. | met him once in Nanchang." 


After hearing this, all the guerrillas stared silently at this ridiculous man who failed to commit suicide by 
drowning. 


Countless deaths, destruction and separation; sadness and regret; difficulties and sacrifices... all because 
of this man who wanted to fulfill his dream of being an emperor. 


At this point, the dream disappeared. 


After King Ning's army was defeated by a fire attack, the rebel army launched an all-out attack, captured 
and killed the rebellious and defeated soldiers on the lake, and captured the camp on the Qiaoshe shore 
by land without encountering any strong resistance. 
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In addition to Zhu Chenhao, many of the chief conspirators of the Ning Prince's rebellion include Prince 
Ning's son, Li Shishi and his son, Liu Yangzheng, the bandit general Ling Shiyi, the puppet supervisor Liu 
Shiyi, the fortune teller Li Ziran and others. As soon as he was arrested, Zhu Gongpin, a member of the 
royal family who participated in the rebellion, escaped when the warship was set on fire and was 
beheaded on the spot. In addition, Wang Lun, the puppet military minister, and several other important 
figures in the royal palace committed suicide by throwing themselves into the lake. 


In this last battle, although Wang Shouren stayed in the rear, he did not eat a grain of rice for most of 
the day, anxiously waiting for the battle report. It wasn't until the definite news came back from the 
front line that Zhu Chenhao had been captured alive, that Wang Shouren's tense body relaxed and he 
closed his eyes. 


Many staff officers and soldiers inside and outside the commander's camp all raised their arms and 
cheered. Many of the rebels and militiamen were local Jiangxi children. They were moved to tears after 
hearing the good news. They were lucky to survive this war, and also felt very happy because Prince 
Ning's Mansion had been doing evil in Jiangxi for many years. Today, they finally got rid of this great 
harm. . 


Wang Shouren was the only one present, and he did not show the excitement and majesty that a 
victorious commander should have. He simply closed his eyes and sat quietly. The body that finally 
relaxed suddenly seemed to be smaller than when he was leading the army, and his face also looked a 
few years older. 


Liu Xun, the old military advisor beside him, smiled and congratulated Wang Shouren: "Wangdutang, 
this is an eternal achievement and will go down in history. Congratulations..." 


While talking, Liu Xun noticed that Wang Shouren was completely unresponsive. When he took a closer 
look, he realized that Wang Shouren was so tired that he fell asleep sitting on the chair. 


On Poyang Lake, many warships were still burning, and they were completely extinguished after a day 
and night; countless people were killed or drowned, and their corpses floated dozens of miles away. 


According to the report submitted by the volunteers at the later count, the battle captured more than a 
hundred heads of the bandits, captured more than 6,100 rebel generals, chopped off more than 4,400 
fails, and destroyed more than 700 enemy ships. In addition, they also seized the forged seals and 
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various ceremonial items prepared by Zhu Chenhao for his reign as emperor, a large amount of gold and 
silver jewelry, and thousands of weapons and armaments. 


In addition, in the fallen Woodcutter's Camp, the volunteers found a headless body wearing a general's 
uniform and expensive fur, which was identified by the captors as the rebel's fake general Shang 
Chengyu. According to the soldiers, there were three other false generals, Yao Lian Zhou, Wu Ji Hong 
and Xi Xiaoyan, whose whereabouts were unknown. 


From the beginning of Zhu Chenhao's rebellion on June 14 to his capture on July 26, the rebellion only 
lasted forty-two days; Wang Shouren sent troops from Ji'an on July 13, which only lasted fourteen days. 
That is to say, they succeeded in quelling the rebellion, but they only used a motley army that was 
hastily recruited at the last minute and most of them were brave men from local towns and villages. 
However, they formed such a strong and sharp division and defeated the enemy like the wind. Wang 
Shouren used his troops with miraculous speed, ancient and unprecedented. 


——However, behind a great victory, future generations will never know the blood, sweat and sacrifices 
made by many unknown heroes. 


Just after the battle was settled, Wang Shouren received news that surprised and worried him: 


The Holy Majesty is marching in person, and the army is coming south. 


Three days after the Poyang Lake Battle, the "Breaking Six Swordsmen" led a hundred-man rebel militia 
to Guangpu Village, more than 40 miles east of Qiaoshe. 


After the victory, Wang Shouren's rebel army stationed in Hukou County and used it as a base to inspect 
and interrogate the rebel leaders. At the same time, they continued to send troops to pursue the fleeing 
rebels to prevent them from regrouping and revitalizing the rebellion, and to prevent the defeated 
soldiers from looting and killing and disturbing the nearby people while they were on the run. 


The "Six Swords of Broken Door" did not participate in the pursuit because the defeated soldiers were 
scattered and did not have much fighting power. Jing Li and the others chose to stay in the city to 
protect Wang Shouren and help guard Zhu Chenhao and other key criminals - the Ning royal family had 
many treacherous clans in various places, so it was hard to predict whether anyone would still think that 
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they could take their chances. In addition, Tong Jing has to take care of Lian Feihong, who has not yet 
recovered. 


Mr. Lien Fei Hong is still extremely weak because he was too exhausted during the raid on Nanchang 
and because of his old age, he fell into a coma for two whole days before he woke up. 


"| see that he has lost too much true energy, and all the injured people accumulated over the past many 
years have escaped..." The doctor explained to "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door". "After all, the old 
man is not young anymore. Such a battle is no different from having a serious illness. It may not be easy 
to regain his former strength..." 


After Lian Feihong woke up, he remained silent. Only when he saw Tong Jing again did he finally speak. 


"You're not dead. That's great." 


Tong Jing silently stroked Lian Feihong's forehead, which was full of frowns, and did not know what to 
say. The battle of Nanchang was probably the last battle of Mr. Lian Feihong's life, and it was doubtful 
that he would even be able to teach Tong Jing in the future. 


Mr. Fei Hong's life of martial arts had finally come to an end. 


Under Tong Jing's personal care, Lian Fei Hong's appetite for food had increased slightly, and his spirits 
had improved, but he still did not have enough strength to get out of bed and stand up. 


The Six Swords of Broken Door were happy to see the sudden end of the fierce battle, but at the same 
time, they felt a sense of emptiness. For more than a month, they have been fighting continuously, but 
suddenly they don't have to fight any more, and they feel a bit uneasy. 


--I've been looking forward to the day of victory since the beginning of the war. ...... 


At this time, the county town received strange news: two groups of guerrillas who were searching in the 
area east of the woodcutter died tragically due to being poisoned. In addition, several comrades from 
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other teams who were trying to rescue were also affected, and a total of them died. Twenty-one. The 
militiamen rescued another villager who had escaped from the local Guangpu Village. He seemed to 
have lost his temper due to fright, and he just kept chanting: 


"Hell...hell..." 


After Wang Shouren got this information and thought about what happened a few years ago, he knew 
who the victim had met. he immediately summoned the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" to 
inform. 


Jing Li and the others did not hesitate after learning about it. They organized a group of elite militiamen 
and set off with archers, muskets and other equipment. 


Tong Jing also decided to temporarily leave Lian Feihong's side and join the attack. 


"Master, | must see this matter come to an end with my own eyes." 


Lian Feihong nodded considerately, feeling regretful that he couldn't go with him. 


When they arrived only five miles outside Guangpu Village, Jing Li told a hundred militiamen: "These 
thieves are good at poison traps and are scheming. They are not comparable to ordinary enemies on the 
battlefield. You must not act without authorization during this trip. Let us open the way." Pay attention 
to your steps along the way, avoid any foreign objects, and try not to touch trees, rocks, flowers and 
grass.” 


The militiamen couldn't help but feel nervous after hearing this, knowing that the enemies rounded up 
this time were very unusual. Shen Xiaowu was also among them. A few days earlier, he had followed 
Yan Heng on the lake to intercept many fleeing enemy soldiers, and captured Liu Yangzheng, the puppet 
leader of Prince Ning's palace. He thought that it was a complete success and the war was over. | don’t 
want to have to fight such a ferocious enemy again. It won’t be worth it if | die on this day... 


"You..." He couldn't help but ask Yan Heng, "Have you ever met this thief?" 
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Yan Heng looked back on the past with a very solemn expression and nodded. His expression made Shen 
Xiaowu's heart skip a beat. 


The rest of the way went very slowly. Jing Li was responsible for clearing the way at the front. He walked 
like a wild animal, with his body bent down and almost crawling forward. His eyes were close to the 
ground, paying close attention to all abnormalities and guarding against traps. 


It was only a few dozen feet outside Guangpu Village. Everyone knew that the situation in the village 
was extremely unusual because of the putrid smell that was carried by the wind. 


——tThese soldiers who have experienced bloody battles in the new regiment are certainly no strangers 
to this kind of atmosphere. 


When they approached the east entrance of the village, they were greeted by a sharpened wooden stick 
standing on the ground with six human heads pierced on it. The head had turned gray due to decay and 
was swarmed with flies. 


There is also a row of stumps hanging on the archway at the entrance of the village. They are also rotten 
and discolored, and are swaying slightly in the wind. 


"You guys set up your defense formations," Jing Li said to everyone, and left his wife Hu Linglan, who 
was good at archery, to lead the militia's bow and gun formation. He pointed to Hu Linglan to the 
wooden whistle hanging on her chest, which was the instrument that had been used in previous battle 
assaults, indicating that as soon as the whistle was sounded, she would lead her troops into the village. 


After Jing Li prepared everything, he, Yan Heng and Tong Jing took the lead in exploring the village. 


Entering between the houses in the village, they had the feeling of walking into a place where wild 
beasts were feasting. 


The mutilated corpses of the villagers were scattered one after another on the ground. The corpses 
were covered with cracks and wounds, or they had been chopped everywhere until only the bones were 
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left. It is difficult to tell whether those wounds were caused by torture before death or by an excited 
murderer who vented his anger after death. 


There are even children among them. 


Tong Jing resisted the urge to vomit. She was covered in cold sweat, and her teeth were trembling as 
they knocked against each other, making a slight sound. 


——lIt’s really hell... 


Yan Heng noticed Tong Jing's excitement and held her tightly with his left hand. He held the unsheathed 
"Dragon Thorn" in his other hand and followed Brother Jing forward. His eyes did not escape, he looked 
directly at the corpses on the ground, feeling guilty in his heart. 


-Why couldn't | stop this? If we had found that guy first on the battlefield, none of these people would 
have died... 


Jing Li was calmer than the two of them, just because he had already imagined the worst in his mind. He 
has far more experience than the two of them. He has witnessed a lot of darkness and cruelty in the 
world, and is more able to admit their existence. 


But calmness does not mean numbness. Although the fighting on the battlefield was extremely cruel, 
the one-sided killing and massacre in front of them was another level of madness. 


——And today, | have to end it here no matter what. 


The three of them went deep into Guangpu Village and began to see the runes of physical transference 
written in blood on the walls of the houses. The further you go in, the denser the blood symbols are 
distributed. There are occasionally one or two sentences in Chinese that are understandable: 


"| will fulfill all my desires and return to the spirit of destruction." 
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Jing Li saw this and recalled the song he had heard that night when he visited the Clear Lotus Temple 
alone. ...... 


Then they heard a noise from a nearby room. The three of them gently approached the window to see 
who was inside. 


The room was extremely dark, and there were two men wearing black armor hiding inside. At a glance, 
they knew they were the defeated soldiers of Prince Ning's Mansion - and they were warriors from the 
"Xuanlin Team" that Jingli and the others had encountered in the Battle of Ganjiang. warrior. One of 
them was squatting in the corner of the door, holding a piece of food in both hands and looking like he 
was enjoying it; the other "Xuanlin soldier" had his back to the window and was standing in front of a 
table. He had stripped off his lower body and was doing rough sex, a naked woman is lying prone on the 
table... 


Jing Li took a closer look at the "Xuan Lin Bing" who was eating, and saw that his eyes were cloudy, and 
his expression was very familiar to Jing Li. It was no different from those "Kings of Magic" who fell into 
madness after taking medicine in the past; and he The "food" held in his hand turned out to be a human 
leg... 


When Tong Jing saw the scene in the house, a furious flame rose from her heart. Yan Heng sensed it 
immediately and knew that it was impossible to hold her back in this situation, so he took action first, 
rushed to the door of the house, and pushed half of the wooden door open with extremely fast and 
gentle techniques. The "Xuanlin soldier" who was eating human flesh raised his head because of the 
sudden sunlight, and the long sword edge of "Dragon Thorn" had already penetrated his throat. 


Tong Jing's petite body rushed in through the half-open door, and with a quick move taught by Lian 
Feihong, she drew out the sword and stabbed out. The small tip of the "Swift Bee Sword" penetrated 
the man who was raping the village girl from behind. The heart and lungs of the "Xuanlin Soldier" and 
the sword were instantly pulled away. No blood spurted out from the back of the "Xuanlin Soldier". The 
whole body fell limply to the ground, and then blood red began to ooze from his clothes. 


"Don't be afraid!" Tong Jing whispered. She took back the "Xunfeng Hungry" and then picked up the 
pants that the "Xuanlin Soldier" had taken off from the ground and put them on the naked girl lying on 
the table. However, she felt the village's tentacles. The woman was extremely cold, and Tong Jing was so 
shocked that she took a few steps back. 
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Yan Heng stepped forward and turned the village girl over, only to see that her throat had been cut and 
there was no blood flowing out. She had been dead for a long time. 


——This kind of beast... 


Yan Heng patted Tong Jing on the shoulder to comfort her. 


"Don't get excited. Don't forget, it's that guy we're dealing with." 


Jing Li, who stayed outside the house to keep watch, observed that no other enemies nearby were 
alerted, so he called the two of them out to search the village together. 


While continuing to advance, they quietly killed three defeated soldiers of the "Xuanlin Team". The 
deeper you go into the village, the stronger the smell of blood and rancidity becomes, as if you're 
walking into a slaughterhouse. Tong Jing couldn't help but take out a sweat towel and cover her mouth 
and nose. 


Approaching the open space in the center of the village, they hid behind a house and looked around, but 
at the same time they heard a voice coming from the open space. 


"Come out. | know you're coming." 


This voice, which had long been forgotten, was still creepy. 


Jing Li stretched out a hand, signaling Yan Heng and Tong Jing to stay put. In the face of this cunning 
enemy, naturally, they could not just obediently show up. He stretched out his head to look at the scene 
in the open space. 


The open space in the middle of the village was dyed red, and he did not know how many victims' blood 
had been absorbed. In the midst of the bloodshed, there was a large stone, on which the unusually tall 
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Wu Ji Hong was sitting, naked, with his left hand using his unsheathed sword as a token on the ground, 
in a posture like that of a lonely and crazy king. In his other hand, Wujihong was holding a human head, 
and under his feet were two naked women lying in a pool of blood, making it an evil and strange picture. 


Jing Li was sure of his target, and he did not find any enemy equipment in the village along the way, so 
he did not hesitate any more and put the wooden whistle in his mouth and blew it vigorously. 


Stimulated by the sound of the whistle, many Xuanlin soldiers came out of the houses near the clearing 
and gathered around Wu Zhihong, a total of 14 to 15 of them. Jing Li took a closer look at these 
enemies, and saw that the "Xuan Lin soldiers" were all staggering as if they were drunk, and somewhat 
like the "living dead" that we first saw in Luling County, and seemed to be completely out of the fight. 


Soon after, Hu Linglan led more than a hundred militiamen to follow the sound. When the militia 
members saw the horrible situation in Guangpu Village, they were all scared to death, and some of them 
even vomited while following the group. 


When they arrived at the clearing, Hu Linglan waved her longbow in her hand, and the militiamen, who 
had already experienced the battle, immediately set up their formation, bent their bows and arrows, 
and prepared their hand guns, forming a crescent-shaped formation, aiming at Wu Zhihong and the 
dozens of "Xuanlin soldiers" in the clearing. 


Jing Li, Yan Heng and Tong Jing also joined in, keeping a close watch on the enemy in front of them. 


Wu Jihong, the general of the Ning King's residence and a master of the Wudang School, had turned 
back into the King of the Dragon Magic today. 


"| called you all out a long time ago. The Dragon Warrior frowned and smiled bitterly: "Why are you 
doing all these things?... Very good, you are all here... No, there are also the old man and the monk, 
where have they gone? " 


Jing Li didn't pay attention to it, he just estimated the distance between the two sides, raised his hand 
and ordered the militia to retreat a little bit more, in order to prevent Dragon Magic King from casting 
poisonous hidden weapons. 


3386 


Hu Linglan nocked an arrow onto her longbow and aimed at Scholar Jade, who was sitting on the rock. 


"All of you, aim at him. Don't leave." 


The militia with their bows and spears followed the order. At the same time, Yan Heng and Tong Jing 
stood at the left and right sides of the back of the militia to prevent any ambushes from sneaking in. 


Jing Li took a closer look at the two women under the feet of the King of Wonders and saw that there 
was no movement at all, apparently they had also become corpses. It seems that there are no more 
survivors in this village. He couldn't help but sigh in his heart. 


"Okay. It's finally here." The King of Arts inserted his long sword into the soil, stroked the hair of the 
head in his arms with both hands, and looked at the head's face, showing a strange sadness. 


Jing Li had also paid attention to the head before. The face was already cracked and deformed, and 
because of the decay, it was hard to tell; but now, looking at the long hairs that were curling under the 
King's long fingers, and remembering the headless corpse that the volunteers had found a few days ago, 
Jing Li was sure that the owner of this head was Shang Chengyu. 


From what Hu Linglan and Huo Yaohua heard, Wu Jihong, the king of Bolong magic, regarded Brother 
Shang as a god. Whether it was recruiting "the magic kings", joining Prince Ning's palace or even 
destroying the Wudang sect, he did it all for Shang Chengyu. Jing Li couldn't figure out how the Wudang 
Vice Master, who was highly skilled in "Tai Chi", died. 


Now that he had seen the tragic scene in Guangpu Village, Jing Li was only sure of one thing: the King of 
Warriors had not fled far away from the village, but stayed here and used poison to kill the pursuers he 
encountered in order to call them to the Six Swords of the Broken Door. 


"It seems that you are ready to die, right?" Jing Li spoke to the Dragon King for the first time. 


The King of Magic was very happy to get the response, so he took his eyes off Shang Chengyu's head. 
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"That's right." 


The Six Swords of the Broken Gate was surprised by King Boron's frankness. 


"| no longer have any reason to stay in the present world." He cupped Shang Chengyu's head in his 
hands, looked at it for a while, and then continued, "It's time to return to the True Realm. Only the way 
to go back, | hope to be a little brighter." 


"The Six Swords of the Broken Door" did not understand his beliefs in the Religion of Physical 
Transformation, but the meaning of the last sentence was very clear: 


He wanted to die in the duel. 


On the day when the war ended, Wu Jihong was able to escape back to the Qiaoshe camp a little late. 
He never expected that the person he met would be Shang Chengyu's lifeless body. Once Shang 
Chengyu died, Wu Jihong's world collapsed and there was no longer any reason to live. He cut off Shang 
Chengyu's head and took it with him. He led the men of the "Xuanlin Team" who were most addicted to 
drugs and could no longer extricate themselves, to Guangpu Village to satisfy their last evil animal 
desires, make final offerings to the divine body, and waiting for this ending. 


The Dragon King turned Shang Chengyu's head around and showed it to Jing Li and the others. 


"Jing Li, you are the one who has wounded Master Shang, so let's fight against me. "After the Clear 
Lotus Temple, it has been your wish to kill me, hasn't it?" 


The Warlord was right. Not only Jing Li, every one of the Six Swords of Broken Gate has never forgotten 
the regret of the Battle of Luling, and all of them want to put an end to this evil demon's life as soon as 
possible. 


However, in terms of fighting alone, among the four "Six Swords of Broken Gate", only Jing Li and Yan 
Heng had the certainty of killing the King of Magic. 
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Yan Heng, Tong Jing and even Hu Linglan, who was holding her bow, could not help but look at Jing Li. 
They all realized that the challenge of the Dragon King was a great temptation to Jing Li. Wujihong's 
martial arts skills were absolutely among the best in the Wudang Sect, and he was also a bitterly hated 
enemy, so Jing Li, who had been a fierce fighter all his life, really did not have any reason to turn down 
this invitation. 


--Even Yan Heng was eager to try it out, after all, he had once narrowly escaped death under the sword 
of the Dragon Warrior King, and was eager to find out how he would fare against the King today. 


However, Jing Li did not give any response to this, but only looked at the King of Magic coldly. The King 
of Magic frowned and began to feel anxious. 


"Are you afraid that | have other plans? Is it because of them? It doesn't matter, I'll take care of them 
first." The Dragon Warrior turned back to the dozen or so Xuanlin Soldiers standing behind him and said, 
"You are in the way, go to the realm of truth and wait for me first." 


Those "Xuanlin soldiers" had been poisoned by the Dragon Warrior for a long time, and their sanity had 
been damaged by the drugs of the Object Transfer Cult. At this moment, after a few consecutive days of 
killing, raping, and taking a lot of pills to anesthetize, they were like mannequins manipulated by the 
Dragon Warrior and really pulled out their sabers from their waists, and one after another, they either 
committed suicide, or they used their sabers to plunge into their hearts and chests; some did not have 
any blades in their hands, and they waited for their peers to die, and then they took their sabers to 
commit suicide. 


The obsessed "Xuanlin Soldiers" suddenly committed mass suicide at the command of King Bo Longshu. 

They gave up their lives one by one and fell down. The "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door" and all the 
militiamen were shocked when they saw it. Many militiamen also avoided the magic master and did not 
dare to look at him, fearing what kind of magic his eyes could cast. 


There were only two "Xuanlin soldiers" holding swords, but they didn't dare to commit suicide for a long 
time, looking at each other with their whole bodies trembling. The king of magic turned around and 
stared at them with his big scary eyes. The two of them were stared at by him, as if they saw something 
more terrifying than death, and they hurriedly stabbed their bodies with the knife. 


In the center of the open space, there was only one living person left, Dragon Warrior Jade. 
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He handed over Shang Chengyu's head to his left hand, then with his right hand, he pulled out the 
longsword that was stuck on the ground and stood up from the stone. 


"Jing Li, come on. Show me again the saber move you used to hurt me that night at the Clear Lotus 
Temple." 


Jing Li shook his head. 


The Dragon Warrior saw it and couldn't believe it. 


"If it were any other master, | would never refuse." 


Jing Li folded his hands in front of his chest and said coldly. 


"But you, | won't give you such a Satisfying ending." 


Hearing this, the Dragon Warrior King stared furiously. 


"Fire! 


Hu Linglan didn't wait any longer, she immediately gave the order to the bowmen, because she knew 
that the speed of the Dragon Warrior King was extremely high, if she hesitated a little bit, he might 
escape or rush forward. 


The King of Wave Dragon Skills, who had a keen reaction, activated his long legs at this moment, jumped 
out on the two female corpses on the ground, launched Wudang's "Ladder Cloud Trace" Qinggong, and 
rushed towards the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" to force a fight! 
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It's just that the militiamen have been surrounding him for a long time and were ready to attack early in 
the morning. Hu Linglan gave an order, and dozens of arrows left the string almost simultaneously, and 
the rain of arrows flew towards his tall body. 


Even the only remaining Wudang "Brown Snake" in the world could not escape such a bush of arrows at 
such a distance. 


Although the King of Magic flipped his body in the air at full speed, and swung his sword to accurately 
sweep away the two arrows that were shot in front of him, he was still hit by six arrows. One of the 
arrows pierced his right knee, making him unable to control his joints when he landed on the ground, 
and he immediately fell to his knees. . 


Immediately afterwards, twenty muskets erupted one after another. The unable to move King Wave 
Dragon screamed, and blood burst out from his body. 


Hu Linglan was aiming at the head of Shang Chengyu, which was still in the King's hand. She had been 
worried that the Surgery King's challenge to Jing Li was just a cover, in fact, he wanted to use the "Cloud 
Phosphor Killing" type of poisonous mist to jeopardize all of us, and it was most likely that he, being 
naked, would put the poisonous pills in that skull, therefore, she had to shoot it away first. 


The powerful arrow shot accurately into Shang Chengyu's left cheek. The power of the arrow took the 
head away from Shuyu's hand and rolled to the side. 


The militia continued to shoot arrows at the Dragon Warrior. The Warlord barely managed to stand up, 
but his body was hit by another dozen arrows, and he spat blood from his mouth, but still refused to fall 
down. 


Tong Jing and Yan Heng looked at the end of the battle, but they were just indifferent. In their hearts, 
they thought, "Brother Jing is right. As long as this evil demon was finished, there was no need to show 
him any respect or pity." 


The militiamen fired three more rounds of bows and arrows before stopping. King Wave Dragon's body 
had fallen down long ago, and was stabbed by arrows like a hedgehog. His left eye was pierced by an 
arrow, leaving only one right eye, looking angrily at the sky. 
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This crazy devil finally died at the hands of a group of ordinary villagers who he regarded as butterflies 
and ants. 


After it was confirmed that he had expired and his head was chopped off, the fear in the hearts of the 
militiamen immediately subsided. 


--In essence, he was just a human face. 


After beheading the thieves and preparing to take them back to report, the militiamen dug a big pit in 
the village and buried the dead in Guangpu Village together with mourning. 


The four members of the "Six Swordsmen" also joined in and collected the dead together with the 
militiamen. While digging a hole with a hoe, Jing Li suddenly sang a foreign song. 


The tune of the ballad was very short, with a simple and sincere flavor in the ups and downs, and it was 
particularly moving when sung by Jing Li's deep voice. He repeated the song several times, and the 
militiamen already knew how to hum along. 


Covered in mud and sweat, they continued to hum this song while working under the leadership of Jing 
Li. 


This is a funeral song that Jing Li learned from a tribe in the Nanman Islands. The lyrics not only mourn 
the deceased, but also rejoice and bless the living. 


Although the militiamen could not understand even half of the words, they could vaguely feel the 
meaning of the tune. They were extremely happy that the battle was finally over. Many people are 
beginning to miss home. 


As they sang, they dug graves for the dead, with tears of joy on their faces. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 209 Chapter 5 Three Arrows 


A fierce cavalry team was galloping on the suburban road, carrying violent wind and dust. Each of the 
strong horses strides vigorously and vigorously. The officers and soldiers on the saddle all ride with 
brave and vigorous postures. Both the man and the horse are well trained. Although the cavalry did not 
wear full heavy armor, the bows, crossbows, swords and guns they carried were all well-cast, and the 
sunlight reflected during their rapid movement, like a shining river. 


The cavalry slowed down as it approached Nanchang City. At this time, it can be seen clearly that the 
people on the saddle are all extremely tall and strong soldiers from the Northern Front. They all have 
fierce looks and are experienced warriors on the battlefield. At this moment, everyone is smiling. Many 
war horses had freshly shot animals tied to their backs, and they were obviously returning from hunting. 


The Guangrun Gate in Nanchang City suffered a lot of damage from previous attacks, and the nearby 
city walls have not yet been completely repaired. This makes people feel the intensity of the battle that 
day. Although the city gate was wide open at this moment, the cavalry stopped in front of the gate and 
were not allowed to enter. This was because the streets and alleys inside the city gate were also 
crowded with border soldiers passing by. Figures in military uniforms blocked several of the largest 
streets. It's overwhelming. 


The scenes inside and outside Nanchang give people the illusion that Jiangxi is still at war. But in fact, 
three months have passed since the Chenhao Rebellion subsided. 


It was twelve days ago that these 20,000 fierce frontier soldiers were added to the city of Nanchang. 


In front of the governor's office in the city, Huang Xuan, Wang Shouren's disciple, stood on the stone 
steps with a few attendants and militia guards, angrily watching groups of arrogant and domineering 
Northern troops passing by in front of them, talking and laughing. 


"How long are these guys going to stay?" Huang Xuan said through gritted teeth, "The entire city of 
Nanchang is about to be eaten up by them!" 


A militiaman nearby patted Huang Xuan's shoulder hurriedly, telling him not to speak loudly, lest the 
border soldiers hear him. 
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"Have you forgotten Mr. Wang's instructions?" 


Huang Xuan watched the many border soldiers walking through the street in front of the gate with 
laughter and noisy, not showing any respect for this important place of government. She felt even more 
angry and stomped back to the Yamen. 


Into the back of the hall, only to see the teacher Wang Shouren sitting inside, next to the old military 
teacher Mr. Liu Xun, in addition to a few provincial officials, is holding a stack of books and records to 
Wang Shouren report. 


",.. It's not enough to say that. It will probably last about seven or eight days at most." Wang Shouren 
stroked his beard and said with a deep frown: "I have to ask a few people to think of ways to see where | 
can requisition more grain reserves. | know it’s not easy, thank you.” 


Huang Xuan didn't hear everything, so she knew that they were still struggling to raise food. After 
experiencing rebellions and wars, the area in northern Jiangxi, centered on Nanchang, suffered greatly. 
Agricultural production was also interrupted by the war, and food was already in short supply. Now that 
they suddenly had to support 20,000 foreign soldiers, the burden was extremely heavy. Solving this 
problem is something Wang Shouren worries about every day. 


The person who arrived with this large frontier army was none other than Jiang Bin and several of his 
favorite ministers who had followed the Holy Emperor southward. Most of this army was Jiang Bin's 
personal soldiers, and the rest was led by another favourite, Xu Tai. 


"Sir!" Huang Xuan walked up to Wang Shouren: "How long do we have to support these guys? Do we 
still have to endure it?" 


"If we don't distribute food, are we going to let these 20,000 people starve to death?" Wang Shouren 
smiled bitterly: "They have knives and guns. If they are hungry, who do you think they will rob from?" 


"Aren't they robbing you now?" Huang Xuan retorted: "Did you restrain yourself because you were full?" 
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Jiang Bin and his troops came to Nanchang under the pretext of searching for the remaining members of 
the Ning Wang's family, and have been using this as a means to extort a lot of money from the local 
people, forcibly occupying people's houses, and even indiscriminately decapitating innocent people and 
demanding rewards from the government as the leaders of the rebellious gangs, just like a pack of 
starving wolves, which has plunged the people of Nanchang into a state of horror. 


However, Wang Shouren, who was guarding Nanchang, did not fight against them. He only tried to raise 
food to supply the soldiers. He also ordered the wealthy merchants and market shopkeepers in 
Nanchang City to temporarily avoid the countryside, leaving only the old and weak to guard their 
homes, so that the border troops could not extort and frame them. Jiang Bin often encouraged soldiers 
to insult and slander Wang Shouren in the streets and alleys, but he completely ignored him. 


"Sir, since he is the dignified governor of Southern Jiangxi and a great hero in quelling the chaos, why 
don't you directly denounce him and drive away all these sycophants and wolves?" Huang Xuan said 
angrily again. Several officials were surprised when they heard him speak so bluntly. 


At this time, Liu Xun suddenly stood up from the chair, picked up the tea bowl on the table, and threw 
all the tea on Huang You's face! 


Huang Xuan was shocked. She wiped tea on her face and looked at the usually calm old military advisor 
with her mouth open in surprise. 


"Yellow-haired boy! Do you know what kind of dangerous situation your teacher is in today?" Liu Xun's 
voice was much louder than usual. Although he was old and just a scholar, his tall body had an aura that 
suffocated Huang Xuan when he stood up like this. 


"Did you know that if Wangdutang takes even half a step wrong today, his life will be in danger at any 
time?" Liu Xun continued, making a cutting gesture on his neck with his palm. 


Huang Xuan was stunned. Wang Shouren still smiled bitterly. He couldn't bear to scold the young 
disciple, so he only ordered him to send a few officials out. 


Only Wang Shouren and Liu Xun were left in the hall. Liu Xun's anger slowly calmed down at this time. 
He sat back on the chair and Wang Shouren poured him a new bowl of tea. The two of them looked at 


each other and felt helpless. 
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After capturing Zhu Chenhao and quelling the war three months ago, Wang Shouren learned that the 
emperor was heading south. The southeastern area, especially Jiangxi, has experienced this war after 
many years of raging in Prince Ning's Mansion. The people are exhausted and it is time to recuperate. 
The emperor personally leads the army to the south. Everywhere he passes, the local government must 
use all its material resources. The reception, coupled with the fact that the favored ministers and 
soldiers will take the opportunity to plunder and extort money everywhere, will inevitably cause 
widespread resentment among the people. The people in the southeast are already waiting for stability. 
If they suffer from the southern expedition again soon, many people will be forced to go to the 
mountains to gather people to cause chaos. If there are any remaining villains from Prince Ning's palace 
who are still at large, borrowing this kind of power and committing evil acts while the emperor is passing 
by, it can endanger the country and destroy this hard-won peace. 


Therefore, Wang Shouren hurriedly sent someone to report the success to Master Wang who was 
coming from the south, saying that the chaos in Chenhao had been quickly settled, and asked the 
Master to return to his master. 


The Zhengde Emperor Zhu Houzhao, who came excitedly and wanted to fight a vigorous battle, had 
already received the news that King Ning had been defeated before he reached the south of the Yangtze 
River. He was both disappointed and angry. 


——Mry uncle is so cowardly... He won't even give me a chance to be a hero? 


Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and other favored ministers originally wanted to take advantage of this battle to please 
the emperor and establish their own merits, but unexpectedly they were deprived of their great merits 
by Wang Shouren, and they were very jealous of him. Jiang Bin immediately thought of a plan and 
proposed to the emperor. Zhu Houzhao was overjoyed and immediately issued an edict to Wang 
Shouren: 


——Let Prince Ning be released in Poyang Lake first, so that | can personally attack him again and 
capture him alive! 


Wang Shouren received this ridiculous order, which made people laugh and cry, and flatly refused. 
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——My hundred thousand rebels went through many dangers and hardships, and expended a lot of 
blood and sweat, to put down this rebellion and capture Zhu Chenhao; how could we risk letting go of 
this dangerous man just to satisfy the Holy Emperor's desire for a battle? 


Wang Shouren boldly and resolutely rejected the order, and in order to avoid further complications, he 
immediately set off for Huaiyang with Zhu Chenhao and other captured bandit leaders, intending to 
personally offer them to the emperor who was heading there. 


——Wang Shouren wanted to face the saint. In addition to offering Prince Ning to settle the matter, he 
also hoped to take the opportunity to defend the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" and clear their 
name. 


Jiang Bin and others absolutely did not want to take credit for Wang Shouren's personal sacrifice to the 
emperor, so they vigorously slandered Wang Shouren in front of Zhu Houzhao, accusing him of having 
an affair with Prince Ning's family during his years as an official in Jiangxi, and later attacked Zhu 
Chenhao just to cover up that he was also the same. One of the rebellious ones. 


——Your Majesty, please think about it, if he had not been prepared in advance and knew the true and 
false nature of the Nanchang rebels, how could he have put down the rebellion so quickly? Wang 
Shouren is absolutely untrustworthy! 


Other favorites who colluded with Jiang Bin also took turns falsely accusing Wang Shouren of treason in 
front of the emperor. When Zhu Houzhao learned that Wang Shouren had disobeyed his orders and 
refused to let Zhu Chenhao go, and even the Jin Yiwei who went to ask for his life were forced to retreat 
by him, he felt very unhappy. Now after hearing these many slanders, he had doubts about Wang 
Shouren's loyalty. 


If the emperor was still in the capital, there would still be Wang Qiong, the Minister of War, who could 
put in a good word for Wang Shouren. But at this moment, the emperor was outside and was almost 
entirely under the influence of Jiang Bin and others. 


Fortunately, there was also a relatively loyal figure in this personal expedition, the eunuch Zhang Yong 
who was in charge of the imperial army. Zhang Yong has been favored by Zhu Houzhao for many years. 
Although he is also one of the "Eight Tigers" who rely on favor and power, he has not done much evil. 
He was the hero who informed the eunuch Liu Jin and captured him. He has a good reputation in the 
court and can lead and manage the army. Really talented. Zhang Yong himself was not on good terms 
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with Jiang Bin, but he also admired Wang Shouren's talents. Knowing that Wang Shouren was being 
slandered by a group of demons at this time, the situation was really dangerous, so he stopped Wang 
Shouren halfway in Hangzhou City to discuss the situation with him. 


After Zhang Yong informed him, Wang Shouren realized how big a disaster might be in front of him, and 
it was even more dangerous than before on the battlefield. 


——And even more powerless. 


Wang Shouren did not attach much importance to the success of quelling the rebellion. All he cared 
about was the safety of the people in the world. When they met in Hangzhou, he carefully looked at the 
eunuch in front of him, who was also the powerful eunuch of the dynasty, to judge whether he was 
trustworthy enough. 


——Although Zhang Yong got rid of the traitor Liu Jin back then, it was partly because of a power 
struggle. Don't believe that he is a loyal person because of this... 


Zhang Yong understood Wang Shouren's intentions, but he didn't mind and just smiled. 


"| know that Sir Wang does not completely trust me." Zhang Yong patted his leg and said with a smile, 
"But Sir, you have no choice." 


Wang Shouren agreed with what Zhang Yong said, so he made the decision to hand Zhu Chenhao over 
to Zhang Yong on the spot, and went up to the emperor to ask the emperor to retire from office and 
return to his hometown. After he and Zhang Yong separated, he temporarily stayed at the "Jingci 
Temple" in West Lake to rest. 


When Zhang Yong brought Zhu Chenhao back, Jiang Bin and others were all surprised - they didn't 
believe that Wang Shouren was really so indifferent to fame, power and achievements, but they 
believed deeply in this guy who could win a big battle in just ten days, if you retreat to advance, you 
must have a bigger plan. 


Just because in their world, there is never anyone who is not tempted by power and wealth. 
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——This Wang Shouren is both civil and military, well-intentioned, and has the prestige of quelling 
chaos. If he were to be recognized and used by the Holy Emperor, he would be a huge threat to me. 


Jiang Bin was determined to take advantage of this opportunity to eliminate this potential rival. 


Under Zhang Yong's efforts to put in good words, Emperor Zhu Houzhao's dissatisfaction with Wang 
Shouren subsided, and he immediately issued an edict rejecting his request to retire, and ordered him to 
return to Nanchang, the capital of Jiangxi Province, to handle various local affairs and pacify the people. 


However, just a few days after Wang Shouren arrived in Nanchang, Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and eunuch Zhang 
Zhong arrived with 20,000 border troops. Under the banner of purging Wang Ning's remaining party, 
they occupied the Metropolitan Procuratorate as their residence and unleashed the troops. There is 
trouble everywhere in the city. Of course Wang Shouren knew that Jiang Bin's move was intended to 
provoke a conflict between himself and the three "special envoys" who came with the king's orders, so 
as to stir up the theory that "Wang Shouren had rebellious intentions." 


Seeing that the people of Nanchang were suffering so much, Wang Shouren could not bear it, but at this 
moment he felt like someone was holding a sharp knife on his chest and back. One wrong move would 
be fatal, so he could only endure it for the time being. 


——Compared to the bright swords and guns on the battlefield, the treacherous and secret arrows 
made Wang Shouren even more worried and distressed. 


At the moment, he and Liu Xun together sip boring tea, sighing, said: "Good thing that | first sent the 


inform the "The Six Swords of Broken Door" to take refuge in the countryside for the time being. This 
matter also makes Wang Shouren heart feel very guilty: Jing Li they in the war to calm the chaos of the 
great merit, should be able to wear a merit to wash away the stigma, but because of his crisis, | do not 
know how many years and months to return to innocence. 


"How can we break this dilemma?" Wang Shouren put down the tea cup and looked at Liu Xun: "Sir, 
what are your suggestions?" 
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"Actually, I've been thinking about it these past few days." The old military advisor wiped his sleeves 
that were wet when he spilled tea. 


"Jiang Bin and others are powerful, have many soldiers, and have the ear of the Holy Emperor. There is 
nothing that Wangdutang can't beat. There is only one thing that they can't compare with you." 


Wang Shouren was curious and raised his eyebrows as he looked at Liu Xun and waited. 


Liu Xun pointed to his chest. 


"It's the human heart," he said with a smile. "No matter how ferocious those 20,000 Northern troops 
are, they are still human beings after all." 


Wang Shouren listened and thought for a while, understanding what Liu Xun said, and finally raised his 
brows. 


"I'm really lucky to have met Mr. Liu." Wang Shouren said with a smile, and then immediately 
summoned his followers and ordered them to draft a letter, copy it and post it everywhere in Nanchang 
City. In addition, he also called Huang Xuan and a few others Disciple, take out the money that he has 
brought with him and count it to see how much he can spend. 


Knowing what the teacher was going to do, Huang Xuan was even more surprised than when tea was 
thrown at her before. But since it was the teacher's order, he had to do his best to carry it out. 


It was already November, and Jiang Bin and others had been looking for opportunities to make a fuss 
with Wang Shouren, but Wang Shouren responded carefully at every step and did not give the other 
party any opportunity to take advantage of them. 


At the same time, the atmosphere in Nanchang has also eased down. This is all because Wang Shouren 
issued the list. 
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The article on the list said that many border troops from the south were far away from their hometowns 
and their military service was difficult. Therefore, the common people in every household should fulfill 
the friendship of landlords. Whenever they encounter soldiers passing by on patrol in the city streets, 
they must salute them. If the family has extra money, they should prepare it. Comfort the border 
soldiers with food and drink. 


When the people of Nanchang saw this article, they were very excited. Just because these days they are 
extremely afraid and hateful of these northern soldiers, and the government also ordered to treat them 
with courtesy and even condolences. Isn't it ridiculous? 


If it were an ordinary official, the people of the city would have resisted with resentment; but the one 
who issued the list was the great benefactor Wang Dutang, who had saved them from the clutches of 
the King of Ning, and the people had complete trust in him, and although they still resented him, they 
still obeyed the order. 


As a result, this order was a great success, many Northern soldiers were treated kindly by the people of 
Nanchang, and they were gradually touched, and they did not have the face to loot and plunder in the 
city, and the conflicts between the soldiers and the people were minimized. 


--The success of this strategy was due to Wang Shouren's popularity. 


Later, Wang Shouren used his own money to buy wine and food and send them to the military camp to 
reward the Northern Army, and he also used medicine to treat sick soldiers. The soldiers received this 
favor and heard people praising Wang Shouren in the streets of Nanchang every day. Various praises for 
Wangdutang gradually began to spread among the army. 


This change soon reached Jiang Bin's ears, and he hurriedly ordered the army to be strictly prohibited 
from accepting rewards from Wang Shouren to prevent him from winning over the morale of the army. 
However, such a tough restriction offended many soldiers. 


Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and others lost their patience, so one day they sent someone to invite Wang Shouren to 
the military camp outside the city. 
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Wang Shouren took Huang Xuan and other four disciples there. As soon as he arrived in front of the 
military camp, he saw the guards lined up on both sides, all fully clothed, with swords and guns in their 
hands. He felt that the atmosphere was very unusual. 


After entering the military camp, they saw Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and Zhang Zhong, three favorites of the 
emperor, coming to greet them with soldiers. All three of them were wearing battle armor and looked 
very powerful. Especially Jiang Bin, who was a border general, stepped on the The combat boots were 
like a dragon walking like a tiger, and the armor was beautifully supported by the majestic body, and the 
copper sheets shone brightly in the sun. 


In contrast, Wang Shouren, who only wore ordinary civilian clothes and had an ordinary figure and 
appearance, looked like an old man in front of Jiang Bin. 


"Master Wang, | appreciate you." 


Jiang Bin and the other three people only saluted briefly and without even a polite word, they waved 
their hands and asked Wang Shouren to go sit in the school grounds in the military camp with an 
extremely arrogant attitude. Wang Shouren naturally knew that they did it on purpose, to appear 
superior to him in front of the soldiers, but he didn't take it seriously. He just smiled and followed them, 
and at the same time signaled with his eyes to the unhappy disciples behind him not to get angry. 


When everyone came to the school grounds, they saw densely packed border sergeants standing on 
both sides. At first glance, there were probably nearly a thousand people. They each entered and exited 
the school grounds in accordance with drum orders and flags, and took turns performing martial arts 
exercises. There were also cavalry among them. The whole team galloped around the school grounds, 
raising dust all over the sky, giving people the feeling of being in a real battlefield. 


When they arrived at the wooden parade platform, Jiang Bin and the others did not let Wang Shouren 
take his seat first, and sat in the central seat themselves. Wang Shouren showed no displeasure and sat 
calmly on the chair next to Zhang Zhong. 


The soldiers on the school field continued to take turns to practice, or they lined up in a square 
formation to perform swords and shields, or they exchanged spears, and there were various formation 
changes. The soldiers moved very quickly and had strict discipline. In terms of actual combat 
effectiveness, they were far superior to the miscellaneous militia led by Wang Shouren at that time. 


3402 


--This is to demonstrate to me? ...... 


Huang Xuan, who was standing behind him, handed tea to the teacher. Wang Shouren took it and kept 
his eyes on the generals to see if there was anything he could learn from their maneuvers. 


Jiang Bin did intend to show Wang Shouren how elite and majestic his army was. The more than a 
thousand sergeants inside and outside the school are the elite of the border army he brought to 
Nanchang. Their combat power is second only to the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" of the emperor's 
personal guards during the southern expedition. 


During the drill, all the soldiers did not forget to pay attention to Wang Shouren. Most of them had just 
seen this Wangdutang for the first time today. In order to conveniently seize Wang Shouren's credit in 
the future, Jiang Bin banned the deeds of King Ning's rebellion and did not disclose it to the soldiers. 
However, the soldiers had long heard about the war from the people of Nanchang in the past few days, 
and knew that what they were about to do was to capture the enemy in one night. The divine general 
who defeated hundreds of thousands of rebels in Nanchang City and Chenhao in half a month. 


However, it is difficult to associate the plain-looking middle-aged man in front of him with Wang 
Yangming, who was rumored to be a quick warrior. Some soldiers were only disappointed when they 
saw it. 


"This old man seems to be able to squeeze it to death with just one hand... | think this victory was just a 
fluke, right?" 


"That's not right..." Another soldier said, "| heard it in a tavern in the city. He was the governor of 
Southern Ganxi before. Bandits were rampant there, and other officials couldn't fight them all in more 
than ten years. When he took office, he didn't They were all wiped out in one year..." 


After hearing this, the colleague next to him looked at Wang Shouren on the stage from a distance, still 
a little unbelievable. 


All teams had finished their drills, and Xu Tai stood up and stretched. "That's almost it... I've been sitting 
here for too long, and | want to move my hands and feet. Someone, bring up the arrow stack!" 
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Eunuch Zhang Zhong immediately responded, smiling and said to Wang Shouren beside him: "Since Mr. 
Wang is a guest, why don't we play a game with you? Let's compete in archery?" 


"How dare you, a scholar named Wang, compete with all of you?" Wang Shouren said humbly with his 
fist raised. 


"We've already said it's a game, so what does it matter?" Zhang Zhong held Wang Shouren's arm and 
said, "Since we've come to this military camp, we can just move around." 


"We sincerely invite you, Sir Wang, don't you give me any face?" Jiang Bin suddenly stood up in the 
middle, the armor on his body clashed with each other, and he looked down at Wang Shouren from 
above, with an intimidating look in his eyes. 


Wang Shouren didn't look at him, he just lowered his head, rubbed his palms, and then clapped his 
thighs with both palms: "Well, it's better to obey my orders than to be respectful. It hasn't been long 
since Wang learned to shoot, so he just played with you adults." 


Everyone got off the parade platform and arrived at one end of the school grounds. Bows and arrows 
were already placed there, and an archery target was set up on the opposite side. It was more than a 
hundred paces away. The bullseye painted red seemed to be very small. 


Jiang Bin and Xu Tai were both border generals, and Zhang Zhong was also from the north and had great 
confidence in archery. He thought that Wang Shouren, a southern Confucian scholar, must have limited 
archery skills. Inviting him to the military parade this time was actually to arrange this competition and 
to damage Wang Shouren's reputation in front of thousands of soldiers. 


——lf this matter spreads, it would be best if even the Holy One hears about it! The emperor is best at 
martial arts. Knowing that Wang Shouren himself is so useless, he will definitely not like him! 


Xu Tai took the lead and picked up a bow. He strummed the string several times to make sure it was 
suitable. Then he said, "Let's each shoot three arrows and see! I'll go first!" His subordinates handed him 
arrows and nocked them on. 
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Although not as powerful as Jiang Bin in appearance, Xu Tai also came from the frontier army and was 
quite strong. At this time, he stood up, drew the arrow and drew the bow, staring at the bull's-eye in the 
distance, and his shooting posture was very skillful. 


—-—Let me show you my skills! 


Xu Tai secretly looked down on Wang Shouren for a long time, and wanted to show off his power in 
front of him, which made him feel a little proud. In addition, since he had been favored by the emperor 
for a long time, he had actually neglected to practice martial arts in recent years, and his endurance in 
drawing the bow was slightly insufficient. Aiming slightly off target, he released his finger and the arrow 
flew out, but it just missed the edge of the arrow stack. 


When he saw that the arrow missed, his face turned red, and he waved his hand quickly: "This doesn't 
count-" When he was about to take another arrow, a thick palm stretched out to stop him. 


"Sir Xu didn't sleep well last night, and his condition is not good today. It's better to put down the bow 
and let Jiang do it first." 


When Jiang Bin spoke, his tone was not as polite as his words, but rather reproachful. Xu Tai looked over 
and saw Jiang Bin's scarred face as tense as iron, and his staring eyes flashed with anger, which made Xu 
Tai's heart tremble. 


Although Xu Tai was the governor of military affairs in this southern expedition and had a higher 
nominal status than Jiang Bin, in fact Jiang Bin was far more favored by the emperor than him and had a 
much closer relationship; now Jiang Bin has inherited Qian Ning's power and controls Wearing a royal 
guard, all the favored ministers were jealous of him. After hearing what Jiang Bin said, Xu Tai didn't 
argue, and he had no choice but to hand the bow to his subordinates and step aside. 


At this time, Jiang Bin's trusted guard had already taken General Jiang's special bow from the weapons 
rack and handed it to him respectfully with both hands. 


Jiang Bin stepped forward, took three arrows from the soldier's hand, stuck two in the sand beside him, 
put the other on the bow, and drew the strong bow full with one breath. 
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Even among this group of elite frontier troops, there are only a few who have a shooting posture as 
strong and graceful as Jiang Bin's. | saw him standing sideways, his strong arms holding the full bow very 
steadily, demonstrating his strength and skill. 


Jiang Bin raised his finger, and the powerful arrow hit the bull's-eye. The feathers on the tail of the 
arrow couldn't stop trembling. 


Jiang Bin took another arrow from the ground, drew the bow again, aimed and fired. After firing three 
arrows in succession, all of them hit the red heart, and all the soldiers cheered loudly. 


"It's time for Mr. Wang." Jiang Bin threw the bow to his subordinates and looked at Wang Shouren and 
said coldly. He didn't let Zhang Zhong shoot arrows anymore, so he turned the competition between 
him and Wang Shouren, so as to directly humiliate him. 


"Commander Jiang is good at archery." Wang Shouren could only smile: "| have no choice but to show 
my humility. | hope you will stop laughing." 


He walked to the weapons rack, picked out one of the bows, checked carefully to see if there were any 
cracks, tried the bow string again, and walked to the ready position. He borrowed two ropes from the 
soldiers and tied up the wide sleeves on both sides of the Confucian uniform; he picked three more 
arrows and checked the arrow shafts and feathers one by one before inserting the two arrows into the 
quiver and hanging them by his side. , took the third one and put it on the bow. 


All the strong bows used in the military camp here were Jiang Bin and the other three soldiers watching 
Wang Shouren draw the bow and wondering if he was strong enough? But | saw Wang Shouren standing 
firmly, raising his arms to draw the bow, and the bow string seemed to open effortlessly. 


This is of course just an illusion. It was impossible for Wang Shouren to draw the bow without exerting 
force. It was just that he made good use of the strength of his whole body and concentrated on one 
movement at once, so he opened the strong bow smoothly. On the outside, it looked like he was lifting 
the bow with ease, but in fact it was all due to his strength. The art of physical coordination. 
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Seeing this slender, forty-nine-year-old civil servant in Confucian uniform, stretching his arms and 
opening his bow, the thousands of soldiers were astonished, as if they were witnessing a strange sight. 


While Wang Shouren stretched his bow, his eyes were already looking at the bull's-eye a hundred steps 
away. He had no distracting thoughts, and his heart was clear, as if everyone around him disappeared in 
an instant, and there was only one person, a bow and an arrow left in the world, and a target in the 
distance. 


And he just had to do the simplest thing in the world. 


Gently release the finger that is holding the string. 


From drawing the bow, aiming to releasing the arrow, Wang Shouren's movements were like running 
water, and the pause for aiming was very short, as if he was just shooting at random. 


The arrow flew in a rotating direction and accurately hit the center of the target. 


Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and Zhang Zhong were all stunned. Behind them, Huang Xuan and four other Wang 
Shouren disciples, together with thousands of soldiers, cheered loudly. 


But Wang Shouren was not affected by the fierce atmosphere at all. He took out the second arrow from 
his quiver and set it on it. He made exactly the same move as before, and quickly fired it again. 


This arrow almost brushed the shaft of the previous arrow and penetrated into the bullseye. The cheers 
on the school field were even louder. 


Wang Shouren brought a third feather arrow. 


He was smart since childhood, although he also studied hard for the sake of success, but he was 

definitely not a corrupt scholar who only lived in a pile of paper, not only participated in the study of 
Buddhism, Taoism, and the art of war, but also loved to learn all kinds of miscellaneous subjects, and 
when he was a teenager, he often practiced martial arts, including fencing and archery, even though 
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there was a big difference between him and the real martial arts practitioners, he was not a feeble 
scholar who was not able to restrain his own hands. 


After the battle of Luling more than five years ago, he was deeply impressed by the importance of 
personal strength. Moreover, when he saw Jing Liand Yan Heng and other martial artists who were full 
of energy, he thought that balance of body and mind was also a necessary condition for academic 
pursuits. At his age, it would be useless to practice fists, feet, swords, and spears to fight with others, so 
Wang Shouren resumed his archery skills and ordered all his disciples to practice. When he took office in 
Nangan, he set up a training camp next to the governor's official residence. At the shooting range, after 
daily official duties, | would give lectures there in the evening, and then finish with an archery class. 
Over the past few years, | have developed very solid archery skills. Until recently, he met the "Six 
Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate" again. Wang Shouren once again asked them how to use his body to 
exert strength, and he also learned bow and arrow with Hu Linglan, and his archery skills reached 
another level. It's just that as a commander in the army, he didn't want to take away the authority of the 
generals under his command, so he never participated in the training in person. Therefore, except for 
his disciples and the "Six Swordsmen", no outsiders knew that he had this skill. 


At this moment, Wang Shouren breathed out his breath and opened the strong bow again. His face was 
still as calm as still water, and his mind was without a care in the world. Zhang Zhong, who was next to 
him, took advantage of the brief moment when he was aiming and coughed loudly to disturb him, but 
Wang Shouren's shooting posture was not shaken in the slightest. The hand that released the string was 
still gentle, and the arrow came out of the wind again, and also hit the target. red heart. 


Amidst the applause of thousands of people, Wang Shouren put the bow and quiver back into the 
weapon rack, untied his sleeves, and saluted Jiang Bin and others. 


"I'm lucky, |am not young. If | continue to shoot, I'm afraid | won't be able to open the bow." 


In Jiang Bin's rage, the scars on his face turned red and seemed to glow, and there was a fierce light in 
his eyes that seemed to kill Wang Shouren on the spot. 


Although he and Wang Shouren both hit the target with three arrows, Wang Shouren's hit point was 
closer to the center of the bull's eye than Jiang Bin, and the first two arrows were shot at almost the 
same location. Anyone with a discerning eye could tell that he was superior. 
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In the eyes of many frontier soldiers, Wang Shouren's elegant shooting posture and short-aimed quick 
shots were even more amazing than Jiang Bin's power-based shooting skills. 


Hearing the difference in cheers, Jiang Bin and the others naturally knew what the soldiers were 
thinking. 


Zhang Zhong raised his hand to stop the shouting, and then said: "Although everyone was hit by three 
arrows... | think the bow Master Jiang used is stronger. If the target is further fifty steps away, it can still 
penetrate; Lord Wang’s arrows may not be the same...| think Lord Jiang wins!" 


Wang Shouren smiled back and stroked his beard. 


"Winning or losing doesn't matter. Just like Eunuch Zhang said before, it's a game, right?" 


After saying this, Wang Shouren saluted everyone and said goodbye. Jiang Bin and the others 
deliberately did not see him off, but when they saw Wang Shouren waiting for the officer to lead him 
away, the elite frontier soldiers present all looked at Wang Shouren with admiration and admiration. 


——This guy is so scary... 


Jiang Bin looked at this scene and thought to himself: He has never met anyone like Wang Shouren in his 
life. If | stay in Nanchang any longer, there is no guarantee that the military's morale will not be attached 
to him. Wouldn't that shake my foundation? ... 


Three days later, Jiang Bin, Xu Tai and Zhang Zhong led their troops to leave Nanchang and return to join 
the emperor. Wang Shouren's three arrows restored peace to the provincial capital and revived all 
industries. 


——However, no one knew that at the same time, an astonishing event was happening to Emperor Zhu 
Houzhao. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 210 Chapter 6 The Visitor 


Hundreds of military flags of various colors on the masts of ships lined up and fluttered along the river 
with such a majestic momentum that for a moment people thought that another naval battle was about 
to start. 


However, the large and small warships in the river gathered together just to cater to one person's 
interests. 


There is only one person in the world who can do this. 


"Mighty General" Zhu Shou - that is, the current emperor Zhu Houzhao - was wearing a full set of his 
favorite "Shou Wu Rila Dressed Up as a Mighty Regiment Training Camp" bronze armor today. Holding 
the hilt of the sword at his waist with his left hand, he stood by the river and looked at the scene of 
dense warships, feeling very proud. 


As soon as the river wind blows, the war flags on the boat are flapping. Although the moored warships 
had no sails, they were full of sailors and soldiers. Various swords, guns and crossbows protruded from 
the side of the ship, as if they were about to start fighting at any moment. Zhu Houzhao seemed so 
excited that he couldn't help clapping his hands, like a teenager. 


"Beauty. Look at it." He pointed at the battle formation on the river: "How powerful the alliance's fleet 
is! Ina few days we will take them to Nanjing? How beautiful it will be when you think about it!" 


Accompanying the emperor were not only hundreds of bronze-armored warriors from the "Mighty 
Camp", but also many concubines he brought to the south of the Yangtze River. Eight of them were 
beauties recently acquired in Jiangsu. Song Li and Ma Di Standing among them, Ma Di held her son Ajie's 
hand. They were different from other beauties vying for favor. 


Instead of deliberately squeezing into the front row where the emperor could see him, he stayed at the 
back. When the other beauties clapped their hands and laughed in response to Zhu Houzhao's words, 
the two of them just responded lightly. 
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The soldiers of the "Mighty Battalion" standing on both sides of the emperor all carried large shields. 
Their eyes were constantly looking left and right, cautiously watching for any abnormalities nearby. They 
seemed quite nervous. 


After the emperor came down to the south, it was like being released from a cage. Every day was full of 
the urge to play, as if he had to see, appreciate and taste everything that was strange and interesting 
around him. As soon as he thinks of something, he does it immediately. Sometimes he has to go to the 
provincial town incognito to visit the market, if he has something to do, he has to go mountain hunting, 
if there is something to do, he has to gallop along the river. 


His active and unpredictable behavior made the guards exhausted. Originally, wherever the Holy 
Emperor went, the city guards had to clear the way in advance and clear the area where the Emperor 
was stationed to prevent other people from approaching. However, Zhu Houzhao's mind changed too 
quickly, and the guards did not have time to clear the place. In particular, the emperor often went to the 
city to enjoy the streets. The city was crowded with people and the streets were busy. It was not always 
possible to isolate him from all hidden dangers. 


Just like at this moment, in addition to warships, there are actually many fishing boats passing by the 
shore or among warships in the river. They already work and rest in this section of the river, and it is 
really difficult to completely stop them. 


These warships were all relatively intact ships that had been scrapped from the Poyang Lake Battle four 
months ago, and most of them had been surrendered from the rebels. Since most of the sailors in Wang 
Shouren's army were Fujian sailors and had long since returned to their places of origin, the crews 
operating these warships were now merchant ship crewmen recruited from the Zhenjiang area, and the 
soldiers above were served by soldiers from the Imperial Guards in the Southern Expedition. 


After capturing Zhu Chenhao and other prisoners in Huaiyang, Zhu Houzhao quickly forgot his previous 
unhappiness. He did not wait for the return of Jiang Bin and other generals who had gone to Nanchang, 
and led his army towards Nanjing on his own. It's just that everything in the South is new to him. 


Everywhere you go you have to stop and enjoy things, so you stop and go until you reach Zhenjiang as 
recently as possible. Stayed in the former university scholar Yang Yiqing's residence. 


In these years, whether in the capital or out of the country. , Zhu Houzhao only had fun riding horses, so 
he became fascinated with boating on rivers as soon as he arrived in the south. He also thought that he 
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had missed the Battle of Poyang Lake, so at the instigation of his favorite eunuch Wei Bin, he ordered to 
recruit warships to practice on the river to fill his regret. 


"Okay! Get aboard!" 


Zhu Houzhao raised his arms and stepped forward to the pier. Soldiers from the "Mighty Battalion" 
carrying large shields followed for protection. 


There was already a gorgeously decorated boat waiting at the pier. Several specially hired local 
fishermen carefully waited for the emperor to board the boat, for fear that he would slip and fall into 
the water. Although the water here was shallow, the emperor was wearing heavy armor, so it would not 
be fun if he fell into the water. 


Zhu Houzhao, on the other hand, was confident. He had been on state boats many times since he came 
to the south and was already accustomed to the rocking. At this time, he took a few steps on the 
wooden board and jumped onto the boat with a slight jump. Although the guards of his "Mighty Camp" 
were frightened and clumsy, they were all northerners. They were not used to water and rarely rode in 
boats, so they were trembling with fear every step they took. 


The boat took Zhu Houzhao to Daban in the river. The emperor immediately climbed the rope ladder to 
board the battleship. After all, he was accustomed to martial arts and was young and strong. He climbed 
onto the deck in two or three times. After the other eighty-odd guards had all boarded the ship. Zhu 
Houzhao waved the battle flag from the ship building, and the warships set sail. 


Song Li and Ma Di watched the ship move slowly on the shore. They were relieved that they no longer 
had to accompany the emperor for the time being. 


"The Emperor's interest seems to be very high." Song Li said, recalling the previous experience of 
traveling with the emperor. "If this continues, | don't think he will return to the capital unless he plays 
for two or three years." 


"Isn't this a good thing?" Ma Dihui said with a smile. On this southern expedition, the weather, 
environment, and food were better than before at the Mobei Frontier Fortress. They no longer had to 
be trapped in the "Leopard Room", which made it much easier for the two of them. In addition, Zhu 
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Houzhao acquired many new beauties along the way, and the days Song and Li spent accompanying the 
emperor were greatly reduced. 


But the most important thing is: the longer the emperor stays in Jiangnan, the more likely they will find 
an opportunity to send Ajie away. But until today, Ma Di has not been able to find a suitable and 
trustworthy person to entrust her child to. 


"Originally, Academician Yang was a very good candidate..." Ma Di pondered at this moment and said, 
"But he will definitely not..." 


She was talking about Yang Yiqing. Song Li immediately understood what she was going to say, but due 
to the presence of many beloved concubines, it was not appropriate to finish the sentence. 


——My sister is Xiang Rui: Although Grand Scholar Yang is a good person, he will not take the risk of 
angering the emperor for the sake of a child. 


Yang Yiqing was a rare loyal minister in the dynasty, and he was also a precocious child prodigy. He took 
the provincial examination at the age of 14 and was recommended as a Hanlin scholar. After that, he 
cooperated with Zhang Yong to remove the treacherous minister Liu Jin. He performed outstandingly 
and was admitted to the cabinet to participate in confidential government affairs of the court. In recent 
years, he was slandered by various favorites and sycophants in front of the emperor because he accused 
Qian Ning and others of interfering in politics, so he requested to retire from office and return home. , 
returned to Zhenjiang to live. 


Although he has retired from official duties, Yang Yiqing still cares about the court and his master. This 
time, when the emperor came to stay at his home, he took the opportunity to give advice to the 
emperor during the banquet, urging him to control his desires and be more conscious of his role as a 
king. Work hard. Although these words did not suit Zhu Houzhao's mind, he did not get angry at Yang 
Yiging, but just smiled and dealt with it. Afterwards, the emperor did have three days to rest 
temporarily. This gave the people in Jiangsu and Zhejiang a little relief. 


Song Li and Ma Di were also present at the banquet, so they were deeply impressed by Yang Yiqing. This 
man was born with an ugly appearance, sparse eyebrows, and a somewhat wretched face. They didn't 
like him at first sight, but later on when they heard him talk, they realized that he was a man of down- 
to-earth yet smart, bold and outspoken character, and learning are not extraordinary! 
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—-—lIt’s a pity that the people who stay with this fun-loving emperor are not people like Grand Scholar 
Yang... 


"| want it! | want it!" At this time, Ajie saw the big boat sailing on the river. He was very excited and kept 
shouting to get on it. Ma Di picked him up and comforted him. 


"| won't take the boat today..." She patted Ajie's back and said, "But one day Ajie will definitely take a 
boat ride. He will go to many, many different places and learn many different things. Ajie wants to be a 
useful person. Can you live without relying on others? 


Ajie nodded vigorously, looking at his mother with his big, bright eyes. There is a light of innocence and 
sincerity. Song Jia was stroking Ajie's hair. Looking at this look, he suddenly thought of Yan Heng again. 


——Their eyes look like... 


Ma Di said this because in the past few months, as the emperor marched southward, he saw with his 
own eyes how the people along the way were greatly devastated. Wherever the Holy Emperor went, 
countless amounts of food and property were consumed, and houses were temporarily confiscated one 
by one. Street life has come to a halt. The emperor wanted to hunt once, and almost all the animals ina 
mountain were killed; he wanted to watch a fireworks show. The clouds of smoke accumulated in the 
sky did not dissipate all day long. 


What's even more frightening is that local corrupt officials also took advantage of the emperor's 
southern tour to make up all kinds of excuses for extortion and expropriation, and made a lot of money, 
which increased the burden on the people they passed. The emperor presented various famous local 
products in order to obtain rewards from the Holy One, and the proceeds were often a hundred times 
the value of the products. Song Li and Ma Di looked at Zhu Houzhao spending money like water, and all 
he spent was the imperial court's expense, and they could only sigh softly. 


Emperor Zhengde's southern expedition was like a strong wind to the common people. 


At this time, Song Li looked at the warships sailing slowly on the river, and thought to himself that the 
emperor had spent so much money and money by playing a war game like this. 
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"Sometimes | thought: It's really not a good thing to have so much power concentrated in one person..." 


Ma Di's eyes widened immediately after hearing this, and she put her fingers on Song Li's lips to signal 
her to be silent. If someone listens to such rebellious words, they may be killed at any time. 


In addition to being shocked, Madi couldn't help but think: Song Li is actually a smart girl. She was only 
observing from the sidelines, but she had such an opinion. 


——She is so pitiful... From Qingcheng was sent to the "Leopard Room" and was always in the same 
place... 


Isn't Ma Di herself feeling nostalgic about her life experience? In recent years, she has also been a caged 
bird that others can manipulate and enjoy at will. 


——So Ajie’s life must not be like ours... 


The fleet was already drifting away. At this time, a nearby eunuch arrived and urged Song Li and other 
concubines to board the carriage. The soldiers of the "Mighty Camp" who had not boarded the ship had 
also mounted their horses, because all the emperor's guards and followers had to advance along the 
land route along the river bank and follow the holy driver. 


Zhu Houzhao, who was riding the big ship, was very excited. He raised his head to admire the huge and 
towering sails. For a moment, he lowered his head to look at the waves breaking on the bow of the ship. 
He walked around on the deck, constantly asking the captain about various navigation methods, and 
studying the various weapons and preparations mounted on the side of the ship. He was so curious 
about every square inch of the warship. . 


Since Jiang Bin and other favorites had gone to Nanchang, the only person accompanying the emperor 
at this moment was the eunuch Wei Bin. Liang Chu and Jiang Mian, the southern scholars who came 
with them from the south, stayed on the shore to accompany the escorting carriages and horses. In 
addition, Zhang Yong was still responsible for guarding the rebellious prisoners such as Zhu Chenhao and 
had not come to the river bank. 


3415 


Seeing Zhu Houzhao's excited look, Wei Bin, who arranged all this, thought that he had made a great 
contribution and his status in the eyes of the emperor would be improved in the future. He was 
fortunate that Jiang Bin, Xu Tai, and others were not here to give him this good opportunity. 


Zhu Houzhao stood at the bow of the ship, protected by eight guards on both sides. Looking at the 
momentum of large and small ships sailing on the river, he couldn't help but imagine how spectacular 
the previous battle at Poyang Lake was; how heroic it would be if he personally led the king's division, 
braved the wind and waves, and charged into battle amidst the sound of cannons and flames. Even later 
history books will compare him with Emperor Taizu who defeated Chen Youliang at Poyang Lake and laid 
the foundation for the founding of the country. 


——But Lian missed it! 


——l’m afraid it will be difficult to have such an opportunity again in this life... 


Zhu Houzhao, who was originally in high spirits, suddenly looked sad when he thought about this. 


Wei Bin was surprised when he saw it from the sidelines. He wondered if he had made some poor 
arrangements and angered the emperor. 


"Can this military ship only go so fast?" Zhu Hou looked at the waves below the ship and pointed to the 
speedboats on the river: "They seem to be faster than my ship." 


A sailor knelt down in fear and replied: "Your Majesty... the wind is not strong today. And this main ship 
is much heavier than those light boats, so it is the fastest. We can only wait for the wind to change." 


"Bah! It's useless!" Wei Bin slapped the sailor with his backhand, but the emperor stopped him and just 
waved the sailor to continue working. 


"It's the right time, even | can't do anything about it." Zhu Houzhao looked up at the flag on the mast 
and smiled slightly: "It's like God has destined that | can't catch up with this battle..." 
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Only then did Wei Bin understand the reason for the emperor's worry, so he stepped forward and said, 
"Your Majesty, please see how the navy sets up its formation!" 


As soon as Zhu Houzhao heard about the new tricks about martial arts, he cheered up again, nodded, 
and was excited. 


Looking at the water with enthusiasm. Wei Bin gave the order. The soldiers on the main ship 
immediately blew their horns. Other large ships nearby heard it and sounded their horns one by one, 
echoing each other. 


The more than a hundred large and small warships began to move back and forth to form a formation 
according to the previous instructions. This is the program Wei Bin prepared early in the morning to 
please Emperor Quan, and it is the highlight of today. 


However, these temporarily recruited sailors and crewmen were not like the Fujian sailors in Wang 
Shouren's army who had strict discipline and training, and they were not familiar with the operation of 
these warships, so they fell into chaos when they were mobilized together. Some boats even slightly 
collided with each other. 


Wei Bin was very angry when he saw it, fearing that he would offend the emperor again. But Zhu 
Houzhao just laughed when he saw this scene. 


"This navy seems to be far from the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp". We need to practice hard these 
days. " 


Wei Bin could only laugh and say nothing. 


At this time, they heard the sound of people on the river behind them. 


Everyone looked back and saw one of the warships filled with "Mighty Camp" guards, pointing at the 
river and making noises. It turned out to be among the chaotic formation of ships. At some point, a 
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small fishing boat came in from the river bank and silently approached the captain's boat where the 
emperor was. 


There was only one fisherman standing on top of that slender little fishing boat. He was wearing a 
raincoat with a large bamboo hat on his head, rocking the oar to urge the boat forward. Plus the sails 
were full of wind. The hull was light and sharp, and the fishing boat sailed at a very high speed. In an 
instant, it had passed the warship full of guards. It got closer to the main ship. 


"Assassins! 


The guards on the main ship shouted angrily. These two words were like a sharp needle, piercing Zhu 
Houzhao's ears. His body trembled, and the smile disappeared from his face. 


The fishing boat is still moving forward without any stagnation. At first glance, it looks like it is gliding on 
the ice. The fisherman's oar technique has a very strange power, and every stroke is very consistent, as 
if the feeling of his hands, as the long oar can extend into the water, uses every bit of resistance of the 
water flow to row, driving the boat In front of the body, and perfectly matched the wind force of the 
sail, not a single bit of power was wasted. 


Even the experienced local sailors on the main battleship have such abilities. Never seen it either. 


--The man and the boat are like a swimming fish. ...... 


Upon hearing the word "assassin", the Forbidden Soldiers on the main ship became nervous and 
hurriedly found crossbows to shoot at the fishing boat. This day was not a real exercise, but it was just a 
demonstration for the emperor. Therefore, the imperial troops guarding the ship were not prepared for 
combat at all. At this time, they hurriedly picked up their crossbows, loaded the arrows, aimed and fired, 
and at the same time There were only seven or eight arrows shot at the fishing boat. 


Most of the sporadic flying arrows missed, and only two arrows passed within two feet of the 
fisherman's body, another arrow flew towards his chest, but the fisherman easily dodged and swung his 
oar again. The arrow did not hinder his progress at all. 
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In the blink of an eye, the fishing boat approached the side of the main ship and was less than three feet 
away. The fisherman let go of the oar, quickly picked up a ten-foot-long bamboo pole on the boat, and 
ran a few steps towards the bow! 


——Those feet wearing straw sandals felt as if they were walking on flat ground on the small boat 
sailing through the waves, without any sway in their posture. 


When the fisherman was about to reach the end of the bow, he Zhongshou propped one end of the 
bamboo pole in a pre-cut gap on the bow deck, then kicked off his feet, and he flew into the air! 


Just like when rowing, the fisherman's series of actions shows amazing induction and coordination, 
integrating every bit of running, jumping, pushing the pole, waist straightening, and even the elasticity 
of the bamboo pole itself. With the help of the speed brought by the fishing boat's forward voyage, the 
fisherman's body was as light as a papier-maché, and with a very rapid and aggressive momentum, he 
flew quickly over the waves of the river, and arrived at the side of the main boat's hull! 


Seeing that he was about to hit the hull of the boat, the fisherman stretched out his left hand. There was 
a short knife in his hand that he pulled out in mid-air. He thrust the knife down with his backhand, taking 
advantage of the momentum of his body to fly, and the blade easily penetrated deeply into the thick 
wood of the ship's hull! 


The fisherman's left arm holding the knife jerked, his whole body lifted up along the side of the boat, 
and his right arm stretched toward the sky. He clung to the side of the boat. He breathed out softly from 
his mouth hidden under the bamboo hat, pulled with his right hand, shrank his body and turned over, 
and then he gently climbed onto the port deck of the main ship. 


This series of actions of forcibly boarding the warship was like an illusion in the eyes of many soldiers on 
board. Whether they were experienced frontier cavalry or elite-trained guards, they had never imagined 
that the human body could move like this. 


However, no matter how surprised they were, they did not forget their responsibility here: to protect 
the most important person in the world. 


And they all know what the consequences will be for them and their family if something happens to this 


person. 
3419 


The guards shouted violently and swarmed forward with swords and guns. 


With a twitch of his left hand, the fisherman untied his raincoat and swung forward to wrap up the 
spears closest to the two guards. The two of them felt that there seemed to be a mysterious power on 
the coir raincoat. The gun barrels in their hands were rotated and pulled involuntarily, and the two guns 
were rolled together and flew away! 


After the coir raincoat was taken off, a weapon slung across the back of the fisherman's back 
immediately appeared. While he rolled away the spear with his left hand, he reached behind his 
shoulder with his right hand and quickly pulled out the weapon! 


The strange thing is that the fisherman does not hold the handle of the weapon with the five fingers of 
his right hand, but only uses his index and middle fingers to hook the ring on the handle and pull out the 
frost-like blade; with a wave of his right arm, the sharp blade drew forward in an ingenious arc. The 
double-edged peak at the front was slashed towards the neck of a guard who was holding a knife, and it 
accurately cut a line between the neck armor and the helmet. A small gap was cut in, leaving with fierce 
blood spray. 


— —Such a weird two-finger sword-drawing and slashing technique was last seen in the world in 
Huashan, Xiyue Mountain. 


After the sword blade was sharpened, the fisherman danced his left raincoat again, and the strange 
swirling power caused a long machete of the imperial army to be thrown diagonally downwards, nailing 
it into the ship's side deck; his right wrist was turned over, and the palm of his hand up. The sword 
clasped between his fingers was swiped back from another angle, and the throat of another "Mighty 
Camp" guard was slit! 


——In front of this extremely precise sword skill, the thick armor of the guards seemed not to exist. 


The fisherman's right wrist shook, his fingers changed their grip, and finally he was holding the handle. 
At this time, the guards saw clearly the appearance of the weapon: the long, narrow and slightly curved 
blade was both a sword and a knife. The guard was made into a "swastika"-shaped front and back hook, 
and the hilt was decorated with silver-white elegant cloud patterns. 
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They had never seen such a weapon, and they did not know that it was still the first sword in the world. 


When the fisherman takes off his coir raincoat, he also took advantage of the situation to loosen the 
rope tied to the bamboo hat on his head. At this moment, the bamboo hat gently slid down, and what 
was revealed to everyone was a strange face that was fair and difficult to tell about his age, with an 
aristocratic air but flashing eyes like a lone wolf. 


Yao Lianzhou who did not die on the battlefield? 


Many guards had never seen his face, but directly felt the strong danger, but they had no other choice 
but to step forward. The only thing the Assassin Guards can rely on is numbers. The few guards in the 
front row who had not yet lost their weapons shouted and attacked together. 


But once they met Yao Lianzhou, it couldn't even be called a "battle". 
Yao Lianzhou used his left coir raincoat to use Tai Chi to transform her energy. 


As soon as the swords and guns of the guards collided, it was as if they encountered a wall formed by 
turbulence. They lost control or were swept away; 


The "single-backed sword" in his right hand is like a stinging needle, using the smallest movement to 
accurately damage the parts of the guard that are not protected by armor. 


He uses two completely different weapons on his left and right hands, using completely different martial 
arts. One is round and straight, the other is surging and the other is light and agile, but they can interact 
perfectly with each other. 


With their cooperation, the enemies in front of him were like training dolls in his eyes. They were killed 
and fell one by one. One person fell into the water from the side of the boat because he insisted on 
keeping the weapon in his hand. 


One by one, the bravest and most skillful soldiers of the Ming Dynasty uttered pitiful cries. 


Standing in the second row, there were six guards of the "Mighty Warrior Camp" with big shields, who 
saw their colleagues fall into the water. 
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Seeing Yao Lianzhou still standing close to the boat at this moment, they immediately came up with a 
plan. The six people raised their shields side by side and hit Yao Lianzhou together! 


—-—The worst case is that we bump into a ball with him and go into the water together! 


——The Holy Emperor must be protected! 


However, it is an unrealistic fantasy to overthrow the world's number one "Tai Chi" master. 


The moment one of the shields came into contact with Yao Water Lily, the guard carrying the shield 
suddenly felt that the warship capsized. This is just an illusion, the result of his collision force being led 
out of control by the "Tai Chi" belt and disturbing his center of gravity. He didn't know how it happened, 
but he only knew that the shield in his hand suddenly collided with the other two shields and formed a 
pile. 


The six shield guards lined up side by side were implicated in each other by this chaos. Three fell 
overboard, two fell onto other comrades, and the last one fell on the deck, and was hit in the back by 
another light stabbing sword from Yao Lianzhou. 


After defeating these six people, chaos and gaps appeared in the array of soldiers. Yao Lianzhou seized 
this opportunity, moved along the side of the ship, and began to actively attack! 


——Since surviving the battle at Wudang Mountain, Yao Lianzhou has risen to an unprecedented level 
with his skills, strategies, reflexes and intuition. On this main warship, the emperor's heavily armed 
personal guards totaled over a hundred people. Normally, even with Yao Lianzhou's force, it would be 
impossible to defeat a hundred head-on with one. But the environment on the ship was narrow, and the 
hundreds of guards could not suppress the majority, and it was difficult to attack them from all 
directions. Yao Lianzhou made better use of this advantage, always leaning against the river outside the 
ship, eliminating his worries first, and attacking at the same time each time. He only attacked five or six 
people at most, and the people in the back row couldn't use crossbows and artillery to support him. He 
just dealt with and eliminated the enemies in front of him one by one. 


Other escort ships near the river rushed over to help rescue him. The guards on other ships didn't see 
clearly what was going on on the emperor's main ship. They just saw from a distance from time to time, 
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swords, guns and weapons being sent flying into the air by unknown forces, and guards wearing armor 
falling into the water one after another, the scene was like some wild beast rushing into the crowd. 


Yao Lianzhou's long sword and coir raincoat were swung alternately, one flexible and the other sharp, 
invincible to anyone he encountered. Compared with the Yao Lianzhou who turned into a demon in the 
Wudang Mountain War, he is different at this moment. Instead, he has returned to the appearance 
when he defeated the "Sword Worship Formation" alone in the "Zhenyue Palace" in Huashan Mountain. 
His moves are natural and changeable. Sometimes it's like a painter improvising on a vast white paper, 
enjoying each movement to the fullest. 


——tThe only difference is that the picture was painted not with ink, but with blood. 


All the energy that had been suppressed in the past two years was finally released in this battle. 


——Senior Brother Shang, I’m sorry. 


--It seems that | am still suitable to be a person who holds a sword. 


Lying dead bodies and crawling wounded quickly piled up on the deck. Some Forbidden Army soldiers 
suddenly remembered that their comrades from the Shenji Battalion who had heard that Wudang 
Mountain had returned to the capital alive had described that unimaginable and terrifying experience. 
They suddenly guessed who the person in front of them was. 


No matter how brave the sergeant is, no matter how important the mission is, he still shrinks 
uncontrollably when faced with the horror before him. 


The space in front of Yao Lianzhou increased again. He could see that the figure who was being closely 
protected at the bow of the ship was no longer ten feet away from him. 


So he left the side of the ship for the first time, stepped over the body, and stepped toward the goal. 
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The coir raincoat on his left hand was already in pieces after being swung around many times. Yao 
Lianzhou let it go and threw it away, holding up his lone sword and stepping forward alone. 


The guards thought that Yao Lianzhou had lost a "weapon" and that they had an opportunity to 
counterattack, so they boosted their morale and attacked him again. 


Then they realized what a stupid judgment they had made: Yao Lian Zhou who fully utilized the "Tai Chi 
Sword" was the most terrifying Yao Lian Zhou. 


Everyone saw another illusion. Under the guidance of the "Tai Chi Sword", one guard's sharp spear point 
penetrated the belly of his comrade; another man's machete struck between the shoulders and neck of 
someone else's armor. Yao Sleeping Lotus Boat, on the other hand, advanced unharmed between the 
flying blades, and the guards tried their best, but were unable to form any effective resistance. 


Seeing that the assassin had almost reached within three feet, the shield-bearing guards protecting the 
emperor immediately built a shield wall in front of His Majesty as the final barrier. 


Yao Lianzhou, whose whole body was dyed blood red, advanced another ten feet. After stabbing a tall 
guard in front of him to death with a sword, he took a breath and leaped forward. His left foot first 
stepped on the belt of the still standing deceased. Jump up. His right foot then stepped on the helmet, 
and he also raised his left foot, stepping on the corpse's shoulders. He kicked off with both feet and flew 
towards the shield wall with his whole body. Taking advantage of the momentum, the body moves 
forward like a straight line and draws the sword. 


Wudang Sect's sacrificial sword skill, "Wudang Flying Dragon Sword"! 


This sword move started from a high point, coupled with the explosive jumping power of the "Flying 
Dragon Sword" itself, Yao Lianzhou crossed the top of the shield wall in the blink of an eye. 


The tip of the "single-backed sword" was pointed directly at the throat of the Zhengde Emperor Zhu 
Houzhao below. 
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The "Wudang Feilong Sword" was as fast as a meteor, and Zhu Houzhao's eyesight could not see it 
clearly. But he seemed to intuitively know that it was time for his death. Before the sword tip reached it, 
he closed his eyes. 


The tip of the sword touched the skin of the emperor's throat, but the power of the forward thrust was 
instantly restrained by Yao Lianzhou. Yao Lianzhou landed lightly on the deck at the same time and 
stood in front of the emperor. There was not even a gap for a thin piece of paper between the sword 
edge and Zhu Houzhao's neck. This ability to move extremely and then become still, and to freely 
retract and operate the body. Unparalleled in the world. 


Zhu Houzhao held his breath for a while. When he found that he still needed to breathe, he took a 
breath. He opened his eyes and looked at the Wudang leader who was three feet in front of him. 


These two people. Finally met. 
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Zhu Houzhao stood at the front edge of the ship's bow and peed into the calm river water below. 


While urinating, he held one hand on the cold barrel of the big iron cannon on the bow, looked up at the 
bright moon in the sky, and felt so happy that he couldn't help but let out a sigh of relief. 


—-—lt feels so good to be alive. 


He didn't have to look back to feel that those eyes were watching him closely from behind. "Don't 
worry. | won't jump." Zhu Houzhao said with a smile. "I can't swim. | just saved my life and | don't want 
to die." 


Yao Lianzhou, who was a dozen steps behind him, was sitting cross-legged on the deck, with the 
sheathed "single-backed sword" lying between his legs. He looked at Zhu Houzhao without any 
expression. The evening of this November day was already slightly chilly, and Yao Lianzhou had draped 
an imperial brocade robe over his shoulders. 


The emperor's peeing lasted really long. While peeing, he looked at the river. Near the main warship, 
there are not even half-sized ships. They are all parked far away. It can be seen that the water in front 
and the river banks on both sides are densely lit with lights. They are all worried ministers and guards, 
who are watching closely the status of the warship. 


They were forced to stay away, of course, on Yao Lianzhou's orders. The main warship was also emptied, 
leaving only him and the emperor. 


Some guards familiar with the water had asked for a chance to sneak under the warship and wait for a 
chance to save the Emperor. But this was immediately rejected by Zhang Yong, the two scholars and 
Wei Bin, who could not afford to lose even a single piece of flesh or a single finger of the Emperor. They 
did not dare to risk the wrath of Yao Linzhou. 


--lt is a great fortune that His Majesty has not lost a single hair ....... 
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That Yao Lianzhou was a lunatic who dared to fight against the imperial army and the imperial court. If 
he was discovered for disobeying him, no one could guarantee what he would do to the emperor... 


The emperor was captured, which has never happened before in the Ming Dynasty. The "Tumu 
Incident" was a painful lesson, but it was still not as bad as this time. The emperor of the current 
dynasty was actually killed by a lone assassin in the midst of thousands of troops on the land of the 
Central Plains Kingdom, hijacked. What an unprecedented shame and humiliation. 


However, Zhu Houzhao didn't seem to feel any humiliation at the moment, he finished pissing freely and 
then drew his pants on, tied up his belt and turned back to the center of the ship. 


His heavy armor had long since been removed and piled up on the side. The deck of the ship was filled 
with wine and food prepared for him by his subordinates, which had been eaten and drunk to the point 
that the cups and plates were in a mess. Zhu Houzhao leaned down and lifted a jug of wine and took a 
sip from the mouth of the jug. 


He wiped his mouth after swallowing the wine, his tongue still feeling the taste of the wine, which was 
much sweeter than usual. Zhu Houzhao knew that this was the effect of just escaping from death. He 
had already tried it once recently, on the day he won the battle in Yingzhou and killed an enemy on the 
battlefield. Whether he was eating, drinking or having fun with women, his sensory feelings were 
particularly fresh and sweet. 


——Because | feel strongly about my own survival. 


But today, his keen senses are still far beyond that. It's a pity that there is no beloved concubine around. 


"You really don't want to drink?" Zhu Houzhao handed the wine bottle to Yao Lianzhou. 


Yao Lianzhou shook his head. 


"| do not drink." 
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Zhu Houzhao took another sip and asked, "Never drink?" 


"No. | only drink tea. Very weak tea." 


Yao Lianzhou was under the influence of substance transfer drugs since he was a child, and it took hima 
lot of effort to regain control of his physical and mental faculties, so he did not like the feeling of 
drunkenness, and therefore did not drink alcohol, which was not directly related to his martial arts 
training. 


"It is a pity that there seems to be no tea here." Zhu Houzhao smiled and said 


"It's alright, I'll just drink water." Yao Lianzhou said and picked up a bamboo tube filled with water and 
took a sip from the cork. 


These two people were like a pair of friends at this moment, chatting about such irrelevant things. The 
situation was very strange. And Zhu Houzhao felt even more fresh, because no one in the world had 
ever spoken to him in such a casual tone. 


"Okay, let them all move away." Zhu Houzhao sat opposite Yao Lianzhou and pointed out of the boat. 
"As you wish, you and | are the only two left who can talk seriously." 


Yao Lianzhou looked directly at the emperor. Zhu Houzhao was no stranger to the oppressive power of 
Wudang masters - Shi Xinghao had experienced it once for him back then. 


"| know that you have every reason to kill me." Zhu Houzhao lowered his head and sighed. "I did make a 
mistake by sending troops to conquer Wudang, and | regret it to this day." 


Zhu Houzhao's frankness surprised Yao Lianzhou. 


"After this battle was over, | came to Jiangnan and found out that you had joined the emperor's uncle's 
camp." Zhu Houzhao took a sip of wine and said, "You will use all methods to revenge me. | understand 
this very well." 
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He put down the wine bottle, opened his clothes with both hands, exposed his muscular chest, and 
stretched out his fingers to tap on his chest. 


"| have admitted my fault. But | will not beg for mercy. If you come here to humiliate me, then there is 
no need. Just stab me with a sword here and complete your revenge. Does the Wudang Sect want to 
pursue "invincibility in the world"? Killing me, the number one in the world, is also a kind of 


‘invincibility’. 


"| have thought so." 


As Yao Lianzhou spoke, his fingers casually brushed the hilt of the "single-backed sword", making Zhu 
Houzhao's heart beat suddenly. Although his mouth is tough, he is not completely unafraid of death. He 
knew that if Yao Lianzhou wanted to kill him at any time, he would not even see the light of his sword. 


"When | joined Prince Ning's Mansion, | also wanted to defeat you completely and seize the power you 
have." Yao Lianzhou continued, staring at Zhu Houzhao under the moonlight, with a faint coldness in his 
eyes. 


After hearing this, Zhu Houzhao understood that Yao Lianzhou helped Zhu Chenhao rebel, not just for 
revenge, but also planned to replace him in the future, take down Zhu's Ming Dynasty, and achieve the 
most complete "invincibility in the world." 


"But after this battle, | knew that | was never the type to take that path. | didn't have the heart 
necessary to become a king. Or should | say, my heart was never there." 


This time it was Zhu Houzhao's turn to be shocked. Yao Lianzhou confessed so frankly and admitted his 
own weaknesses, which also surprised Zhu Houzhao. 


On the eve of the final battle at Poyang Lake, Shang Chengyu asked Yao Lianzhou to think carefully 
before making another decision. As a result, Yao Lianzhou still believed that he was not qualified to be 
king compared to Shang Chengyu. When he escaped from the battlefield, he had already decided to 
follow Shang Chengyu and was still thinking about how to persuade him not to give up his dream of 
becoming the king of Wudang. 
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However, when he fled to Qiaoshe Military Camp, what Yao Lianzhou saw was Shang Chengyu's body 
lying in the arms of Wu Jihong who was crying. 


This grand dream was shattered. 


"| survived, but | still had to think about how to live the rest of my life." Yao Lianzhou continued: "Then | 


knew that | still had to walk the same path as before. To find the original ‘invincible’. 


"Then what do you want from me?" Zhu Houzhao closed his clothes, relaxed his face, and asked Yao 
Lianzhou curiously: "Do you want me to issue an edict to pardon all crimes and reset the Wudang sect? 
This is easy." 


"If Wudang is reset today, | will be the only one to win," Yao Lianzhou said. "Even if the charges are 
cleared, the dead Wudang warrior still won't come back." 


Zhu Houzhao nodded. What he owes Wudang is indeed irreparable. Even if Yao Lianzhou was pardoned 
for his treason, it would still not be enough. 


"Of course you have to remove the charges that have been placed on Wudang." Yao Lianzhou stood up, 

holding a "single-backed sword" and looking down at the emperor from above. "As for whether Wudang 
is revived, you don't have to worry about it. It's just that | have another request, which is the purpose of 
this visit to you." 


"| said | will not be coerced by you." 


"Don't worry, | will give you something as a reward. It's a big gift." 


As Yao Lianzhou spoke, he untied the bamboo tube that had been tied tightly from his lower back. Zhu 
Houzhao had noticed this thing behind Yao Lianzhou early in the morning, and wondered if it was the 
last weapon to kill both of them when necessary, but seeing that the other party had released it now, it 
didn't seem like it. Yao Lianzhou gently threw the bamboo tube to Zhu Houzhao. 
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The bamboo tube had a waterproof wax seal, and the contents inside were wrapped in several layers of 
oil paper. It took Zhu Houzhao a long time to untie them one by one, and he found that it was a rolled- 
up account book. 


Zhu Houzhao opened the account book and read it curiously, but there was insufficient light at night. 
Yao Lianzhou took a candlestick from the deck and lit it with flint. 


Looking carefully at the entries, Zhu Houzhao's eyes tightened. . Although he neglected political affairs 
and was not good at studying, he was actually born with intelligence. After a quick glance, he could 
understand that this was a record of bribes paid by Prince Ning to the imperial court. There were many 
names on it that were familiar to him. 


Zhu Houzhao turned over the pages and saw that there were many names of bribe takers. Most of the 
civil and military officials in the capital had not escaped, including Yang Tinghe, the current chief 
minister. The rest include many officials from Jiangxi and neighboring provinces. 


Even the cynical Emperor Zhengde knew how much the entire court would be shaken if such a list of 
assistants and villains were made public. 


"It is indeed a generous gift." Zhu Houzhao closed the account book and closed his eyes. Many of the 
courtiers who had always prevented him from traveling were people he liked, but he had no intention of 
using this account book to attack and expel these people. No matter how willful he was, he understood 
that most of these courtiers were still loyal ministers. Accepting bribes from Zhu Chenhao was just a 
temporary act of greed for money and had no real intention of rebellion. He was glad that this book only 
fell into his hands. If it had been used by other unscrupulous people, it could have dealt a heavy blow to 
the imperial court. 


"Then..." Zhu Houzhao stuffed the account book back into the bamboo tube and stood up and looked at 
Yao Lianzhou: "...What do you want?" 


"You know who Jing Li is?" 


Zhu Houzhao was stunned when he heard this and couldn't remember for a while. 
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——tThe person he proposed should be a martial artist, right? ... 


He recalled it again, then suddenly remembered it, patted his thigh and said, "| remember the one with 
the surname Jing! He is one of the Six Swords of the Broken Door!" 


Yao Lianzhou nodded. 


"| want you to absolve me and the Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Gate from all charges. Then arrange 
for me to have a decisive duel with Jing Li. In the main hall of the Forbidden City." 


A martial arts life-and-death duel in the main hall of the palace. This is ridiculous and could not be more 
ridiculous. 


However, Emperor Zhengde raised his eyebrows after hearing this. 


——This is the "invincibility" he seeks. 


"Is this Jing Lia peerless master on par with you?" 


"| have seen him. He already is." 


After hearing these words, Zhu Houzhao was extremely curious: It turned out that there was someone in 
the world who could compare with Yao Lianzhou, and he recognized him. 


"Where have you seen him?" 


"On the battlefield. The 'Six Swords that Break the Door' has always been in Wang Shouren's army." 
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"There is such a thing..." Zhu Houzhao thought deeply after learning about it: Why has no one told me 
about this? Ah, of course, it was me who ordered the arrest of the "Six Swordsmen of Breaking the 
Door", how could they dare to expose their identities? ... 


——But they are willing to risk their lives to fight for me. 


——Wang Shouren is really a rare talent for being able to motivate these people... 


"This Jing Li...... will he agree to compete with you?" Zhu Houzhao paced and said, "| don't want to force 
him by imperial decree and make the same mistake as last time." He was naturally referring to the 
matter of the Imperial Martial Order. 


"He will agree." 


Yao Lianzhou nodded affirmatively, looking at the dark river in the distance, his eyes full of expectation. 


"As long as he hears the invitation for this decisive battle, he will definitely come." 


Seeing Yao Lianzhou's expression at this moment, Zhu Houzhao felt admiration in his heart. 


"| really envy you." He couldn't help but say. "You are in a world that | will never be able to enter-no 
matter how much power | have, how many soldiers and horses | have under my command, and how 
much gold and silver | have in the treasury, | will never be able to do it." 


"Everything you have is innate." Yao Lianzhou responded to him. "And what we have is all built up bit by 
bit from a long time ago, accumulated with blood, sweat and will, and tempered by countless dangers." 


"But masters like you and him still have talents far beyond others, right?" Zhu Houzhao frowned. 


"Do you know that in the many years | have been in Wudang Mountain, | have seen how many talented 
people died and became disabled on the road to practice, or gave up halfway and remained unknown 
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throughout their lives, never using their talents?" Yao Lianzhou said. "The higher the talent, the more 
dangerous and narrow the path that people take, because for such people, if they make other easy 
choices, life will be considered a failure." 


Zhu Houzhao couldn't help but be moved after hearing these words. 


No one had ever said this to him before. 


——| have loved playing so much in my life, am | also avoiding the difficult road? ... 


There was finally someone in the world who could talk to him as an equal and inspire him to think like 
this. 


"| wish | had known you earlier." 


Yao Lianzhou was stunned for a moment when he heard the emperor sighing like this. 


Zhu Houzhao picked up the wine bottle from the deck again, shook it with his hand, assessed the 
remaining portion, opened his mouth and drank half of it. 


"| promise you a decisive battle in the Forbidden City, but you have to do one thing for me." 


Zhu Houzhao wiped his mouth and handed the wine bottle to Yao Lianzhou. 


"Did it." 


Yao Lianzhou readily took the jug, raised his head and drank it all, then threw the empty jug into the 
middle of the river. 
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The two people, who were equally lonely inside, looked at each other and smiled. 
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The cold wind on the river in December blew against Jing Li's face on the bow of the boat. 


He rarely wore a formal long robe, the curly hair tied into a bun and then wrapped in a mountain of hair, 
and at this time did not bring a blade. His clothes were finally more serious, but he still couldn't hide the 
wild aura emanating from his body.. It was like when he was teased by Tong Jing on the day he married 
Hu Linglan, he looked like a monkey wearing clothes. 


However, Jing Li did not care about this now. He was looking at the river in front of him with a solemn 
expression, without his usual smile. 


——What exactly is waiting for us ahead? ... 


Standing alone against the river wind, Jing Li couldn't help but recall the scene when he was alone on 
the beach facing the hurricane waves after returning to Quanzhou from overseas. In the blink of an eye, 
it was eight years ago. 


On that day, he decided to start a war against the Wudang Sect all by himself. But then he experienced 
so much. He had companions and lovers he could trust with his life and death. Passed through valleys of 
wounds that were thought to be insurmountable. Fought many battles that he never thought he would. 
Acquired skills that can challenge anyone. Lost enemies to challenge. 


In the end, the Wudang Sect no longer existed. He hadn't expected the journey to end in such a sorry 
way. 


--No. It was just a new beginning. 


Jing Li had long told his wife of his future dream: to be like Wudang, to compete with all the martial arts 
in the world. But this ambition was suddenly interrupted by a war. 


Now that the war is over, Jing Li thinks that it is time for him to revive that idea. 
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--Just what does Lan think now? ...... 


Jing Li knows that there are still a lot of things that need to be solved before he can start his new 
journey. Including the one in front of him. 


Seven days ago, Wang Shouren called the Six Swords from the countryside back to Nanchang. Naturally, 
this was very unusual: Jiang Bin and the others had made a big fuss in Nanchang not long ago, and the 
crisis that Lord Wang was facing was still not small, so the Six Swords, who were preordained by the 
court, should not have appeared beside him at this time, so as not to become an excuse for the political 
opponents to attack him. 


— —Does this mean that we can show up openly? ... 


"Master Jing, | have something to ask you to do." When they met in Nanchang, Wang Shouren said, 
"Come with me to Nanjing to meet the Emperor. 


Even the wild and uninhibited Jing Li could not help but be shocked by these words. 


A few days ago, Wang Shouren received an imperial decree ordering him to go to Nanjing immediately 
to meet the Emperor, and to bring with him the Six Swords of Broken Door. 


Along with the imperial decree, there was also a decree announcing that it had been found out that the 
Six Swords of Breaking Door's past sins were all framed up by the traitorous minister Qian Ning, and that 
they would be pardoned on the same day; it also said that the court knew that the Six Swords of 
Breaking Door had been meritorious in protecting Wang Shouren, and ordered him to go to Nanjing to 
collect the rewards. 


"This is a matter that cannot be postponed." Wang Shouren said apologetically, "Mr. Jing, please come 
with me immediately." 


Wang Shouren was so embarrassed because Hu Linglan had been pregnant for more than eight months 
and was about to give birth at any time, but Jing Li had to be taken away at such a time. 
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Although Jing Li did not want to part with his wife, he knew how difficult it was for Lord Wang, so for the 
sake of the overall situation, he and Yan Heng accompanied him on the next day. At this moment, only 
three of the Six Swords of Broken Door were able to travel, and Wang Shouren knew that it would be 
inappropriate for the emperor to see the beautiful Tong Jing, so he had Jing and Yan represent them. 


Jing Li is now looking at the river, his heart is concerned about Hu Linglan, thinking: | wonder if our child 
has been born today? ...... 


When we parted that day, Hu Linglan appeared to be very relaxed, just caressing the high belly and said: 
"This child has even experienced war, so what's the big deal if dad is not around? Don't worry, you can 
go to see the Ming Emperor. You'd better ask for a big gift for your child." 


Jing Li couldn't help but smile at this thought. He wondered how many good things he had done in his 
past life to marry such a woman. 


As the ship was about to dock, Wang Shouren and Yan Heng stepped out from the cabin, followed by 
two attendants and Huang Xuan. 


"We will arrive at Nanking tomorrow at the earliest." Wang Shouren stepped forward and stood beside 
Jing Li, looking at the scenery along the riverbank. "At last, | don't have to hide and go on the run 
anymore. Shouldn't you be happy?" 


Jing Li looked sideways at Yan Heng on the other side and smiled, "He should be the one who is most 
happy. When we return, he will be able to rebuild the Qingcheng Sword Sect. Soon | will have to call him 


"Master Yan". 


Yan Heng did not think that he was going to be the "Sect Leader", and when he heard Jing Li's words, he 
immediately blushed. 


"|... Lonly focus on building the Qingcheng faction's portal again, not for those..." 


"You can afford it." Jing Li patted Yan Heng's shoulder and said. 
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Yan Heng looked at Brother Jing and thought that he might have to part with him in the near future. 


"How about Lord Wang? Are you happy too?" Jing Li added. "Last time, the presentation of prisoners 
was blocked, but this time, we can finally meet with His Majesty, so we should be relieved, right? 


"I'm afraid we won't know until we get to Nanjing." Wang Shouren looked serious, it is difficult to 
genuinely smile. 


He did not understand why the Emperor had suddenly summoned him. 


The emperor's kidnapping by the assassin Yao Lianzhou was kept secret under the strict order of Zhu 
Houzhao himself, and Wang Shouren did not know about it. It was after the emperor had a conversation 
with Yao Lianzhou and began to seriously inquire about Wang Shouren and the "Six Swords of Breaking 
the Door" that he issued this imperial edict to summon him. 


After Zhu Houzhao escaped, he moved to Nanjing. Soon after, Jiang Bin and others led the border troops 
back to join them. When he learned that the emperor had been kidnapped, Jiang Bin was afraid of being 
accused by the emperor of neglecting his duties, so he even more urgently slandered Wang Shouren, 
saying that he had both real power and popular support in Jiangxi, was arrogant and domineering, and 
would rebel sooner or later. 


The emperor felt a little tired of hearing this talk every day, so he couldn't help but take out the bribery 
account book of Prince Ning's Mansion and said to Jiang Bin and others: "I turned over this account book 
and couldn't see Wang Shouren's name. What evidence does he have that he was with the emperor? 
Why don’t | call Wang Shouren to come and question him personally!” 


Wang Shouren did not know all these things, he only knew that he was still facing a great danger, so as 
soon as he received the imperial decree, he rushed to leave, so as to avoid any changes in this rare 
opportunity to meet the Emperor. 


At this time, the place where the official ship docked came into everyone's sight. It happened to be 
Anging City, which King Ning had been unable to capture for a long time. 
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Wang Shouren and the others looked over from a distance and saw Anqing under the winter sunshine. 
Many city walls were still dented and uneven, and there was a serious crack that was particularly eye- 
catching. The damage caused by the fierce battle that day has not been repaired yet. 


When Huang Xuan saw it, he couldn't help but said, "This Anging prefect must be a good official." 


"Why do you say that, Mr. Huang?" Yan Heng asked, surprised. It had been half a year since the end of 
the war, and the city walls were still in such disrepair that the delay in repairing them seemed to be 
proof of inefficiency. 


"He must have spent all the money on rebuilding the people's homes and restoring the city's livelihood," 
Huang Xuan explained, "The repair of the city wall was thus put on the back burner. 


Wang Shouren was greatly pleased to hear that his disciple understood the way of politics so well. 


After the ship was anchored, Wang Shouren led everyone to land in a small boat and set foot on the 
land that had been occupied by King Ning's rebels as a siege camp. Before they even docked, they saw a 
large group of city residents gathering on the shore, all wanting to catch a glimpse of Wang Yangming, 
the hero of the rebellion. 


Anging prefect Zhang Wenjin and capital commander Yang Rui also led a group of officials and soldiers 
to greet them in front of the port. After both sides said their greetings, Yang Rui shook Wang Shouren's 
hand with excitement. 


"If Wang Dutang hadn't raised troops in time to march to Nanchang, Anqing City would have fallen that 
day, and the officials and countless other people would have died without a burial place!" 


"Master Yang put it the other way around." Wang Shouren also held Yang Rui's hand tightly, and put his 
other hand on Zhang Wenjin's arm. "If Anqing City had not been defended for those eighteen days, the 
bandit army would have already entered Nanjing and occupied half of the country. At that time, if | had 
gathered twice as many troops, | would not have been sure of the crusade; | am afraid | don't know how 
long this battle will last. On that day, everyone in the world will be tortured.” 
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He bowed his head and bowed to the people who were watching. 


"Everyone in Anqing City, please accept Wang's homage." 


Zhang Wenjin and the others hurriedly helped Wang Shouren up. They had already hosted a banquet at 
their residence in the city, but Wang Shouren had declined. 


"I've been ordered to rush to Nanjing to see His Majesty, so | can't stay. We took a boat to resupply 
before we set off again." Wang Shouren said. Zhang Wenjin and others repeatedly tried to persuade him 
to stay, but Wang Shouren refused. Another reason was that he was afraid that the other party's various 
hospitality would waste Anqing City's supplies. 


Wang Shouren then introduced Jing Li and Yan Heng to Zhang Wenjin. As they had no official positions, 
Wang Shouren could only say that they were militia members who helped in the battle, while Zhang 
Wenjin guessed that they were personal guards of Lord Wang. 


Zhang Wenjin and Yang Rui took a look at Jing Li and Yan Heng, and sensed their special aura, which 
gave them a sense of familiarity. They looked at each other in silence, but they had the same thought in 
their minds. 


——A bit like the master... 


After the official ship was replenished with food and water, Wang Shouren said goodbye to Zhang 
Wenjin and Yang Rui, and said that he would try his best to report their contribution to Anqing. He also 
declined all the gifts from the people, ordered them to be given to the orphans and widows of the war, 
and then boarded the ship and left. 


If Wang Shouren took Jing Li and Yan Heng into Anqing City, they would definitely see a new stone tablet 
erected inside the city gate, with only half of a bronze Rakshasa covering it. 


After that, the Six Swords of the Broken Gate did not know the end of Yuan Xing. They believed in their 
hearts that Yuan Xing was still traveling and practicing in an unknown place until the day he died. 
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However, no matter how fast Wang Shouren hurried, he could not escape the obstruction of the 
treacherous officials. 


Just as he left Anging and arrived at Wuhu, he was intercepted by the Jinyiwei and given another order 
to return to Nanchang immediately, or else he would be punished for deserting his post. 


This is of course a false edict, issued by Jiang Bin and several others together. If they were in the capital, 
it would be more difficult for Jiang Bin and others to forge an imperial edict, and they would have to risk 
being exposed by court officials; but now that the emperor is not in the temple, and he is also a general, 
the form of the edict is simple, so it is easy to issue false edicts. There are many and difficult to trace. 


Even though Wang Shouren knew that the previous imperial edict was true, from his position, it was 
difficult to question the later edict. Two contradictory orders were placed in front of him, making Wang 
Shouren unable to move forward or retreat. If he violated any of them, Jiang Bin and others might take 
the opportunity to fabricate charges. Wang Shouren stayed in Wuhu, which was already the front door 
of Nanjing, not knowing what to do. 


The godly general who made a decisive decision on the battlefield was trapped in this dangerous 
situation with no sword or gun in sight, and he was helpless. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng are also on the alert, carrying their sabers and swords and accompanying Lord 
Wang closely to prevent anyone from taking advantage of the opportunity to harm him. 


Wang Shouren stayed in Wuhu City for half a month, but still could not think of a solution. In his 
depression, he went into the nearby Jiuthua Mountain to live in seclusion, and he meditated in the grass- 
covered nunnery every day in order to keep his mind clear. 


This grass-covered nunnery was already deserted, but Wang Shouren loved the scenery, a wide open 
space in front, and then far away from the verdant mountains, surrounded by an ethereal atmosphere. 
They cleaned and organized the grass hut. 


After they had cleaned and organized the hut, Wang Shouren came to sit there every day. 
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"We haven't had a serious competition for a long time," he said. Jing Li, who had accompanied Wang 
Shouren to the mountain, said to Yan Heng one day. 


Yan Heng laughed and drew his short sword, Tiger's Piece, and went to look for a suitable branch to cut 
down and then sharpened it to the length of the two swords. 


Jing Li did the same, and chipped out some sturdy branches to make two wooden sabers. 


After both of them were ready, they took off their real blades and faced each other on the open space in 
front of the grassy nunnery with their tree branches in hand. Wang Shouren and Huang Xuan sat in front 
of the hut and watched. 


Jing Li put a single sword-length tree branch on his belt and held a five-foot-long Japanese saber-like 
branch in both hands, and faced Yan Heng, who was holding a short or long wooden sword in the style 
of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword. 


With Yan Heng's strength today, he is already on par with Jing Li as one of the contemporary masters, 
and the match between the two of them is rare for the world to see, but it started casually in front of 
this deserted nunnery. 


Yan Heng's right hand was in front of the wooden sword, and his left short sword was in his chest on 
guard, in the same manner as He Zisheng. 


Jing Li's fingers flicked lightly on the wooden saber, and a satisfied smile appeared on his face. 


——tThis guy, after defeating Ye Chenyuan, became another person again. 


Yan Heng's sword-wielding demeanor was impeccable. 


——Just let me test it. 
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With a thought in his mind, Jing Li held the handle with both hands and lowered it slightly to the left. 
The tip of the wooden knife was pointed at Yan Heng's left shoulder. He made a slight swallowing 
movement in an instant, as if he wanted to stab in that direction! 


However, Yan Heng remained motionless and his swords showed no reaction. He could see clearly that 
this was Jing Li's feint. 


Although Jing's disguised attack was small, its momentum was very realistic and it posed a great 
psychological threat to the enemy. However, Yan Heng was completely unmoved because he did not 
focus too much on Jing's knife. , but observes all of them evenly, so it can judge Jing crack's true 
intention. This is exactly the "floating boat" mentality that Jing Li taught him after leaving Qingcheng 
Mountain, and now Yan Heng has been able to perfect it. 


Yan Heng's double sword stance remained unchanged, his feet pressed against the ground as he 
stepped forward slightly, pressing towards Jing Li, as He Zisheng ({@] El #2) pressed Ye Chenyuan. 


--I'm not going to be able to do that! 


Jing Li, with an exuberant mood, was half forced to take the lead in the attack, raising his long wooden 
saber and swinging it diagonally down from the right! 


This was the Japanese Yinliu's "Swallow Flight" chopping style, but it was mixed with the "Bombardment 
Blade" technique he had learned from Dai Kui, the saber was not completely in a circular arc, but also 
had the force of a straight line of thrust, its trajectory was shorter than the normal "Swallow Flight", and 
it was also harder to defend against. In fact, Hu Linglan had invented this move, but today he had 
utilized it better than his wife. 


Yan Heng's aura changed instantly. 


Jing Li already knew what this was, for he had seen it with his own eyes several times. 


——tThe first time | saw He Zisheng used it from a distance. 
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Yan Heng, who had entered the "Tiger Phase", extended his left arm to the side, the short wooden 
sword pushed towards the side of the chopping attack, accurately intercepting the side of the long 
wooden saber, while the right long sword advanced straight into the center of the palace at the same 
time, stabbing towards Jing Li's throat, the two swords attacking and defending at the same time, the 
action did not waste any extra strength, and went straight for the tiny gap in the blade that Jing Li had 
used to launch the saber. 


This simple sword stroke fully realized Yan Heng's accumulation of seven years of training and fighting 
experience, and compared to the 17-year-old boy Jing Li had first met, he was transformed. 


Jing Li's slash did not touch Yan Heng's shortsword. Instead, he retracted it just before the collision and 
turned the blade sideways to block Yan Heng's stabbing sword. 


--After all, they were only using tree branches, which were absolutely incapable of withstanding the 
ferocious blows of these two great masters, so even though the two of them were not giving way, they 
still kept their attacks to a third of their strength, avoiding any collision. Otherwise, with Yan Heng's 
short branch in his hand, it would be impossible for him to parry Jing Li's chopping attack like the broad 
and thick short sword "Tiger Pai". 


Yan Heng's thrusting sword was the same, when he realized that it would be blocked by Jing Li's branch, 
he immediately retracted it. He utilized this sword to close the distance, and his left hand short sword 
attacked in a series of strikes, precisely the "Tiger Puff" of the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique! 


Under the close proximity of the two of them, Yan Heng's shortsword had an overwhelming advantage 
over Jing Li's saber, but Jing Li half crouched down and shrunk his body, the long tree branch flipped left 
and right in front of his body, blocking Yan Heng's successive Tiger Strikes! 


The wooden sabers and swords of the two fighters did not collide at all, as if there was an invisible 
barrier between them. Wang Shouren, who was watching from the sidelines, although he could not 
clearly witness the various moves, he saw that the two of them seemed to be cooperating with each 
other in some kind of impromptu dance, which was a very strange sight. 


For Jing Liand Yan Heng to compete in such a way, apart from possessing superior skills and judgment, 
they must also be completely free of hostility and have absolute trust in each other. They are perhaps 
the only two men in the world who can do so. 
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While resisting the "Tiger's Puff", Jing Li released his left hand and reached into the dark shadows of the 
lightning-flying tree branches to grab Yan Heng's short wooden sword. 


This is a technique Jing Li learned in the South China Island, and it is like a snake spitting and devouring 
in a weapons match. Yan Heng seldom faced such a bold and strange capture in the past practical 
battles, but today, his mind is clear when he uses the sword, and it is hard for him to be flustered by any 
strange moves. Jing Li could only retract his grappling hand and returned with no success. 


However, this also caused Yan Heng's "Tiger Puff" attack to come to a halt. Jing Li retracted his left palm 
and slapped the top of the wooden saber's hilt, and with a twist of his right wrist, he flipped the long 
branch over with both hands, and teased Yan Heng's chin from the bottom to the top, and at the same 
time used this as a cover to jump backward, and reopen the distance. 


Yan Heng's battle reflexes were not what they used to be, he was full of aggression. After dodging the 
attack with the smallest of head swings, he caught a glimpse of Jing Li's backward leap, and was 
unwilling to let him go, and with a hopping step on both feet, he executed the "Dome Breaker" from the 
top of his head, and flew at Jing Li's face! 


Seeing that Yan Heng could actually use such a powerful move like "Sky Break" in such a short moment 
and without much preparation, Jing Li was shocked. 


——He has progressed so far! 


Jing Li's originally nimble legs suddenly sank like a thousand pounds, and he stood up in a horse stance 
as motionless as a mountain. His left palm slid across the branch and pressed against the back of the 
front end of the wooden knife. He raised the handle of his right hand to his shoulders and tilted the 
wooden knife with both hands. Lift up diagonally to resist the "Sky Break" struck from above! 


——This defensive move of Jingli combines the "receiving" technique of Yinliu Taito, the power 
integration of the mind gate, the power movement method of Shaolin's "Kinnara King Stick: Lifting the 
Cauldron" and the waist horse, and even made reference to the "Wudang Sword Positioning Technique" 
that he had faced many times to form his own style. Since this period of time, Jing Li deeply felt that he 
had relied too much on his saber, "Wave Cutting Iron Stance", which had attack but not defense, and 
that his martial arts skills were not complete enough, so he had to think about creating another 
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masterstroke to defend himself, and he had finally figured out this stance, which he had named "Guan 
Yan Breaking Blade Stance", and it was the first time that Jing Li had used this stance in an actual match, 
and it was completely forced out by Yan Heng's powerful attack. 


The moment he met him, Jing Li utilized his "Borrowed Phase", imagining himself and his saber as one, 
transforming into a piece of rigid cliff protruding from the shore, defending against the thousand 
hectares of wild waves that swept in. 


And Yan Heng's "break in the vault" also infused him with the ability to enter the "dragon phase". 


The two elicited each other, unable to retain their strength anymore, the branches of the tree touched 
each other for the first time. 


Under the strong impact, the two wooden knives were broken and scattered wherever they met. 


Each of them holding half of the branch, Yan Heng lightly swept through Jing Li with the rest of his leap, 
taking a few steps before stopping. 


After the exchange of blows, Wang Shouren and Huang Xuan, who were watching, still held their breath 
uncontrollably, and it was only when Jing Li and Yan Heng stood up straight that they were able to let 
out a breath. 


--These two people have already entered the "Tao". 


Wang Shouren thought to himself. Even though he could not really understand their martial arts, he 
could intuitively feel the extraordinary aura that they exuded during the contest. 


Jing Li threw down half a branch and smiled at Yan Heng. They both knew that there was no winner or 
loser in the earlier encounter: Jing Li's "Guan Yan Breaks the Blade" was not purely a defensive block, 
and if he had used a real saber, there would still be an aftermath; and Yan Heng, after being blocked by 
the blow, still had a short sword in his left hand, so it was not up to Jing Li to predict what would happen 
in the next instant. 


3447 


However, Yan Heng's face did not relax. The broken branch in his hand was only two feet left, and he 
threw it away, picking up the three feet or so broken branch that Jing Li had abandoned. 


"It's not over yet." He pointed to the other wooden saber on Jing Li's waist. "Brother Jing, let me take 
your saber." 


Jing Li raised both eyebrows. Yan Heng now has a thirst for challenge that he did not have in the past. 


——ls it contaminated by me? Or has he become more like He Zisheng? 


Jing Li couldn't be sure. All he knew was that the Yan Heng of today was exactly what he wanted. 


He slowly pulled out the wooden saber from his belt. At the same time, Yan Heng took a few steps 
backward, giving Jing Li the best distance for his maneuver. 


--Yan Heng was going to try to meet this most powerful saber head on. He was extremely excited, 
because Brother Jing had really agreed. This was the highest form of affirmation. 


Jing Li held his wooden saber in his right hand, dropping it down to almost knee height, bending his back 
and lowering his knees, and once again assuming that beastly, sure-fire starting stance. 


Yan Heng held his two swords in front of his chest, slightly overlapping, and stood on guard. 


He had seen the "Wave Flower Chopping Iron Stance" in full force many times, and was well aware of 
how difficult it was to capture the speedy saber. 


He thought that this might be possible in the future if it was Tong Jing. She once accidentally used the 
"Sword of Xuanxuan" with super speed. If she practiced hard until she could do whatever she wanted, 
she would have a chance to break the "Waves and Slashing Iron Power". 
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What about himself? Yan Heng didn't know. But he must try. He Zisheng's Male and Female Dragon and 
Tiger Sword had no moves that could not be countered; if he wanted to get closer to his master's figure, 
he would have to use this as his ideal. 


Wang Shouren, who was watching the confrontation between the two again, realized that their previous 
match had not yet come to an end, and now his heart was beating even faster. In his eyes, Jing Li's 
strange, primitive and wild stance seemed to be in harmony with the nature of heaven and earth. 


Then, at a moment when Wang Shouren could not see it, Jing Li disappeared from the spot. 


A saber without splendor. 


For the first time, Yan Heng was able to feel, from the receiver's point of view, the powerlessness of the 
"Wave Cutting Iron". 


All the senses were no longer enough. Yan Heng could only fight with his intuition, and in a flash, he 
activated the most powerful technique in the Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Technique, the 
Tiger Thunder Wail! 


Yan Heng exhaled a fierce breath, ready to face the huge impact of the unseen saber. 


--That is, if he was able to resist it. 


But what was expected didn't happen. This time, it was the tumbling Jing Li that swept past Yan Heng 
and landed behind him. 


Jing Li finished his final swing of his saber and dropped his right hand to his left waist. However, what he 
had in his hand was only a short branch less than a foot in length. 


Jing Li was afraid that the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" would hurt Yan Heng, so he added a short 
vigorous movement before the saber, causing the branch to break from his grip with a shake. The 
"Waves of Iron" that he slashed at Yan Heng was only a saber force, not a sword. 
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But even so, Yan Heng was still frozen in place as if he had been hit by a saber. Because he sensed that 
the saber of emptiness had indeed struck him. 


Yan Heng threw down his wooden swords in frustration and turned back to Jing Li: 


"| can't block it." 


However, he realized that Jing Li was giving him a surprised expression. 


"Brother Jing, are you alright?" Yan Heng asked with concern. 


Jing Liseemed to have come back to his senses and shook his head. 


"Nothing......You were actually just a little bit close. It's really a little bit." Jing Li pressed his two fingers 
together and emphasized. "I think if you keep practicing like this, in less than seven years, you'll be able 
to really catch up." 


Yan Heng's eyes lit up as he listened. Seven years sounds far away, but the "Wave Chopping Iron Stance" 
is the crystallization of Jing Heng's life's martial arts, and given the gap between Jing Heng's and Yan 
Heng's training history, if Yan Heng can really catch up with this in seven years, it would be an 
astonishing achievement. 


Thinking of how much he owed to Big Brother Jing's guidance, Yan Heng bowed deeply to him, thanking 
him profusely. Jing Li, however, was still looking at the short branch in his hand in deep thought. 


--This is also telling me that the "Wave Cutting Strength" is not invincible. 


--There is still one more step to be taken. | still have to keep searching. 
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In Jing Li's mind, the future is still full of infinite possibilities. 


The two of them put on their weapons again and saluted Wang Shouren side by side. 


"In the heat of the moment, we only cared about our own practice, so we were rude in front of Lord 
Wang." 


"Not at all." Wang Shouren stood up and said, "| would like to thank the two warriors for letting me see 
such a powerful competition. At this moment, | realize why the world's martial artists are so obsessed 
with victory and defeat in the martial arts." 


He paced the open space in front of the nunnery with his arms folded, leaning down to pick up the 
wooden sword that Yan Heng had thrown down, and waving it in the air a few times to stab it. 


"These days | can't help but think: It's good to be free like you to pursue the Way, better than where | 
am today." Jing Li and Yan Heng, who had never heard of Wang Shouren being so frustrated, both 
looked at him. 


"| also traveled around this area when | was young. Wang Shouren looked far away at the rocky 
mountains and trees half-hidden in the fog, and recalled the old times. "| was twenty-seven years old at 
the time, and | loved Buddhism and Taoism. When | came to Wuhu, | went to the famous Hwacheng 
Temple to see the sights, but | met an old Taoist priest of great learning in the Jizang Cave there, and | 
spent the whole day and night talking with him, and at that time | almost had the desire to become a 
monk. However, | ended up becoming an official. | guess it was because | still had too much of a desire 
for fame and wanted to follow in my father's footsteps," he said. 


The following year, Wang Shouren was awarded a bachelor's degree and began his career. 


"Twenty-two years passed without him realizing it. In retrospect, | really should not have become an 
official at the beginning. | spent my whole life pursuing spiritual integrity and freedom, but | have been 
sidelined by this, and in the end, it was all for naught." 
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"How could that be?" Huang Xuan said in a loud voice, "During these years of your service, you have 
been a blessing to the people in your ability to set things right and to save them from danger. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng also arched their fists at Wang Shouren in agreement. 


Wang Shouren sighed. 


"Even if this is the case, | am afraid that this road has come to an end." He bowed his head and said, "| 
was thinking that it would be a good place for me to give up my official duties and join the mountains to 
practice Taoism. Besides, even though | have been leading the army to fight for the protection of the 
people, | have accumulated a lot of killings, and | still need to repent for them." 


Jing Liand the others were at a loss as to what to say when they heard that Wang Shouren had the 
intention to leave the world. He had gone through a lot of hardships and finally pacified the rebellion, 
and he had made a world-class achievement that no one could match, so no one could force him to do 
more; the interference of pets and sycophants in the government, and the chaos in the imperial 
program could not be completely changed by Wang Yangming alone. 


Even Wang Yangming could not completely change the chaos of the dynasty by himself. However, they 
could not help but feel sad when they saw that such a great man could not fulfill his ambition due to the 
current situation. 


Wang Shouren looked back and saw his disciples and Jing Li and Yan Heng looking sad, he smiled and 
said, "Why are you sad? I'm just following the way of Heaven, but I'm just going to walk a different path. 
Perhaps if | devote myself to monasticism and lecturing in the future, | will be of even greater and more 
lasting benefit to the world." He looked at the sky, so he put his hand in the air. 


He looked at the sky and threw the branch away and waved it. 


"It's getting late. Let's go down the mountain. Let's go have a drink before | become a monk!" 


Huang Xuan couldn't help but stare. He had never heard his teacher say this somewhat frivolous phrase 
"have a drink." 
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Yet just a few days later, the situation took a turn for the better. 


This was still thanks to the great eunuch Zhang Yong, who, after learning that Wang Shouren was 
trapped in Wuhu, sent someone over to inquire about his condition, and then waited for the right time 
to explain to the emperor. 


As expected, it was not long before Zhang Yong waited for him. Jiang Bin and his men had been trying to 
stop Wang Shouren for a long time by pretending that he was a traitor, so they sent a letter to the 
Emperor, falsely accusing Wang Shouren of disobeying the imperial decree and not coming to the court 
for along time. Upon learning of this, Zhang Yong found an opportunity to be alone with the Emperor 
and informed him that His Majesty Wang Shouren had actually arrived at the gate of Nanjing a long time 
ago, but he could not come because he was obstructed by many people who wanted to compete for war 
merits. Zhang Yong also said that Wang Shouren was tired of competing with others and had already 
given up his post and retired to the mountains. 


"Your Majesty, Wang Shouren is a great and loyal official, but if he is forced to leave, there will be no 
more virtuous men in the world who are willing to serve the court! 


Emperor Zhengde recalled that Wang Shouren was willing to hand over the rebellious leader Zhu 
Chenhao to Zhang Yong to bring back. He did not have any selfish motives, so he issued an urgent edict 
to Wuhu, ordering Wang Shouren to bring the "Six Swords of Breaking the Door" with him. 


The road that was thought hopeless suddenly opened again. 


However, whether it was a misfortune or a blessing in front of them, none of the three of them could be 
sure. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 213 Chapter 9: The Face of the Saint 


On this day, Yan Heng seemed to have entered another world. 


The moment the official ship set foot on the land, passed the Jinchuan Gate, and entered the outer city 
wall of Nanjing, everything around it became strange. 


The huge and orderly city overwhelmingly occupied all his senses. Even the smell of the air | breathed 
was unprecedented. 


The endless and continuous streets display all kinds of things in the world. Yan Heng had been walking 
along the street for a long time, but nothing he saw seemed to be the same, which constantly impacted 
his vision and curiosity. There are piles of festooned porcelain and silk cloths with unknown colors and 
names; countless colorful lights and birdcages hanging across the street, even the sky is blocked; many 
strange artifacts imported from overseas with no apparent purpose; and the sudden wafting of 
unknown fragrances or pungent scents. ...... 


And then there are the people. There is no end to the crowds. Yan Heng and Jing Li followed Wang 
Shouren's carriage forward. Even though there were soldiers holding signs in front to open the way, 
they still moved very slowly because they often had to wait for the crowds in the street to disperse on 
both sides before squeezing through. Yan Heng had never imagined that except for war, there would be 
such a huge crowd gathering so densely. What on earth were they doing? Are they having a big festival? 
The tea festivals at the sidewalks were so crowded that the customers seemed to be about to fall out of 
the windows. The book-selling booths were surrounded by seven or eight layers of people, making one 
wonder what the people in the back rows could hear and see. 


On several occasions Yan Heng saw large groups of beggars gathered in front of the temple or outside 
the bazaar, with dozens of people in each pile, and each one of them looked very energetic, some of 
them even chasing and playing. To be able to afford such beggars is also a proof of the prosperity of a 
city. 


Yan Heng was already feeling slightly dizzy. After traveling and practicing for the past few years, and 
having been to many big places, he thought that he had seen enough and would not be bluffed by any 
more scenes. But there were still such huge cities in the world, making him feel like a village boy in the 
countryside - just like when he left Mount Qingcheng and arrived in Chengdu. 
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——No, this place is many times more powerful... 


But they haven't entered the inner city yet. 


Once inside the inner city, it was a very different feeling when they reached the real Nanjing. Instead of 
crowds of people, there were more neat and wide streets and bigger buildings. Many of the local 
bureaucracies, government offices and mansions of Yingtianfu were also in the inner city, with large 
buildings arranged in an orderly fashion, and the streets were all paved with consistent stone slabs for 
the cars and horses of the nobles and officials to walk on, so it was obvious that the whole inner city had 
been carefully planned from the very beginning. The people passing by on the road were no longer the 
idle crowds of the outer city, but were mostly officials or attendants working for the bureaucrats, and 
were much more neatly dressed. This was the lifeblood of the daily operation of Nanjing. 


When Yan Heng entered the inner city through the Zhengyang Gate just now, he noticed that the walls 
of the inner city were much taller and thicker than those of Nanchang, which he had attacked before, 
and the towers of the city were also extremely high. He couldn't help but think that if he had been 
attacking a defense of this scale, he would have been afraid that the sacrifice of the volunteers would 
have been ten times worse, and it would have been difficult to say whether they had won or lost. 


Now that Yan Heng had witnessed the attack, he finally understood why Wang Shouren was so worried 
about the capture of Nanking by the King of Ning. Nanjing was such a prosperous and affluent city, with 
its topography and strong defense buildings, if it had fallen into the hands of Zhu Chenhao, | am afraid 
that the battle would have been fought until today, and it might have turned into a long-lasting war in 
which the north and the south were evenly matched and fought against each other for the whole world. 


However, what Yan Heng had seen so far was just the beginning. 


When they reached the center of the inner city, a vast square suddenly opened up in front of them. 


When Yan Heng and Jing Li saw this square, their heartbeats couldn't help but speed up. Their first 
thought was to imagine the grandeur of this place filled with thousands of soldiers and horses. 
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--The sheer vastness of the square directly impressed them with the meaning of power. 


At this point Wang Shouren had to get off his sedan chair, for the square was directly behind the city's 
dugout, and here he had to start on foot. From this direction, he could see from a distance that the 
Imperial City was still surrounded by a wall, with only the tops of the high halls faintly visible. 


Wang Shouren had been an official in Nanjing for many years, and was familiar with the grandeur of the 
place, so of course he would not be surprised by it. However, his face was tense and solemn at the 
moment, because in the past, the Imperial City of Nanjing was empty, but today, there was really the 
Son of Heaven in the seat, and Wang Shouren was going to meet with him. 


He thought that it was not right to do so, so he exhaled a long breath to the sky, and then his face eased 
up, replying to the usual inactivity. 


--Wang Shouren, Wang Shouren, you are really useless. You are not afraid to face thousands of soldiers 
and horses, but you are ina state of confusion when you see the Emperor. 


He smiled back at Jing Li and Yan Heng, and then followed the leader of the forbidden army to cross the 
square with them. 


The two martial artists came to see the saint, so they could not bring their blades with them, and left 
their sabers on Wang Shouren's ship. They accompanied Wang Shouren like guards, the central avenue 
was sandwiched by two rows of fully armed guards on the left and right sides, every five of them carried 
a banner taller than two people, the rest of them had ancient style of casting ceremonial sabers and 
spears, which seemed to form two walls on the two sides of the passageway. Jing Li, walking 
barehanded along this passage of sabers and spears, had a nasty feeling of uneasiness. 


--It was the feeling of not being able to protect himself before the authority. The deeper we went into 
the heart of Nanking, the stronger this feeling became. 


The three of them finally walked across the square to Fengtianmen. There, a team of guards guarding 
the gate, first identified Wang Shouren and Jing Li and Yan Heng, searched to see if they were hiding 

anything untoward, and also picked up Jing Li and Yan Heng's clothes to see if they were clean enough 
to be presentable, and only after everything was satisfactory did they signal the three of them to pass 


through. 
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After entering the Fengtian Gate, you cross the Jinshui Bridge and arrive at the Duanmen on the 
opposite side. You have to undergo another interrogation before you can actually proceed to the 
imperial city wall and reach the Meridian Gate. 


After being inspected for the third time at the Meridian Gate, the three of them had to wait in the guard 
room on the inside of the gate, and the guards were sent to the palace first. 


They waited for most of an hour. Wang Shouren seemed to have expected it. He sat quietly on the chair 
with his eyes closed, as if he had fallen into trance. . Jing Li was the one who suffered the most. Firstly, 
he did not like the constraints of the clothes on his body, and secondly, he was really not very interested 
in meeting the emperor. 


Finally the call came. The imperial guards led three people into the imperial city. 


Yan Heng was once again shocked by the scenery in front of him. 


He had never imagined that such a huge and magnificent man-made thing existed in the world. 


Yan Heng was amazed by every majestic palace he saw along the way. They are cleverly distributed 
geographically, and according to their directions, they combine to emit a magnificent momentum. 
Although they only stand quietly one by one, Yan Heng deeply feels the aura of kings they created, and 
they are naturally in harmony with the natural mountains and rivers. different. 


——How would you feel if you lived here and practiced swordplay? ... 


Yan Heng couldn't help but smile when he imagined it. He really wanted to talk to Brother Jing, but Lord 
Wang and the imperial guards had repeatedly warned him not to talk to each other casually after 
entering the imperial city, so he had to endure it. 


He had been admiring the scenery of various palaces and gardens along the way, and was very excited, 
as if he had returned to the boy he was seven years ago. Many palaces are half-hidden behind inner 
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walls and garden trees, making the imperial city seem infinitely profound, with no end in sight no matter 
how far you walk. 


Wang Shouren noticed that they turned left and headed west shortly after entering the Meridian Gate. 
It seemed that they were not going to the Fengtian Hall in the front. Sure enough, after walking for a 
while, a large palace appeared in front of us, with the words "Wuying Palace" written on the plaque 
above. 


In fact, Yan Heng was only watching from a distance. If he was allowed to get closer and take a closer 
look, he would find that many of the palaces in the Nanjing Imperial City had begun to decay and fall 
into disrepair. It turns out that since Emperor Taizong moved the capital to Beijing, the imperial palace 
in Nanjing has no practical use. About a hundred years ago, it began to be neglected and many palaces 
gradually fell into dilapidation. This is of course also a reason to reduce expenditure on the treasury. 


But the Wuying Hall on the west side is the only one, which is known as the "Royal Hall" because it 
houses the portraits of Emperor Taizu and Emperor Taizong. It was also the main place for fasting and 
worship of the emperor, so it is still constantly being repaired and looks like new. 


When Emperor Zhengde came to Nanjing, he naturally used the Wuying Palace as the main palace to 
handle government affairs. 


Knowing that he had arrived at his destination, Yan Heng raised his head and looked at the majestic 
main entrance of the hall. At the same time, he followed everyone across the Jinshui Bridge and crossed 
the moat built around the hall. He liked the three square and thick characters on the top of the main 
entrance very much. He thought that when the Qingcheng Sect's martial arts training ground was rebuilt 
in the future, he would find someone to write the same plaque. 


After today, the crime of being framed by "Six Swordsmen" was officially cleared. After Yan Heng 
returns, he will set off back to Qingcheng Mountain. This was most likely his last trip with Brother Jing. It 
was so interesting for him to be able to visit such a majestic palace and capital. 


——Everything | saw today | will remember for the rest of my life. 


He looked at Brother Jing again and smiled happily at this first traveling companion in his life. 
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Jing Li also smiled back, but his unpleasant feeling lingered, feeling like a wild beast that voluntarily 
walked into a cage. 


Under the summons of the eunuch, Wang Shouren, Jing Li and Yan Heng entered the Wuying Gate, 
walked through the corridor with white stone railings, and entered the main hall. 


The vastness and grandeur of the space inside Wuying Hall, and the gorgeousness and exquisiteness of 
every piece of tile and stone, gave Yan Heng another wonderful feeling of being in another world. Two 
rows of vermilion columns like giant trees extend from the front of the hall to the depths, supporting 
high beams and ceilings covered with gold paint and colorful patterns. 


The palace pillars were once again lined up with guards carrying swords and spears, watching closely as 
Wang Shouren and the others passed by in front of them. Out of the reaction he had developed over the 
years, Jing Li was looking around in all directions as he walked in the palace, thinking about where he 
could go to escape if he was threatened, and how he could go to be least attacked; he also assessed the 
strength of the guards in front of him, how many of them can you defeat, and which weapons of the 
opponent are most suitable for snatching and using... 


When they are about to meet the most powerful person in the world, most people will inevitably appear 
timid and fearful. But Wang Shouren, Jing Li and Yan Heng all walked naturally, with straight waists, and 
walked into the depths of Wuying Hall with confidence. 


Yan Heng had already caught a glimpse of the throne at the back. When he looked at it from the main 
entrance, the emperor was as small as a finger. He could only see it more clearly when he got closer and 
closer. 


The three of them were brought to a stop about three feet in front of the throne. At this moment, Yan 
Heng finally saw clearly what the Emperor of Heaven looked like today. The emperor in brocade robes 
was much younger, thinner and more powerful than he imagined. He had long heard that Emperor 
Zhengde loved martial arts. Judging from his appearance, the rumors seemed to be true. However, in 
Yan Heng's eyes, the smiling face looked a bit frivolous, which was a bit different from areal martial 
artist. 
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Jing Li was also looking at the Emperor's appearance, and noticed that in front of the Emperor's throne 
there was a large team of exceptionally tough Jinyiwei, looking extremely alert, with the embroidered 
spring sabers on their waists seemingly ready to be drawn at any moment; and at the back on each side 
there were ten Jinyiwei crossbowmen, each in a team of five standing in two rows in front of and behind 
the throne, in a continuous shooting formation. 


——Such strict protection is naturally due to the previous incident where Yao Lianzhou hijacked the 
Emperor on the river. 


Jiang Bin was also wearing a flying fish uniform commanded by the Jinyiwei and stood close to the 
throne. He stood in an extremely majestic posture, but Jing Li only laughed when he saw him, in his 
eyes, this former brave general of the border plains was only a fox relying on the emperor's authority. 


Jiang Bin noticed Jing Li's eyes and glared back at him, but Jing Li did not dodge and continued to stare 
at his favorite minister. Jiang Bin was chilled by Jing Li's glare. 


Standing on the other side of the throne was the Grand Eunuch Zhang Yong, who laughed in his heart 
when he saw Jiang Bin being overpowered by Jing Li's aura. 


"How dare you! Bow your head!" One of the eunuchs who was close to Jing Li and Yan Heng realized 
that they dared to look directly at the Emperor and shouted at them. 


The two of them actually had a grudge against the Emperor, all because it was Zhu Houzhao's order that 
caused them to be captured by the Six Swords of the Broken Gate, and caused many things to happen, 
such as the Imperial Martial Order, and they almost died under the pursuit of Lei Jiudi and the Secret 
Sect, so their anger has not yet disappeared, and they are actually quite unwilling to yield to the 
Emperor's authority. But now, for the sake of Lord Wang's position, and for the sake of the overall 
situation, the two of them had to bow down and lower their sights, and salute the Emperor together 
with Wang Shouren. 


However, Zhu Houzhao did not mind and waved his hand to order everyone not to be polite. At this 
time, Zhang Yong handed over a pre-written decree, Zhu Houzhao took it and looked at it, nodded and 
handed it back to Zhang Yong to read. 
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This imperial edict commended Wang Shouren for his loyalty and bravery to the country and his great 
achievements in governing the local area. It greatly praised his virtuous ability, so he was appointed 
governor of Jiangxi to replace the murdered Sun Sui, and he would soon return to Nanchang to take 
office. 


However, the imperial edict did not even mention a single word about Wang Shouren's achievements in 
quelling the Chenhao Rebellion. This is because the emperor still wants to capture Zhu Chenhao 
personally again, even if it is just a symbolic game; if the imperial edict explicitly confirms that Wang 
Shouren can defeat King Ning alone, isn't it contradictory? Therefore, there is still no final decision 
regarding Wang Shouren's military exploits. 


Zhang Yong had already sent someone to inform Wang Shouren about this matter, and Wang Shouren 
didn't mind. He didn't seek personal honor, disgrace, wealth, and wealth, as long as he got His Majesty's 
affirmation, he could go back to restore Jiangxi after the war without any worry, and he was already 
satisfied. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng listened to him, and although they knew about this arrangement, they were still 
angry for Lord Wang. 


——Such hard work and hard work are not mentioned at all. Is this still justified? 


Zhang Yong took out another edict and read it out. This time it was about the "Six Swordsmen" who 
were framed by Qian Ning for killing the adopted son of the traitor Qian Ning. The court has now found 
out the whole story, so all previous charges are pardoned, for the same reason, there was no mention of 
all their military exploits in quelling the chaos. They only vaguely mentioned that the six of them had 
made meritorious service in protecting the imperial official Wang Shouren, but there was no reward. 
They were only given a few words of commendation by the Emperor and they were ordered to "return 
to their places of origin and use their bravery to serve the local government". 


Jing Liand Yan Heng saluted and thanked him. But then the emperor suddenly opened his mouth. 


"Which one of you is ...... Jing Li?" 


Jing Li took half a step forward and replied, "Your Majesty, | am." 


3461 


His answer was so rude and impolite that Jiang Bin, Zhang Yong and many of the guards frowned, but 
the emperor did not care. "Raise your head for me." 


Then Jing Li raised his head and looked directly at the emperor boldly, still wearing his always bright 
smile. 


In Jiang Bin's eyes, this was extremely frivolous. Just as he was about to take advantage of it, the 
emperor asked: "'Six Swords of Breaking the Door’, isn't there six people? Why are there only two of 
you?" 


"The 'Six Swords of Breaking the Door' is just a name born of a turmoil in the world and has been 
disbanded long ago." 


Jing Li replied, "We are the only two who serve Lord Wang now." 


This is of course half a lie to deceive the emperor. The fact is that they don't want to bring Hu Linglan 
and Tong Jing to see this lustful emperor to avoid complications. 


After Zhu Houzhao listened, he looked at Jing Li's face for a while and thought to himself: Is this person 
Yao Lianzhou's opponent in a decisive battle? How does he look like a savage? He and the Wudang 
leader are simply two extremes. 


"There is an interesting thing that | want to tell you...... "He looked at Jing Li and smiled: "But this palace 
is too restrictive, | don't want to talk about it here. Let find another place. | also want to have a drink 
with you two." 


"As you wish, Your Majesty." Jing Li said rashly. 


Zhang Yong did not expect that such a thing would happen. He and Wang Shouren looked at each other, 
both of them were a little worried. But who can disobey the emperor's words at this time? They had no 
choice but to retreat first. 
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"Be careful. Do not speak rashly." Outside the Wuying Hall, some forbidden guards came to take Jing Li 
and Yan Heng to another place, and Wang Shouren reminded them before parting. 


Jing Liand Yan Heng were arranged to rest and wait in a garden pavilion. They waited for almost an hour 
before the guards were summoned to take them out of the city. 


They followed the original route out of the imperial city, but when they arrived at the square, they did 
not go straight through. Instead, they turned right halfway and walked west to the Fifth Army 
Commander's Mansion in the inner city. 


It turned out that after Zhu Houzhao came to Nanjing, he found the atmosphere of the Imperial City too 
formal and did not like to live there often. Therefore, under the name of "Mighty General Zhu Shou" 
again, he commandeered the Governor's Mansion of Nanjing's local guards as his private residence, 
brought in his own guards to watch over it, and decorated all kinds of fun and games, which was just like 
another temporary "Leopard's House". 


Jing Liand Yan Heng were brought into the Governor's Mansion, and after two more inspections, they 
were able to continue deeper into the mansion, and finally reached the main hall. Only after the 
eunuch's loud announcement were they allowed to step into the hall. 


In fact, through the door, they could already hear the music and clamor inside. Upon entering, Jing Li 
and Yan Heng realized that there was indeed a feast in the hall, with several large tables filled with cups 
and pots of wine and food, actresses dressed in colorful costumes playing music and dancing on both 
sides, and the air in the hall was filled with a peculiar smoky incense and smoke, which made the two of 
them blinded by the chaos of the scene. 


Jing Li really liked this atmosphere. He has been wandering overseas for many years and has met many 
kings and chiefs of barbarians. They play and celebrate so casually and revel like there is no tomorrow. 
Jing's nerves, which had been tense since he entered Nanjing, relaxed slightly. 


Yan Heng, however, felt like he couldn't breathe easily in this atmosphere. Whether it was the smoke or 
the smell of sweat and alcohol emanating from the bodies of everyone in the hall, it made him slightly 
nauseous. The noisy drumming made his heart beat faster. Everything around him made him not want 
to stay here for too long. 
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--| don t like this kind of place at all...... What exactly does the ridiculous emperor have to tell Brother 
Jing? Finish it quickly, so that we can go back to rest ...... 


Zhu Houzhao is sitting in the hall at the end of the main seat, the chair is draped with a large tiger skin, 
the emperor lifted one side of the leg stepped on the edge of the chair, sitting posture is very rogue. He 
was wearing a general's uniform, but all the buttons on his chest were unbuttoned and seemed to be 


very happy. 


As soon as he saw Jing Li and Yan Heng enter, he waved to them vigorously, signaling them to come 
forward. He then waved his hand and instructed his followers to order the actors to stop the dancing 
and music, and asked them to fill up two large glasses of wine and give them to the two warriors. 


Jiang Bin still brought the swordsman and crossbowman of the Jin Yiwei to guard both sides of the 
emperor's throne. Those crossbowmen were in such an environment, but they still looked extremely 
alert and did not relax at all. 


Jing Li and Yan lined up with the officials and attendants who were accompanying him in the hall, 
walked towards the emperor's throne, and stopped about twenty steps apart. 


Zhu Houzhao looked very excited, eagerly watching the coming Jing Li. He was very much looking 
forward to telling Jing Li about Yao Lianzhou's invitation to fight and see how he would react. 


--A duel in the Forbidden City. This is a great idea. 


--No matter what, | must make it happen! | want to witness the battle myself! 


When the two of them reached the throne, Yan Heng saw that in the corner to the left of the emperor 
sat a group of beautifully dressed women, each with a different beauty, and it was obvious that they 
were the emperor's favorite concubines. 


But Yan Heng immediately realized that one of them was staring at him with astonished eyes. 
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In the next instant, his eyes became as surprised as hers. 


Unprepared, the two people who had grown up together suddenly met again after seven years. 


In Yan Heng's eyes, Song Li's face was both familiar and yet so strange. Compared to the past, she has 
matured into a woman with a beauty that can suck in a man's soul. However, this still cannot hide her 
heartbreaking vulnerability, the innocence that made Yan Heng dream many times. 


Now she was wrapped up in such colorful clothes. 


Now that Yan Heng had found her here, Song Li was so ashamed that she wanted to die immediately, 
but at the same time, she felt that it was God's great fortune for her to meet Yan Xiaoliu again in this 
life. These two conflicting emotions caused Song Li's delicate body to tremble intensely. 


Jing Li immediately noticed the strong change in Yan Heng's mood and looked at him in surprise. 


So did the Emperor. His original excited smile froze as he looked at Yan Heng and then at his beloved 
Song Beauty, sensing the strong connection between their two hearts. 


--A connection that he would never have with anyone else in his life. 


Jealousy rose in Zhu Houzhao's chest. 


Yan Heng's mind went blank for a moment before he began to think again. He looked at the emperor, 
then at the hall, then at Song Li, and only gradually realized the significance of Song Li's presence here. 


--| left her behind. 


--And then she was sent to a place like this. 
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Yan Heng did not need to say anything, but he could feel the pain of Song Li's becoming the Emperor's 
woman in his eyes. 


His countenance changed from surprise to blinking to self-reproach and fury. 


He lifted his steps towards the emperor's place. 


Zhu Houzhao, Jiang Bin, and the many Jinyiwei instantly felt the illusion that a ferocious beast was 
approaching this side. 


Jing Li pulled Yan Heng violently. 


"Assassin!" Jiang Bin shouted. 


The ten crossbowmen in the first row on the left and right immediately took aim at Yan Heng. Seeing 
this, Jing Li didn't think twice and rushed up two steps at full speed to protect Yan Heng. 


——Absolutely not. 


——He is the future leader of the Qingcheng Sect. 


——His dream cannot be cut off just now. 


Jiang Bin saw that swift action, and then realized that the target of the crossbow had turned into the 
Jing Li that he hated, so he waved his hand downward. 


"Fire! 
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The crossbows were fired. 


At the same time, Jing Li entered the "Borrowed Phase". 


He turned his arms in front of his body and used the "Six Keys Tiger Taking" technique of the South Sea 
Tiger Respected Sect to intercept the crossbow arrows that shot like electricity with his bare hands! 


At that moment, Jing Li's eyesight, reflexes, soeed, and concentration, which he had honed over his 
lifetime, rose to an unprecedented peak. 


The two thick palms of his hands formed a cycle, and with various blocking palm forms, he accurately 
intercepted the five high-speed crossbow arrows that were shooting up and down his body. This was a 
divine skill that surpassed the limits of the human body. 


The other two arrows passed by his right shoulder and left thigh. 


However, three of the arrows still crossed Jing Li's defense circle. 


Left chest. Right abdomen. Right thigh. 


The arrowhead sank. 


At this moment, an imaginary picture appeared in Jing Li's mind. 


Under the bright sunshine, the waves rolled up the rocky shore. It’s his long-lost hometown of 
Quanzhou. Hu Linglan stood on the shore holding the child he had never seen before, looking back at 
him who had just woken up. 


"Did you come back?" 
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The sun shone on him, as warm as when he was fifteen. 


Jing Li, whose eyes were empty, was covered in blood, and his body collapsed backwards, falling into the 
arms of Yan Heng, who was crying. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 214 Volume 20: The Heart of the King's 
Way Postscript 


The story of "Poem of Martial Arts Madness" has developed to this point, and sometimes | can't help but 
look back and think: Why should | write a story that happened five hundred years ago? Why spend so 
much effort collecting information, trying to imagine the details of what would happen in that era, and 
then trying to present such a distant world and era to readers? | am not a historical researcher, nor am | 
writing a history book. | am just a storyteller (and a fantasy story at that). There is no need for this. 


The answer that comes to mind is: There is a feeling that can only be convincingly expressed through the 
characters of the ancients, that is, in their hearts, personal life is not the most important thing. This is 


Sima Qian's original definition of a "warrior": "one who does not love his own body". 


In fact, if you think about it more carefully, the real ancient times were far more dangerous than what 
many martial arts or historical novels portray. In the absence of modern science, medical care and 
hygiene, the life expectancy of the ancients was much shorter than that of modern people, and there 
was very little assistance for the aging and degeneration of the body, so the real golden age of life was 
very short, and the continuity of life was even more uncertain. Therefore, | often think that the ancient 
people's concept of life should be very different from ours. 


| think the idea of placing the value of human life on a very high or even supreme level is actually an idea 
that has been instilled in people only in recent times. Of course, | am not saying that this is bad, but in 
fact it has led to the establishment of some very lofty modern moral concepts and universal values. | 
myself am not a person who can easily risk my life - or | should say, no one can be sure that he or she 
will have the courage to do so until the moment comes - so | am not in a position to criticize the modern 
people for anything. 


However, | do believe that reading the romantic stories of the ancients is a kind of balance and 
awakening for us. As | have written before, it is sad that a society needs heroes, but it is even sadder if 
there are no heroes when they are needed. 


This story is nearing its end, and without realizing it, | have already invested nine years in it, which is 
scary to think about, as | didn't have such an expectation in the beginning. 


In the process of writing more than a million words, | have been learning, and this story has also been 
making me think more about life and society. | don't know how much of this growth | can convey to my 
3469 


readers through words. | hope there are many. Otherwise, it seems like a waste of time to spend so 
much time just reading one enjoyable novel. 


One more volume to go. I'm grateful to all of you who have accompanied me this far. 


Qiao Jingfu 


July 5, 2017 
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Volume 21 Blood and Iron (End) 


The elephant says, "There is wind in the world, copulation. 


--The Elephant's Tale - Copulation 


Chapter One: Life and Death 


Jing Liis a person who never existed in the world. 


--If that day at dusk, "Rolling Thunder Tiger" Jing Zhao did not want to find a woman. 


On the rocky beach facing the setting sun, surrounded by the sound of the gradually rising waves, 
Jing Zhao sat naked on a boulder, tilted his head up and closed his eyes to the sky, showing a satisfied 
yet exhausted expression. 


He slowly pulled his pants through his thick legs and pulled them up to tie the waist rope. His 
original intense breathing had not yet completely calmed down, Jing Zhao's solid chest like a coastal 
rock continued to rise and fall sharply, and the tiger's head tattooed on his right chest at first glance 
looked as if it had come to life and was roaring in a low voice. 


Beside him, on another boulder as flat as a bed, a fisherwoman was lying on her spread out robe, 
her strong and beautifully curved body was completely exposed under the golden sunset, and on her 
back and buttocks, beads of sweat were constantly shining. Her legs were hanging down on the edge of 
the boulder, still trembling from the passionate coitus. Her messy hair was soaked with sweat, covering 
most of her face, only revealing her mouth that greedily gulped short breaths. 
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Jing Zhao did not look at her. At a moment like this, he only wanted to drink. After adjusting his 
breathing, he found his traveling bag and took out the bottle of wine from it, taking out a string of 
copper coins, counting out twenty coins and stacking them on the stone. 


The spicy wine flowed into his throat, leaving a subtle sweet flavor on his tongue. This local wine is 
really good, Jing Zhao thought to himself. 


Since he was a young man, he loved wine and women. But he knew that if he wanted to improve 
his martial arts, he had to stop at these two things. But now that he was not in his home in Quanzhou, 
he thought that he could still indulge a little bit, right? So he took another sip. 


The fisherwoman climbed up, put on the old cloth robe that belonged to Jingzhao, and pushed back 
her hair. The face is not beautiful, because of the long time in the hot sun and the sea wind work, the 
skin is coarse and dark, the wrinkles at the corners of the eyes also appeared early. But also because of 
the hard life, her body is very strong, and the lines are curved and undulating, this kind of young and 
healthy flesh, exudes a primitive attraction. 


She went up and grabbed the coin on the stone, carefully counted it twice, then went to retrieve 
her stripped clothes and carefully put the money into the embroidered cloth bag. 


Jingzhao had already drunk half of the bottle of wine by now, thinking that he should not continue, 
so he corked the bottle and wiped his mouth. 


The fisherwoman stared at Jingzhao's still naked upper body, and her prominent muscles made her 
think back to the time just now. She has been living on the beach since she was a child, and has long 
been used to seeing strong men's bodies. However, the body in front of her was very different from 
those men who fished and supported the boat. The distribution and proportion of the muscles, as well 
as the flexibility and elasticity contained therein, were not born from ordinary labor operations, but 
were honed for a special purpose. ...... 


"What are you doing here at Lieyu?" the fisherman girl couldn't help but ask. "Don't say you're here 


to play. There's nothing in this place. 


3472 


Jingzhao did not answer, but only stared at her eyes. From the dangerous look in his eyes, the 
fisherwoman knew she had asked something she shouldn't have. She shrugged her shoulders, looked 
down and continued to dress, trying to look as natural as possible. Jingzhao's tiger-like gaze left her only 
after a long time. When he put the bottle of wine back into his traveling bag, the porcelain bottle 
touched a heavy metal handle inside. The fisherwoman knew something was wrong, but pretended not 
to notice. 


She would never know how famous this strange and somewhat terrifying benefactor was on the 
other side of the Taiwan Strait. At the age of just thirty, he became the leader of the South China Sea 
Tiger Respected Sect, one of the four great martial arts schools in Quanzhou. 


Jingzhao had not come here for pleasure, of course-though he did tell his master and disciples so. 


He came to find someone and to end his life. 


That man was a distant uncle of Jingzhao's, who had fled the village many years ago after raping his 
wife and killing his brother. This has always been a shame that no one in the Jing family wants to 
mention. Five days ago, Jing Zhao heard people say that they saw this enemy living in a small fishing 
village in Liedu, so he took his saber and came over ona boat without even thinking about it. 


He found the village and the man the informant had told him about. However, this man is not the 
enemy Jingzhao is looking for, but a Cantonese man who looks similar to his uncle. 


The emptiness of missing the hope of revenge, coupled with the killing intent that has accumulated 
for days but has no outlet, prompts Jingzhao's desire to find a woman, which eventually brings him to 
this rocky beach on the west coast where there was nothing. 


The fisherwoman, who had gotten dressed, returned the robe to Jingzhao. She looked at the 
setting sun on the sea and said, "Let's go back now. It's getting late, and the tide is rising--" 


Jingzhao, still holding the robe, waved his hand to interrupt her. He pressed his fingers against his 
cheeks, signaling her not to make a sound. 
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Jing Zhao listened attentively to the sound of the waves for a while, then took steps towards the 
inland of the rocky beach. His steps were very slow, as if he was trying to catch something subtle in the 
air. 


The fisherman girl followed curiously, full of questions in her heart, but did not dare to speak. After 
walking dozens of steps, even she began to hear the faint sounds among the waves. 


By this time, Jing Zhao had already started running quickly, jumping and running among the rocks. He 
was sure he heard something. 


When the fisherwoman caught up, she saw Jing Zhao standing in front of a small, hidden cave, holding a 
baby wrapped in cloth. Surprised, she stepped forward to take a closer look. It was a newborn baby, 
face wrinkled with fine fetal hair, eyes not yet fully open, crying loudly. 


The fisherman girl felt sad in her heart. She really couldn't imagine how someone would abandon a child 
who had not been separated from its mother for half a day on an uninhabited rocky beach like this. 


"It's a boy." Jing Zhao said, gently stroking the baby's wrinkled face like an old man's face with his 
fingers. Of course this is not the first time he has held a child - his son Jing Yue is eight years old this 
year. 


A strange feeling surged into Jing Zhao's heart. 


——I came to Lieyu to kill people. In the end, he picked up a life. 


"Fortunately, you heard him cry..." the fisherman girl said, tears rolling down her eyes: "An hour or so 
later, he would have drowned." 


Jingzhao nodded and looked at the crying baby again. He immediately decided to take the child back to 
Quanzhou. 
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He gently soothed the baby until he was tired of crying and fell asleep. Jingzhao carried the baby 
along the rocky beach, his eyes gazing out over the roaring sea that was getting darker and darker. His 
blood was also stirring. 


Life's hopes and dreams never know when they will come to a sudden end; even a child like this 
one barely has a chance to get started. 


--But the boy was not dead. And it wasn't an ordinary fisherman or boatman who found him. 


--It was |, a faraway martial artist. 


Jingzhao did not believe in fate. Just as at this moment, he could still choose to throw the baby into 
the sea, or leave it with the woman behind him and walk away....... It was all his decision. 


He stared at the baby's face again. Jingzhao does not know, what will be waiting for this child in the 
future; also do not know whether this small body has a talent for learning martial arts. There are many, 
many things that are unknown today. 


Nothing is written in stone. 


The so-called "fate" is just something we see in retrospect after it becomes a reality. Jing Zhao 
believes so. 


He is now going to write about the fate of this abandoned baby. 


--Take the child back to the Tiger Respected Sect of the South Sea. 


Jing Zhao and the fisherman's daughter traveled along the rocky beach, heading south and getting 
farther and farther away. They did not know that at the same time, at the northern end of the beach, 
there was a woman whose life was coming to an end. 
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--Just an hour or so ago, this woman secretly gave birth to the child who would be named Jing Li. 
And now she is about to die at the hands of her husband. 


The woman, a fisherwoman, is not weak, but at this moment she is completely unable to resist her 
husband, who has fallen into a frenzy. Her fingernails scratched bloody marks on his arms and face, but 
she couldn't stop him from choking her neck and crushing her head into the sea. 


The man maintained this action, his bulging eyes staring at the painful face of his wife in the water, and 
he kept muttering in his mouth: 


"Where is the evil spawn...the evil soawn...hiding?...where is he hiding?... 


Finally, no more air bubbles came out of the woman's mouth and nose under the sea water. She sank 
into the water with her hands hanging down. Her chest stopped rising and falling. 


After realizing that his wife had expired, the man woke up from his violent dream. Instead of rage, there 
was regret and fear. He originally just wanted to find out where the baby was who was not his flesh and 
blood. 


——That was not me just now...not me... 


The man picked up his wife from the water and stroked her face, which was starting to get cold. 


After a while, the man put his wife back into the water and pushed her deeper. He himself also moved 
forward, facing the setting sun and walking step by step into the waves. Until he and his wife were 
swallowed by the wave. 


OOOO 
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Thirty-one years later, in the magnificent "Fifth Army Governor's Mansion" in Nanjing, in front of the 
country's highest authority, Jingli was about to die. 


Since his birth, all the chances and luck Jing Li had encountered, all the blood, sweat and faith he 
had put in, had only brought him to such a meaningless end. 


--He hadn't even realized that he would have been able to fight with his arch-enemy Yao Lianzhou 
in the Forbidden City to fulfill his life's ambition. 


While Yan Heng was holding Jing Li, who had been shot with three arrows, in tears, another row of 
Jinyi guards had already switched to the front, carrying more hand crossbows that had already been 
strung and were ready to fire, aiming at Jing Liand Yan Heng. 


Just before they shot, a figure flew past the many crossbows and arrows in front of them. The ten 
guards were so scared that they all let go of their trigger fingers and quickly raised their crossbows to 
the sky to avoid accidentally hurting this person. 


Because they all saw who this figure belonged to. 


Jiang Bin was about to order the Jinyiwei to fire a second volley of crossbows, but before his voice 
could be heard, the figure had already leapt in front of him. 


Zhu Houzhao, the Emperor of Zhengde, let out a furious cry and took advantage of the leap to draw 
his bow, striking the "Wudang Long Fist" stance that he had briefly learned from Shi Xinghao, the Vice 
Master of Wudang. The hand that usually could decide the lives and deaths of thousands of people with 
just one wave was now clenched into a strong fist and suddenly hit Jiang Bin on the cheek! 


All the guards, eunuchs, concubine and musicians in the hall were shocked. This was a scene they 
had never seen before. Although His Majesty was active in martial arts and acted rashly, he had never 
personally beaten any of his subjects. 


The stout Jiang Bin was one of the greatest generals on the border, and when he stood in front of 
Zhu Houzhao, the difference in stature was like that of a tiger facing an ape. However, the emperor's 
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furious punch was both sudden and focused on the Wudang Clan's power-generating method. Jiang Bin 
was hit so hard that he spun around half a circle, staggered, and finally managed to regain his balance. 


The emperor ignored the surprised Jiang Bin and turned around and walked up to Jing Li and Yan 
Heng. He saw the blood coming out of the arrow in Jing Li, and stared at the corners of his eyes as if they 
were about to burst. He stretched out his hand to press the wound on Jing Li's abdomen. The hot blood 
instantly dyed his palms and sleeves red. 


"You are not allowed to die!" Zhu Houzhao shouted: "! will not allow you to die!" 


Jing Li closed his eyes and showed no reaction. 


"Come here, all of you! Come and help stop the bleeding!" The emperor's palm was still pressed on 
Jing's abdomen, and he turned around and shouted: "Call the imperial doctor! Hurry!" 


Immediately several eunuchs rushed out to call for the imperial doctor. Many beloved concubines ran 
over together, among them Ma Di was the most decisive, taking the lead to tear off a large piece of the 
emerald green embroidered skirt on her body, and pressed it to the injured part of Jing's chest. 


Other beauties also imitated her, tearing off the long sleeves or skirts of their gorgeous clothes one by 
one. Pieces of bright silk were stuffed into the arrow wounds on Jing's chest, waist, abdomen and thighs, 
all of which quickly turned deep red. 


Yan Heng regained his composure at this time. His fingers were trembling as he stretched them out in 
front of Brother Jing's nose. 


He closed his eyes, adjusted and relaxed his breathing with the inner breath method he had practiced 
hard all his life, and felt the skin of his fingers with all his concentration. 


Zhu Houzhao was extremely nervous and stared closely at Yan Heng's face. 
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Yan Heng felt that there was a faint breath flowing back and forth between his fingers. He opened his 
eyes sharply. 


From Yan Heng's expression, Zhu Houzhao knew what was going on. 


Jing Li was still breathing. 


However, the breath was extremely weak. Yan Heng frowned tightly and continued to check Jing 
Li's breathing with all his senses. 


Every time air flowed through his fingers, Yan Heng felt slightly relieved; however, every time the 
breath stopped, he was worried about whether there would be a next breath or not. 


Brother Jing's life was now hanging on a thread. 


"Be careful, all of you! Don't touch the arrow shaft!" Ma Di reminded the sisters not to touch the 
arrow inserted in Jing Li's flesh when helping him stop the bleeding, so as not to widen the wound. Ma 
Di was originally a female member of the Wu family, so she naturally knew more about this matter of 
rescuing injured people than other beauties. 


They held each piece of the most expensive silk in their delicate palms and stuffed it on the Jing Li 
wound, trying their best to stop the loss of blood. Some beauties who were afraid of blood stood 
outside and tore off more silks to pass them in. 


Zhu Houzhao stood between these favorite women and did not look at them, but only looked at 
Jing Li's face with concern. 


Yan Heng's heart is now quiet, and he sees that the emperor is now within his reach. Although Yan 
Heng's hands were unarmed, with his strength as the world's greatest swordsman, his fingers were no 
different from a weapon, and it was only a matter of a blink of an eye to kill Zhu Houzhao. 
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Jiang Bin also knew how dangerous the emperor was at the moment, he did not care about the 
swollen cheeks, and rushed forward with the crossbow-carrying Jinyiwei. Several hand crossbows were 
aimed at Yan Heng's head and chest at close range in such a way as not to accidentally injure the 
emperor, and the guards had their fingers on the triggers. 


Yan Heng seems to be oblivious to these crossbows aiming at him, and just continues to maintain 
the posture of exploring Jing Li's breath, his eyes never leaving Zhu Houzhao. 


——As soon as Brother Jing dies, he will die. 


Yan Heng's beastly aura of death was felt by everyone in the hall. Jiang Bin and all the guards were 
covered in cold sweat. However, they did not dare to try to strike first. Just now, they had witnessed Jing 
Li's superhuman skill in deflecting half of the crossbow arrows; although this martial artist who was 
traveling with Jing Li was young, there was no guarantee that he did not have similar skills, and Jiang Bin 
and the others were not entirely sure that they could ensure that His Majesty would be unharmed if 
they took the lead in firing the arrows. 


Such a strange situation formed in the "Fifth Army Commander's Mansion" at this moment. The only 
thing that kept everyone safe was the soft breath coming from Jing Li's nose. 


"Don't...don't kill him..." 


A sound like the wailing of a small animal sounded behind everyone. 


Zhu Houzhao and Yan Heng turned their eyes over at the same time. Their heartbeats suddenly 
accelerated. 


Song Li's tears melted the rouge. She knelt on the ground, her face slightly tilted up, holding a 
crossbow arrow that Jing Li had just plucked out of her hand, and pressed the sharp tip of the arrow 
against the artery on the side of her neck. 
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"Dont kill Xiaoliu ...... sire, please ....... 


Ma Di also turned around at this time and was extremely shocked to see Song Li in this state. Who 
is Xiao Liu? Ma Di looked at Yan Heng, who was about the same age as Song Li, and thought that Song Li 
had revealed to her that she was from the Sichuan Qingcheng Sword Sect. She roughly guessed the 
relationship between the two, and understood why Yan Heng had committed the violent act of 
attempting to violate the emperor just now. 


"Sister, don't ...... ,' Madi extended her bloodstained hand to Song Li, trying to stop her. However, 
Song Li didn't even look at Madi. She just looked at Yan Heng. 


Yan Heng and Song Li exchanged eyes, exchanging intense and surging emotions. 


When they met again, Song Li was so ashamed that she wanted to die on the spot. After Yan Heng saw 
with his own eyes that she had fallen into such a place and became a woman possessed by the emperor, 
Song Li felt that the remaining purity in her heart was shattered in an instant; the former Song Li finally 
died completely at that moment. 


——If we never meet again in this life, that Xiaoli will at least still live in Xiaoliu’s heart... 


However, at this juncture, Song Li didn't think about her own affairs at all. Those are no longer 
important. At this moment, she only knows: Xiao Liu must not be allowed to die because of me. Can't. 


Song Li was so agitated that the bones of her small hand gripping the arrow turned white with the 
force. The tip of the arrow gently pierced her silky skin, and her snow-white neck blushed with blood. 


Yan Heng could see that Xiaoli was very determined to die at this moment. He had never seen her show 
such will before. What kind of pain has she gone through over the years to make her what she is today? 
Yan Heng couldn't bear to think about it. He felt a sharp pain. 


——lf | hadn’t left her behind... 
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He thought he had already forgotten. However, the feeling of embracing Song Li in the Tai'an 
Temple on that day when he was seventeen years old came to his mind clearly and unequivocally. It was 
as if that small, soft body had just left his arms. 


——In order to go my own way, | owe her. 


——|I owe her my whole life. 


He thought again of Jing Li, who was now seriously injured and fell in his arms. Brother Jing stepped 
forward to protect him. 


— —Both of them would do anything to save my life. 


Seeing poor Song Li in his eyes, holding the still Jing Li in his arms, the murderous aura in Yan Heng's 
heart gradually subsided. 


Jiang Bin and the Jin Yiwei noticed the changes in Yan Heng. But they still didn't dare to relax even a 
little bit. 


Zhu Houzhao also felt that Yan Heng had released his intention to kill him. He stared at Song Li at this 
time. Even though he has had this woman for many years, Zhu Houzhao has never seen Song Li as 
beautiful as she is now. This deathly attitude of committing suicide at any time exudes a kind of pure 
and innocent beauty. 


But from the direction of her gaze, Zhu Houzhao knew very well that Song Li like this would never 
belong to him. The emperor felt bitterness and jealousy in his heart. 


Emperor Zhengde never suppressed his love and hate desires in his life. But at this moment, even he 
was shaken by Song Li's will. He swallowed the sadness and said, "| promise you." 


Jiang Bin couldn't believe his ears. Although Zhu Houzhao was not a tyrant, he had never been so 
generous. This is completely inconsistent with the emperor's habits over the years. 
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——Could it be said...that this guy has started to change? ... 


This shocked Jiang Bin even more than the emperor's punch just now. 


Song Li felt relieved after receiving the emperor's personal promise, and the arm holding the arrow hung 
down softly. Ma Di immediately rushed forward to check Song Li's wound, and was relieved after 
confirming that it was just a small puncture of the skin. 


Suddenly a large group of people rushed through the hall. It was the eunuch who had just left. lin their 
way, three with the expedition to the south of the palace imperial doctor ran gasping, followed by more 
than a dozen with the medicine box equipment assistant doctors. 


At the sight of His Majesty, the royal doctors stopped and saluted in a hurry. 


"Come here! Zhu Houzhao waved his hand and asked them to stop saluting, his voice became so 
anxious that it became sharp: "Save him quickly!" 


The concubines stepped aside at this time, allowing the imperial doctor to come forward and inspect 
Jing Li. Yan Heng looked at the emperor, then at the imperial doctors, assistants and the medicines they 
brought. Knowing that the other party really wanted to save brother Jing's life, he gently put Jing Pai 
down, let him lie on the floor, and stepped back. Three steps. Jin Yiwei's crossbow arrows were still 
aimed at Yan Heng. 


The imperial doctor had no idea who the strange man who had been hit by the arrow was, but seeing 
that His Majesty was so nervous, he did not hesitate to step forward to take a look, and carefully 
removed the blood-stained silk clinging to the wound. 


After a round of inspection, the imperial doctor gave instructions to the doctor behind him. Several 
assistant doctors quickly opened the medicine box and took out large rolls of white silk to clean up the 
blood; other assistant doctors had already taken out Jin Chuang Yao Powder, mixed it with old wine to 
make a hemostatic medicine, and handed it to the teacher. The two royal doctors skillfully and carefully 
applied the medicine around the arrow shaft, and at the same time carefully inspected the condition of 
the three arrow wounds. Another imperial doctor stretched out his hand and gently placed his hand on 
Jing Li's neck, monitoring his breath and pulse. 
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Everyone around was anxiously watching the doctors treating him. At this moment, even the emperor 
was reluctant to say anything for fear of affecting the treatment. 


One of the old imperial doctors suddenly stopped while applying medicine on Jing Li's chest. He got 
closer and took a closer look, and then called his two juniors to take a look. The three of them all looked 
surprised and whispered to each other. 


"What's the matter?" Zhu Houzhao couldn't help but ask. 


The old Imperial Doctor hurriedly stepped forward, and while taking the cloth handed to him by his 
assistant to clean his hands, he bowed his head and said, "Your Majesty, | have never seen this symptom 
before, and | have never read about it in the medical books." 


"Speak directly!" Zhu Houzhao impatiently urged. 


"It's...this...this injured person was hit by three arrows, one of which was in the chest. According to 
common sense, he should have been dead..." The old imperial doctor replied in panic: "But | just 
checked and found that the injured chest arrow, the surrounding tendons and muscles are actually 
contracted as hard as iron and stone; and that the arrow into the flesh only one inch, seems to have 
narrowly missed the heart - if the heart veins were not intact, the injured person would never still have 
breath." 


Yan Heng, the Emperor and Jiang Bin were all surprised to hear this. The Jing Li guards with 
crossbows also stared at Jing Li in amazement. 


"| have just discussed this with two of my colleagues, and their views are unanimous." The old 
Imperial Doctor continued, "My guess is that at the moment of the arrow, this ...... warrior's body 
naturally responded by contracting the muscles in his chest in a rapid and unparalleled manner, holding 
the arrow tightly against his flesh and stopping it from drilling through! 
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The old Imperial Doctor himself found it absurd when he said it out loud, because it completely 
violated his decades of knowledge about the capabilities of the human body - how could the flesh stop a 
powerful crossbow arrow fired from the mechanism in such a way? But it was a fact of life, and it was 
the most plausible explanation he and his two colleagues could imagine. 


The guesses of the three doctors were indeed true: when the crossbow arrow was shot into his 
chest, Jing Li used his "borrowed phase" to imagine that the place where the arrow was shot was turned 
into a rock, and his pectoral muscle was turned into an iron hand, which "captured" the arrow without 
letting it penetrate deeper into the most vulnerable part of his heart. 


However, such an amazing defense response had its limitations, which was that it could only focus 
on a little bit of contraction. Therefore, Jing Li could no longer resist the crossbow arrows that were fired 
into his waist, abdomen and thighs, both of which penetrated deep into his body. 


--This was also Jing Li's great luck: if the order of his three arrows had been slightly changed, Jing 
Li's defense would have been changed to resist the other two arrows, which were of lesser importance, 
and he would have been killed by the arrow that pierced through the heart. The time difference 
between these three arrows was only a matter of a snap of the fingers. 


When Zhu Houzhao heard that Jing Li had such a strange ability, he felt sorry for him and was 
determined not to let Jing Li die in this way. 


"Can he survive?" The emperor asked, grabbing the sleeve of the old imperial doctor, his concern was 
palpable. The old imperial doctor was not surprised by this, because Emperor Zhengde always behaved 
absurdly and liked to make friends with strange people - it seems that Jiang Bin, who is also in the palace 
at the moment, was granted the title of marquis and commander of the royal guards. He has a high and 
powerful position. Wasn't he just a little side general back then? Although the injured man lying on the 
ground looked like a careless man from his clothes, the old doctor knew that the Emperor valued him 
very much, so he was even more cautious in his answers. 


"Your Majesty, although this warrior survived a blow to the chest, the wounds from the other two 
arrows were very serious. The amount of bleeding from the arrow in the thigh did not seem to have torn 
a major vein; as for the wound in the abdomen, it is still unclear from the outside whether there is much 
or little bleeding from his internal organs. Whether he can live or not, | dare not say at this moment 
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"Try your best to save him! If he can be saved, | will give you all a big reward!" Zhu Houzhao patted the 
old imperial doctor on the shoulder and urged him to go back and continue to treat Jing Li. 


Jiang Bin watched the emperor's behavior and expression from the side. Even though he became 
the Emperor's son, and often slept together in the "Leopard Room", Jiang Bin had never received such 
sincere care from Zhu Houzhao over the years. 


--It seems as if he and this Jing are friends on equal footing. 


--And | will always be a subordinate ....... 


An intense jealousy rose in Jiang Bin's chest. 


Yan Heng was filled with a sense of powerlessness as he watched the palace doctors surround Jing 
Li in his treatment, while he was unable to do anything to help. Now that he had relaxed a little, he felt 
that his arms and legs were weak, and strong remorse came over him: Jing Li had suffered this great 
calamity only because he had lost control of himself. 


--All these years of cultivation have been in vain. 


Yan Heng wished that the person lying in the temple in blood was himself. 


It was only then that he had the mood to look at Song Li. Madi was kneeling on the ground, hugging 
the sobbing Song Li tightly, burying her face between her shoulders and neck, and gently stroking her 
undulating back. 


In fact, Song Li was so eager to see Yan Heng again. But she didn't dare. Having lived in the Leopard 
Room for a long time, Song Li certainly understood the Emperor's temperament. She didn't dare to 
make any eye contact with Yan Xiaoliu, fearing that the Emperor would be jealous and take back his 
promise at any time. 


-She must let Xiaoliu leave this palace safely ...... 
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The imperial doctor's precious Jin Chuang Powder seemed to be working, and the bleeding from the 
arrow wound was no longer as serious as before. This time, the assistant doctors took out a bottle of 
lard from the medicine box and mixed it with Jin Chuang Powder to make a thicker hemostatic paste, 
which they applied thickly to the wound with a wooden spoon. The three imperial doctors were 
discussing how to remove the arrow from Jing Li's body so as not to endanger his life. 


"Your Majesty..." Jiang Bin advised the emperor at this time: "It seems to me, his injuries have 
stabilized... | believe it will take some time for the imperial doctors to save him. Your Majesty, why not 
go back to the dormitory to change clothes and rest first? | will leave a team of close guards here to 
monitor, if there is progress, | will definitely report to your majesty as soon as possible. 


After this emotional ups and downs, Zhu Houzhao felt indeed very tired. He turned back to stare at Jiang 
Bin, his anger not completely gone, but when he thought about it again, Yan Heng did mean to do 
something wrong to him just now. Jiang Bin ordered the Jin Yiwei to fire arrows because he was just 
eager to protect him and was not derelict in his duty. So he nodded. When Jiang Bin saw the emperor 
softening, he breathed a sigh of relief. 


"But this person..." Jiang Bin looked at Yan Heng and said, "We cannot allow him to live independently in 
this important place. | think he should be detained in the Heavenly prison first." 


Upon hearing Jiang Bin's words, Song Li immediately raised his head. She hurriedly pulled Ma Di to his 
feet and looked at the emperor with a pleading look. 


Zhu Houzhao waved his hand to stop Song Li from speaking. He used to really like Song Li's pitiful 
demeanor, but now he just feels bored when he sees it. 


"| promised, and | won't regret it." The emperor said, looking at Yan Heng coldly, and then told Jiang Bin: 
"Just keep him, don't hurt him at all. Make sure he is well fed and clothed." 


He glanced at Yan Heng, then at Song Li, and left with the guards and eunuchs. As the emperor walked, 
he could not get rid of the scene where Song Li begged for death. 
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Zhu Houzhao couldn't help but think: Would anyone in the world die for me like this? Not because you 
are afraid of my power, not because you are afraid of suffering the consequences, but because you 
sincerely love me and sacrifice your life... Anyone? 


With blood dripping from the thorns in his hands, the Emperor of Ming Dynasty walked through the hall 
of the "Dudu Mansion" surrounded by his ministers, but he only felt extremely lonely in his heart. 
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Two hours later, Wang Shouren learned that Jing Li had been seriously injured and his life 
jeopardized, and that Yan Heng had been imprisoned. 


After his visit to the Emperor, he returned to his assigned quarters in the inner city of Nanjing, but 
never went to bed, waiting for Jing and Yan to return. From the very beginning of his trip to Nanjing, 
Wang Shouren had an ominous premonition, so when he was obstructed by the treacherous ministers 
and was unable to retreat, and when he hid himself in the Jiuhua Mountain, he already had the 
intention of retiring from his official post and practicing Taoism; and then, in a reversal of course, he was 
finally recognized by the Emperor, and was spared from the persecution by Jiang Bin and other 
treacherous gangs, so he thought that he had finally seen the moon and kept his promise. 


--But the unfortunate thing is still happening ....... 


Wang Shouren could not imagine why Jing Li and Yan Heng had offended His Majesty. When he 
received the news, the first thing he did was not to ask why, but to ascertain the life and death of Jing Li 
and Yan Heng's situation in the Heavenly Prison. 


Fortunately, Wang Shouren had been an official in Nanjing a few years ago and had some contacts. 
He immediately tried his best to ask someone to inquire about the situation, and got this news: Jing Li 
had been treated by the imperial physician and his injuries seemed to have stabilized, but he was still 
not completely out of the danger of death; Yan Heng had been taken into custody, but it was said that 
he had been protected by His Majesty's personal order, and had been treated kindly in the prison, and 
the Jinyiwei did not dare to use torture on him. Wang Shouren was a little relieved to learn this. 


--That is to say, His Majesty did not hate the two of them, only that there was some accident or 
misunderstanding in the middle. There is still room for things to turn around. ...... 


Wang Shouren knew that the city of Nanjing was under the control of Jiang Bin, Xu Tai, and other 
favorite ministers, and that there was not much he could do about it, not to mention meeting with His 
Majesty again to plead for mercy for Jing and Yan. But of course he would not give up. As soon as the 
sun came up, Wang Shouren used up all the gold and silk he had brought with him and gave them to his 
subordinates to go to the city to buy some expensive gifts for official purposes - he had always hated 
bribery, but he could not help but be flexible in such an emergency, not to mention that it was not for 
his own personal gain. 
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--The two warriors have done much to save the lives of many in the war to end the chaos. | will not 
let them die in Nanking, even if | have to do more than | want to! 


To his surprise, there were not a few people in the court and government of Nanking who truly 
respected Wang Shouren. They also remembered that if Wang Yangming had not used his army like a 
god and defeated the Ning King's rebels quickly, allowing Zhu Chenhao to arrive in Nanjing, most of 
them were afraid that their lives would have been lost, or forced to join the Ning King's revolt, and the 
consequences would have been endless. Therefore, as soon as Wang Shouren came forward to ask for 
help, many officials of Nanjing were willing to go for him, and all the gifts prepared by Wang Shouren 
were returned. 


Wang Shouren thus found out the details of Jing Li's condition: of the three arrows he had been 
shot with, the two arrows in his abdomen and thigh had been successfully removed. Jing Li was still 
unconscious, and although he was vomiting blood, the amount of blood was not much, so the imperial 
doctors judged that the injury to his internal organs was not too serious. Under the instruction of His 
Majesty, they immediately sent Jing Li to the palace for further treatment. 


"The man was as strong as a wild animal, and seemed to have survived the two arrow wounds." 
One of the assistant doctors in charge of Jing Li's treatment was quoted as saying, "But the third arrow is 
much more difficult to remove, and up to now, none of the doctors have been able to find a way to 
remove it. 


Jing Li, with his amazing reflexes honed by severe training, activated the "Borrowing Phase - Rock 
Concentration" at the last moment, which stopped the arrow in his chest, but due to the extreme 
intensity of this life-saving reaction, the muscles and tendons around the arrow wound are still 
contracted and stiff, and he lost a lot of blood and fell into a coma, so he could not relax the muscles of 
his own accord. The arrow that penetrated into his chest muscle is now wrapped in flesh and blood like 
the roots of a tree, and remains intact. The Imperial Doctor tried to use a knife to cut open the arrow 
wound, but the Jing Li's "rock condensation" was very powerful, and the muscle was so hard that the 
blade could not easily cut into it. Judging from the depth of the arrow's penetration into the flesh, the 
tip of the arrow was very close to the heart vein, and the doctors were afraid that if they tried to cut the 
wound with force, the slightest accident might hurt Jing Li's heart lobe and kill him instantly. Therefore, 
they have not dared to touch the arrow until now. 


"If they wait in this way, there is no immediate danger to his life, but it is not a long-term solution." 
The doctor added, "The iron arrowhead is buried in the flesh for a long time, it will inevitably produce 
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blood poisoning, and the wound is close to the heart. Once the blood poisoning occurs, if the blood 
poison flows into the heart, there is no way to save him!" 


At present, the imperial doctor can only pour as much wine as possible to disinfect and stop bleeding 
around the arrow wound to delay the poisoning of the iron arrow, while at the same time thinking hard 
about how to remove the arrow. They are also not sure how many days Jing Li can remain in this 
condition. 


Wang Shouren was very worried when he heard the news. However, it was beyond his knowledge and 
ability to treat the wounded and save people. Since he could not help, he could only pray to the heaven 
to protect the volunteers. Now is not the time to lose heart - apart from Jing Li, he still has to try to save 
Yan Heng. 


Compared to finding out about Jing Li's injury, it was even more difficult to find out Yan Heng's 
condition. Initially, Wang Shouren wished to visit Yan Heng in person, but given the current situation, it 
was impossible to rely on official favors to visit him in the Heavenly Prison, and apart from His Majesty's 
permission, only a group of the Emperor's close favorites had the power to do so. 


Wang Shouren thought about it, but there was only one person who could be entrusted with the 
task: Zhang Yong, the grand eunuch who had relieved him of his troubles twice before. 


OOOND 


When he stepped into the passage of the prison, Zhang Yong had been laughing bitterly in his 
heart: he, who was in charge of the forbidden army of the Ming Dynasty and was in a high position of 
power, had even entered such a place, and had specially come to meet with a prisoner who was in the 
ranks of the grass and the clothes of the common people! This matter is really ridiculous. 


He was willing to do so because Wang Yangming himself had come to pay his respects. Since that 
time when they met in Hangzhou and won over the leader of the rebellion, Zhu Chenhao, Zhang Yong 
admired Wang Shouren's selflessness so much that he was willing to help him again and again to solve 
his problems. 
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In the back of his mind, Zhang Yong also wanted to know: what kind of man was the mountain 
warrior who could make Wang Shouren so nervous? 


Since the tragic battle of Wudang Mountain, and the previous incident of His Majesty being 
abducted by a Wudang master, Zhang Yong had a special curiosity about these martial artists. 


He had to come here in person. Yan Heng was a prisoner captured by Jiang Bin. If Zhang Yong sent 
his subordinates to the Heavenly Prison, they would only be stopped by Jiang Bin's men. Only if Zhang 
Yong came in person would Jiang Bin not dare to order an obstruction - after all, the two of them were 
on equal footing with the emperor. 


--Consider it a favor that Wang Shouren owes me. At the same time, it will also hurt Jiang Bin's 
face. ...... 


When he saw Yan Heng in person, Zhang Yong put all these calculations behind him. 


Behind the thick gown grille, the cell was very small. Naturally, there was no light inside, only a 
small window high up on the right wall casting in a line of moonlight. 


The cold moonlight reflected Yan Heng, who was sitting alone in the center of the cell. His 
silhouette sitting on his knees is as frozen as a stone statue, his face with closed eyes half hidden in the 
deep shadow. 


Zhang Yong, who had been in the court for decades, couldn't help but freeze at Yan Heng's first 
glance. 


It was only because in this brief moment, Zhang Yong mistakenly felt that the prison palm grating 
separating them seemed to have suddenly disappeared. 


Yan Heng did not look like a prisoner in Zhang Yong's eyes. That temperament and demeanor, as if 
at any time can also get out of this cell. 
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Zhang Yong had heard that Jiang Bin was extremely nervous when he escorted this man to the 
Heavenly Prison yesterday, and called for nearly a hundred elite guards from the "Mighty Martial 
Regiment Training Camp" to reinforce him. But Yan Heng did not put up any resistance and followed 
them into the cell. 


The guards who led the way and the eunuchs who accompanied him were all stunned, looking at 
Zhang Yong who suddenly stopped moving forward. Only then did Zhang Yong regain his senses and 
continue to walk to the front of the cell. 


The lantern in the jailer's hand now illuminated Yan Heng's face clearly through the barrier. Zhang 
Yong took a closer look and was surprised again. Although Yan Heng had gone through many hardships 
and had battle scars accumulated over the years, his face still looked very young. 


A swordsman who is only in his twenties actually possesses such an intimidating aura. It was the first 
time that Zhang Yong observed a top-level warrior so closely, and he understood why he led the 
imperial army to attack Wudang that day and suffered such heavy losses. 


Yan Heng had already noticed the arrival of Zhang Yong and others. Only then did he put away his 
technique and slowly opened his eyes. This is a quiet skill he learned while in "Mountain Snail", which 
helps him gather and calm his mind at any time in difficult and harsh situations. 


He looked directly at the powerful eunuch in front of him with a cold look in his eyes. In Yan Heng's 
mind, everyone in the Nanjing Imperial City was almost an enemy. 


"Master Wang asked me to come to see you." Zhang Yong was extremely uncomfortable with the sharp 
sword gaze and said immediately. Having served three emperors, he never imagined that he would 
appear so weak in front of a commoner. 


When Yan Heng heard what he said, his eyes immediately softened and he quickly stood up. Zhang Yong 
felt that cracks appeared in Yan Heng's originally impeccable demeanor. 


"Brother Jing..." Yan Heng's lips trembled slightly as he spoke: "...Is he still alive?" He originally thought 
that the eunuch in front of him was sent by Jiang Bin to use some trick to torture and persecute him; 
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when he heard Zhang Yong's original It was Wang Shouren who sent the message. He immediately 
panicked, worrying whether it would bring about unfortunate news. 


Zhang Yong nodded, and Yan Heng breathed a sigh of relief. Zhang Yong then briefed him on the current 
situation of Jing Li. Yan Heng's frown deepened as he listened, and he paced back and forth in the cell 
with his head lowered. 


",..No one knows how many days he can live like this." Zhang Yong looked at Yan Heng and said, "In the 
next few days, the imperial doctor will have to decide whether to take the risk and forcefully pull out the 
arrow." 


Yan Heng was still lowering his head and thinking. Zhang Yong waited for a while, and when he saw no 
response, he changed the topic: "As for you... | have not yet heard that the Emperor is going to punish 
you yet. You just have to be patient here, and Mr. Wang and | will find a suitable time - " 


"Yan Youfo." 


Yan Heng suddenly said these three words, interrupting Zhang Yong's words. Zhang Yong did not 
understand for a moment. 


"Divine Doctor Yan Youfo." Yan Heng said again. "He has cured Brother Jing. Get him to save him." 


Only then did Zhang Yong realize that Yan Heng was not listening to what he was saying at all, and 
did not care at all about his imprisonment. He was only thinking about how to save Jing Li. Having 
experienced many ruthless struggles in the palace, Zhang Yong couldn't help but be a little moved when 
he saw Yan Heng's nervous look. 


——Wang Shouren was able to achieve such military exploits just because he was surrounded by such 
heroes? ..."Okay. | will tell Mr. Wang." Zhang Yong replied. Yan Heng looked at him and nodded, his eyes 
filled with gratitude. Yan Heng then told all the details about Yan Youfo in his memory. Zhang Yong was 
about to leave after hearing this, when Yan Heng asked from behind him: "Do you... know how Song Li is 
doing?" 
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This sentence made Zhang Yong stop and raise his eyebrows. He had not found out before that this 
matter was related to Song Beauty. But no matter what, talking about the emperor's women is a taboo 
in the palace, let alone when the jailer is listening. Zhang Yong didn't say anything, didn't even look back 
at Yan Heng, and walked away again. 


It was only when he walked out of the gate of the Heavenly Prison that Zhang Yong remembered that he 
had forgotten to declare his status to Yan Heng. Zhang Yong, who had lived in the world of power all his 
life, was surprised himself. 


OOCOLD 


The next day, the message "Jing Li was seriously injured, seek Yan Youfo as soon as possible" began 
to spread rapidly from Nanjing to all directions. 


This is Wang Shouren's decision. After receiving Yan Heng's words from someone sent by Zhang Yong, 
Wang Shouren had two options: one was to directly report to the Emperor, requesting that the court's 
power be used to find the whereabouts of Yan Youfo; the other was to find it on his own. He decisively 
chose the latter. The imperial factory security system is strict, and the ears and eyes are far away. It is 
certainly very reliable to find someone quickly, but at the same time, Wang Shouren cannot estimate 
how much bureaucratic obstruction there will be; and this Yan Youfo is a man in the world. If he hears 
that he is being searched by the government, , maybe not able to hide. Wang Shouren believed that this 
matter must be done bypassing the court. 


The rebel line operatives, who have repeatedly made meritorious deeds in the war against rebellion, are 
now playing a role again. According to Yan Heng, most of Yan Youfo's activities were in Huizhou and 
Hubei, not far from Nanjing. This was a great blessing. In order to monitor the advance of King Ning's 
rebels along the Yangtze River, Wang Shouren planted many spies in the Nanjing area. Many of them 
were actually locals and remained in place after the war. Wang Shouren immediately contacted them, 
ordered all the information to be disseminated, and used the power of Jianghu to find Yan Youfo. 


At the same time, Wang Shouren also wrote a letter and sent his trusted aide to Huizhou to deliver it to 
Yan Youfo's friend Yin Yingfeng, the leader of the Bagua Sect. 
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As soon as the news spread out, the rivers and lakes and martial arts seemed to be ignited with a prairie 
fire. 


The reputation of Jing Li and the Six Swords of the Broken Gate was far beyond Wang Shouren's 
estimation. Although they were preordained criminals and had to remain anonymous for years, their 
deeds of bravery and courage were still circulating and intertwined among the townspeople. 


Jing Li, in particular, is a hero secretly praised by people from all provinces in the south of the 
Yangtze River. Breaking down thieves in Luling, suppressing bandits in Guangxi, beating and killing the 
head of the secret sect Lei Jiudi in Xiangtan, making a big fuss in Prince Ning's Mansion in Nanchang... 


In addition, there are always good people who add jealousy to him and fabricate many fictitious and 
wonderful deeds for him. The mixture of truth and falsehood portrays Jing Li like a god. 


In the Xiangtan area, there are still buskers who perform puppet shows or operas in which he competes 
with Lei Jiudi. However, in order to avoid being jealous of the court, he was renamed "Jin Nanhu". 


In recent months, after the war, many volunteers and civilians returned to their places of origin. They 
have widely spread the stories of Jing Li leading the vanguard to attack Nanchang City, and the heroic 
troops defeating the enemy in the Poyang Lake Water Battle. . In the minds of countless warriors and 
Jianghu men, Jing Li is like a legendary war god descending from heaven to the mortal world. 


Therefore, after the news spread in the world that Jing Li was in danger, the response was huge. People 
from all over the country helped him find Yan Youfo. Even if they couldn't help, they would help spread 
the news. However, in one day, the news spread at an alarming speed, spreading to various towns and 
cities along the rivers, canals and roads. Soon, even the children playing on the streets of different 
towns were calling Yan Youfo's name everywhere. 


Since the last rescue of "Six Swordsmen", Yin Yingfeng received a personal request from Mr. Yangming 
for the second time. Of course, for Head Yin, even without Wang Shouren's request, he would be duty- 
bound to save Jing Li, a junior whom he admired greatly. All the disciples from the Bagua Sect 
Headquarters were immediately ordered to go out in full force, taking the leader's handwritten note 
with them, and rushed to search for the places where Yan Youfo was most likely to be seen. 
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Wang Shouren's informants also sent out flying pigeons to send messages to their companions in Jiangxi 
and Hubei provinces to widen the scope of the search. In the evening of the same day, Pang Tianshun 
and Xing Ying in Xiangtan, Ruan Shaoxiong in Linjiang City, and Shen Feng in Pingjiang ...... , all of whom 
had been friends with the Six Swords of the Broken Door, heard the news and joined in the search for 
Yan Youfo. 


One of the gray pigeons, with a more detailed letter tied to its foot than the other pigeons, flew to 
Nanchang City. 


OOOND 


Lian Feihong climbed up the stairs from the lower cabin to the deck. A strong river wind suddenly 
blew in his face. He couldn't help but shudder. He pulled the scarf around his neck up to his mouth and 
nose, covering half of his thin and old face. 


He continued to use his cane and slowly walked the remaining wooden steps before stepping onto the 
deck. Lian Feihong's waist is no longer as straight as before, and at first glance he seems to have become 
shorter. What he held in his hand was just an ordinary walking stick, instead of the whip stick that he 
always kept with him. That favorite weapon was made of heavy and solid rare wood, and it was already 
a bit difficult for him to hold it today. Lian Feihong pressed the scarf on his nose to prevent it from being 
blown away by the wind, and squinted at the scenery of Poyang Lake outside the boat. 


Although the war has been over for quite some time, many battlefields on the lake have not yet been 
cleared. From time to time, half-sunken warship wreckage appears in the waters where this large sailing 
ship passes. The crew and helmsman must be extra careful to avoid them. According to the sailors, there 
are still decayed corpses coming up from the four shores of Poyang Lake. Many of the nomads who lost 
their livelihoods because of the war gathered around the lake and lived by salvaging weapons and 
selling them for a living. 


The big sail was full of wind, making the ship move very fast. The river wind kept passing by Lian 
Feihong's ears and side of his face, blowing his silver-white hair and beard exposed outside his turban. 
Lian Feihong knew very well that he would only be able to feel this sense of speed again when riding in a 
car or boat. He has lost the ability of "Feng Suanni" to fly and run in the past, and he even loses the 
confidence to ride a horse. The freedom he had in the past to control the world has been taken away by 
time. 
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Everything was burned in the battle to capture Nanchang City. Mr. Feihong feels like he is an empty shell 
today. 


——But God did not let me die in that battle, and was unwilling to give me the ending that a warrior 
deserves. 


For this reason, Lian Feihong never went through a day without resenting the sky. 


He looked towards the bow of the ship and saw Hu Linglan's back sitting on the deck in the distance, so 
he walked over with a cane. 


The waves on the lake were not big, but Lian Feihong's steps were still not stable, and his legs and 
knees seemed to be about to collapse at any moment. A sailor couldn't help but come forward and ask, 
"Master, do you need help?" 


Lian Feihong didn't even look at him. He waved his hand in disgust and refused. He stared at the 
deck and continued to walk carefully step by step. The sailor had no choice but to watch Lian Feihong 
pass by silently. 


——lf he knew that the old man in front of him was the biggest contributor to the rebel army's 
overnight capture of Nanchang City, he would be so surprised that his jaw would drop. 


Finally reaching Hu Linglan's side, Lian Feihong breathed a sigh of relief and stood leaning against the 
mast. He looked down at Hu Linglan, who was sitting cross-legged, and saw that she put the nodachi by 
her legs, opened her clothes and took off one side, and she was holding her son while breastfeeding. 


The baby, born less than two months ago and still unnamed, was wrapped tightly in a woven scarf, lying 
securely in his mother's strong arms, his small face buried in Hu Linglan's breasts, sucking hard. Anyone 
could see that the baby was much bigger than the average newborn, and its hair was also very vigorous, 
showing a strong vitality. 
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Hu Linglan's body and face were naturally puffier than before, but she exuded an unprecedented 
maternal tenderness. She completely ignored the crew on the deck and exposed her breasts to feed her 
child, but none of the men had any wicked thoughts or reveries because of this, they only felt that this 
mother with a saber breastfeeding in front of them had a solemn beauty. 


This large sailing ship was originally a rebel warship. Now it has been dismantled with various artillery 
weapons. The boatman is also an elite naval officer under Wang Shouren. Because he learned that Jing 
Li and Yan Heng were in trouble in Nanjing, he volunteered to pick up Hu Ling Lan and others to go 
there. 


After all, the small letters brought by the pigeons cannot be too detailed. The crew only knew that 
Jing Li, the brave war hero, was seriously injured, but they were not sure about his actual condition. 
They could only pray in their hearts and try to sail as fast as they could. 


--At least, we should send this child to meet with the Jing Warrior ...... 


Hu Linglan saw that her son had eaten enough, and pulled his shirt closed, then patted him on the 
back to get the hiccups out. She straightened out the knitted scarf wrapped around her son and then 
looked up at Lian Feihong. 


"Would you like to hold him?" She handed her son to Mr. Fei Hong. 


Lian Feihong smiled bitterly and shook his head. On the deck of the ship, he was even less confident 
than usual that he could hold the baby steady. He just pulled the scarf off his nose and mouth and 
grinned at the baby. Only Jing Li's son could make Lian Feihong feel a little better these days. 


Hu Linglan held her son in her arms and gently cradled him to sleep. Her face was unusually calm. 
But after so many years as a companion, Lian Feihong knew that Hu Linglan was only suppressing her 
grief and confusion. The "Six Swords of Broken Door" had been through so much that they had long 
since learned the need to maintain a calm will in times of danger. However, Lian Feihong knew that the 
ordeal that Hu Linglan had to face today surpassed any in the past. He could not help but admire the 
strength of this "warrior's wife". 


After looking at Hu Linglan for a long time, he couldn't think of a meaningful word of comfort. Since 


you can't think of it, it's better not to say it. 
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Tong Jing was asleep in the cabin below. In order to prepare for the journey to Nanjing, she had not 
slept a wink last night. Lian Feihong was old and weak, and Hu Linglan had to take care of her son, so 
Tong Jing was left alone to take care of everything. The letter brought by the dove also mentioned that 
Yan Heng was imprisoned in the Heavenly Prison. If it were the Miss Tong of a few years ago, she would 
have been so flustered yesterday that she would have been unable to do anything. Instead, Tong Jing 
quickly made all the arrangements, and the ship weighed anchor at the first light of morning. 


During that period, Lian Feihong only heard Tong Jing muttering to herself once. 


"It's okay...we've survived everything...it will be okay this time..." 


Lian Feihong insisted on coming along. "If | delay everyone on the journey, you can leave me and go 
first." He told Hu Linglan and Tong Jing last night. "But you can't stop me from following. We are still the 
Six Swordsmen of Breaking the Door." 


Although he said this, he didn't know what he could do if he followed. He couldn't even comfort and 
calm them. Since last night, he and Tong Jing have barely spoken. 


The big ship once again sailed past the wreckage of another rebel warship that was half-sunk in the lake. 
The wood burned like charcoal pointed to the sky, like a cluster of tombstones standing in the water. 
Lian Feihong silently watched it pass by the boat. He had never witnessed the fierce battle at Poyang 
Lake that day - the war would have ended long ago when he could get out of bed. 


In the past few months, until she received the bad news yesterday, Tong Jing took good care of Lian 
Feihong every day. But Lian Feihong never turned back into the old naughty kid who could joke about 
anything. Although he seemed calm when facing Tong Jing, he rarely talked to her. 


There was one thing that Lian Feihong never mentioned to Tong Jing: during these days, he had 
thoughts of committing suicide. 


Lian Feihong once thought that no matter how old his body was, as long as he could watch Tong Jing 
continue to grow and become stronger, there was meaning in living. 
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But now, when he has completely lost his strength, he truly knows how painful it is. 


What is waiting in front of him is more fear: he doesn't know when his legs will be unable to walk; when 
he will be unable to eat on his own; he will be unable to see and hear...all functions will be lost faster 
and faster. . 


He has not yet made up his mind to end everything. But the thoughts of death were like the dark clouds 
hanging above his head, making him feel the cold shadow from time to time... 


The wreckage of the warship gradually disappeared behind. Lian Feihong stood bent on the deck, staring 
at the rolling lake waves broken by the boat below. 


--If | can use my life to exchange Jing Li to be safe and unharmed, how good it would be ...... 


As soon as Lian Feihong finished thinking about it, he smiled bitterly in his heart - laughing at how he 
could still be so naive after living a long life. If life could be exchanged in this way, many sorrows in the 
world could be avoided... Life is like this. 


Hu Linglan held her sleeping son in her arms and did not talk to Lian Feihong. They just watched the 
waves together and silently welcomed the fate that lay ahead. 


OOOLD 


Until the morning of the next day, Tong Jing still hadn't really slept. 


She lay on her side on the small wooden bed in the cabin, hugging the "Swift Bee Sword" tightly, and 
could only close her eyes and take a rest. Tong Jing was extremely exhausted both physically and 
mentally. It felt like there was a heavy boulder in her chest, weighing her down and almost suffocating 
her. The inescapable pain made it impossible for her to sleep. 
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Listening to the sound of waves lapping against the hull, scenes gradually emerged in Tong Jing's mind. It 
is also the scene of a large ship sailing on the water. But that is not a lake, but a river. The mountains, 
rocks and trees on both sides gave Tong Jing a very familiar and comforting feeling. 


She recognized it. It’s Ejiang in my hometown. 


Return to Sichuan. These three words often echoed in her heart. When she was in Nanchang, Tong Jing 
prayed every day for Yan Heng to come back from Nanjing and then go back to Qingcheng Mountain 
with him. 


That was a long-promised agreement. The biggest war is over. The most formidable enemies have been 
overcome. The dangers of thousands of rivers and mountains have passed one by one. Nothing can stop 
them anymore. 


Tong Jing thought so. 


——What went wrong? We just want to be together, is this considered greedy? Are we not sincere 
enough? How much more test will God give us? ... 


Tong Jing felt really, really tired. 


Tong Jing didn’t want to think about it anymore. Her heart once again escaped to the sailing boat sailing 
on the Minjiang River. The ship continued to Sichuan. The sound of waves soothed her. She seems to be 
gradually able to relax in the imagination of going home... 


Just when Tong Jing was finally about to fall asleep, the ship stopped. Tong Jing, who was half asleep, 
didn't notice it at first, but shouting began to come from the deck above. She sat up on the bed alertly, 
wiped away the still warm tears on her face, and walked up quickly with her sword in hand. 


The big ship has already crossed Poyang Lake and arrived at Hukou Town, which guards the entrance of 
the river. Tong Jing looked forward to the bow of the ship and saw a dozen official ships moored on the 
river, forming a barrier across the river to block the river. The big ship was parked in front of it. 
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The eight boatmen responsible for the operation gathered on the bow. Hu Linglan and Lian Feihong had 
already come up to the deck and stood among the people. They all looked down at a moored boat 
below. 


Tong Jing stepped forward and looked, and saw seven or eight people sitting on the small boat below. 
They were all wearing military uniforms and short and wide water swords. One of them stood up and 
shouted upwards. He was obviously the leader of the army. 


"In any case, you are not allowed to pass!" the leader said while looking at the people on the side of the 
boat above, and especially noticed the tall Hu Linglan with a baby in her arms, and the long Japanese 
sword she carried in her right hand. 


"Master!" the captain asked as calmly and politely as possible: "This waterway has not been closed 
recently. May | ask why?" 


"This is an order from the Nanjing Imperial Guard." The leader said, "| heard that too many people have 
flocked to Nanjing in the past two days. The Southern Expeditionary Army there has been on alert. It 
seems that even the city gates have been closed. 


It turned out that Wang Shouren's search for Yim Yau Fo with the help of the triads had led to 
unforeseen consequences. Some good people who admired Jing Li, hearing the news of Jing Li's injury, 
went to Nanjing to inquire and join in the fun without even thinking about it, which in turn infected 
other people, and a large number of vagabonds and Jianghu people swarmed to Nanjing from all 
directions, causing local disturbances. They then issued a military order to close all roads leading to 
Nanjing and drive away all those who approached Nanjing without any reason, and also set up barriers 
on the rivers to stop suspicious ships. 


The safety and security of Jing Li could cause such a great disturbance at the local level. Jiang Bin 
was astonished when he found out about it, but he did not take this opportunity to attack Jing Li and 
Wang Shouren in front of the Emperor, instead, he asked his subordinates to hide it from the Emperor. 


——This Jing Li actually has such appeal in the world! If the emperor boy knew about it, he might not be 
afraid of him, but he might like him even more... | ordered Jing Li to be shot that day. If he couldn't bear 
it and died, the emperor would only resent me... 
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After hearing the explanation of the sailor leader, the captain immediately said: "We are subordinates of 
Wang Dutang, the governor of Southern Jiangxi! We are going to Nanjing to meet Mr. Wang!" 


The leader and his subordinates couldn't help but tremble upon hearing this. In the battle against the 
rebellion, Wang Shouren was invincible to the rebel forces on land and water. The officials and people 
on the banks of Poyang Lake and up and down the river regarded him as a military god and respected 
him immensely. 


But the order from the Nanjing Imperial Guard is no joke. The leader had no choice but to ask 
cautiously: "Do you have a warrant or seal from Wangdutang?" 


Everyone on the big boat could only look at each other. 


The sailor leader knew that they had no credentials, so he sighed and shook his head: "If not, | won't let 
you go. The military order is like a mountain, please move the ship." 


A ray of light shone into his eyes, causing the leader to stop talking. 


He raised his head and saw the beautiful and tall mother standing at the front of the bow with one leg 
on the tip of the ship. She was still holding her newborn son in her left hand, and the Japanese sword in 
her right hand had been quietly unsheathed for some time. The long and curved blade reflected the 
sunlight and ripples. 


Hu Linglan looked down at the soldiers on the boat with no hatred or murderous intent. But that 
absolute calmness frightened the sailors even more. 


"No one can stop me from meeting my husband." When Hu Linglan said this, there was no trace of 
excitement in her voice, as if she was just stating an irreversible fact. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 217 Chapter 3: The Divine 
Healer 


The wine was poured into the jade cup until it was eight minutes full. Song Li raised the jug as gently as 
possible and stopped. She put the pot back on the table, held the wine glass in both hands, and handed 
it to the emperor respectfully. 


Song Li has done these actions countless times in the past. His Majesty just likes to watch her pour wine. 
Different from the skillful techniques of other concubines and palace maids, when Song Li poured wine 
from a pot for him, her gestures were always a little awkward. Even though it was such a simple thing, 
she often seemed laborious and nervous when doing it. The emperor just enjoyed receiving her diligent 
service, which brought him great satisfaction. 


But at this moment, he didn't even have a smile. Song Li's movements were still stiff, but the emperor 
felt that they were different from before. Everything she did in front of him tonight was filled with worry 
and fear. 


"Look at me." Zhu Houzhao said coldly. 


Song Li didn't dare not look at him. She frowned slightly, and the tips of her eyebrows drooped. This 
weak expression had always fascinated him the most in the past. 


Zhu Hou looked at Song Li, but he only remembered her resolute appearance when she threatened 
death at the "Fifth Army Commander's Mansion". 


There were only two of them in the huge dormitory. He dismissed all the eunuchs and maids. In fact, 
since the imperial expedition to the south, Emperor Zhengde had been fascinated by the beauties from 
the south of the Yangtze River who were paid tribute by Jiang Bin, Xu Tai, Zhang Zhong and others, and 
he had no time to favor Song Li even half a time during the journey. But this night he specially called her 
here. 


He stared into her eyes. Song Li could only hold back her fear and look back at His Majesty. Zhu Houzhao 
could see that the fear in her heart was not due to concern for her own safety. 
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Zhu Houzhao took the jade cup, took a sip, and asked Song Li calmly: "How do you and that person 
named Yan... know each other?" 


Song Li took a few breaths after listening to this. She knew she had to answer honestly. "I met him when 
| was ten years old. We grew up together for six years." She swallowed and then said, "We never saw 
each other again. Until... that day." 


Zhu Houzhao listened and sipped his wine silently. He actually has no way of understanding what it 
means to "grow up together". He is the eldest son of Emperor Xiaozong. His only younger brother, Zhu 
Houwei, died young. He was established as the crown prince at the age of two. He grew up in loneliness. 
He ascended the throne at the age of only fifteen, and his entire growth process revolved around him. 
All of them were courtiers and palace servants who were much older than him. In the world that Zhu 
Houzhao has lived in since he was sensible, there is only "up and down" between people, and there is no 
"together". 


But even though he couldn't understand it, he still felt that Song Li and Yan Heng had something 
precious that he had never had. 


Zhu Houzhao drank the wine fiercely, slammed the jade cup to the side, and went forward to 
grab Song Li's lapel. Song Li could not resist, nor did she resist, her body was just like a puppet, being 
pulled by the emperor to the front. 


Emperor Zhengde's nostrils were already on Song Li's face. Song Li endured, her expression did not 
show the slightest bit of resistance. Over the years, she had learned how to survive at the side of the 
emperor. 


Zhu Houzhao could tear Song Li's clothes to shreds at any time, and then take over her body as he 
had done so many times in the past. There was no one in the world who could stop him or take Song Li 
away from him. 


He had made it a point to pamper Song Li this night just to make sure of it again. 


The Emperor looked closer into the depths of her eyes. 
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There was nothing there. 


--There was none of the intense emotion that had welled up that day when she had decided to die. 


Zhu Houzhao pushed her away. He ignored Song Li who fell to the ground, pushed the door open and 
left the dormitory angrily. The eight armed and strong eunuchs guarding the door followed closely. 


The Emperor continued to walk straight, stepping out of the bedchamber set up in the side hall of 
the "Wuying Hall", the accompanying guards also increased to more than 30 people. He reached the 
square of the main hall in front of the Wuying Gate and paced back and forth several times, unable to 
quell his anger. 


--The thought that there were things in the world that he could not obtain in any way made him 
feel extremely bitter. 


"Go to the Hall of Wenhua." Zhu Houzhao instructed. "| want to see him again." 


Once Jing Li's condition had stabilized a bit, the imperial physician moved him to a room in the 
Wenhua Hall that had originally been used as a library to continue his treatment. This was an order from 
the Emperor himself. The imperial physicians were not allowed to stay away from the Emperor too far 
and had to be on call at all times to take care of the Emperor's body, so if they were to continue to treat 
Jing Li, it would be a compromise if they were to move him into the palace. 


It has been seven days since Jing Li was hit by the arrow. During these days, Zhu Houzhao would 
come to visit him in person from time to time. Therefore, even when His Majesty suddenly appeared in 
the middle of the night, the doctors responsible for guarding and treating Jing Li were not too surprised. 


The Emperor asked Jing Li about his condition in more detail. But even without asking, just by 
seeing the arrow still stuck in his chest, he knew that he was not out of the crisis. 


"Did he wake up?" Zhu Houzhao asked again. 
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"Your Majesty, the wounded man's face occasionally moves and his eyelids seem to have opened 
slightly." The doctor replied, "But it is difficult for me to tell if this means that he has regained his 
senses. Most of the time, the victim is still asleep." 


--What the Imperial Doctors did not fully disclose was that they feared that these facial movements 
might be the result of the pain caused by the arrow in the chest that had begun to grow blood poison 
and seeped into the heart. ...... 


The emperor walked over to Jing Li's bedside and sat down, looking at him silently for a long time. 
Both the doctors and the guards were secretly amazed: they had never seen His Majesty care so much 
about a person and be so patient. 


"It's moving! The Emperor exclaimed, pointing to Jing Li's face. The doctors rushed forward to take 
a look. They saw that Jing Li's brow and the bridge of his nose seemed to be slightly wrinkled. His eyes 
also seemed to be open ina very thin line. This was not enough to determine whether he was awake or 
not, but it was enough to make the Emperor excited. 


He grasped Jing Li's hand, looked at the eyelids that seemed to be closed, and said excitedly, "You 
must come back to life! Recover quickly! | have promised Yao Lianzhou to arrange a duel between you 
and him in the Forbidden City! To defeat the strongest Wudang master in the biggest ring of all - that is 
your lifelong wish, isn't it? It will be a battle that everyone will want to witness, and it will be famous for 
generations to come! You can't let me regret it! | order you not to die!" 


However, Zhu Houzhao could not feel any power from the Jing Li's palm. His face was still in a 
subtle state of sleepiness. The emperor had no way of knowing whether Jing Li had heard a word of 
what he had said. 


The doctors standing behind the emperor were silent. They all knew that the skin around Jing Li's 
chest arrow wound had started to show a slight grayish-black color. The old imperial physician who was 
in charge of the treatment had already decided that if they could not think of any other feasible 
treatment with more certainty, they would have to try to pull out the arrow by force in three days’ time. 
Witnessing that the emperor was so concerned about Jing Li, they could only pray for good luck. 
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OOOLD 


The short, fat figure stood between a group of tall dartmen, his head only reaching their chests, as 
if he was surrounded and drowned by a jungle of people. 


This was the man's hope. 


He slightly raised his head on the somewhat worn bamboo hat, and looked ahead with his big eyes. 
The queue to enter the Jubao Gate of Nanjing City was still very long. Their group of men with the "Ying" 
dart flag was in the center, and there were at least a hundred of them in front of him, but they were 
moving very slowly. 


The crowd was moving again. The fat man hung his head and held the hilt of the saber at his waist 
with his thick fingers. The saber was so long that the fat man hung it on his left belt, dragging the end of 
the sheath almost to the ground, making him walk in a ridiculous manner. This fat man had used many 
sabers in his life, but none as big as this. He has never used this kind of saber to cut people. 


--The saber in his hand is only used to save people. 


The miracle doctor Yan Youfo actually arrived at the outskirts of Nanjing three days ago, but has been 
unable to enter - he cannot point to his nose and say that he is here to treat Jingli, and then rush 
through the guard checkpoint. 


At the time of Jing Li's accident, Yan Youfo was in Jiangyin, Changzhou Prefecture. The information that 
Wang Shouren sent to spread widely arrived there about two days later. The local Jinmu Gang, which 
specializes in river transportation, found him and informed him of the news from Nanjing. 


"The man, who was not easily cured, is again in a bad shape. These martial arts people, really 
troublesome ...... "Yan Youfo mouth so, in fact, hastily pack up medical equipment, boarded the cargo 
ship of the Jin Mu Gang and rushed to Nanjing. 
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However, he did not expect, Nanjing outside the city has become so chaotic. Many of the Jianghu 
people who heard the rumors are staying outside the city, waiting for the opportunity to enter, mixed 
with all kinds of people, so that the guards guarding the Emperor were very nervous, and strictly 
restricted the entry and exit of the city gate. 


When unable to enter the city, Yan Youfo also had to carefully keep his identity secret. The people 
gathered outside the city were surrounded by mountains and mountains, and they all knew that Yan 
Youfo was very important. No one can guarantee that no desperado will take the opportunity to hold 
him hostage and demand ransom. 


"Looking for the disciples of the Bagua Sect." Yan Youfo was in a dilemma and ordered the Jinmu Gang 
disciples who escorted him: "Besides, don't reveal my affairs to anyone." 


Very lucky, the Jinmu Gang disciples found a Bagua disciple after two days. He is the "internal disciple" 
of the Huizhou General Hall, You Yiming, who was sent to Nanjing by his master, Yin Yingfeng, to inquire 
about Jing Li's situation. He had gone to Hunan with Yin Yingfeng to help the "Six Swordsmen" and met 
Yan Youfo. Therefore, as soon as Yan Youfo heard the name reported by the Jinmu gang, he knew he 
could trust him. 


This You Yiming is over forty years old, he is meticulous and capable, and has rich experience in the 
world. That's why Yin Yingfeng assigned him this task. As soon as he arrived in Nanjing and saw that the 
city gate was sealed, he was already considering how to get in and out. He thought that his master had a 
relationship with Cheng Sen, the head escort of Yingyun Escort Agency in Nanjing, so he went to the 
branch of the escort agency in Jiangning and found the shopkeeper there to explain his purpose. 
"Yingyun Escort Agency" has escorted escorts twice in the past through the green forest bandits’ 
territory in Anhui. The other party refused to give up and opened the way. In the end, it was only 
through the help of the Huizhou Bagua Sect that they were able to pass smoothly. Such a great favor, 
the shopkeeper of the escort agency branch naturally It is clear that as soon as he heard You Yiming's 
request, he sent someone to Nanjing to inform Mr. Cheng, the bodyguard chief, without saying a word. 
Cheng Sen immediately sent his bodyguards to get in touch with You Yiming and prepare to take care of 
him at any time. 


When meeting Yan Youfo, You Yiming said that he could be arranged to join the "Yingyun Escort Agency" 
at any time and send him to Nanjing. 


"Jing Daxia may die every moment." You Yiming said to Yan Youfo, "Let's leave as soon as possible." So 
the next day they arrived outside the city gate. 


3510 


——Although Wang Shouren's message caused unexpected chaos, it was also because of his call and 
urging all parties to contribute that Yan Youfo could be sent to Nanjing quickly. 


The human dragon is moving again. Yan Youfo saw that almost most of the people were turned away by 
the guards and could not enter. He couldn't help but feel a little nervous. 


——| hate dealing with the government and the court... 


It was obviously winter, but Yan Youfo's forehead, hidden under a bamboo hat, was covered with 
beads of sweat, and the dart masters on the side were all a bit surprised to see it: wasn't this the divine 
doctor who often took the lives of the rulers of the Jianghu side in his hands? Why is he even so nervous 
about entering the city gate? ...... 


"Doctor, don't worry." The escort leader responsible for leading the team said with a smile. "'The 
escort flag of Yingyun Escort Agency will definitely pass through the gate of Nanjing." 


You Yiming, who was also pretending to be an escort, also patted Yan Youfo on the shoulder. 


Yan Youfo just felt that it was extremely troublesome. He wished he could tear off his clothes and the 
knife and throw them away. 


"If you want me to suffer like this... Jing Li, you kid, it's best not to die." 


OOOLD 


The escort chief was right. Under the cover of the escort team, Yan Youfo entered the Jubao Gate 
without any questioning. Cheng Sen, the chief bodyguard of "Yingyun Escort Agency", had already been 
waiting in the city to greet him. He had informed Wang Shouren in advance through an official he was 
familiar with. At this time, without saying anything, he sent Yan Youfo to the inner wall of the imperial 
city, and then Wang Shouren The subordinates were sent to pick him up and take him to Lord Wang's 
residence in the inner city. 
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Wang Shouren hasn't had a good night's sleep these days. At this moment, knowing that the miracle 
doctor Yan Youfo had finally arrived, he hurriedly went out to the hall in person, stepped forward and 
held Yan Youfo's fat hands tightly. 


"Doctor Yan, thank you for your help." 


The person in front of me who was asking him sincerely was none other than Wang Yangming, who had 
achieved world-renowned achievements. Yan Youfo usually never speaks falsely even when facing the 
leader of a sect or a powerful figure in the world. At this moment, he could not help but solemnly salute 
Wang Shouren and said respectfully: "Yan will do his best." 


However, successfully getting Yan Youfo into Nanjing does not mean that he can be sent to the palace to 
see Jing Li. This is the most difficult level. 


Wang Shouren originally wanted to ask Zhang Yong for help again and directly advise the emperor, but 
Zhang Yong flatly refused. 


"All the top doctors in the world are treating Jing Li. If we suddenly recommend a charlatan to intervene, 
should Jing Li die immediately, will |, Zhang Yong, take the responsibility? Of course, on the other hand, 
if Jing Li was cured, Zhang Yong would be able to claim the credit in front of the Emperor. However, he 
knew very well how serious Jing Li's injury was, and he was still unwilling to take the risk - after all, 
Zhang Yong had been in the official circle for a long time, and he knew very well that it was better to 
make fewer mistakes than to be greedy and take risks. 


It was clear that Yan Youfo and Jing Li were only separated by a palace wall, but Wang Shouren couldn't 
think of a solution. As time passed, not only was the crisis in Jingshui becoming more and more serious, 
but Wang Shouren's delay in returning to Nanchang to take up his post was also very unfavorable - he 
heard that Jiang Bin and others were planning to accuse him of resisting the imperial decree in front of 
His Majesty, and maybe it would be even closer. The commotion outside Nanjing was also blamed on 
him, and Wang Shouren was once again framed for evil intentions. 


However, Wang Shouren received an express report at this time, which brought light to the matter. 
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Someone has arrived from Nanchang. 


OOOO 


Every step Hu Linglan took into the "Wenhua Palace" study room was as nervous as stepping on a sharp 
knife's edge. 


The son lying on her arms was surprisingly quiet at the moment, and did not cry as often as he did 
during that long and urgent journey. Hu Linglan knew that it was not a good thing to let such a newborn 
baby travel long distances. But she had no choice. 


Now the mother and son have finally reached the finish line. 


--Your father is just ahead. 


Because they were going to enter the palace, Hu Linglan changed into clean and neat Han Chinese 
women's clothes, and washed off the dust from their recent arrival in Nanjing. In order to avoid more 
barriers on the river, they gave up traveling by boat and hired horses and carts to arrive by land. Hu 
Linglan knew it would be harder on her son, but she was confident that her and Jing Li's child would be 
stronger than usual. 


——After all, you are still in your mother’s belly, so you are going to the battlefield with us... 


Additional guards were posted on both sides of the "Wenhua Hall" corridor, closely watching Hu Linglan, 
Lian Feihong and Yan Youfo, who were escorted by twelve colleagues as they passed by. Of course Hu 
Linglan didn't bring any weapons at this time. But these guards didn't know that it would be easy for the 
tall and strong woman in front of them to take away their swords and guns on the spot and massacre 
the soldiers present - even if she was holding a child in one hand. 
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Lian Feihong was not even allowed to bring his crutches when he entered the palace, so he could only 
drag his feet and follow Hu Linglan. The effect of his subsequent arrival was actually to lower the guard's 
vigilance, so that the other party would not strictly check Yan Youfo's identity. Sure enough, when the 
guards guarding the palace gate learned that it was Jing Li's wife, children and "the two elders of the 
family" who were here, they carefully checked Lian Feihong and Yan Youfo and confirmed that their 
ages were not disguised, so they let them in. 


Wang Shouren and Zhang Yong were not entirely sure whether this move was considered a crime of 
deceiving the emperor. When Zhang Yong reported to the emperor yesterday, he only told His Majesty 
that Jing Li's family had arrived in Nanjing. As soon as the emperor heard this, he immediately issued an 
order to allow them to enter the palace to see Jing Li, without asking carefully who they were. 


——| only reported to His Majesty, and | didn’t ask for anything. | didn’t say that | didn’t have anyone 
else to accompany me... This shouldn’t be considered as deceiving Your Majesty, right? ... 


Zhang Yong actually felt a little guilty, so he kept telling himself this. He thought, anyway, he never 
mentioned Yan Youfo. If something happened, it would only be the fault of the guards' ineffective 
inspection and had nothing to do with him... 


The imperial doctor was originally scheduled to forcefully cut Jing Li's flesh and remove his arrows 
yesterday, but was stopped in time by the emperor's order. Since there were relatives coming to see 
Jing Li, they postponed pulling out the arrow until the next day and let Jing Li's wife and children see him 
first - perhaps for the last time... 


Hu Linglan and others finally stepped into the study room that was used as a hospital room. There is a 
strong smell of medicine everywhere. Yan Youfo knew as soon as he smelled it that it was the smell of 
decoction of the most expensive and fine medicinal materials. 


Since Yan Youfo stepped into the palace, he has been closely guarded by the guards in front and behind, 
so nervous that he had difficulty breathing, and his big eyes were turning around in fear, on guard 
against everything around him. Only at this moment, after smelling the medicinal fragrance, Yan Youfo 
was suddenly pulled back into his own world, and his hands and legs no longer trembled. He inhaled 
hard and nodded. 


--The court's doctor is always regarded as a royal doctor. The use of medicine is not bad ...... 
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Holding her son in her arms, Hu Linglan continued to walk towards the bed surrounded by doctors. 
She finally saw her husband, still in a coma, and the crossbow arrow protruding from his chest. His still 
face appeared to be glowing with gray. 


Hu Linglan had never seen Jing Li so helpless. Looking at the arrow, the anger she had suppressed 
for many days now rose up and filled her chest, as if it was about to explode out of her eyes. 


She couldn't wait to kill the Ming Emperor, who had caused Jing Li to be in such a state, and all of 
his guards. 


Lian Feihong felt Hu Linglan's rage. When he saw Jing Li in such a state, how could he not feel sad 
and angry? 


--Jing Li had worked so hard to produce such a body, how could it be ruined like this... 


Mr. Feihong knows that now is the time when patience is most needed. This gorgeous palace is the most 
dangerous place in the world. He gently pressed one arm of Hu Linglan and comforted her silently. 
Seeing Lian Feihong's eyes, Hu Linglan knew that she must restrain herself. She used the breathing 
technique to forcefully calm down her emotions. 


"Child..." She brought her son close to Jing Li: "This is your father. Can you see it?" 


The baby seemed to really understand what his mother was saying. He tilted his head and looked 
intently at Jing Li's face, as if he was really carefully identifying his strange father. 


However, Yan Youfo did not pay any attention to anyone else and went ahead to remove the white cloth 
covering Jing Li's chest. 


"What are you doing? Don't move! A young assistant doctor shouted. The three attending doctors 
were not in the hospital room at the moment - none of them wanted to be questioned by Jing Li's family 
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- leaving their assistants to do the flogging for them. 


Of course, Yan Youfo didn't need them to answer anything. He only took a few glances at the arrow 
wound and laughed. 


"Kid, you've got it, you even blocked it!" Yan Youfo said. The doctors wanted to force him away and 
cover the arrow wound again, but when they heard Yan Youfo immediately mention Jing Li's strange act 
of blocking the arrow with his body, everyone was stunned for a moment. 


Yan Youfo examined Jing Li's wound and the color of his face again, and then said calmly: "If we 
don't take the arrow, we won't be able to save him in two days." 


Even his superior did not dare to say this about Jing Li's fate. The doctors were again amazed. 


"But the chest muscles can't be cut -" a doctor responded, but was interrupted impatiently by Yan 
Youfo: "| know... are there any needles?" 


"What are you going to do?" The guards on guard shouted at Yan Youfo, and several of them had put 
their palms on the handles of their swords. 


Hu Linglan quickly turned to face them. She still held her son in her arms, her other hand hanging 
empty. But when the guards saw her appearance and eyes, they were momentarily stunned. 


— —Don’t interfere. Don't take a step forward. 


They seemed to have received such instructions from Hu Linglan's gesture. No one dared to move. 


When this situation suddenly appeared, the dozen or so doctors were all shocked. Yan Youfo reached 
out his hand again and urged: "Where is the needle?" 
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After all, these medical officers have been immersed in this way for many years. When they meet other 
experienced doctors, they can feel each other's special temperament, which is the same as warriors who 
can recognize each other. Yan Youfo's confidence at this moment was far superior to that of these 
palace doctors. One of them hurriedly took out a set of dozens of silver needles of different sizes and 
lengths from the box and handed them to Yan Youfo. 


Yan Youfo carefully inspected the workmanship of the silver needle before nodding with satisfaction. 
Another healer brought in another oil lamp. Yan Youfo gently stroked the tight muscles on Jing Li's chest 
with his fingers, confirmed the situation again, and then inserted the silver needle moxibustioned by 
light into the space between Jing Hui's shoulders and neck. 


All the doctors saw that Yan Youfo's chubby fingers were extremely dexterous, and he was able to apply 
needles accurately and quickly. In a short while, he had inserted more than 20 needles into Jing Li's 
neck, shoulders and ribs. After finishing, he pressed Jing's chest again to check the changes in the 
muscles. 


"Okay. The next injection is the most important. Turn him onto his side." Yan Youfo ordered. "Be careful 
not to touch the arrow shaft." 


The doctors looked at each other. This is no joke - if the tip of the arrow is inserted deeper when 
flipping, hurting the heart, Jingli will probably die immediately. 


"What are you waiting for? The time is almost over!" Yan Youfo urged, while silently calculating the flow 
of qi and blood in the human body's meridians at this moment. 


The doctors had no choice but to trust him, and with eight hands and eight feet, they turned Jing Li's 
body to one side, exposing his back. Two of the doctors gently held the arrow shaft in his chest to 
prevent the tip of the arrow from moving and causing new wounds. 


Yan Youfo chose the thickest and longest silver needle this time and paid close attention to the texture 
of Jing Li's back. His big eyes seemed to be able to see through the meridians in the human body. 


3517 


With a movement as easy as pointing with his hand, he stabbed the needle with his left hand into the 
point he was aiming at. He also stretched out his right hand and massaged along the Jing Li's spine, as if 
pushing the blood qi inside through each joint, while the three fingers of his left hand gently turned the 
needle. Yan Youfo's two hands were performing these two very different and skillful maneuvers at the 
same time, as if he was using two hands at the same time, but they were also cooperating with each 
other. In the eyes of all the doctors, it was an unheard of medical performance. 


After a long round, Yan Youfo quickly pulled out the long needle and retracted his hands. He took a long 
breath and wiped the sweat on his forehead with his sleeve. 


"Put him down." Yan Youfo said. "It can be cut open." 


The doctors looked in disbelief and a bit at a loss. Yan Youfo looked bored again. 


"No one dares? Okay, give me the knife." 


Yan Youfo took the knife handed over by the doctor and used fire moxibustion on the edge, and 
approached the broken arrow wound. All the doctors also stood aside and watched. But before they 
could see what happened, they saw Yan Youfo leaving Jing Li. 


In his hand was a crossbow arrow with rusted arrowhead. 


When Hu Linglan saw the arrow in his hand, she wept uncontrollably. 


Doctors came forward one after another, some checking Jing Li's nose and pulse, while others were 
trying to stop the bleeding of the chest wound. The amount of blood coming out of the freshly cut 
wound was far less than they expected. In their eyes, Yan Youfo's quick hands were really a miraculous 
skill. 


Yan Youfo put the arrow on the table next to him. He glanced at the busy doctors, then turned back to 
the guards and said, "You don't want to be questioned by the Holy Emperor about what happened just 
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now, right? Just treat this arrow as if it was removed by the imperial doctors. Send us out of the palace 
quickly before anyone else enters." 


The guards looked at each other. They had just stood aside and allowed Yan Youfo to treat them. If their 
superiors or even the emperor found out, they would most likely be held accountable. What Yan Youfo 
said is the best solution. They immediately nodded together and opened the door. 


Before leaving, Hu Linglan turned back to look at Jing Li again, and at the same time asked Yan Youfo 
eagerly: "Can he... really survive?" 


"Except God, no one can say which person will survive." Yan Youfo smiled: "But in my opinion, you will 
have to work harder in the future. You have to take care of two monkeys, one big and one small." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 218 Chapter 4: The Change 


The day before setting off to return to Jiangxi, Wang Shouren was finally allowed to visit Jing Li in the 
palace. 


Jing Li, a commoner warrior, was treated with unprecedented courtesy. Although Nanjing is only a 
companion capital, the palace city is still a forbidden area that symbolizes the power of the world. 
What's more, the current emperor is sitting there, making it the actual imperial capital at this moment. 
Jing Li, who does not hold any civil or military official position and was a prisoner of the imperial court 
not long ago, was unexpectedly allowed to stay in the "Wenhua Hall" to continue to recover from his 
injuries—— 


Even though it has been moved to a smaller study room in the southwest corner of the back of the 
palace - it can be said to violate all etiquette. 


But since the re-elected emperor himself lived in the "Leopard Room" of Xiyuan for a long time when he 
was in the capital, this was only a small matter in comparison. The two bachelors Jiang Mian and Liang 
Chu who accompanied him to the south had no strong objections. 


Wang Shouren entered the "Wenhua Hall" under the leadership of the imperial guards, passed through 
many corridors, and finally reached Jing Li's room. 


It has been two months since we parted ways after meeting together at the "Wuying Hall" that day. 
Wang Shouren always felt guilty: he felt that he was the one who brought Jing Li into this tiger's mouth. 
Even if the reception of the "Six Swordsman" was actually the Emperor's order, it did not diminish Wang 
Shouren's self-esteem. 


The moment he saw Jing Li again, his guilt became even deeper. 


Even though Jing Li was wearing a wide robe, anyone who knew him could tell at a glance that he had 
lost at least twenty or thirty pounds. That sunken face did not belong to the warrior Wang Shouren was 
familiar with in the past. Jing Li at this time was far worse than when he fell from Qingyuan Mountain 
and narrowly escaped death when he returned to Luling. 
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As soon as Jing Li saw Wang Shouren's arrival, he wanted to sit up from the bed and salute. Wang 
Shouren and the two doctors beside the bed also stopped him - Jing Li escaped from the danger of 
death and regained consciousness. Less than a month has passed. The arrow wounds on his body have 
only healed, and several muscles torn by the arrows have also been healed. Not fully reborn yet 
connected. At this time, he was like a barely repaired doll that might break again if he moved a little too 
hard. 


"Lie down properly." Wang Shouren walked to the bedside and gently patted Jing Li's shoulder to 
comfort him. 


Both the doctors and the guards looked at Jing Li and Lord Wang with strange expressions. Wang 
Shouren did not understand why. 


It turned out that the Emperor had come to visit Jing Li many times during this month, and these 
doctors and guards had also been there. Jing Li never tried to get up as he did when he saw His Majesty, 
and he was even more relaxed when he was lying on the sick bed, as if Zhu Houzhao was just an 
ordinary friend who came to visit him. 


--Jing Li treated Wang Yangming with more respect than the current Emperor of Ming. 


"Your Excellency." Jing Li said, his voice was not as loud as in the past, and his breathing was a bit 
difficult. After all, the arrow wound in his heart and chest was quite shallow, and the surrounding 
tendons and muscles had been contracting uncontrollably for a long time, the damage caused has not 
yet fully subsided, and the ability of his chest to breathe and operate is greatly reduced due to this; and 
the blood toxin from the arrowheads that were buried in his flesh had infected his internal organs, and 
even though the arrowheads have been cleared gradually, his internal qi and blood functions are still 
weak, and he is still not sure if he will have any long term consequences. 


Seeing Jing Li in this state, Wang Shouren choked up and was speechless. After a while, he recovered 
and said, "Jing Xiashi, | will return to Nanchang tomorrow. There are still too many things waiting for me 
to deal with. Please forgive me." 


Jing Li smiled and shook his head. 
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"| have said goodbye to your wife, Master Lian and Lady Tong this morning. You don't have to 
worry. | have asked Eunuch Zhang and my old colleagues in Nanking to take care of them....... Eunuch 
Zhang is also a loyal man and can be trusted." 


There are still others here, so of course Wang Shouren cannot elaborate on his impressions of Zhang 
Yong. He knew very well that Zhang Yong, who was once one of the "Eight Tigers", was very eager to 
fight for power and profit, but he was still loyal to the court and His Majesty and never lost his integrity. 
Whether he killed Liu Jin or resolved a crisis for Wang Shouren before, it can be seen that this eunuch 
had a righteous heart. Looking at the ministers around the emperor in Nanjing, he is the only one 
worthy of entrustment. 


"There is still the Young Swordsman Yan. ...... ," Wang Shouren continued, "and | still have not found a 


way. It's really too much of a burden for him....... 


Jing Li nodded to express his understanding, and then said softly: "Leave it to me. | will leave with 
Yan Heng. For sure." 


Though his breath was soft, his words still filled Wang Shouren's ears with boldness. 


--It was really Shouren's good fortune to know these warriors. 


Wang Shouren took half a step back and bowed respectfully to Jing Li. 


"Take care. | and the Six Swords of the Broken Gate will meet again in the future if we are 
destined." 


OOOLD 
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The early spring night was still cold. The moonlight that shone into the cell this night was very faint, 
so Yan Heng lit an oil lamp. 


Lights were forbidden in the cell. However, Yan Heng's status was unique in that although he was a 
prisoner, he had not yet been convicted of any crime, and therefore his name was not written in the 
prisoner's book. The prison officials knew that this was because the emperor had not yet decided what 
to do with him. Because of this peculiar situation, and because the emperor himself had said that Yan 
Heng must be treated well, Wang Shouren sent to the heavenly prison to give him utensils and food 
without being stopped by the bureaucrats. 


A pile of thick winter clothes were shelved in a corner of the cell. Yan Heng, still wearing only a 
cloth robe, meditated quietly again on the floor in the center of the cell. 


A few guards peered curiously at this strange prisoner from a distance of a dozen feet or so outside 
the cell bars. 


"Here he is again!" one of the guards whispered quietly. 


They all saw that Yan Heng, who was only wearing thin clothes, was motionless, but a thin mist slowly 
rose up on his shoulders. This was the spectacle they were waiting for. 


Gradually, the white mist emerged from all parts of Yan Heng's body. If he hadn't been watching, the 
jailer might have mistakenly thought that his clothes were burned by the light. 


They couldn't figure out why a man who was meditating like a monk or a Taoist priest, who hadn't even 
moved a finger, would be so hot that he could emit this kind of mist in the middle of winter. In the light 
of the lamp, they could see that Yan Heng's forehead, cheeks and neck were covered with reflective 
beads of sweat. 


They didn't know that Yan Heng was fighting his enemy one after another in a world they couldn't 
see with their eyes, and that was why his body was burning so hot. 
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The enemy was dressed in black and had only one arm. 


Just like after He Zisheng's death, Ye Chenyuan kept fighting him again in his mind, Yan Heng had 
also used the Ye Chenyuan in his memories as his opponent countless times in these days. 


Finally, the fog began to dissipate and Yan Heng's heart came back to reality. He opened his eyes, 
gasping for air like a drowning man, looking quite tired. The jailers who were spying on him looked at 
each other, and they couldn't understand what Yan Heng had just done. 


——There are very few people in the world who can understand. 


Although Yan Heng's training just lasted only a very short time in reality, in his mind he had already 
fought Ye Chenyuan twelve times. Not every duel ended like the real one - Yan Heng's heart was pierced 
five times by Ye Chenyuan's "Sword of Fire". That was because Yan Heng was trying to figure out more 
possible variations of Ye Chenyuan's "Strike of the Black Kite" from the fight, and thus missed the best 
time to respond many times; and also because the gap between the two of them was originally so small. 


Of course he had long sensed that the jailer was peeking, but he didn't care. Yan Heng had no 
resentment towards these people. He stood up, picked up the cloth placed beside the bed and wiped his 
sweat. He also drank a ladle of water from the bucket in the corner of the cell, and gradually relaxed 
physically and mentally. He clasped his hands behind his back and looked down at the cell floor as he 
paced back and forth. He kept thinking about the details of each "duel" just now and thinking about the 
key to the victory and defeat in each round. 


His posture of pacing with his head lowered was like a poet concentrating on his words, immersed in a 
beauty that no one could understand. 


To Yan Heng, the cell seemed not to exist at this moment. 


Having lost his freedom for so long, the way of the sword became the only way to keep his mind 
calm. 


--If | didn't have a sword, | don't know what | would be like right now. ...... 
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Yan Heng had no way of knowing how much longer he would be locked up in the Heavenly Prison, 
or if he would ever get out. He could only try his best not to think about it. 


Currently, he only knew two things about the outside world: Brother Jing had survived; and Tong 
Jing was in Nanjing. These are the information Wang Shouren sent in. 


Even though Yan Heng tried his best to focus on the sword path, there was only so much time in 
the day that it could occupy his mind. At the moment, his body and mind were a little tired, and the wall 
separating him from reality was gradually thinning. Tong Jing's face, like a dream, gently slipped into his 
mind. 


The heartache that followed was hard to stop. Especially when Yan Heng thought that he was 
separated from Tong Jing because of another woman, he felt even more sorry for her. 


He stopped pacing. The prison guards who had been spying on him had long since dispersed. Yan 
Heng slowly sat down on the edge of the bed in silence and solitude. 


——No... Yan Heng, you can't sink... 


Yan Heng struggled, feeling that every breath he took was so hard. 


He had never imagined that there was such a difficult battle in the world. 


OOOLD 


The same pale moon was also shining on Tong Jing. 
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In the courtyard under the dark night, the petite figure seemed to be dancing a mysterious dance. The 
"Swift Bee Sword" reflected in blue in his hand did not vibrate as usual, just because Tong Jing's 
movements with the sword were very slow. The trajectory of the blade light is all arcs of different 
shapes, sometimes like a river flowing in the sky, sometimes like a sneaking silver snake. Tong Jing 
moved with the sword, and the blade moved up and down in all directions around her body, as if it took 
no effort at all. 


This is the third set of swordsmanship of the Qingcheng School "Shuiyun Sword" taught to her by Yan 
Heng. It is a soft sword. Slow practice is often used to correct the coordination of body movements and 
sword trajectory. The sword moves are mainly arc-shaped movements. , also mainly to practice defense. 
However, after this set of swords fell into Tong Jing's hands, it had different interpretations in the past 
two years. Since Tong Jing absorbed Wudang's "Shape Chasing and Cutting the Pulse" and Kongtong's 
"Flower Technique", it has been highlighted that her sword style is better at interception and rescue 
rather than defense and resistance. Therefore, when she practices this "Water Cloud Sword", Each of 
those arc-shaped defensive moves contains the consciousness of three-point change and attack. As long 
as the force of the wrist and arm changes slightly, the sword blade that was originally flowing like clouds 
and flowing water can suddenly turn into a sharp angle at any time. 


Tong Jing integrated the sword skills and practical combat experience she had learned over the years, 
and turned this "Shuiyun Sword" into something unique to her. 


--This is the path from "Swordsman" to "Sword Hero". 


On one side of the courtyard, Lian Feihong sat on a stone bench and watched her. The only thing that 
made him feel relieved that his body was seriously declining was that his eyesight was still intact. Even in 
such a dark night, he could still clearly see every movement of Tong Jing. 


Tong Jing's swordsmanship began to change at this time. The originally even and gentle rhythm of 
moving the sword was replaced by a staggered fast and slow beat. Sometimes, the whole body will 
suddenly freeze and then start again in an instant. People and swords are constantly creating chaos in 
the rhythm. It seems chaotic and random, but in fact, every movement is calculated to control the 
enemy's reaction. This is the "Twenty-six Shadow Sword" of the Kongtong Sect. 


Lian Feihong watched Tong Jing dance the Kongtong Sword Technique taught by him personally, and the 
blood in his body couldn't help but heat up. This was a boiling feeling he hadn't had for a long time since 
he lost his martial arts. This set of "Fan Ying Sword" includes "half hand and one mind" and various other 
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deceptive techniques of the Kongtong sect that use rhythm and timing, distance difference, feints, 
seduction and other deceptive techniques to confuse the enemy. 


Lian Feihong couldn't help but recall that it was almost seven years ago when he first taught Tong Jing 
"Half Hands and One Heart" in Luling. That was the first time Tong Jing took the initiative to ask him for 
advice; today, Tong Jing has already used this set of swords. With his magic skills reaching such a level, 
Lian Feihong has not seen anyone in his sect who can fight such a "Twenty-six Shadow Sword" for many 
years - the last time was probably thirty years ago, and the swordsman was the still young junior sister 
Cai Xianjiao. But now Tong Jing is even more powerful. 


Different from the previous "Shuiyun Sword", the light of the sword in Tong Jing's hand flickers and 
appears at this moment, which is mysterious and unpredictable. Her figure sometimes seems to be ina 
stagnant state, but it turns out that she just deliberately creates a gap to lure the enemy to attack. Just 
hide a counterattack strategy. 


Lian Feihong noticed that some of Tong Jing's counterattack sword postures were different from the 
"Fan Ying Sword" he was taught. After looking at it for a while, he understood: it was Tong Jing's sword 
intention mixed with "Wudang Shaping Sword-Chasing Shape Cutting Pulse" to intercept directly. 
Compared with the counterattack originally set by "Fan Ying Sword", it was one level higher. 


——She is tailoring what she has learned according to her own strengths. This is inspired by Jing Li’s 
martial arts philosophy: Everyone is a container with different shapes. If you want to successfully 
contain it, you must turn what you have learned into water. 


Lian Feihong's eyes were moist. What Tong Jing is doing is what he missed in the past. 


This proves that when Lian Feihong concluded that Tong Jing had extraordinary talent in Xi'an, his vision 
was extremely accurate. 


——This may be the greatest achievement of my life... 


The extremely young sharp blade of the "Swift Bee Sword" began to make a sound as the sword moves 
accelerated. Tong Jing's sword moves sped up intermittently. Her steps became faster and faster, 
wandering around the vast open space in the center of the courtyard, fighting back and forth against 


countless invisible enemies. 
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While Yan Heng was trapped in a small cell, imagining a battle with his arch-enemy, Tong Jing was 
free to dance with light and shadow under the infinite night sky. 


Tong Jing's sword speed continued to increase. She started panting and her body was smoking like Yan 
Heng. The sound of the sword's edge was sharper. 


Her expression was neither happy nor sad. It's like there is only the sword left in life. 


Lian Feihong felt Tong Jing's mental state at this moment and was greatly surprised. Yan Heng was 
imprisoned, and his life and death were uncertain. Lian Feihong thought that this would cause chaos in 
Tong Jing's sword journey. But what she saw in front of her seemed that this calamity made her more 
focused. It seemed that because she saw through the impermanence of the world, she was able to 
sacrifice her life and forget about death. 


Even the fear of losing control of her mind in the past, Tong Jing has completely given up. Her figure in 
the night suddenly coalesced again. After exhaling and making sounds, Tong Jing entered a mysterious 
state. 


Let everything go. 


The image of "Swift Bee Sword" briefly disappeared. The next moment, Lian Feihong saw Tong Jing's 
completed sword move. 


It was the "Star Chasing the Moon" that Yan Heng first taught her. 


Avery simple stabbing sword. In Lian Feihong's eyes, it was definitely unusual. Just now, there was an 
extremely brief moment between Tong Jing's move and its completion, and Lian Feihong was 
completely invisible. It felt as if the flow of time suddenly went wrong and the moment was taken away 
and disappeared. 


Of course Lian Feihong knew that this was just an illusion and could not happen in reality. The only 
explanation is: the sword speed is incredibly high. 
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It’s not like he hasn’t seen such speed before. That's the speed of the sword when Jingli's "Water Wave 
Cutting Iron Power" reaches its peak. 


——This sword is the "Sword of Yao Xuan" that Tong Jing used to kill Han Shanhu on the boat. 


At this moment, Tong Jing stopped, still maintaining the posture of "Star Chasing the Moon". The sound 
of "Swift Bee Sword" lingered. She panted vigorously and stared at the void in front of the sword tip, as 
if she had exhausted all her energy and energy on this blow and could no longer continue practicing. 


The "Swift Bee Sword" reflecting the faint moonlight fell to the ground with a clang the next moment. 
Tong Jing seemed to have lost the strength to hold the sword in her fingers. 


Lian Feihong was still in extreme shock. What exactly happened in the battle with Han Shanhu on the 
Ganjiang River that day, Tong Jing only told Yan Heng in detail, while Lian Feihong only knew roughly. 
Now he finally witnessed the sword move that killed Han Shanhu. 


——How far has she mastered this fast sword? Can it be sent out at will? ...If she can do it, Tong Jing will 
immediately become one of the top swordsmen in the world. 


Tong Jing's petite body knelt down weakly on the spot, lowered her head and supported it on the 
ground with her hands, her body couldn't help but tremble. Lian Feihong walked forward with all his 
strength, enduring the pain in his knee joints, and half-knelt in front of Tong Jing to check her condition. 


"Are you OK?" 


Tong Jing raised her head, with two lines of tears welling up on her face. 


"|...am so lonely. What should | do if Yan Heng never comes back?" 
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She went from being a swordsman wielding a sword with ease and ease just now to becoming weak and 
helpless in the blink of an eye. She rushed forward and hugged Lian Feihong, burying her head in his 
shoulder and crying bitterly. 


Lian Feihong patted Tong Jing's back gently. 


At this moment, the dark cloud hanging over his head disappeared without a trace. He could no longer 
find a reason to end his life. 


"No matter what happens in the future, Master will continue to be with you." He said in a gentle voice. 


"Until the end." 


OOOLD 


There is an open-air martial arts training ground within the "Fifth Army Governor's Mansion" in Nanjing. 
Although the place is not as large as the emperor's "Leopard Room" training ground in the capital, it has 
a large collection of military equipment and well-kept land. For about a hundred infantry or thirty 
cavalry, they can be trained at the same time. However, since Emperor Taizong moved the capital, the 
"Dudu Mansion" in Nanjing no longer has the function of actually commanding the imperial army. It only 
has a place to store garrison troops, and this training ground is rarely used. 


On this day, the four sides of the Tianwu Field were surrounded by soldiers standing guard in Liangli. 
They were all elite border troops from the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp". They were all fully clothed 
and stood quietly. They all looked at a man in the center of the field waving a sword. 


"Zhen Guogong's mighty general Zhu Shou" - that is, Emperor Zhu Houzhao, was naked from the waist 
up in the warm spring weather, wearing only a pair of black silk trousers embroidered with exquisite 
patterns of dragons and tigers competing, and a pair of soft deerskin boots, taking long steps back and 
forth on the sand. While shouting and exhaling, he waved the long machete decorated with gorgeous 
gold carvings with both hands, using all his strength to cut through the air. 


He was dancing with his sword in the sun, sweating, and the overlapping sounds of artillery and horse 
hooves on the Yingzhou battlefield sounded in his heart. That was a memory he would never forget. A 
mixture of fear and excitement in the chaos. The enthusiasm that forgets everything in the battle. It 
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feels like your mind goes blank when you kill an enemy soldier with your hands. The expansion of every 
blood vessel in his body after victory... Nothing else in the world could give him such an impact. 


After that incident, Zhu Houzhao understood why many overlords in history spent their entire lives in 
conquests in the East and West, unable to extricate themselves until there was no way out or their lives 
ended prematurely. 


——But | was not born in that era... 


After experiencing the sense of accomplishment of killing the enemy personally and surviving from the 
front line of the battlefield during the "Yingzhou Victory", the emperor never stopped practicing martial 
arts. Although he is twenty-eight years old this year, his body is still lean and strong despite the intense 
activities under the scorching sun, not much different from when he first became an adult. This is due to 
his long-term habit of practicing martial arts - even if he practices up to seven or eight times a month, 
which is not very diligent - his body, which is indulged in alcohol and sex, does not seem to have 
declined significantly. 


——However, the imperial doctor has been worried about the emperor's health in recent years: His 
Majesty likes martial arts and hunting, which is originally a good thing, but he indulges too much in daily 
life, and his mind is as active as a galloping horse. He does not sleep long every day, and he is basically 
wasted for a long time. Under this condition, you still do intense training and go on frequent hunting 
expeditions, which will damage the internal organs. On the surface, the muscles and muscles may 
appear strong, but they will become strong on the outside and dry on the inside. The imperial doctors 
had repeatedly advised the emperor to abstain from sex and maintain health. However, the emperor 
felt that he was full of energy and was constantly tempted by the fresh beauties and gadgets presented 
by Jiang Bin and others, so he never took the imperial doctors' words to heart. 


At this time, he once again used the move he used to kill the Tatar soldiers that day to dodge and 
counterattack. The machete made of hundred-chain fine steel, the blade was drawn in a clever and 
direct trajectory, and the guards of the "Regiment Training Camp" who were watching were all stunned. 
. Although they were not martial arts masters, they were still experts in fighting. When they saw this 
sword move, they could see something unusual in it. Everyone was surprised by the emperor's sword 
skills. 


"Is this Wudang swordsmanship?" 
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A voice rang out from the east side of the training ground, and it was Jing Li, wrapped in a cotton robe, 
sitting on a bamboo chair, his cheeks still a little thin, but he had regained his vitality. 


Zhu Houzhao nodded sharply upon hearing this. 


"You can tell at a glance! He smiled proudly, put away his sword, and walked towards Jing Li. The 
eunuch immediately handed over a cloth towel to the emperor to wipe his sweat. Zhu Houzhao threw 
the cloth towel back after a few dabs, and refused the robe handed over by another eunuch, and 
approached Jing Li with his naked body. 


Jing Li was still sitting still in front of His Majesty, which seemed to be extremely impolite. However, 
since His Majesty himself had given his permission, no one else could say anything. 


"What do you think of my sword?" Zhu Houzhao asked with a smile. 


Jing Li thought briefly and replied, "It could have been better." 


This statement shocked the guards and eunuchs around him, because it was really too offensive. 


"Oh? Do you mean that Wudang Swordplay is not good enough? Or is it that | have not learned it 
well enough?" Zhu Houzhao raised his eyebrows, but did not look angry. 


"Neither." Jing Li said. "What | mean is: there are many people who learn a sword move, and Your 
Majesty is only one of them; in order to practice that move to the extreme, each person has to refine it 
according to his own strengths and weaknesses until it becomes truly his own move. Your Majesty is no 
exception." 


Zhu Houzhao was extremely excited to hear Jing Li's insights on martial arts, and hurriedly asked, 
"Then how do you think | should change? Show me." With that, he handed Jing Li his imperial sword. 
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When Jing Li caught the saber, everyone in the training ground immediately became nervous, but 
the Emperor was the only one who did not care. He and Jing Li were so close to each other that Jing Li 
could have stabbed the saber into the Emperor's heart with a single stroke of his hand. 


Although the handle and guard of this sword are inlaid with ornate and unrealistic casting decorations, 
and there are two rows of gold carving patterns along the back of the blade, the sword itself is indeed 
extraordinary. The steel chain and the blade are quenched and have been carefully polished. The hands 
of the top swordsmiths in the Forbidden Army Equipment Factory have calculated the weight and 
balance very accurately. 


He waved to a "Regiment Training Camp" soldier. After the emperor nodded, the soldier walked up to 
Jing Li. 


Jing Li was still very weak and couldn't even stand for a long time, so he kept sitting on the bamboo 
chair. He stared at the soldier in front of him, raised the knife with both hands and put it on his right 
shoulder, making the other person nervous. 


"This is the way His Majesty chopped the sword just now," he said. Jing Li said, slowly passing his saber 
out until it stopped three inches in front of the soldier's head. It was so slow that it could not be 
considered as a chopping motion, but Zhu Houzhao saw that the trajectory of the saber's movement 
was indeed an exact imitation of the blow he had just made, it was not a mistake at all. 


"| have observed your majesty's habit of power generation, as well as the distribution of muscles 
and tendons in your body, and | think your majesty should try this kind of chopping," Jing Li said, taking 
his saber back to his shoulder and swinging it out again in a slow manner, again stopping in front of the 
soldier's head. 


The guards could not tell the difference between Jing Li's two sabers. However, the Emperor 
immediately clapped his hands and exclaimed excitedly, "Wonderful! Wonderful!" With that, he 
retrieved Jing Li's saber from his hand and kept gesturing it in the air. 


Jing Li silently looked at the Emperor who seemed to have found something new. 
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--He actually has the talent to learn martial arts ...... , but with his background, it is impossible for 
him to become a master. Zhu Houzhao was instructed by Jing Li, and he kept practicing the fine-tuned 
new chopping method in the training ground. But he is a new learner, and the body shape and footwork 
that he was accustomed to before could not be modified to match, and he still felt that the saber was 
not very smooth. After chopping more than ten times, he was sure that he had memorized the saber 
and only needed to practice more, so he was satisfied and threw the saber to the eunuch, and turned 
back to him and said, "Jing Li, you are really something. No wonder Yao Lianzhou thinks so highly of 
you!" 


Upon hearing these words, Jing Li couldn't help but feel sad. 


Originally, he was just a little bit short of being able to fight with his most expected arch-enemy on 
the stage where the world was watching. 


A decisive battle. 


--But now, | don't even know how much power | can regain ...... 


However, Jing Li thought that this was not the most important thing in front of him. He saw that 
the emperor was in a very good mood at the moment, so he also brought up that matter. 


"Your Majesty, it's been so long...can we release Yan Heng?" 


It has been more than four months since Jing Li suffered a bloody injury. Yan Heng is still imprisoned in 
the prison. When Zhu Houzhao heard Yan Heng's name, although he was not angry, he was obviously 
unhappy and seemed not to want to hear these two words. 


The emperor remained silent and did not answer, and Jing Li did not dare to press him. Although he was 
arrogant and rebellious, and he knew that the emperor cherished him greatly, this matter was related to 
Yan Heng's life and death, and he knew that he must not be reckless. 


--At least to this day, the Emperor has yet to label Yan Heng as guilty of any crime. | must be careful 
not to push things to the worse ...... 
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During this period, Jing Li was allowed to see his wife, children, Lian Feihong and Tong Jing frequently, 
but the emperor insisted that he stay in the "Wenhua Hall" of the palace so that he could continue to be 
cared for by the imperial doctors. Jing Li did not resist and would rather be separated from his wife and 
children just to save Yan Heng. 


After Zhu Houzhao annihilated Wudang, he was always a little more tolerant of warriors. He didn't 
blame Jing Li, he just said, "I'll think about that matter again." 


This is already considered progress. Yan Heng had been on the sword for a long time. Although Jing Li 
was worried, at this moment he could only silently bow his head and thank the emperor. 


"Don't say anything. Now you have to concentrate on recuperating and recovering as soon as possible!" 
Zhu Houzhao stepped forward and patted Jing Li on the shoulder like a friend. "| will continue to stay in 
Yingtian Mansion and wait for you to recover. Then | will take you back to the capital to arrange the 
duel!" 


He smiled and raised his head, looking at the white clouds slowly passing by in the sky. 


"It is my dream at this moment to preside over the unprecedented battle between Jing Li and Yao 
Lianzhou in the Forbidden Imperial City." 


COON 


On this day, Jiang Bin did not live in the luxurious temporary residence in Nanjing Imperial City, but 
stayed in the general's tent at the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" outside the city. 


Surrounded by brave soldiers, Jiang Bin always feels particularly confident and secure. 


He sat alone in the tent, dismissed all the guards, and poured himself a glass of wine. This wine is of the 
same grade as that enjoyed by the emperor. On the wooden table in front of him, a large brocade box 
was placed next to the wine pot. Jiang Bin held the wine glass in one hand and placed the other hand on 


the brocade box, his fingers flicking uneasily. 
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A few days ago, he listened carefully to the informants from the "Tuanlian Camp", describing the details 
of the recent close relationship between the emperor and Jing Li. This matter really troubled Jiang Bin. 


"That guy surnamed Jing has been boldly claiming to be 'I,' in front of His Majesty, but Your Majesty 
doesn't mind at all." A confidant reported to Jiang Bin: "Your Majesty actually said that the Holy 


Emperor is still staying in Nanjing just to wait for the Jing's recovery ...... ; 


When Jiang Bin heard this, he felt extremely uncomfortable. After serving Zhu Houzhao for many years, 
he had never received such sincere and affectionate care from His Majesty. 


The day before yesterday, Jiang Bin originally presented several exquisite Jiangnan beauties to the 
emperor, but His Majesty didn't even look at them, and drove the women aside. He just excitedly 
shouted to Jiang Bin with a knife: "Godson, come here." Look at my sword moves!" After saying that, he 
immediately demonstrated the slashing sword technique from Wudang swordsmanship to Jiang Bin 
again and again. Jiang Bin had already heard from his close acquaintances that this sword move had 
been improved recently under Jing Li's guidance, which made His Majesty very proud. While Jiang Bin 
watched the emperor wield his sword and high-five him enthusiastically, his heart was shrouded in 
gloom. 


Thinking of that scene, Jiang Bin raised his head and drank another glass. 


Over the years, he has familiarized himself with the Emperor's temperament, and has clearly 
judged that His Majesty's love for Jing Li is not a momentary novelty. 


——| finally defeated Qian Ning in a fight, and then encouraged the imperial commander to personally 
conquer the emperor to occupy it... How could it be so easy for others to share in it? ... 


During these days, Jiang Bin was actually worried early in the morning: after this southern expedition, he 
didn't know what else would be enough to whet the emperor's appetite. No matter how much wine, 
food, beauty, hunting and marching there is a time when we get tired of it. Recently, Jiang Bin noticed 
that Zhu Houzhao's temperament had indeed changed slightly. If the emperor really gets tired of playing 
for more than ten years, Jiang Bin cannot predict what new ideas he will have after returning to Beijing. 
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And at this juncture, Jing's favor became a thorn in Jiang Bin's heart. Jiang Bin was not worried that his 
position would be replaced in the short term, but he was worried that Jing Li's spirit of striving for 
progress as a warrior would slowly affect the emperor. 


——lf he takes power seriously...where will my beloved minister be placed? 


He once again recalled what Qian Ning said when he was arrested. 


——As long as | survive by relying on the love of others, | have no control over my own destiny. 
Everything you get today can disappear at any time. 


——Should | do something while I’m still at the top? ... 


Jiang Bin's eyes fell on the brocade box. It seemed like there was a voice coming from inside, constantly 
persuading him. 


"The emperor has left the capital, and everything is under your control, Jiang Bin. Such an opportunity 
may never come again in the future..." 


"If you think about the soldiers currently stationed outside the capital, it is even more of a rare 
condition..." 


When Jiang Bin first gained favor, he persuaded the emperor to transfer the brave frontier troops from 
the four frontier towns to the capital and exchange defense with the original Beijing army. The name 
was to improve the training of the Beijing army, but in reality it was of course to strengthen his control. 
The "Four Outer Families" border troops are still stationed in the capital, under the overall command of 
Jiang Bin. The generals have received this unusual promotion and are very loyal to Jiang Bin, a popular 
man. 


To this day, many court ministers continue to object to this matter and request restoration. Jiang Bin 
could not guarantee that one day the emperor's mind would change and a decree would eliminate his 
advantage. 
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"You have no higher place to climb..." The voice in the brocade box kept persuading him: "You have to 
find a way not to fall..." 


Jiang Bin's palm pressed hard on the lid of the box, as if to suppress the seductive voice. But eventually 
he opened the box. 


Hidden in the brocade box is the account book in which Prince Ning's mansion bribed various court 
officials. In order to refute his false accusation against Wang Shouren, the emperor took out this 
account book and showed it to his favorite ministers, but then he put it in the marching camp and forgot 
to put it away. Jiang Bin took the opportunity to secretly hide it. Although some eunuchs discovered 
Jiang Bin's move, they were afraid of Commander Jiang's overwhelming authority and no one dared to 
speak out. 


Jiang Bin put down his wine glass, took out the account book and flipped through it. Familiar names 
appeared one after another, including even the highest-ranking ministers in the court. They had 
accepted bribes from King Ning Zhu Chenhao. If examined carefully, they could all be regarded as 
treasonous ministers, and their crimes would warrant execution or exile. Of course Jiang Bin knew that 
the emperor would never execute it like this. 


He looked at the names that had been turned over. That voice sounded in my heart again. 


"This account book, at the right time, can be an incredible weapon..." 


"Jiang Bin, Jiang Bin, when we marched and fought in the past, didn't we play with our lives every day?... 
It's not easy to climb to this position. All we have to do is fight one more battle..." 


The battle scars on his eyelids all turned red due to the strong blood energy. His eyes flashed as fiercely 
as a wolf. Jiang Bin seemed to have turned back into the desperate warrior he once was outside the 
Great Wall, ignoring all dangers and disciplines in order to gain military exploits. 


He made a decision in his mind. 


OOOLD 
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Three months later, Zhu Houzhao, the son of the Emperor of the Ming Dynasty, was fishing on a 
boat on the river when he accidentally fell into the water and drowned, and was rescued by his 
ministers and became very ill. 


Two months later, the army of the Imperial Expedition returned to the capital. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 219 Chapter 5: Returning to the Capital 


Before the Emperor's army returned to the capital, Nanjing had to stage another farce. 


In the open space of the barracks outside the city, "Governor Military Affairs Mighty Generals 
General Military Officer Zhu Shou" together with Jiang Bin Xu Tai and other generals of the Southern 
Expedition, dressed in military uniforms, led by nearly a thousand soldiers of the "Mighty Military 
Troupe" in full martial arts attire, surrounded by a circle formation. 


Then a heavy-armored 100-man guard brought a man in chains into the circle, unshackled him, and 
left him alone in the center of the field. 


Zhu Chenhao wearing a stained prison clothes, hair, that look compared to before the defeat is like 
aging ten years. Originally robust body after a year of imprisonment has become very thin, cheeks are 
sunken, hunched over and barely standing, eyes fearfully scanning around him the elite warriors of the 
Ming Dynasty. 


"Have mercy on me... | don't want anything anymore... | don't want anything... Just be a commoner for 


me... 


Zhu Chenhao muttered to himself, looking for someone to plead for mercy among the army. 
However, after being imprisoned in the dark prison for a long time and not having enough food, Zhu 
Chenhao's eyesight became blurred and he could not find his nephew's figure among the soldiers. 


In fact, Zhu Houzhao was about fifty steps away from him. The emperor's face was paler than before, 
and his gorgeous military uniform looked a bit inappropriate. On this day, Zhu Houzhao did not put on 
heavy armor or ride a horse. He just sat on a shoulder cart with a sword and was carried by four strong 
soldiers. 


He looked down at the emperor's uncle in the field from above. This should have been the moment 
when he accepted Zhu Chenhao's begging for mercy with high spirits. But Zhu Houzhao is not in such a 
mood now. He had been ill for such a long time, and he still had not fully recovered. He felt so weak as 
never before. Ever since he learned about sex, Zhu Houzhao has been extremely energetic and tireless. 
He is eager to taste all the good things in life at every moment. But now that energy seemed to have 
been taken away from him, and he saw no sign of it returning. 
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——Could it be that...the imperial doctor's warning came true? ... 


Zhu Houzhao just wanted to find a big bed and lie down on it. However, the ceremony before us still had 
to be carried out: release the rebel leader Zhu Chenhao, and then lead his troops to capture him 
himself. Only in this way can the military merit of quelling the rebellion be attributed to him and the 
generals of the Southern Expedition. 


The emperor coughed violently for a while, and then waved to Jiang Bin, who was riding a horse next to 
him. 


"Hurry... finish the matter." 


Jiang Bin accepted the order respectfully. He looked at Zhu Houzhao's sick appearance and was secretly 
very proud. 


Under Jiang Bin's order, a group of elite soldiers from the "Regiment Training Camp" armed with spears 
and shields walked into the center of the battle circle and approached Zhu Chenhao. 


Zhu Chenhao was trembling with fear. But when he saw the soldiers approaching with handcuffs still in 
their hands, he knew that today was not the day for him to die. 


— —But...is there any difference? ... 


His hands and feet were shackled again. 


A "capture of thieves" that involved labor and mobilization but had no practical significance was 
completed. 


Zhu Houzhao personally conducted the expedition, which was successfully completed. But he was 
unable to enjoy this "victory". 
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OOOND 


Since the Emperor drowned and became ill, Jing Li never had the chance to see His Majesty again. 


Two months later, they learned that the army was about to return to Beijing. Jing Li and the others had 
high hopes that Yan Heng would be released. But soon they received a report from Eunuch Zhang Yong: 
The emperor was almost completely isolated from the outside world while he was recovering from 
illness. Even Zhang Yong had no chance to meet the emperor, let alone request Yan Heng to be released. 


Yan Heng's fate can only be decided by the emperor alone, but no one can mention this matter to him. 
The result was that the prison officials could only continue to regard Yan Heng as a prisoner and escort 
him back to Beijing with the army. He would then be moved to the capital's prison to wait for his 
release. 


——tThe only thing Zhang Yong can do is to ensure that Jiang Bin's army is not responsible for escorting 
the prisoners to prevent Yan Heng from being killed on the way. 


"Snatch Yan Heng back!" 


It was Hu Linglan who roared at the news. Her voice shocked her son, who was learning to stand on 
a chair, and he immediately sat down and cried. 


Hu Linglan, however, ignored the child and continued to clench her fists and gnash her teeth, 
displaying the toughness of a Satsuma woman. The incident had almost cost her husband. Now, almost 
a year later, the Six Swords are still bound to the Ming Emperor. Hu Linglan's anger has been suppressed 
for along time, and now she can't help but explode. 


"We may not be able to attack the iron prison in the palace; now the long-distance escort is the best 
time to save him!" She continued. 


"Just the two of us?" 
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Tong Jing picked up Hu Linglan's son from the ground and patted his back to comfort him. 


After hearing the news that Yan Heng was still going to be imprisoned and taken to the capital, Tong Jing 
was the calmest one. 


Hu Linglan fell silent. 


If it were the "Six Swords that Break the Door" from the past, it might indeed be possible to rob Yan 
Heng. But now both Jing Li and Lian Feihong have lost their fighting ability, and they are the only two 
women who can use force. 


"If we both go and fight for our lives...who will take care of the child?" Tong Jing added. 


Hu Linglan was even more unable to reply. After having a child, she indeed had far more worries than 
before. 


"And this is not Yan Heng's hope." Tong Jing hugged the child tightly and finally made him stop crying. "If 
he becomes a fugitive in this life, his dream of reviving the Qingcheng Sect will be shattered." 


"And Lord Wang." Lian Feihong added. "Robbing the Heavenly Jail is a heinous crime. Lord Wang 
will definitely be implicated." 


They knew the only thing they could do was to follow the army to the capital. 


The three of them did not hesitate and immediately began to pack their bags and prepare to leave 
Nanjing. The weapons previously stored on Wang Shouren's ship when Jing Liand Yan Heng arrived had 
long been returned to the "Breaking Six Swords" for safekeeping. They packed the swords one by one in 
their careful bags and prepared to take them away. Tong Jing's heart surged as she looked at the 
Qingcheng Sect's most precious treasure, the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords." But she 
knew she could only face this matter with strength, so she carefully wrapped the swords with several 
layers of cloth, silently praying in her heart that Yan Heng would be able to hold them again soon. 
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Jing Li met with his wife and son once more before his departure. There was no telling how many 
chances they would have to see each other on the road ahead. Jing Li is determined to follow the 
emperor back to the capital in order to get the chance to meet him. It was painful to part with Hu 
Linglan and his young son, but he had no choice. 


Dragging his toddler son in the garden, Jing Li rekindled his determination to restore his body. 


--| want to teach my son everything. He's another me. 


"| have an idea of what he's going to be called." Jing Li said to his wife, stroking his son's hair. 


Hu Linglan had been waiting. The baby was almost one year old. He didn't have an official name 
yet. 


"Jingyou." Jing Li said. "This child, in the future, will follow his heart and find his way." 


As Hu Linglan listened, she thought of the similarity between the Chinese word for "you" and the 
Chinese word for her deceased brother, Matagoro. 


She smiled warmly and nodded her head. 


OOOLD 


However, Jing's hopes were dashed. 


Compared with going south that day, the emperor's army returned to the north this time and moved 
much faster. This is of course because Zhu Houzhao can no longer afford to stop and play along the way. 
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The emperor was still weak and tired, and he looked nothing like the same person he had been before 
he drowned. The three imperial doctors accompanying him were not too surprised by this - they had 
previously judged that the Holy Emperor was strong on the outside and weak on the inside, with 
excessive energy consumption. It is not strange that his condition has deteriorated rapidly due to a 
serious illness. 


"However, teacher ...... the emperor is still young and strong. Even if the dragon's body is weak, it has 
not improved at all after such a long period of recuperation. It seems..." A younger healer raised a 
question. But this view was immediately reprimanded by three imperial doctors. This statement is 
tantamount to implying that someone beside the throne has evil intentions. The imperial doctors were 
deeply afraid of the power of Jiang Bin and other favored ministers. As long as the voice of doubt 
reached their ears, it would be met with terrible revenge at any time. 


--Besides, these ministers are all favored by His Majesty, so how can they have any reason to 
murder His Majesty? ...... 


Unless there is a bigger conspiracy. So big that the doctors dare not think about it. 


During the march, the emperor was always surrounded by the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" of his 
personal guards, who strictly guarded and controlled all communication channels. Not to mention the 
academicians and civil servants who accompanied him south, even Xu Tai, Zhang Zhong, Zhang Yong and 
Wei Bin, who were usually close and favored ministers, could not see the Holy Emperor. The "Mighty 
Regiment Training Camp" is nominally overseen by the emperor himself, but everyone knows that "Vice 
General" Jiang Bin is the actual commander. The emperor has secretly become Jiang Bin's private 
treasure. 


And Jing Li, who had no identity at all, could not even see the emperor's carriage. He could only stay on 
the carriage carrying military supplies under the arrangement of Zhang Yong's subordinates. 


Since the academicians Liang Chu and Jiang Mian were important ministers in the cabinet, what they 
were most worried about at this time was naturally the impact of His Majesty's health changes on the 
imperial court. They began to worry that if the saint died outside and had no heirs, the inheritance of 
the Ming Dynasty would be in chaos. So the two proposed to Jiang Bin that they hoped the army could 
speed up its return to Beijing. 
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Jiang Bin agreed with their suggestion and actually implemented it, which surprised the two bachelors. 
They thought: It seems that Jiang Bin is also very eager to bring the Holy Father back to Beijing... 


——But they didn’t know: Jiang Bin had also sent a fast horse to Tongzhou outside the capital to bring 
the information to the two governors he personally promoted, Li Cong and Shen Zhou, and ordered 
them to prepare the frontier troops stationed there in advance... ... 


There was a long row of prison cars in the center of the army, guarded along the way by heavy troops. 
Naturally, there were Zhu Chenhao and all the rebels and relatives of Prince Ning's Mansion in the car. 
There was only one person in the last car, Yan Heng. 


More than a year ago, Yan Heng fought bravely and bloodyly to help the imperial rebels capture the 
rebels in front of them and pacify the country; today, he became a prisoner with the enemy. Yan Heng 
was angry and felt that everything was absurd. 


——Human dignity seems worthless in front of power. 


Yan Heng recalled Wang Shouren's emotion about not being able to be free in the Jiunua Mountains 
before entering Nanjing. Only now did he truly understand Lord Wang's bitterness. 


From the age of seventeen when he left Qingcheng Mountain determined to take revenge, to the age of 
twenty-four now, seven years of hard work, many life and death experiences, and finally he has 
mastered his own swordsmanship... Is this how it will end in the end? 


——lf this is the case, compared to Wudang, who fought heroically against the imperial court, | was 
ultimately defeated... 


Yan Heng sat in the shaking prison car and meditated. This carriage was much smaller than the previous 
cell, and there was no chance to get out of the car and rest on the way back to Beijing. In order to 
continue to maintain his skills and prevent his muscles and bones from stiffening, Yan Heng continued to 
exercise on the road with the Shaolin "Yi Jin Jing" taught by Yuan Xing and the Qingcheng School's 
"Fubian Sword Technique"; of course, he also continued to use imaginary duels to maintain his reflexes 
and sharpness in battle. 
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Yan Heng was like a wild beast in a cage, refusing to be tamed by this tragic fate, and was always ready 
to return to the mountains and forests. 


The prison car is not without its advantages over the prison cell. Now Yan Heng at least breathes fresh 
air, gets more sunshine every day, sees the passing mountains and rivers, and hears the sergeants’ 
conversations and shouts. During the first few days of riding in the car, Yan Heng even had the illusion of 
regaining his freedom, until he tried hard to remind himself not to forget the fact of losing his freedom 
because of these small changes. 


——And the end of this journey will be another more severe prison. 


During the journey, Yan Heng continued to be taken care of by Zhang Yong's subordinates, who sent him 
various supplies and sufficient food, which slightly alleviated his pain. Every time someone from Zhang 
Yong brought something to him, even if it was just an eunuch or a soldier who was a stranger to Yan 
Heng, it warmed Yan Heng's heart and made him feel that he was not alone. 


He continued to sit in the car with his eyes closed, listening carefully to the sound of horse hooves and 
wheels, welcoming the bumps and vibrations, and thinking of the days when he wandered around the 
world in these years. Trapped in a cage, Yan Heng just realized that it turned out to be a very luxurious 
and beautiful time in the past when he traveled around the world with the "Six Swordsmen". 


In Yan Heng's mind, a sky full of crimson flowers gradually appeared. The figure of two horses 
passing under the tree. The warm spring breeze blew through his hair. It was as if there were only two 
people left in the world. 


--| will always remember this day. 


Tong Jing said this to him that day. 


He smiled bitterly. 


Two horses approached the prison wagon. Yan Heng, whose eyes were closed, had extraordinarily 
sharp senses, and immediately opened his eyes and looked through the fence. 
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A soldier of the forbidden army rode up, whom Yan Heng recognized as one of Zhang Yong's 
subordinates, who had delivered things several times before. He was leading a horse by the reins, and 
was followed by a rider whose head and knees were wrapped in a cloak, so that his face could not be 
seen. 


But Yan Heng could tell who it was just by the way he rode. It was too familiar. With a lump in his 
throat, Yan Heng flung himself in front of the fence and gripped it tightly with both hands. 


The soldiers led the mysterious rider to the wagon. The rider's position in the saddle was a bit 
wobbly, as if he would collapse if he went any faster. 


The rider stretched out a hand and grabbed the railing from the outside as well. Yan Heng 
immediately caught the palm of that hand. 


"|...1.." Yan Heng had difficulty breathing, and it took him a long time to formulate a sentence: "...my life 
is not over yet..." 


"Don't say such words." Underneath the cape, Jing Li's face was half-hidden in the shadows. He 
looked at Yan Heng with eyes as bright as if they were on fire. "There is no such thing between you and 


me. 


Yan Heng heard that Brother Jing's voice and breath were far less energetic than before. Coupled with 
his reluctant riding posture, it was obvious that his body was still very weak. 


He witnessed with his own eyes the arrow injury suffered by Brother Jing that day, and knew that there 
was really no guarantee that Brother Jing would be able to fully recover from such damage in the future. 
Seeing Jing Li's condition at this moment, Yan Heng felt even more sad and apologetic. But Jing Li told 
him to stop talking, so he just endured it. 


The companions who reunited after a long separation did not say a word to each other. Just because 
everyone understands what the other person is thinking. Yan Heng knew that Brother Jing still managed 
to come under such circumstances and risked being discovered by Jiang Bin and other traitorous 
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officials, so of course he wanted to encourage him to persevere; and Jing Li also knew that Yan Heng, 
who had grown up today, must understand his intentions . 


"You can't stay too long..." The soldier leading the way urged, "You will be seen..." 


At this time, Jing Li reached into his clothes and pulled out something, stuffed it into Yan Heng's hand, 
shook his hand hard, and then turned around and left with the soldiers. 


Yan Heng looked at Brother Jing's back reluctantly until he disappeared among the marching people, 
then he lowered his head to look at the things in his hands. 


It was a small wooden carved doll. The workmanship was extremely clumsy and rough. It would be 
difficult for others to tell what the carving was, but Yan Heng could tell at a glance that it was a 
swordsman holding both long and short blades. 


The swordsmanship techniques were all modeled on the female swordsman dolls carved by Yan Heng in 
the past. 


Since Yan Heng was imprisoned, he shed tears uncontrollably for the first time. Tears fell on the wood in 
his hands. 


OOOND 


It took only two months for the king's troops to return to the capital. However, the Emperor and his 
personal guards did not return to Beijing immediately, but stayed in Tongzhou in the east of the city. 
Both the accompanying troops and the ministers who stayed behind at the court were extremely 
puzzled by this move. Among them, the strongest reaction was that of Yang Tinghe, the current chief 
advisor, who had strongly opposed the imperial expedition a year and a half earlier, and who had not 
spent a single day without worrying about the emperor's absence from the capital, fearing that it would 
shake the state capital of the Ming Dynasty. Now that the Emperor had not even entered the capital, 
Yang Tinghe hastened to mobilize his colleagues to urge His Majesty to return to the throne. 


However, the only answer they got was: This is the decision of the Emperor. 
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Tongzhou was the main defense town around the capital, and it was also the place where Jiang Bin 
mobilized the main force of the border troops to the capital. During the Southern Expedition, Li Cong 
and Shen Zhou, who were responsible for leading the troops in Tongzhou, were both Jiang Bin's close 
associates, and relied on Jiang Bin's recommendation to the Emperor to be promoted to the position of 
Governor, and the two of them had received Jiang Bin's notification to raise the readiness of the troops 


stationed in Tongzhou's "outer four" border troops in advance. When they greeted the Emperor's troops 


and entered the city, they were already in a situation where they could fight at any time. 


When Zhu Houzhao entered the city of Tongzhou sitting on the imperial court, he saw through the 
pearl curtain that the streets of the city were full of robust troops and horses, flags of various colors 
were flying along the way, and sabers and bows and shields were like forests, so he felt a little bit 
refreshed. 


"When | heard that Your Majesty was ill, | specially prepared and arranged troops and horses to greet 
him. | used military power to drive away all evil spirits and help Your Majesty recover as soon as 
possible." When Li Cong met the emperor, he reported this to the emperor according to Jiang Bin's 
advance instructions. 


As early as when he left Nanjing, Jiang Bin repeatedly hired sorcerers from Jiangnan to see the emperor, 
convincing the emperor that his long-term illness was related to supernatural beings. 


"With your majesty's past strength, you will never be so weak... | suspect that the traitor has cast a curse 
on your majesty..." Jiang Bin said to the emperor again. 


Zhu Houzhao was originally fond of strange alchemy. The "Leopard Room" cultivated a large number of 
Western Region monks and various magicians. He also called himself "Daqing Dharma King". He was 
very interested in all kinds of strange magic and was quite religious. After listening to the words of Jiang 
Bin and the warlock, he also thought that his ancestor, Emperor Taizong Zhu Di, had indeed failed at the 
hands of Zhu Chenhao's ancestor, King Ning Zhu Biao. Today's rebellion was the result of the 
accumulated resentment of many generations. 


——In Zhu Chenhao's eyes, | was "stealing the throne." It would not be surprising if he used some 
method in the south to curse me for many years... | fell into the water and fell sick, perhaps it is in the 
evil trap he laid in advance ... ... 
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The condition did not improve for a long time, and the seed of doubt and fear planted in Zhu Houzhao's 
heart gradually took root and sprouted. He agreed with Jiang Bin's suggestion and stayed in Tongzhou in 
order to avoid the intervention of the court officials. He quickly summoned many Buddhist monks and 
alchemists from the "Leopard Room" to chant sutras, pray and perform various evil-doing rituals day 
and night. At one time, the city of Tongzhou was filled with incense and smoke, and from a distance, one 
would think that the city was on fire. 


Zhu Houzhao was so confident in this move that even the imperial doctors refused to take action. His 
birth chart was similar to that of the founding Emperor Taizu, so he believed in his destiny and thought 
that he would be the most extraordinary of all the Ming emperors. 


--In Yingzhou, | was able to fight without a scratch, so how could | be struck down by a small illness 
at this age? This is not my destiny! 


Seeing the emperor becoming more and more controllable, Jiang Bin became more confident in taking 
control of the world. He is continuing to plan everything secretly... 


Since the emperor was quarantined on his way back to Beijing, Zhang Yong has been suspicious of Jiang 
Bin. He secretly ordered someone to investigate the details of the Lord's boat capsizing and falling into 

the water while fishing, but his subordinates reported that the boatman, sailor and several guards who 
had witnessed the incident that day had disappeared without a trace... 


Now the emperor is staying in Tongzhou, Jiang Bin's base camp, and his communication with the 
courtiers is blocked by the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp". This further confirmed Zhang Yong’s 
worries. 


——This guy is another Liu Jin. 


Looking at the capital, Zhang Yong knew that he could only find one person to discuss. 


When Zhang Yong contacted Yang Tinghe, the first assistant, the emperor had already lived in Tongzhou 
for a month. As soon as the two met, Zhang Yong immediately expressed the conjecture he had been 
thinking about for a long time. 
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"Jiang Bin has been secretly using medicine in his diet, damaging His Majesty's body and mind." 


"Does Eunuch Zhang have any evidence?" Yang Tinghe was surprised after hearing this and asked 
cautiously. 


"No." Zhang Yong replied. "But this is the most reasonable explanation. The official knows Jiang Bin's 
character well, so he can definitely do such a bold thing." 


Yang Tinghe was silent for a long time. This is equivalent to agreeing with Zhang Yong's guess. 


"However, we have no way to deal with it right now." Yang Tinghe said after thinking for a long time. 
"Jiang Bin has surrounded His Majesty with heavy troops. If we forcefully use troops to rob him, we will 
be falsely accused of evil intentions, turning Jiang Bin into a loyal escort." 


"| have already thought about it, the only way is to send someone to Tongzhou to inform His 
Majesty to be on guard against Jiang Bin." Zhang Yong said, "Even if His Majesty is really drugged, he is 
so smart that if he has any suspicion of Jiang Bin, he will certainly return to the palace. 


--Once His Majesty is out of Jiang Bin's grasp, there is a possibility of turning the tide. 


Yang Tinghe agreed. Zhang Yong was originally in charge of intelligence and investigation during the 
Southern Expedition, so this matter was naturally handled by him. 


"It's just that we don't know your Majesty's current condition..." Zhang Yong added, "Your Excellency, 
you should also plan for other changes." 


Zhang Yong said it tactfully, but Yang Tinghe knew exactly what he was referring to. 


The succession of the throne. 
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This matter was taboo, and the two of them could not talk more about it. Yang Tinghe just responded 
vaguely. Zhang Yong understood that the first assistant's words already meant that he understood, and 
he would prepare closely for the worst outcome. 


Just as the two met secretly, a grand ceremony was already being prepared in Tongzhou. 


In order to eliminate the curse of Prince Ning's Mansion, the emperor, at Jiang Bin's initiative, ordered 
Zhu Chenhao to be executed in Tongzhou for his rebellion. 


A group of captured traitors in Prince Ning's Mansion, including Li Shishi, Liu Yangzheng, Li Junyuan, etc., 
all committed heinous crimes and were all sentenced to death in accordance with national law. After 
all, Zhu Chenhao and his son were descendants of the royal family. They were first demoted to common 
people, hanged to death, and their bodies were burned and ashes spread. The Ningwang vassal state 
was also abolished and completely disappeared from the land. 


Zhu Houzhao believed that the curse had been lifted in this way, so seven days after completing all the 
executions, he hosted a large sacrifice on the outskirts of the city, reporting to the sky his great 
achievements in pacifying the country, and praying for recovery. 


However, when he was offering sacrifices to heaven, he coughed up blood in public. The guards 
hurriedly helped him back to the temporary palace in the city. 


Even Jiang Bin was surprised. He still had many things to do - including using King Ning's bribery account 
book to issue false edicts to impeach ministers in the dynasty. What he needed was for the emperor's 
health to gradually wear away, rather than deteriorate so rapidly. 


——Did the subordinate apply the medicine improperly? Or is the Emperor's boy's health worse than 
imagined? ... 


Jiang Bin will never know. He could only respond to this change: first, he ordered to stop taking the 
medicine immediately; then he tightened the supervision of the emperor. 
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At that moment, he received an order from the Emperor to move to the "Leopard Room" 
immediately. 


Jiang Bin knew what this meant. 


——He wants to return to his favorite place. 


——He already felt that his life might be coming to an end. 


Jiang Bin had no other choice, leaving Li Cong and Shen Zhou to continue to guard Tongzhou. They 
brought their own "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" and took the weak emperor back to the "Leopard 
Room" in the West Garden of the palace. 


Zhang Yong's spies were originally going to take the risk of contacting the Holy Lord in Tongzhou within 
the next day, but they missed the opportunity due to this incident. 


But even if he could speak to His Majesty now, it would be too late. 


"Master Yang...it's up to you now..." Zhang Yong prayed from afar. 


Zhu Houzhao slept on the bed he was most familiar with. He improved slightly at first, but soon his 
condition worsened and he didn't even have the strength to get out of bed. 


Even though the poison that Jiang Bin had used on him for a long time has been stopped, the previous 
damage is irreversible. The emperor was often unconscious and would lie there all day long, looking at 
the colorful ceiling. 


The vividness of his past life now seemed like a distant dream. Sometimes he seemed to smell the odor 
of the desert beyond the borders, and then his pillow became wet with tears. His eyes could not see 
very well, and he often thought that the palace maid who took care of him was his former favorite 
concubine. 


3554 


Then, there is deep and endless loneliness. At the end of his life, he had no one to talk to - the only 
people around him were his courtiers. And courtiers are not "people". 


When Zhu Houzhao was relatively sober, he kept searching in his mind which "people" he had known in 
his life. Finally he realized there were only two. 


Yao Lianzhou and Jing Li. 


——But | couldn't fulfill their wishes personally... On this day, he summoned a close eunuch and spoke 
out his last will in a weak and soft voice: "Yao Lianzhou and Jingli will fight in the Forbidden City. We 
must do it." Held...this is my last wish." 


An hour later, Emperor Zhengde died, ending his twenty-nine years of absurd and wonderful life. Later 
he was given the temple name "Wu Zong" (AAR). 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 220 Chapter 6 - The Beast Sword 


Zhu Houzhao's real edict was ignored. 


The "Leopard Room" was too close to the palace, and Jiang Bin could not conceal the news of the 
emperor's death. Yang Tinghe, the first assistant, made preparations early. As soon as he was sure that 
His Majesty had gone, he entered the palace to see the Empress Dowager Zhang. 


——He knew that at such a critical moment, he had to rely on greater authority to act. 


The Queen Mother was not only the biological mother of the emperor, but also the only wife of the late 
emperor Xiaozong. She was extremely favored by the late emperor, so the Zhang family's relatives were 
very powerful in the court. If Yang Tinghe wants to stabilize the Ming Dynasty, she must pass the test. 


Even though Yang Tinghe had known about the Queen Mother's temperament for a long time, he was 
still deeply shocked when he met her: the Queen Mother's sitting posture was very calm, and there was 
no trace of the grief of the Queen Mother who had just lost her son. 


After Yang Tinghe expressed his condolences, he hurriedly reported all the situation to the Queen 
Mother. The Queen Mother just listened in silence. Even when she heard that Huang Er might be 
murdered by Jiang Bin, her eyes only tightened slightly. Yang Tinghe was appraising the appearance 
while talking, but could not guess what the Queen Mother was thinking. 


The Queen Mother was slightly silent after hearing this, and then immediately gave the instructions. 


"Immediately publish His Majesty's edict, and | will discuss all major matters with the cabinet ministers." 


Yang Tinghe was surprised. He has never heard of His Majesty's posthumous edict until now. He looked 
into the Queen Mother's eyes. She looked back at him with strong determination. Yang Tinghe 
immediately confirmed that the Queen Mother meant so. ——Correcting the posthumous edict is a 
heinous crime. 
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——But at this very critical moment, extraordinary means must be used. Besides, we are not seeking a 
big position. 


——And as long as she is there, no one can question... 


After considering the matter for a while, Yang Tinghe nodded his head and agreed: "| am in 
compliance with the Empress Dowager's order." 


Since the two of them recognized each other as being on the same side, they immediately began to 
discuss. First of all, there was the question of succession. Since His Majesty had no heir, he decided that 
his cousin, Zhu Houquan, the son of Xingwang, should succeed to the throne, in accordance with the 
ancestral teaching that "a brother's life is as good as his brother's". 


The second is the safety of the capital. It would still take some time for Zhu Houxi to arrive in Beijing and 
take the throne. At this time, the court was most unstable. Yang Tinghe suggested appointing Zhang 
Yong to lead the imperial army to supervise the nine gates of the capital to prevent changes. 


The third thing, of course, is how to deal with Jiang Bin. 


"This person must be killed." 


Yang Tinghe finally heard the flame-like resentment from the Queen Mother's simple words. 


OOOLD 


Jiang Bin got up very early on this day. 


He was sitting naked in the middle of the big bed, as if he had forgotten where he was for a moment. 


The three naked women on the bed next to him were not awakened by his movements because they 
were too tired, and they still curled up and slept soundly. One of them is a girl from the Western Regions 
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with skin as dark as honey, the other is a Goryeo dancer with a snow-white body and slender body, and 
the third is a petite woman from Jiangnan who just came with the army. The three of them were 
originally the concubines that Jiang Bin was looking for for Zhu Houzhao, but now they have become 
Jiang Bin's personal property. 


——Just like this "Leopard Room". 


He pushed the girl away, got out of bed, and opened a window. The spring breeze in March blew across 
the garden full of strange rocks and into the palace on the west side of the "Leopard Room". This 
"Tengxi Palace" with a black glazed roof was originally the palace where Emperor Zhengde favored 
beauties for a long time. It has become Jiang Bin's residence in the past ten days. 


Sniffing the dawn air, Jiang Bin felt his heart and chest full of energy. Although he had been away 
from the battlefield for many years, he was still in fine shape, with his chest and shoulders as full of 
sinews as when he was on the border, and no extra pounds around his waist. The reason for this effort 
and restraint is, of course, to please the Emperor. 


--| don't need to do that anymore. It doesn't matter if | become a big fat man. 


--But today, I'm still going to be in the best shape of my life. 


--For the last time. 


He called the maid in to wash and change his clothes. Jiang Bin hated eunuchs, so he banished all the 
original eunuchs in the "Leopard Room" to the south end and imprisoned them, leaving only the maids, 
actors, monks and craftsmen, and of course the sergeants from the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp". 
As for the Jinyiwei, although Jiang Bin was the commander, this was a status bestowed by the emperor. 
Now that Zhu Houzhao had passed away, Jiang Bin no longer dared to fully trust the loyalty of the 
Jinyiwei and used excuses to transfer them away from the capital. 


After changing into the military uniform he wears most often, Jiang Bin had a big breakfast, and after 
taking a break, he went to the school field in the "Leopard Room" to shoot arrows. One after another, 
powerful arrows came out of the strong bow and penetrated deeply into the grass target. After shooting 
fifty arrows, Jiang Bin felt that his muscles and bones had been stretched, and then he put down the 


bow with satisfaction. 
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The hundreds of soldiers from the "Regiment Training Camp" who were guarding the school grounds all 
looked with admiration at this fierce general who was guiding them with one hand. 


"Brother, today is the day. The title of lord and general is just one step away." 


Jiang Bin encouraged the soldiers. 


They once guarded the bitter cold outside the Great Wall, but overnight they jumped to the center of 
power in the world, relying on their authority to amass wealth that they had never thought of before. 
This process is like a dream, but they follow Jiang Bin and realize it every day. 


This dream will continue - they believe so deeply. 


The Queen Mother and Yang Ting and the cabinet were not the only ones who falsely conveyed the 
emperor's will. Jiang Bin also forged another version of the imperial edict, claiming that Zhu Houzhao 
entrusted the troops and horses of the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" to Admiral Jiang Bin. Jiang Bin 
took advantage of the situation and occupied the "Leopard Room" and stationed nearly a thousand 
elites from the "Regiment Training Camp" like a sharp knife close to the palace. 


The remaining soldiers and horses of the "Tuanlian Camp", together with the frontier troops 
commanded by Li Cong and Shenzhou, continued to be stationed in Tongzhou east of the capital. Jiang 
Bin's two forces, one from the east and one from the west, one from the inside and one from the 
outside, exerted a stranglehold on the capital, overriding the capital's forbidden troops and gaining the 
upper hand. Unless the court ministers order local troops to enter the capital to serve the king, the 
current situation will not change. 


--Now, even the new emperor has not yet ascended to the throne, you can ask people to diligently 
what "king"? ...... 


Jiang Bin has found out, and Yang Tinghe, taking advantage of the power conferred by the "Edict", is 
about to order the dissolution of the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" and transfer the border troops 
who have entered Beijing for defense to their original location. Of course Jiang Bin was determined not 
to give the other party this chance. 
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"Admiral, it's almost time." The guard reminded Jiang Bin. He returned to his dormitory and changed 
into plain clothes to honor his godfather Zhu Houzhao, but under the white robe he wore thin iron 
armor on his chest, back and arms. The attendant also wore similar plain clothes and hid a machete 
under his robe. 


Jiang Bin walked out of the school grounds again and saw nearly 500 infantry warriors from the "Team 
Training Camp" gathered together. They each wore eunuch costumes collected in the "Leopard Room" 
and shaved their faces cleanly. They also each hid their lightweight armor in their clothes. Among the 
soldiers, there were a lot of burdens disguised as offerings of food and wine, but they actually contained 
a collection of swords and axes, short javelins, short-horned bows, hand shields and other equipment. 


At this time, the guard handed over a wooden box. Jiang Bin opened it and inspected it. After making 
sure that the account books of Prince Ning's Mansion were properly stored, he nodded with satisfaction. 


"Keep this thing with your life." Jiang Bin said to the strong guard: "Don't leave my side." 


He walked to the school grounds and inspected the sergeants disguised as eunuchs to see their 
expressions. Without saying a word, he waved his hand and ordered everyone to set off. 


——No need to say anything more. It was clear from their looks that everyone was ready to risk their 
lives. 


Five hundred soldiers from the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" left the "Leopard Room", crossed the 
Xiyuan, and headed for the Xihua Gate of the Forbidden City. 


This day is the day when the roof of the "Kunning Palace" in Dauchi is repaired and the beast's kiss is 
installed. According to the etiquette, a sacrificial ceremony is held. The Queen Mother summons all civil 
and military officials to participate. 


"Ping Lupp" Jiang Bin, as the commander of the Jinyi Guards, is also among those being called upon. 


Of course Jiang Bin knew that this was a trap set by the Queen Mother and Yang Tinghe. If he is 
summoned to the palace, he will naturally be captured by the imperial army; if he refuses to obey, Yang 
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Tinghe and other ministers can immediately attack him in the court, cut off his ties with most of the 
party members in the court, and formally order to reduce his military power. At that time, even if Jiang 
Bin refused to hand over military power, once he was declared a rebel, the morale of his soldiers would 
be difficult to maintain, and it would immediately collapse as time passed. 


——It’s time to gamble your life. 


——From the moment | capsized Zhu Houzhao’s boat, there was actually no looking back. 


Jiang Bin and a dozen personal guards dressed as ordinary attendants walked in the front; while the five 
hundred strong men divided into several long lines to follow, and they walked as sparsely as possible to 
avoid being seen marching. 


Arriving outside Xihua Gate, Jiang Bin looked at the majestic and towering gate tower. There were 
Imperial Guard soldiers guarding the railings above. 


Two of his personal guards stepped forward first, announcing the name of Lord Jiang Bin, the 
commander of the Jinyi Guards, and explaining that they were here to attend the "Kunning Palace" 
ceremony. The gatekeepers inquired and checked the list of people summoned to the palace that day, 
confirming that Jiang Bin's name was among them. 


"Who are those people behind?" a guard officer on the gatehouse shouted and pointed to the large 
group of people following behind. 


"These are the eunuchs who stayed in the Leopard Room in Xiyuan." Jiang Bin's personal guard 
explained. "Since they had nothing to do there, Mr. Jiang took them back to the palace and picked up 
various sacrificial objects to present to the Queen Mother." 


The imperial army was only responsible for guarding the door. They had no idea how many servants the 
emperor had in the "Leopard Room", so they didn't feel particularly surprised when they saw the 
number of hundreds of people. 
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"Eunuch Zhang Yong has an order that all officials entering and leaving the Forbidden Palace these days 
can only bring two attendants." The officer stared at Jiang Bin when he said loudly: "We will send 
someone else to verify and deal with these attendants. Except Master Jiang, everyone retreated five 
hundred steps away." 


Jiang Bin had expected this, so he nodded to the officer and waved. His thirty or so personal guards 
pretended to drive the "eunuchs" back. 


Jiang Bin's personal guards, who were in charge of talking in front of the gate, then shouted to the 
officer above, "Lord Jiang is late, the auspicious time for the installation of the beast's kiss at Kun Ning 
Palace is approaching, and if we miss the ceremony, I'm afraid we'll offend the Empress Dowager. Can 
you open the city gate first?" 


The officer saw that hundreds of people were gradually retreating. After thinking about it, he ordered 
the soldiers below to open a side door on the left. 


Jiang Bin and the thirty or so elite guards were well prepared. When they saw the Forbidden Army 
opening the door, they suddenly turned back and ran back to Jiang Bin. One of them shouted: "Master 
Jiang, you forgot something!" He was still holding something in his hand. A a bag. 


The Imperial Guards didn't know what was going on for a while, and they didn't immediately call for the 
door to be closed. The smaller side door had already opened enough for the two of them to sit side by 
side. Seeing the opportunity, Jiang Bin whispered "Go". The thirty or so people suddenly had a fierce 
look in their eyes, and they all rushed towards the city gate! 


It seemed that the gatekeepers had never thought about such a forcible raid on the Forbidden City Gate. 
At a loss, several of Jiang Bin's men immediately rushed into the Xihua Gate, and they all took out 
machetes from under their robes! 


The equipment of the gatekeepers was actually far better than that of the frontier troops in the 
"Regiment Training Camp", but they seemed to panic when they were attacked. Although the royal 
guards of the imperial city are also soldiers selected from a hundred, most of them have little actual 
combat experience and are not as courageous as these border soldiers who are used to fighting the 
Tatars outside the Great Wall and have tasted blood many times with swords and guns. They were 
frightened by the Langmen and then retreated. 
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With these men taking the lead in entering the city gate, 30 of Jiang Bin's personal guards rushed in 
one by one and quickly formed a formation; at the same time, the 500 "eunuchs" outside had already 
drawn their weapons and shields from their burdens and ran wildly towards the city gate with shouts 
and cries! 


Seeing that the number of enemies required to enter had increased greatly, and that there were 
also hundreds of people shouting and killing outside, the forbidden soldiers at the gate lost all their will 
to regain the gate, and dozens of them turned around and fled towards the palace! 


As for the dozen or so Imperial Guards standing outside the door, facing the charge of hundreds of 
enemies, they had long ago abandoned their spears and fled outside as if their lives were lost. There 
were archers on the gate tower above. They originally had a commanding position to intercept the 
attack. However, seeing that the city gate had been breached, they were afraid that they would not 
have time to escape. Half of them fled along the battlements and went to other guard posts for help; 
the other half hid deep in the top floor of the gate tower. 


"Don't chase!" Jiang Bin shouted loudly. He glanced at the gate tower above. There was no soldier in 
front of the railing. He thought that the people hiding on the top floor would not dare to come out to 
shoot arrows again. In this raid, speed was more important than anything else. Jiang Bin had no time to 
clear out the remnants first, so he led his army straight towards "Kunning Palace". 


——tThese forbidden troops are really a bunch of tofu! 


Jiang Bin thought with a smile in his heart. He, the elite of the "Regiment Training Camp", equips 
Langmen with extremely light equipment, relying on the murderous spirit and fighting spirit to 
overwhelm his opponents. In the end, everything went more smoothly than he imagined. The men's 
swords were not even stained with a drop of blood, and they successfully broke through. 


They had already practiced for three days for this attack, so the timing of the advance and retreat 
attacks was so perfect. After all the soldiers disguised as eunuchs entered, more than 500 people quickly 
formed a formation and ran through the corridors between the palaces of the Forbidden City. 
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The "Regiment Training Camp" has already known the terrain distribution of the Forbidden City. This 
route avoids all open areas to prevent the Forbidden Army Shenji Battalion from setting up a firearm 
array to intercept. 


Finally, we have come to this point. By breaking through Xihua Gate, half of the victory was already 
in our hands. The 500 strong men of the "Reinforcement Battalion" entered the palace, the symbol of 
the supreme authority of the Ming Dynasty, and were on their way to make history. Unparalleled glory 
and alluring riches lay ahead. 


The courtiers gathered at the ceremony were surrendered and assisted by Yang Ting and all the 
following to be massacred; claiming that this was the edict of Emperor Zhengde, and granting military 
power to his adopted son Jiang Bin to clean up the rebellious and traitorous officials; using the account 
books of Prince Ning's Mansion as evidence of the culling; calling on Li Cong and Shen Zhou He led 
Tongzhou border troops to arrive and took over the defense of the capital; he abolished Zhu Houxi's 
edict to succeed to the throne and established an easy-to-control young prince to control the actual 
power of the world's military and political affairs... 


This is Jiang Bin's perfect plan. 


He held the knife and ran with the soldiers, smiling crookedly at the corner of his mouth. He was really 
grateful to Zhu Chenhao. 


——But your work is in vain... The one who laughs last is me. 


Contrary to the sound that shook Xihua Gate just now, the sergeants of the "Mighty Regiment Training 
Camp" did not shout at this moment, but each made a heavy running sound, like a large group of hungry 
wolves, calmly running at full speed towards the grassland full of prey. 


But when passing through the junction of a passage, a soldier shouted. 


It was a scream. 
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The crowd was densely packed in the passage, and many people behind could not see what was 
happening on the left side of the front of the queue. They could only see something that seemed to be 
dripping with water and flying into the air. 


Wherever the thing flew, several soldiers felt warm juice dripping on their heads and faces. When they 
wiped it off with their hands, they saw that their fingers were dyed bright red. 


--What? ... 


They are all full of doubts. There was no sound of fighting at all just now. 


Jiang Bin, who was sandwiched in the middle of the queue, had a premonition of danger. Just like he 
had predicted that the main force of the Tatar cavalry was about to roll in in the wilderness before, he 
would smell a different smell in the wind; there would be a bitter warmth like rust in his tongue; the 
blood in the back of his neck would tremble slightly. 


But on the open battlefield, he could still avoid it; at this moment, he could only welcome it. 


The sergeants at the "Mighty Regiment Training Camp" also had a strange feeling. If the opponent is a 
powerful enemy, they should detect it from a distance. The resistance encountered now was so sudden 
and silent, and the injuries suffered by his comrades were so violent. Judging from the force of the 
severed limb flying away, it doesn't seem like the damage a human being can cause. But in the corridors 
between the palaces, there should not be any weapons such as heavy crossbows, and there was no 
sound of gunfire exploding just now... 


——lIt’s like there’s...a monster... 


They didn’t know: This strange feeling had been encountered by the rebels from Prince Ning’s Mansion 
again and again on the battlefield. 


The soldiers at the front left of the "Regiment Training Camp" formation now saw clearly: the people 
who were suddenly coming from the branch road from the side were actually only about twenty 
imperial guards. 
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What surprised them even more was that there was only one enemy who was really attacking. 


The only person who really caused damage to the "Regiment Training Camp" was a guard standing at 
the front and center of the cone array, exposed outside the shield. This man was dressed lightly. Apart 
from the guard uniform, he only had thin armor strapped to his forearms. He wore neither a crown nor 
a helmet on his head. He only wore a simple turban wrapped in a bun and tied behind his head. 


The weapon of this guard is a double-edged weapon that is rarely seen on the battlefield among 
"Regiment Training Camp" soldiers. 


They had never seen anyone wielding two weapons like this. The speed at which they intertwined was 
so fast that the border soldiers couldn't even see clearly what kind of weapons they were, just like the 
guards' hands emitting two long beams of light. 


——tThe reason why they were sure it was a sharp blade was because they saw the result of the flesh of 
their comrades being cut apart wherever the beam passed. 


Within a few breaths, there were four more corpses wearing eunuch clothes on the ground. 


Even veterans who have been on the battlefield for a long time cannot help but be deeply shocked 
when they suddenly see such lethality. 


In order to please Zhu Houzhao, the elite frontier soldiers of the "Regiment Training Camp" were still 
undergoing rigorous training in the capital day and night. Even if they were panicking, they still tried to 
maintain their posture and retreat. But the guard's double blades were approaching too fast, and the 
soldiers could not avoid stepping on their comrades behind them. They all huddled together and lost 
their balance. 


The array in the "Team Training Camp" suddenly fell into chaos. 
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The three soldiers standing at the front saw that they could no longer avoid it, so they showed the 
ferocity of the wolf-tiger frontier troops, gritted their teeth, raised their swords and guns, and 
counterattacked the Forbidden Army guard, rushing towards his double-edged light net! 


Half of the gun shaft flew away along with the broken wrist. The pierced throat. The right knee tendon 
was torn. 


This is what happened to the three of them in the blink of an eye. 


The guard then put away his double blades and quickly took a few steps back. The center of the cone- 
shaped shield array behind him also opened a gap, allowing him to retreat into the protection of the 
shield array and take a rest - after all, he was not really Even a mythical monster needs to stop and 
adjust its breath after killing seven people in a row at high speed. 


Only then could the soldiers from the "Regiment Training Camp" huddled together see what the guard 
was holding. 


One is long and narrow, the other is wide and short, and the two swords have an elegant shape and 
reflect brilliantly in the sunlight. 


In the eyes of the border soldiers, such ancient swords were either sacrificial instruments before the 
army went out for battle, or decorations on the waists of royal nobles. It should never be such a deadly 
thing. 


The person standing in the middle of the shield array and wielding the long and short swords at this 
moment is not a particularly tall and majestic warrior, but just a young guard of medium stature and 
appearance who looks no more than 20 years old. 


——Is there such a terrifying swordsman in the inner palace? 


Originally there wasn’t. 
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Qingcheng swordsman Yan Heng is here, thanks to their leader Jiang Bin. 


After adjusting his breathing for a while, Yan Heng did not wait for the opponent to regain his position, 
and once again rushed out from the opening in the center of the shield formation with his sword, 
moving like a beast trapped in a cage for a long time, leaping out! 


——At this moment, Yan Heng once again grasped the long-lost "Dragon and Tiger Sword", and wanted 
to vent the anger that had been locked up for more than a year on the battle! 


After all, the soldiers of the "Regiment Training Camp" were different from the miscellaneous army 
composed of bandits from King Ning's army. They did not lose their fighting spirit just because they saw 
the astonishing power of Yan Heng's swords. Their ferocious habits that had been on the battlefield for a 
long time were also awakened at this moment, as the thirty-odd men in the front row roared and raised 
their weapons to Yan Heng! 


——Using overwhelming numbers to besiege and attack an outnumbered enemy is a sure-fire way to 
win that they have learned for many years and is common sense on the battlefield. 


But they have not experienced that common sense does not apply to a certain kind of enemy. 


Faced with dozens of times the enemy soldiers coming in, Yan Heng frowned, bared his teeth and let out 
a low howl, exuding a frenzied murderous aura that had never appeared even in the Battle of Poyang 
Lake. 


It seems that reason has been completely abandoned. 


He leaped forward with both feet without reservation and charged directly at the enemy group. 


The brilliance dances again. 
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"The Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword spun and rolled at a strangely high speed. Yan 
Heng's instantaneous sword style was different from the usual, but more like Hou Yingzhi, who was 
transformed into the top killer "Demon Blade" in those years. 


The frontier soldiers who were the first to greet the sword's edge had their souls and souls taken away 
by Yan Heng's murderous appearance that looked like a wild beast before his body was hit by the sword, 
and his whole body became stiff. Two swords are like slashing at a scarecrow. 


Yan Heng passed through the enemy soldiers with his sword light. In the blink of an eye, five people 
were killed or injured in the sharp light. The other nine border soldiers couldn't catch Yan Heng's figure 
at all. They only knew that their comrades were repeatedly hit by swords. They were so frightened by 
the momentum that they stopped and retreated halfway, and some were even knocked down by their 
companions rushing from behind. 


The passage was originally not very wide, and the thirty or so people could not squeeze in at the same 
time. The second wave of soldiers arrived at this time. They rushed forward from left to right, trying to 
outflank Yan Heng's flanks and behind. 


——tThere are many of us, so we will devour him! 


——No matter how powerful he is, he will die if he is surrounded! 


However, the twenty-two guards behind Yan Heng had already followed up at the same time and 
pushed up the two shield columns. After Yan Heng killed the enemy, he put away his sword and 
retreated for a moment. It was like there were two pairs of long and big shields on both sides of his 
back. Bird wings composed of shields, the twenty or so people rushing towards them were all blocked by 
the shield array! 


This formation is entirely designed to match Yan Heng's tactics. 


The person who released Yan Heng from the prison, brought the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Swords" into the palace and handed him into his hands, and arranged the shield formation to protect his 
flanks, was of course the eunuch Zhang Yong who was in charge of supervising the imperial city's guards. 
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"Use all means to capture or kill Jiang Bin." 


Chief Assistant Yang Tinghe gave this instruction when he handed over military power to Zhang Yong. 


With the authorization of the Queen Mother and the cabinet, Zhang Yong was finally able to release Yan 
Heng. But this time he was no longer just selling favors to Wang Shouren. 


"We will give you a chance to avenge your brother Jing." 


At that time, Yan Heng listened to Zhang Yong's request, but he just spread his arms and compared his 
dark and narrow cell to Zhang Yong. 


"In order to preserve the emperor's power, Brother Jing and | fought through life and death and fought 
bloody battles, but we were treated like this. Do | have any reason to wield the sword for the imperial 
court again?" 


Zhang Yong knew that the stakes were high and that Yan Heng was a strong support, so he used his 
trump card. 


"After His Majesty's death, what happens to the women he favored in the Leopard's Room is in our 
hands." Zhang Yong's words were not threatening: "They can be sent to the palace to serve as 
courtesans until they are old, or they can be sent back to the people. Of course, if they have relatives 
who have rendered service to the court, they will naturally be treated well." 


Yan Heng's eyes tightened as he stared at the old fox. 


Zhang Yong had clearly investigated the events of that day at the Nanking Governor's Mansion, as 
well as Yan Heng's relationship with Song Li. 


His offer was simple: Yan Heng's sword in exchange for Song Li's freedom. 
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Yan Heng's answer was just as Zhang Yong had expected. 


At this moment, the twenty-two Forbidden Army guards selected by Zhang Yongjing, carrying heavy 
beast shields, lined up on the left and right sloping iron walls to withstand the oncoming "Regiment 
Training Camp" side soldiers! 


However, there were more border soldiers disguised as eunuchs behind them, taking this opportunity to 
pour into the passage. They wanted to crush the shield formation with their numbers. 


A strange scream came from the battle formation. The breath seemed to be exhaled from between the 
teeth. The sound was not particularly loud, but everyone in the melee heard it. 


The two side soldiers who were pushing each other on the left side of the shield formation suddenly 
flew off the ground and flew sideways with this strange sound, colliding with other comrades. The 
sudden strange force was so fierce that the ten people in front of the shield array were knocked down 
one after another. The pressure on the left side of the shield array disappeared without a trace in an 
instant. 


The two side soldiers were actually shocked by Yan Heng's "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword 
Technique" fierce move "Tiger Thunder Roar" performed under his special breath. Yan Heng used his 
"Tiger Phase" to generate energy and rushed out with his whole body in short steps. His two swords and 
ejaculations hit the two of them hard, knocking them away instantly. 


Yan Heng used this very strenuous "Tiger Thunder Roar", but he did not stop. He spun his body and 
jumped to the right shield column. "The soldiers were pushing the shield with all their strength. They 
couldn't dodge at this time. They were all swept down by the sword light like immovable targets. 


The others who had not been hit by the sword saw that if they stayed any longer, they would only 
become targets for the sword, so they gave up pushing and hurriedly ran back for their lives. There were 
two people who couldn't escape and became the dead souls of Yan Heng sword again. Another border 
soldier, because of his own sudden retreat, was knocked off balance by the shield column and ran over 
him. The imperial guard behind the shield immediately stabbed him to death with a short knife. The 
border soldiers who were about to rush over to support saw their comrades in front of the shield array 
being quickly swept away, and they did not dare to go in for a while. 
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Yan Heng returned to the center of the shield array, holding the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger 
Swords" stained with thick blood on his hands, and there was blood everywhere on his face and body. 


Continuously attacking with all his strength, Yan Heng now felt short of breath and tired, his chest was 
rising and falling vigorously, and he couldn't hide it. 


——After being imprisoned in a dark prison for too long, even if he did not neglect training, the methods 
of training he could perform were always restricted. Yan Heng's physical condition today was far inferior 
to the peak during the previous battle. 


He tried hard to adjust his breathing so as not to let the other party see his fatigue, but his body failed to 
live up to his expectations and he still panted greedily. 


——It would be troublesome if the enemy knew that I'm tired... 


However, he did not expect that when the border soldiers saw Yan Heng's appearance, they did not 
think that he was tired and short of breath. Instead, they thought that his furious mood was still high 
and could not be suppressed. In their eyes, Yan Heng's expression was not human-like, and his eyes 
seemed to reveal the hunger that he had not tasted enough blood. 


—-—lt’s like a tiger that can wield a sword... 


"Kill!" A voice sounded in the center of the "Team Training Camp" team formation. "Come on! He's 
alone! Kill him!" 


This is naturally Jiang Bin's cry. When the battle just broke out, he hadn't seen clearly what enemy was 
coming due to the crowds and confusion. At this time, the scene was slightly still, and Jiang Bin finally 
saw from a distance who was attacking his troops from the side. 


As soon as he saw Yan Heng, Jiang Bin immediately thought of Jing Split, his magical skills when blocking 
arrows at the "Dudu Mansion" in Nanjing, and the powerful martial arts of the Wudang Sect that he had 
witnessed in the "Leopard Room" many years ago. 
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——lf he was just as powerful, it wouldn’t be fun... 


Jiang Bin was even more worried that Yan Heng's delay would cause them to stay in this passage. 
According to his original plan, marching speed and vigor were the most important. The goal was to 
massacre the ministers before the main force of the imperial army could react, claiming that he was 
acting under the imperial edict and deciding the overall situation. They must not stay here long. 


"Use arrows! Use javelin!" Jiang Bin shouted again at this time. 


"Sir! This will disrupt our formation..." one of the guards advised. The long-range weapons they brought 
with them were not many, so they had to be kept in the middle of the queue, facing forward, so that 
they could be used at any time to attack the enemy they encountered when moving in a hurry. 


Jiang Bin ignored it. He just wanted to deal with Yan Heng as soon as possible before continuing to 
march, so he once again urged the archery soldiers to move to the left flank. 


Nearly a hundred border soldiers armed with short javelins, horned bows and slingshots followed the 
order and set up a formation in front of the branch. 


But Yan Heng and the twenty-two imperial guards had already prepared a countermeasure. As soon as 
they saw the enemy's firing formation, they combined the left and right shield formations to protect Yan 
Heng in the center. The three outermost beast shields on both sides were also moved into the back of 
the formation and stacked upward like an umbrella cover. Twenty-two shields surround it like an iron 
barrel with one half facing forward. 


"The javelins of the Reinforcement Battalion flew towards the shield formation, but the shields 
with the bronze animal masks were very solid, and the twenty-three men were half crouching and 
kneeling, their whole bodies were covered, so the arrows and spears were completely unable to 
penetrate and harm them in the slightest. 


"Charge! Charge!" Jiang Bin called again. After all, he is a battlefield welder. When he sees the opponent 
cowering to block arrows, it is a good opportunity for many infantry to swarm and attack him. 
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The border soldiers had been following Jiang Bin for a long time and had already known his habit of 
commanding battles. When another round of arrows and guns flew out, nearly a hundred people 
stepped forward and charged towards the shield formation again! 


The Imperial Guards who were protecting Yan Heng had no time to open it again and transform back 

into a cone-shaped formation, so they had to lower the top six shields, seal the gap behind them, and 
form a circle. Yan Heng stood in the center. The number of enemies rushing this time was three times 
that of before. 


"Why... you haven't come yet?..." A guard of the imperial army, who was holding a beast shield and 
preparing for the impact, said in a panic. Compared with before, they were now at a disadvantage. 


"Don't think about anything." Yan Heng answered him. "Just think about one thing: hold on. Until all the 
enemies are dead." 


Yan Heng's statement makes no sense. But his voice had a calming effect on the twenty-two guards. 
Somehow they put faith in what he said. 


——This guy must have experienced many such moments. If we follow him, maybe we can actually 
survive... 


But they didn't know that Yan Heng was not really that calm in his heart. There was a rage in his chest 
that threatened to explode. 


——Zhang Yong, you bastard... 


Then there was a loud bang as the shield was hit hard. 


It was as if the whole world suddenly erupted. 
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Both inside and outside the shield formation were howling like wild beasts. One of the most primal 
emotions. 


The first wave of impact caused one of the guards in the shield formation to kneel half-down, and the 
shield was knocked open. The border soldiers outside rushed towards the gap as soon as they saw it, 
trying to tear the shield formation apart. 


But Yan Heng's swords fired with lightning, killing three people through the gap. The guard got a chance 
to breathe, stood up, readjusted his posture, and filled back the beast shield. 


The border soldiers continued to attack all sides of the shield formation, looking for weaknesses that 
they could break through. But every time the shield formation collapsed, the "Male and Female Dragon 
and Tiger Swords" quickly intercepted the enemies invading from there, allowing the comrades to close 
the formation again. 


The attacks by border soldiers outside the "Regiment Training Camp" became more and more intense 
and frequent. Yan Heng and the twenty-two guards were like sitting on a small boat. They could not help 
but withstand the impact of violent storms and waves. At any moment, the hull of the boat might break 
and everyone would be submerged and swept away. 


At this time, one of the imperial guards screamed and fell to the ground. It turned out that two gaps 
appeared in the shield array at the same time. When Yan Heng used his sharp sword to seal one side, 
the guard holding the shield on the other side had already been struck between the shoulder and neck 
by an axe. The comrades on both sides of him desperately used their shields to hit the intruder, and 
everyone worked together to close the gap again. 


However, the shields were rearranged in such a way as to reveal another gap, and another man 
was stabbed through the left breast with a lance from an outside enemy, while another guard's right 
foot was so exposed under the shield that it was cracked open by the hilt of a border soldier's lance, and 
he was unable to stand. 


Fortunately, the remaining nineteen people reacted very quickly and finally connected the shield circle 
tightly again. However, the shrunken shield circle was less able to withstand the impact, and the entire 
array was constantly shaking. The guards looked at each other with despair in their eyes. 
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If the shield array collapses, all comrades will die. Yan Heng knew it very well. As for himself, can he fight 
his way alone among the enemy with his two swords? He couldn't say for sure. 


But until the last moment, Yan Heng will never give up on these people. Even if we are strangers, even if 
today is the first time we fight side by side, we are still companions. He continued to swing his sword 
without reservation, filling the gaps in the shield that were breached every time, without thinking about 
leaving some strength for himself to escape later. 


He only knows how to use the sword this way. 


Then, the impact outside suddenly stopped. 


Neither Yan Heng nor the imperial guards could see what was happening outside the shield circle. But 
they thought of the only possibility. 


On the large passage outside, Jiang Bin no longer looked towards Yan Heng, but looked far ahead. He 
felt his mouth go dry. 


The most worrying thing happened. 


The main force of the royal palace's imperial guards appeared at the front of the passage. 


At this moment. When the queues at the "Team Training Camp" are at their most chaotic and scattered. 


If they had encountered enemy troops during their urgent march, Jiang Bin's troops were ina 
concentrated attack position and could still attack and break through with vigor. He was convinced that 
the Forbidden Army would not be able to resist. 


But now their formation was completely messed up by Yan Heng: more than a hundred people were 
separated and packed into the branch road, and the archery gunners were moved to inappropriate 
flanks, and a lot of arrows were used. 
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The Forbidden Army in front did not give Jiang Bin any chance to think or respond. They shouted and 
charged this way. 


At this time, Jiang Bin finally understood: the fall of Xihua Gate was all an act, and the other party had 
been planning to let Jiang Bin's team enter the Forbidden City from the beginning. 


When Jiang Bin planned all this, he forgot one thing: his opponents included Zhang Yong. A figure who 
once brought down the powerful Liu Jin. 


The Forbidden Army infantry charging ahead was about 600 people, personally commanded by Zhang 
Yong, and they were all sergeants who had expedition to Wudang Mountain a few years ago. Zhang 
Yong believes that only these forbidden troops with bloody battle experience are enough to fight 
against Jiang Bin's border soldiers. 


At this moment, Jiang Bin has 500 soldiers from the "Regiment Training Camp". In terms of individual 
combat strength and battle experience, they are still stronger than the forbidden troops rushing from 
the opposite side. Even if the formation is temporarily chaotic, if they enter a melee, they may not be 
defeated. 


But when Jiang Bin thought that he was in a trap, he became timid. 


——Do you want to fight here? Will there be other ambushes? 


— —Or should we change our strategy? ... 


But the enemy was already forcing him to make an immediate decision. 


In the end, Jiang Bin chose a safer path. 


"Go!" He waved his hand and shouted the order. "Go back! Let's go back!" 
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He came up with a plan to escape from the Forbidden City and return to the Leopard Room. He still had 
about 300 men there, and together with the men here, he could use the Leopard Room and the West 
Court as a defense, so it would not be easy for the other side to enter; and then when Li Cong and Shen 
Zhou arrived with the Four Families' own soldiers, they could attack from the inside and the outside, and 
the situation could be reversed immediately! 


--There's no need to take risks here! 


The soldiers at the "Regiment Training Camp" protected Jiang Bin and retreated along the way. Zhang 
Yong's imperial army immediately gave chase. 


Yan Heng and the guards holding shields were rescued. Everyone looked at each other speechlessly, 
knowing that they had saved their lives. 


Only Yan Heng ran away following the main force of the Forbidden Army without saying a word. 


He was filled with anger. The original agreement was that as long as he succeeded in confusing Jiang 
Bin's troops and causing the opponent to use bows and arrows, Zhang Yong's brigade would appear 
immediately. But it turned out to be so late. 


——dZhang Yong risked our safety in order to plunge the enemy's battle formation into maximum chaos. 


——Our life and death have no value at all in his eyes. 


But now Yan Heng knew that there were more important things to do. There was only one person in his 
eyes at the moment. 


Like a ferocious beast eyeing its prey, Yan Heng ran wildly between the palaces of the Forbidden City. 
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OOOO 


Stepping into the "Leopard Room" where he made his fortune again, Jiang Bin no longer knew how 
many of his subordinates were left who had followed him back. 


Just now, Jiang Bin led five hundred people to fight left and right in the Forbidden City. Jiang Bin could 
not grasp all the fighting situations. He only knew that cries and screams of deadly fighting broke out 
everywhere in the passages and courtyards of the palace. 


Initially, he originally wanted to escape from the Forbidden City via the nearest Xihua Gate route. But in 
the panic, he still kept thinking, thinking that since Xihua Gate deliberately allowed him to invade 
before, now it must be heavily blocked. So he hurriedly led the "Regiment Training Camp" team to turn 
right and head towards the Xuanwu Gate in the north of the palace. 


This was like going through the deepest core of the Forbidden City. 


While fleeing, the five hundred people were cut off several times by ambushes of the Forbidden Army 
who suddenly appeared from the side. Each time, a small group of "Regiment Training Camp" border 
soldiers were separated, and soon they were swallowed up by the main force of the pursuing Forbidden 
Army. On one occasion, even Jiang Bin himself barely survived the ambush. Fortunately, he was rescued 
by a large number of returning border soldiers before he was surrounded. 


When they arrived at Xuanwu Gate, the queue at the "Regiment Training Camp" was much weaker than 
at the beginning, but the border soldiers were accustomed to fighting against the cruel Tatars. Failure to 
be captured outside the Great Wall would mean being tortured to death. At this juncture, they With a 
strong will to survive, he braved the arrows and bullets fired from the gate tower, occupied the Xuanwu 
Gate in one breath, and quickly opened the city gate to escape. 


These remaining border soldiers fought and walked to protect Jiang Bin as he turned westward. When 

they crossed the stone bridge on the "Taiye Pond" in Xiyuan, they were already bitten by the pursuers at 
the rear of the queue. A fierce fight broke out on the bridge. The dragon's stone core was stained red by 
the spilled blood. Jiang Bin ignored the subordinates who were fighting to the death at the rear. He only 
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knew that he must continue to move forward. He and his guards passed through the garden, and used 
the "Yuxi Palace", a Taoist temple built by the royal family in Xiyuan, as cover, and finally managed to 
rush back. "Leopard Room". 


Jiang Bin, whose hair was stained with blood, had not experienced such danger for many years, and 
after escaping for so many times, his clothes were soaked and he was panting like an ox, so he grabbed 
a bottle of wine in the hall and poured a few mouthfuls of it before quenching his thirst a little bit. 


The scene in the rooms of the "Leopard Room" was eerie: underneath all the colorful silk and 
paintings of the Western cults, there was an apocalyptic scene, with courtesans, magicians, musicians 
and monks fleeing in panic, tables and chairs falling over, and the remaining soldiers of the 
"Reinforcement Battalion" with their blades, either sitting on the bright stone floors and resting in 
fatigue, or searching for food and water. Some soldiers also began to loot the palace. 


When Jiang Bin saw this, he angrily threw down his wine bottle, grabbed his hat and threw it away, 
and with a swing of his saber, he cut down one of his men, who was holding a bundle, through the 
hanging tent. The bag fell to the ground, and a pile of gold and silver wine containers rolled out. 


"Whoever tries to run away again, | will chop him off! Jiang Bin roared, "We must get through this 
together! There are still reinforcements from Tongzhou outside! As long as we hold this place, we can 


win!" 


He stretched his leg and kicked away one of the glasses, then said, "Can you eat this stuff for the 
rest of your life? The real glory and wealth is right in front of us! Let's go get it together!" 


"The soldiers of the Reinforcement Battalion were encouraged by this and followed Jiang Bin's 
orders to set up defense around the Panther Room. Jiang Bin himself led the remaining dozen or so of 
his personal guards to a safer place in the center of the Leopard Room. 


They went to a large stone room next to the schoolyard, where all kinds of fierce beasts kept by 
Zhu Houzhao during his lifetime were imprisoned. 
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Inside the two rows of iron cages, there are only seven tigers and leopards left, because the beasts 
would get sick after being in the cages for a long time and could only be kept for four to five years at the 
most; in recent years, Zhu Houzhao often went on expeditions and was interested in raising and fighting 
beasts. It has been greatly reduced a long time ago, so only these few are still alive. 


Jiang Bin walked through the iron cage and saw pairs of beast eyes staring at him. Their eyes are no 
longer as sharp as when they first entered the "Leopard Room". They are now indifferent and tired, as if 
they have accepted their fate. 


Looking at the appearance of these trapped beasts, Jiang Bin suddenly thought of his own situation at 
the moment. He shook his head violently to get rid of the unlucky thoughts. 


——| will not admit defeat—— 


Then he heard the sound of being attacked starting from the outside of the "Leopard Room". 


A dozen or so guards stood between the animal cages, looking at each other, and finally at Jiang Bin. 


Jiang Bin stared at the void in the dark room, carefully using his ears to discern the battle situation 
outside. 


He heard the change. 


The miserable cries suddenly became extremely dense. And it kept approaching the "Leopard Room". 


There is only one explanation: an enemy broke through, and both advancing and killing people were 
very fast. ——He can only think of one such enemy. 
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"Let's go!" He said in panic, leading his bodyguard through the animal cages and running out of the door 
at the other end of the stone house. Jiang Bin had just left for a while when a figure ran into the animal 
room. 


The sunlight outside the door reflects the long and short blades on his left and right. 


Yan Heng didn't know where this place was, but he smelled a strong smell outside the door, so he was 
extra cautious and slowed down his pace. 


Those tigers and leopards trapped in the cage suddenly smelled the strong smell of blood, and their 
instincts were awakened. Their bodies that had been lying lazily struggled to bounce up, and walked 
back and forth in the cage, all of their eyes looking at Yan Heng, with a look of hunger in them. 


Just because of this, the blood stained on Yan Heng's body was thicker than before. His turban has long 
gone, and his bun has come loose, and there are darkened blood clots stuck between his long hair. 


His inner guard's uniform had long since lost its original color, and it was soaked to the skin and stuck to 
his torso. Half of Yan Heng's face was also stained red, as if he was wearing makeup on a theater stage, 
with only his murderous eyes showing. It was as if he had just crawled out of hell. 


From chasing the frontier soldiers of the "Regiment Training Camp" in the Forbidden City; crossing the 
stone bridge of the "Taiye Pond"; to breaking through the defense line of the "Leopard Room", Yan Heng 
no longer knows how many enemies he has killed or injured. He sprinted at high speed throughout the 
journey, and every time he encountered an obstacle, he would deal with the enemies in front of him 
without thinking. This kind of physical exertion was extremely shocking. His strength was about to 
bottom out. Now he relied on a kind of A special mental state supports the physical body. This is not like 


the "Borrowing Phase" that can only burst out briefly, and it is not like Lei Jiudi's "Divine Descendance" 
where he will lose his mind, but it is like the purity of "Mountain Snail" when he faced the tiger and 


understood the "Dragon Phase" The realm of releasing instinct. 


——Yan Heng did not know that at this moment, he was very similar to He Zisheng, who fought alone 
against the "Ghosts in Western Sichuan" when he was young; but now, he was only one year older than 
his master back then. 


He hung the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" and walked straight through the passage 
between the two rows of iron cages on the left and right. Wherever he passed, the caged tigers and 
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leopards were subdued by the aura he exuded, just like they had been alarmed by danger in the 
mountains before, whining and curling up in a corner of the iron cage. 


He walked through the animal room and out the other door. Yan Heng didn't understand the layout of 
the palace and the "Leopard Room". He just relied on intuition and expanded senses to pursue Jiang Bin 
along the way, but he didn't go wrong at all. 


After arriving outside the Leopard's Room, Yan Heng crossed the monk's temple and garden, and went 
straight to the "Education Department" where the Emperor's favorite concubine lived. 


Just because he was far away, he could hear the commotion on the other side. 


When he arrived at the "Jiaofangsi" door, Yan Heng saw the door open. There were chains hanging on 
the door. Many beauties and maidservants kept rushing out of the door, looking very frightened. 


Since Jiang Bin occupied the "Leopard Room", he has locked most of the houses to prevent people from 
the imperial court from sneaking in or people in the "Leopard Room" from escaping. It was obvious at a 
glance that the door lock had been broken open by force, and the person who opened the door did not 
have time to find the key. 


——In other words, it happened just now. 


Yan Heng recognized some beauties who escaped from the door. He had seen them next to the throne 
of the "Fifth Army Governor's Mansion" in Nanjing more than a year ago. 


He thought that this is the place where the emperor's women live, and felt a great ominous feeling in his 
heart, and immediately drew up his steps and rushed into the "Education Department". 


Women kept escaping from the "Education Department". Yan Heng went deeper and deeper into the 
direction where they fled. 


3583 


As he entered the corridors of the "Church Office", he was greeted by a mixture of scents that 
could make a man's heart flutter. But Yan Heng didn't seem to realize it, and his pace quickened and 
went deeper. The further he walked inside, the heavier the worries in his heart became... 


In the center of the residence of the beauties in the "Jiaofangsi" there are two halls, front and back. The 
front hall is where the emperor comes and selects his concubine to sleep with every night; while the 
back hall is set as a real training hall for the girls to practice dancing and singing. The walls are covered 
with pictures of flying fairies, and musical instruments and dancing props are scattered everywhere. 


Yan Heng pushed aside the women and musicians who were fleeing in panic, walked into the back hall 
of the classroom, and finally saw the scene he least wanted to see. 


Surrounded by murals of dazzling colors, Jiang Bin and his remaining dozen or so personal guards stood 
in the center of a large Western pattern carpet used for daily dance practice. The guards of the 
"Regiment Training Camp" had captured two hostages at this moment. Two people held each hostage 
together, and a third person held a knife to his neck. 


One of the hostages, a boy of four or five years old, was crying loudly, his arms were twisted behind his 
back by the guards, and his legs were grabbed by another man, lifting him up in the air. The boy's arms 
and legs were like cucumbers in the huge palms of these border guards, so it was easy to twist them. 
The more the boy was afraid, the more he struggled, and the more he struggled, the more pain he felt in 
his arms, and the more he cried his eyes out. 


The other person who was slaughtered under the saber was naturally Jiang Bin's primary target 
when he rushed into the "Education Department". 


Song Li, also with his arms locked behind his back, was forced to kneel on the carpet by the strong 
border guards who pressed down on her shoulders. One of the guards grabbed Song Li's hair with his 
left hand, straightening her face so that Yan Heng, who had just entered, could see clearly, while his 
right hand pressed the blade of his saber against her pink neck. 


At this moment, Yan Heng was relieved of his detached state of emotion. The heavy fatigue that had 


been suppressed in his body, as well as the pain from multiple minor injuries, all attacked him in an 
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instant. If he were an ordinary person, he would have collapsed by now. But he was strong enough to 
withstand it, maintaining the posture of holding up both swords, trying not to let the enemy see how 
weak he was at the moment. 


But when he looked at Song Li's concerned eyes, he still betrayed himself. 


Song Li suddenly saw Yan Heng appearing in front of the back hall door, looking like a blood-soaked 
demon, and his whole body was trembling with excitement. 


--You've come out. ...... Great. ...... Great. ...... 


Tears dripped onto the cold saber in front of her neck. 


Yan Heng looked at her being held by the saber, and then remembered the scene a year ago in the 
Governor's Mansion when she pointed a sharp arrow at her neck in front of the Emperor and used her 
life to keep him safe. He felt as if his whole body was on fire, his blood was boiling and surging. 


"Stop." 


Jiang Bin stretched out a palm to stop Yan Heng. "You are standing close enough." 


He knew how terrible a beast Yan Heng was, and he was holding the leash to control him. 


The boy Ajie was still crying, and the sound shook the whole hall. Jiang Bin looked impatient, took a step 
forward, and slapped Ajie hard on the face! 


The palm of the hand was thick and hard, and one of Ajie's baby teeth immediately flew out of his 
mouth, and his left cheek swelled rapidly. He stopped crying immediately. 
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But Ajie didn't stop crying because of pain and fear. He stared at Jiang Bin with his big eyes, flashing 
quiet anger. This kind of strength is not what a child of a few years old should have. That look was very 
similar to his mother's. 


Watching Ajie suffer like this, Song Li's heart felt like a knife piercing her heart. 


"| won't talk anymore." Jiang Bin used the same hand to pinch Song Li's soft cheeks and lips, but his eyes 
never left Yan Heng. "You go first. Fight whoever stands in your way. Protect me from the capital. You 
can do it." 


His hand played with Song Li's hair. "After you get out, | promise to let you leave and stay together." 


Song Li's head suddenly snapped down. She tried to wipe her neck on the saber's edge. But the 
guard with the saber pulled her hair tightly to stop her from cutting herself. 


Being pulled so hard that her neck was raised, Song Li felt it was difficult to breathe, but she still 
managed to look at Yan Heng, shouting like a wounded animal: "No...don't do it for me..." 


"I'm at a dead end." Jiang Bin said again. "Now | think | will die. It would be a happy thing to take your 
beloved woman with me. You'd better decide quickly. If the imperial army attacks, then we don't have 
to choose anything." 


Yan Heng stood there panting, looking extremely weak. Just now Song Li almost committed suicide to 
prevent him from being restrained, and his heart was still beating wildly at this moment. 


But at the same time, his swordsman's instincts also activated again at this moment, calling out to 
him inside his body, ordering him to reorganize his emotions and breath. To suppress anger, sadness 
and anxiety in one corner. Absolute concentration. 


Yan Heng looked at Jiang Bin, but at the same time he used the peripheral vision of his eyes to look at 
the position of Song Li and her captors, secretly estimating the distance. Probably more than ten feet. 
He estimated how confident he would be if, in his current state, he could stab Jiang Bin's guard's right 
hand with one blow at full speed, preventing the other party from having time to cut Song Li's throat. 
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——Maybe only 30% or 40%. 


——And drawing the sword like this is also dangerous to Song Li... 


He thought of the child on the other side again. Is he Xiaoli's son? Yan Heng didn't know. Maybe not. But 
he couldn't help but think about the fact that if he tried to save Song Li with a quick sword, the child 
would almost die. ——Even if he is a stranger to a child, Yan Heng cannot convince himself that he can 
sacrifice him at will. Jiang Bin was right. He had little time left to make a decision. 


But at this moment, Jiang Bin and his frontier guards heard a sound that was very familiar to them. 


The sound of arrows flying through the air. 


The guard holding Ajie with a knife was shot in the right eye by a long arrow, which penetrated deeply. 
His whole body stiffened instantly. 


Jiang Bin and the others had not heard the sound of the enemy's attack and could not have 
predicted this cold arrow - they had not imagined that there was any force that could harm them in this 
"workshop" full of women and musicians. 


The person who fired the arrow through a paper window in the back hall was Ma Di, who was brought 
into the "Leopard Room" by Jiang Bin himself. What she was holding in her hand was one of the hunting 
horn bows that Zhu Houzhao loved to use during his lifetime. It was left in the front hall of the 
"Jiaofangsi" before the Southern Expedition. 


——Ma Di, who has always wanted to take her son away from the palace, has not put down her 
proficient archery skills over the years. She practices it every chance she gets in the "Jiaofang Division" 
in case it is necessary. 


Yan Heng, who was already preparing for war, took action without hesitation when he saw the arrow. 
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--Ma Di had seen Jing Li's skill in the Governor's Mansion and guessed that Yan Heng's skill would 
not be far behind; therefore, she didn't inform Yan Heng before she shot the arrow, so that she could 
use it as a surprise attack, betting that Yan Heng would react quickly. 


--She was right. 


Yan Heng's reddish body turned into a bloody shadow. 


The network iron has become weightless light. 


Yan Heng and the "Dragon Thorn" sword were in a straight line. He just took a step, but with the help of 
"Dragon Appearance", the explosive power of his left foot pushing on the ground and his right leg 
stepping out was extremely astonishing. 


He used the sword move he had practiced the most in his life. But never so fast. 


"The stars chase the moon." 


The guard who held the knife against Song Li's neck pulled the blade in his hand when he saw that his 
colleague was hit by an arrow. But he found that his right hand seemed to be missing from the wrist 
down. The arm didn't move when he yanked on it. There was only a sharp pain in his wrist. 


The golden sword edge of "Dragon Thorn" penetrated his right wrist. The machete fell from his fingers 
that had lost their strength. He did not suffer the pain for long. Because the next moment, "Hu Pi" had 
already killed him. 


The other two border soldiers who caught Song Li let go of her in horror and ran for their lives in the rain 
of blood. But it was too late. Before their hands could leave Song Li's clothes and skin, they fell down in 
front of the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords". 


Jiang Bin couldn't decide whether to retreat or raise the knife. Yet there is no difference. The 
unstoppable sword light was already approaching. 
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Although he was far less powerful than Yan Heng, he had accumulated countless experiences in the 
battlefield and was still able to raise his arms to defend himself at this critical moment. 


Then a strange and unprecedented sensation came to his arms: they seemed to have suddenly lost 
their weight, and he didn't know where he had put them. Immediately afterward, Jiang Bin felt that the 
floor seemed to be turning over and he could not maintain his balance. 


Jiang Bin's magnificent body collapsed helplessly. He instinctively tried to get up again, but realized 
that except for his waist, which could still wriggle on the floor like a snake, he was unable to direct his 
arms and legs. 


The tendons in his arms and legs had been cut by Yan Heng's gusty swords. 


"Save me..." It's a miracle that Jiang Bin didn't die immediately under Yan Heng's sword. He finally 
turned around, raised his head and shouted. 


But none of his subordinates answered him. 


The situation is extremely strange. In the dance room surrounded by murals, the remaining nine Jiang 
Bin guards were all standing as if they were under a curse. Yan Heng stood between them within arm's 
reach. But their legs didn't dare to move. He even forgot that he was still holding the weapon, neither 
lifting it up nor putting it away. Jiang Bin was the only one struggling and moaning on the carpet. 


Ajie broke away from the stunned soldiers. Ma Di had already walked in with a bow and arrow, and Ajie 
rushed into her arms. Mother and son hugged each other but neither cried. 


It was Song Li’s voice. Only then did Yan Heng save the energy to look back. But he saw Song Li still 
kneeling, touching her upper right abdomen with her palm, and then looking down at the palm of her 
hand. 
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Yan Heng screamed sadly, dropped his swords and rushed forward, supporting Song Li who was about to 
fall, and reached out to explore her abdomen. 


It was the sword "Star Chasing the Moon" just now. After all, Yan Heng was extremely tired. When he 

drew his sword at the highest speed, he could not accurately grasp the depth and power of the thrust. 
The tip of the Dragon Spike penetrated through the wrist joints and tendons of the border soldier, and 
then penetrated into Song Li's upper abdomen. Yan Heng held Song Li with one hand and pressed the 

wound with the other, holding her tightly, unable to speak. "This time ...... is not a dream...... " Song Li 
stroked Yan Heng's face with her bloodstained hand. 


"Xiao Li!" Yan Heng choked up and called out. 


Song Li heard this, and tears welled up like springs. 


"Xiao Liu... I'm sorry that day. | shouldn't have left you. There's not a day that goes by that | don't 
regret..." She was talking about the day at Tai'an Temple at the foot of Qingcheng Mountain, when she 
angrily scolded and abandoned Yan Heng. Yan Heng cried and shook his head. 


——| left you behind. 


"Let's go home." Yan Heng said, "Back to Qingcheng Mountain." 


Song Li smiled happily. 


At this moment, Yan Heng had thrown away his swords and turned his back to them holding a dying 
woman. However, the nine border soldiers seemed to have had their souls taken away, and still no one 
dared to move a finger. 


Ma Di and Ajie also came over and hurriedly took cloth from around the Jiaofang and pressed it on Song 
Li's belly. 


3590 


"Sister..." Ma Di was so anxious that she put a palm on Song Li's face, as if she wanted to convey her will 
to survive. 


After a long time, there was a roar of people outside, and the nine border soldiers woke up as if from a 
dream, knowing that the Forbidden Army had already invaded. At this time it was too late to escape. 
They threw away their knives one by one and knelt down on the spot. 


The Imperial Guards who broke in were shocked when they saw this scene. They first saw Jiang Bin 
moaning and rolling on the ground, and then they recognized Yan Heng. The officer directed the crowd 
to arrest Jiang Bin and the border soldiers immediately. Jiang Bin couldn't move his arms and legs, so the 
Forbidden Army soldiers bandaged all the wounds with cloth, and then tied him into a log, and put him 
aside to be guarded by twenty men. 


Ma Di was born into a military family and knew that these imperial guards officers would bring 
emergency gold medicine, so she asked them for it and applied it on Song Li's wound. Those officers had 
seen Yan Heng's bravery and dared not deny it. 


At this time, the Forbidden Army had taken control of the entire "Leopard Room" to ensure safety, and 
Zhang Yong stepped into the "Jiaofang Division". When he saw Jiang Bin being captured alive, his eyes lit 
up and he was overjoyed. 


Yan Heng, who had been holding Song Li quietly, suddenly jumped up at this moment. His body 
movement was unmatched by anyone. In an instant, he was in front of Zhang Yong, with his right hand 
lightning fastening on the big eunuch's throat. 


The whole place suddenly fell silent. No one in the imperial army dared to move, fearing that Eunuch 
Zhang would make a mistake. Many of them had seen how fast and fierce Yan Heng's swords were, and 
they could imagine how easily these five fingers holding the swords could tear Zhang Yong's throat 
apart. 


At this moment, Zhang Yong was like a prey trapped in the claws of a crazy beast. Cold sweat oozed 
from every pore on his body, and he stopped breathing for a moment. 
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He knew very well why Yan Heng was so angry: In order for his Forbidden Army to have greater 
confidence in defeating Jiang Bin's 500 men, Zhang Yong delayed the arrival of reinforcements and 
almost let Yan Heng die in the Forbidden City. 


"Everything | do is not for myself." After making sure that Yan Heng's fingers were not clenched, Zhang 
Yongcai took a breath and said slowly. "You should understand." 


Yan Heng stared at him for a while, then slowly let go of Zhang Yong's throat with his fingers. 


Of course he didn’t really want to kill Zhang Yong. Too many people will be implicated. Yan Heng just 
wanted to make Zhang Yong remember the feeling of having his life in someone's hands. 


Yan Heng walked away, picked up the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" left on the ground, 
and looked at the palace built by Emperor Zhengde to satisfy his endless lust for pleasure. The blood 
that had just been splashed onto those flying fairy murals seemed to pollute the wonderful heaven in 
the paintings into hell. 


He only felt that everything in this strange imperial city was so absurd and dark. 


Zhang Yong touched his throat and looked at Jiang Bin, who had been crippled by Yan Heng, lying in a 
corner of the room. He couldn't help but feel in awe of the young swordsman. Although Zhang Yong did 
make full use of Yan Heng before, he was also a person who loved talents, otherwise he would not have 
helped Wang Shouren last year. 


Seeing that Yan Heng's emotions seemed to have calmed down, Zhang Yong spoke up again, 
"Swordsman Yan Heng is a world-class warrior, and he has accomplished great feats in the fight against 
the rebellion this time. Now that the new emperor is about to take over the throne, and the world is 
going to try its best to restore the peace after all the troubles, it is the right time for the imperial court 
to need people. If you are willing to serve, you will have a bright future ahead of you." 


Zhang Yong took another look at the sword in Yan Heng's hand. Knowing that fame and wealth 
might not be enough to impress him, he added, "With the protection of the imperial court, the walls of 
the Qingcheng Sword Sect will be even more majestic than the Wudang Sect's 'Palace of Encountering 
Truth’. 
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Yan Heng listened to this and glanced at Zhang Yong, making a cold snort of disdain. 


He hadn't forgotten that the "Encountering Truth Palace" of the Wudang Sect had been razed to 
the ground by the imperial court. 


Yan Heng carried his swords upside down and returned to the frail Song Li, sitting down on his 
knees and letting her rest in his arms. He gazed at her face, which was still beautiful despite her 
suffering. 


"1, Yan Heng, will never again have anything to do with the court in this life." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 221 Chapter 7 - Farewell 


Eight days after Yang Tinghe, the chief minister in charge of the government, successfully removed Jiang 
Bin, Zhu Houxi rushed to the capital, where peace had returned, and ascended the throne as the new 
ruler. The next year, he changed his name to Jiajing. 


After Jiang Bin was captured, his home was ransacked and 70 cabinets of gold, 2,200 cabinets of silver, 
and countless other valuables were found. In order to deter the unruly people, the new emperor 
immediately issued an order to put Jiang Bin to death at the suggestion of Yang Tinghe, and publicly 
punished Ling Chi. Generals Li Cong and Shen Zhou, who were also arrested for treason, and Jiang Bin's 
four sons were all executed. 


At the same time, Yang Tinghe used gentle methods to appease the border troops in Beijing. Except for 
the survivors who directly participated in the rebellion and invaded the 500 "Mighty Regiment Training 
Camps" in the Forbidden City, who were charged and executed, the other "Four Outer Families" border 
troops who were transferred to Beijing for defense were all rewarded and dispatched back to their 
respective frontier fortresses. The "Mighty Warrior Regiment" was disbanded by decree, and the gold 
and silver treasures hidden in the Emperor Zhengde's palace in Xuanfu, the "Zhenguo Mansion", were all 
transported back to the capital. 


There was another person who had been imprisoned in the capital prison for a long time. He was Qian 
Ning, who was arrested for colluding with King Ning before the Zhengde Southern Expedition. He was 
also dealt with at this time. As a result, Qian Ning and his political rival Jiang Bin were punished. All 
eleven adult adopted sons were executed, and his young biological sons and his wives and concubines 
were sent to the hero's family as slaves. 


——Jiang Bin and Qian Ning had been competing for favor for many years, and they worked hard to 
defeat Qian Ning and arrest him personally. However, in the end, they had the same fate, and Qian Ning 
actually lived a few days longer than Jiang Bin. 


The new emperor then discussed meritorious deeds and rewarded them. The generals of the rebel army 
who attacked Prince Ning's Mansion, such as Xing Xun, Xu Lian, Dai Deru, etc., were all promoted. In the 
Battle of Poyang Lake, Wu Wending, the prefect of Ji'an, turned the situation around with bravery and 
led the rebel army to a complete victory. He made the first contribution to the rebel army. Before the 
death of Zhengde, he had been promoted to the right governor of Guangdong. After the current 
emperor's succession, he was evaluated again. Due to his military exploits, Wu Wending was promoted 
to the right deputy censor of the capital, supervising the command of Jiang's army and horses. 
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Wu Wending was an upright person who did not avoid danger. Although he knew that the current 
situation in the court transition was complicated, he still took advantage of his time to save the people 
of Jiangxi. He first asked the court to return the seized wealth from Prince Ning's mansion to Jiangxi to 
help the local people. The people have been devastated by war; secondly, the late emperor's favored 
ministers Jiangbin, Xu Tai and Zhang Zhong had previously led border troops to Jiangxi and had unjustly 
and indiscriminately arrested many good people in order to extort their property. Wu Wending also 
asked for the decree to release them all. 


As a result, Wu Wending's work was praised by Emperor Jiajing, and all his suggestions were approved. 


——After that, Wu Wending continued to lead troops to quell chaos for the court many times, and was 
promoted along the way. In the seventh year of Jiajing period, he was appointed Minister of the 
Ministry of War, reaching the peak of his official career. Unfortunately, he resigned from his official 
position soon after being slandered by his colleagues and returned to his hometown. After another year, 
he died in depression... 


Yang Tinghe, who pacified the capital and ushered in the present emperor, was re-elected as chief 
minister and wielded unprecedented power. He also took this opportunity to radically reform all the bad 
policies of the Zhengde Dynasty, including drastically abolishing the military guards and workers in the 
capital, and reducing the impact of the imperial government's national finances. burden; most of the 
bureaucrats who had been promoted relying on the favor of Emperor Zhengde were dismissed, the 
"Leopard Room" annex was abolished, and many favored concubines, monks, actors and musicians were 
dismissed*, and sycophants who had been favored by Zhu Houzhao such as Xu Tai and Zhang Zhong 
were dismissed , all were dismissed from their titles and palace positions, and all their wealth was 
confiscated. 


But at the same time, Yang Tinghe also took advantage of the situation to eliminate dissidents in the 
DPRK to consolidate power. Wang Qiong, the Secretary of the Ministry of War, who had long foreseen 
the rebellion of Ning Wang Zhu Chenhao and transferred Sun Sui and Wang Shouren to Jiangxi as a 
precaution. He was originally a hero behind the scenes, but because he was jealous of Yang Tinghe, he 
was impeached and imprisoned, and was almost executed. Later, he was sentenced to exile in Xu. The 
great achievements he had made in guarding the border fortress disappeared in the cruel political 
struggle. 


Zhu Houzhao's chaotic legacy seems to be showing signs of rebirth under the new regime. 
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The account book recording the details of Prince Ning's bribery of court officials was found by the 
Forbidden Army soldiers in the "Leopard Room" and was immediately handed over to Zhang Yong. 
Zhang Yonglue looked at it and burned it to ashes. 


"This thing has never existed." Zhang Yong warned his subordinates. 


As for Zhu Houzhao's real last edict in the "Leopard Room" that day, no one mentioned it again. Such a 
ridiculous thing has no practical reason in the eyes of the courtiers. 


OOOLD 


The crisp and deep bells echoed in the dusk sky, and each sound seemed to be washing people's souls. 


The bells come from Buddhist temples, but they are not sounded by monks. On the contrary, the monks 
in the temple did not dare to go out at this time and were all hiding in the temple. The courtyard outside 
was deserted. 


There was only one person standing in the bell pavilion, and she was a woman. 


Tong Jing held a wine bottle in her left hand, held the handle of the battering ram in her right hand, and 
hit the big bronze bell hard. She listened to the pure bell that seemed to penetrate into the depths of 
her soul, then raised the bottle, raised her head and took another sip. 


This place is an ancient temple in the east of Beijing. It was originally called "Chongjue Temple". Ten 
years ago, it received this exquisite Buddhist bell from the royal family, so it was renamed "Miaoyin 
Temple". 


None of the monks dared to stop Tong Jing, who had a sword on his waist. This young woman was 
openly armed in the capital—especially at a time when the imperial court had just put down a series of 
rebellions—they didn't know where she came from, and they didn't want to know. 
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Tong Jing's cheeks were already blushing. She rang the bell again, and then fell down on the edge of the 
pavilion amidst the sound of the bell, leaning against the thick stone pavilion pillars, looking at the 
golden sky with half-open eyes. 


Then she saw the figure who had been waiting for a long, long time appear in front of the temple gate. 


She really wanted to jump up immediately, run towards that figure, and hug him tightly. She thought 
she would do this. But when it really came to this moment, when the person she had been separated 
from for two years was right in front of her, Tong Jing realized that her whole body had lost all strength. 
She continued to sit softly leaning against the pavilion pillar. The "Swift Bee Sword" on her waist 
hindered her sitting posture. She impatiently took off the sword, threw it aside, and took another sip of 
wine. 


And silently watched Yan Heng walk over. 


The person in front of her didn't look like the Yan Heng she was familiar with before. Wearing only a 
plain robe, he walked slowly step by step. His steps were no longer as lively and lively as before, but 
seemed to be carrying many invisible burdens. 


Yan Heng stopped in front of Tong Jing. Seeing her like this, his heart felt like it was being twisted. Tong 
Jing never drinks too much, and she never drinks like this. 


Tong Jing smiled drunkenly at Yan Heng. That smile was so forced. 


Neither of them thought that it would be like this when they meet again, as if they were strangers to 
each other. 


After a long time, Tong Jing finally spoke. 


"You don't have to say it. | already know many things." Tong Jing said with a half smile, as if she was 
relaxed. "It's about you and her." 
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She learned from Jing Li what happened in Nanjing that day, how Yan Heng offended the emperor by 
seeing Song Li again, and the story of how Yan Heng left Song Li and left Qingcheng Mountain in the first 
place. 


Then the messenger sent by Zhang Yong told Tong Jing why Yan Heng still delayed returning after being 
released: it was to take care of Song Li, who was accidentally injured by him, and he never left his 
bedside day and night. 


"| know everything..." Tong Jing repeated, her speech a bit unclear. She raised the bottle and took a long 
sip, looking at Yan Heng with her eyes: "Then on this day, you asked me to meet here. In other words, 
you have to leave." 


Yan Heng looked at her with painful eyes, unable to speak. 


"And...you asked me to meet in private..." Tong Jing put down the bottle of wine and stood up holding 
on to the pavilion pillar. "You don't want her to know that I'm there, right?" 


Yan Heng nodded apologetically. What Tong Jing said was correct. 


He knew very well that if Song Li knew that Tong Jing was already in his life, she would definitely feel 
that she was a burden and would no longer accept his care, which would definitely make her suffer even 
more. 


But Yan Heng has decided not to let Song Li suffer anymore. 


"|..." He tried his best and finally spoke. 


But Tong Jing didn't seem to notice, and continued loudly: "You promised me that you would go back to 
Qingcheng Mountain. Come with me." 


She hurried forward and grabbed Yan Heng's clothes with both hands excitedly. 
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"In the past many years, you have made me a promise, and not a single one has been broken!" Tong Jing 
said, pulling Yan Heng fiercely: "This is the last one!" 


"Jing..." Yan Heng closed his eyes, unable to look at Tong Jing in front of him. 


"But why?..." Tong Jing's voice changed from questioning to a weak cry: "...Why can't | hate you?" 


As he spoke, tears finally poured out like a bursting embankment. 


She knew very well that this was what Yan Heng would do. 


The Yan Heng she loved. Tong Jing's every word was like a sword piercing Yan Heng's heart. 


He thought that there would never be any more profound pain than when his sect was wiped out; there 
would never be more intense pain than when Brother Jing was shot by an arrow and fell into his arms. 


He thought. 


As if she had exhausted all her strength, Tong Jing let go of Yan Heng's clothes and collapsed in front of 
him. Yan Heng crossed his arms and hugged her tightly. 


It was just like holding Song Li in Tai'an Temple that day. 


Tong Jing continued to cry on Yan Heng's chest for a while, and finally passed out due to sadness and 
drunkenness. Yan Heng realized that she could no longer stand, so he turned around and carried her on 
his back. He picked up the "Swift Bee Sword" she left in the pavilion, continued to carry her out of the 
"Miaoyin Temple", and sent her back to her residence. 
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On the streets outside the temple, Yan Heng walked against the sunset in the west. As a result, he didn't 
even say half a word to Tong Jing. He deeply felt that he was useless. 


Tong Jing was half awake again at this time. She crossed her arms and hugged Yan Heng tightly from 
behind. Her beautiful red face was lying on the back of his neck, still crying. Yan Heng felt the warmth of 
her breath, and his heart was filled with reluctance. 


"The bright red flowers are like my sister's, Zhuang's heart is like the rising sun..." 


Carrying the drunken Tong Jing on his back and watching the setting sun in the west, Yan Heng walked 
continuously in the deserted street, singing this song softly. 


OOOLD 


Three days later, Jing Li rode his horse to the southern outskirts of the capital city, silently waiting. 


Now he has recovered largely, all kinds of movements are unhindered, but due to the loss of 
previous injuries, his physique is far from the peak state before the trauma; the tendon muscle of his 
right thigh was torn by the crossbow arrow quite seriously, even though he has already been reborn, his 
strength is much lower than before. His breathing sometimes feels stifled. The tiger tattoo on his left 
chest for Hu Linglan had turned its head into a cruel scar. 


But compared to before, Jing Li was able to sit firmly in the saddle. It took a lot of effort for him to 
do so - after he had just recovered, it was as if he had changed into a different body, and everything in 
the world around him had become unfamiliar, and he had to learn everything all over again. 


His various weapons were currently hanging beside and behind his saddle, each wrapped in cloth 
and silk. After all, he was still in the capital, so he couldn't openly carry his saber and arouse the 
suspicion of the court officials. But even if they hadn't been lined up, Jing Li didn't feel confident enough 
to use them now - at least not in the way he had before. 


Still, he couldn't help but reach out and touch the hilt of the goose-winged saber hanging on the 
right side of his saddle, his fingers stroking the simple shaped head through the cloth. It seemed 
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different from what he remembered. He knew that this was actually an illusion, and that he had lost the 
bond he had with this saber in the past. 


Jing Li couldn't help but look at the capital in the distance. It was supposed to be the place where 
he would meet the battle of his dreams. --It was once so close. 


--Now, it is far away. 


Now that all the dangers have passed, Jing split thinks about the fact that he lost the decisive battle with 
Yao Lianzhou day and night, and his frustration lingers. 


There is a small hand on the handle of the goose-wing saber. His son, Jing You, was now being held 
by Jing Li with his left hand, sitting in front of the saddle. He was not yet two years old, but he had 
already grown up to be as big as other people's three or four year olds. He was curious to see his father 
touching the saber, so he also reached out and grasped Jing Li's index finger. 


Jing Li realized that his son's grip was stronger than he had imagined, and felt a moment of relief, 
which slightly expressed the melancholy in his heart. 


Suddenly, there was another person he loved in his life, and he was his own flesh and blood, his 
own continuation, it was a marvelous feeling. Jing Li had spent half of his life pursuing his own path, but 
after having a son, his life suddenly had a purpose beyond himself. This change was both exciting and 
scary to him. 


He remembers Mr. Fei Hong, who had placed his hopes on Tong Jing because he had reached the 
end of his martial arts career. 


——Do| have to do the same thing after this injury? ... 


--No. It's not that time yet. | won't give up just yet. 
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While he was thinking about it, he firmly grasped the handle of the Yanyi knife with his right hand. Jing 
You still held his finger, feeling her father's strength. She felt it was novel and fun, and she opened her 
mouth full of baby teeth and smiled. 


——That smile was exactly the same as Jing Li’s expression every time he faced a strong enemy or 
challenge. 


Hu Linglan was also riding a horse, but she stopped two feet away under the shade of a tree beside the 
road. She still carried the nodachi wrapped in a cloth bag across her back, and her posture while riding a 
horse had completely returned to the way it looked before she gave birth to the child. 


In addition to taking care of Jing You these days, Hu Linglan is also diligent in re-training her sword skills 
and bow and arrow. Because she knew very well that it would take some time for Jing's martial arts to 
recover, and she had to shoulder the heavy responsibility of protecting her husband and son. 


Hu Linglan only looked at Jing Li and the others from a distance, but was reluctant to approach 
them. Her face was covered with a shadow of unhappiness. 


At this moment, the person Jing Li was waiting for finally appeared on the far side of the road at 
the other end of the capital. From the height of his saddle, he could see that a carriage was slowly 
coming this way. Jingyou also saw it and pointed his hand toward the carriage, shouting, "Father!" 


"| know, | know." Jing Li said softly with a smile. There was a faint sadness in that smile. He had 
been wandering overseas for nine years since he was a young man, and had long been accustomed to 
being separated from life and death. However, at this moment, he wished that the carriage would move 
slower, so that he could see it for a while longer. 


Finally the carriage arrived in front of Jing You and his son. The driver was Yan Heng. There was also a 
boy sitting next to him. He was slightly older than Jing You, and it was Ma Jie who had just adopted his 
mother's surname. 


As soon as the carriage stopped, Yan Heng picked up Ma Jie and jumped out of the car. Jing Li also 
dismounted his horse, took his son down, and dragged him forward. 
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When the two met, they immediately put their arms around each other. | couldn't speak for a long time. 


In the end, it was Jing Li who spoke first. 


"you did it." 


He patted Yan Heng on the back. "| knew...... from the day | saw you at Mount Qingcheng, | knew 
you would do it." 


--Jing Li still hasn't forgotten Yan Heng's face when he swore to the sky to take revenge in the 
mountains of Qingcheng eight years ago. 


The journey has come to an end. 


Yan Heng hugged Jing Li with great emotion, forcing himself not to cry. 


"Because of you, Brother Jing." he said, choking back his tears. 


He said, choking back his tears. He knew through the embrace that Jing Li's body was far from back 
to its former state, and he felt even more indebted to him. 


Jing Li let Yan Heng go and smiled again. Yan Heng would always miss this face. Yan Heng stroked 
Jing You's hair. He had seen him before when he sent Tong Jing back to his place in the capital. He was a 
Jing Liin miniature. Yan Heng looked at the boy and felt marvelous. 


Only then did he look at Hu Linglan, who remained at the bottom of the tree. Yan Heng understood 
why Hu Linglan was annoyed with him. 


"It's okay." Jing Li said with a bitter smile, "You know how Lan is. In her heart, she still doesn't want 
to part with you. ...... You should already know that Tong Jing left with Mr. Fei Hong the day before 
yesterday?" 
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Yan Heng nodded. He had met with Lian Feihong that day, but it was a pity that he couldn't 
formally say goodbye to this life and death friend and respected veteran today. 


As for Tong Jing,...... Yan Heng doesn't want to think about it anymore. 


--Anyway, | have already decided ...... 


"This kid is ...... " Jing Li looked at Ma Jie beside Yan Heng. He was an extremely spiritual boy. 


A person stepped out of the carriage, it was Ma Di. Although she is not a warrior, her figure and 
temperament are similar to Hu Linglan. Jing Li guessed it was Ma Jie's mother at a glance. 


"Song Li said that this mother and son were her saviors. Without them, she would not have lived to see 
me again," Yan Heng said. "So, let's go together." 


Ma Di helped Song Li down from the car. Even on this July day, Song Li still had to wear winter clothes, 
her face was pale and weak. 


——With her physique, it was quite a miracle that she was able to survive after being injured by that 
sword to her organs. One of the reasons was that she had Yan Heng's spiritual support. 


Song Li insisted on walking over with Ma Di's help. Seeing her staggering posture, Jing Li knew that Yan 
Heng drove so slowly just now because he didn't want to make her uncomfortable. 


"Brother Jing ....... " Song Li saluted Jing Li with shyness. "I...... don't know what to say ....... " 


Jing Li looked at her with mixed feelings. But he knew that Song Li had come down to see him with 
a lot of courage. He smiled and said, "Don't say anything. You just need to take care of your body. You 
see, I've survived like this. | can even ride a horse. So can you." 
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When Song Li was treated so kindly by Jing Li, her heart felt hot and she almost cried again, but she was 
determined to endure it. 


——I| have shed too many tears. 


Hu Linglan looked at Song Li from a distance. This is the woman who brought disaster to her husband 
and separated Tong Jing from her beloved. But when she saw Song Li's frail face with her own eyes and 
thought of all the misfortunes she had suffered, the anger in Hu Linglan's heart silently dissipated and 
was replaced by pity. 


"Let's break up like this." Jing Li said cheerfully, holding Yan Heng's hand. Seeing Yan Heng's sad face, he 
smiled again: "There's nothing you can do if you don't want to let go. It's time for you to go your own 


Way. 


"|..." Yan Heng folded his other hand and held Jing's palm tightly. 


Jing Li patted his hand a few times, letting Yan Heng release it. 


"You must let me hear the name of the Qingcheng Sword Sect spoken again." Jing Li said as he 
carried his son to the saddle. "No matter where | go." 


He mounted his horse and turned around to go back to his wife's side, and the whole family started 
off together toward the south. Before leaving, Hu Linglan finally turned back and waved her hand to Yan 
Heng with a smile. Yan Heng responded with a wave of his arm. He watched the two riders leave ina 
cloud of smoke. 


Listening to the sound of the horses' hooves, countless memories of the six of them on their 
journey of cultivation suddenly came to his mind. The name "Six Swords of Broken Door" may not be 
remembered by anyone in the future. 


But the friendship between life and death, as long as it once existed, there is no regret. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 222 Chapter 8: Meeting 


In order to take care of the weak Song Li, Yan Heng did not dare to walk too fast, fearing that the bumpy 
ride in the car would be too painful for her. He also stopped to rest in every town he visited to ensure 
that Song Li's condition would not deteriorate. 


This carriage and the luggage were a gift from Zhang Yong. It was the last time Yan Heng accepted the 
favor from the court. Based on his meritorious service, it would not be excessive to ask for ten times 
more rewards. 


But Yan Heng didn’t want to take an extra mustard. He did not want the process of rebuilding the 
Qingcheng Sect to have anything to do with the imperial court. 


Back then, Song Li went against the current direction and was resold all the way to the capital. Today, 
although she is still trapped in a carriage or an inn most of the time, unable to move around, her heart is 
freer than before. The further away from the capital, the more she smiles. My health seemed to be 
getting better as a result, and | was able to withstand the long journey. 


The scenery along the way made Song Li's heart slowly open. She would pull Yan Heng to ask him 
questions, or point out beautiful things to him. The little pear on Qingcheng Mountain has come back a 
little bit. Yan Heng was greatly relieved to see her changes. 


But many times, Yan Heng couldn't help but feel dazed when looking at those scenery, obviously 
thinking of some old things. Song Li thought he was missing Brother Jing. 


On the contrary, Ma Di, who has more life experience, can see Yan Heng's thoughts from the sidelines - 
every time he stares at the river or the flowers and trees, the loneliness in his eyes is not just that he is 
missing his companions. 


But of course Ma Di didn’t say anything. Just like Yan Heng, she understood that if Song Li knew that he 
had someone else in his heart, he would inevitably fall into the quagmire of self-blame. 
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Ma Di observed Yan Heng all the way. Until one day, she decided she had seen enough and formally 
requested from him. 


"Can you teach Ajie how to use a sword?" Ma Di asked. "| know he's still young...but even if it's just a 
show, can you teach him a lesson?" 


Yan Heng understood what Ma Di meant. She hopes to entrust her son's future to Yan Heng. 


——This child needs a teacher. 


Yan Heng agreed. 


He didn't really teach Ma Jie any sword moves, he just gave the child a straight branch to hold. He then 
pulled out the "dragon spine" himself. The golden light of the blade caught Ma Jie's eyes. 


"You have to remember one thing first." When Yan Heng spoke to Ma Jie, he also recalled what many 
people - even enemies - had said to him in the past. 


"Not everyone has a reason to learn the sword. But if you hold the sword, you must be prepared to bear 
this kind of power. It will be accompanied by many difficulties and responsibilities. You have to expect 
that you will be different from ordinary people." 


Yan Heng didn't know whether a child of only a few years old would understand such words. 


But Ma Jie did nodded. 


Finally they also entered Sichuan. Seeing the scenery of their hometown again and smelling the aroma 
of familiar dishes on the street warmed the hearts of Yan Heng and Song Li. 


"We...are really back." One day Song Li couldn't help but held Yan Heng's arm tightly, and tears filled her 
eyelashes when she said this. But this time it was tears of joy. 
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Every time he entered a town in the province, Yan Heng felt doubly nervous. He was thinking: Will Tong 
Jing also come back to Sichuan? Will | run into her? His eyes were always searching the crowd. 


But no. Didn't see her even once. 


When they arrived at Weijiang Town at the foot of Qingcheng Mountain, it had been almost nine 
months since they left the capital. When Yan Heng drove into the town, he wrapped the "Male and 
Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" and put them under the car seat as he did every time he entered the 
city. As he passed through the streets, no one in Weijiang recognized him. 


——Have | changed so much? ... 


The mountain road was impassable, so he parked his car in the town and unhooked his two horses to 
load his belongings. Song Li's health is now better and she can sit on the saddle and move forward 
slowly with Yan Heng holding her. Behind them were Ma Di and Ma Jie. 


When they went up the mountain, the townspeople didn't think there was anything special about them. 
They just regarded them as believers who went to the Taoist temple or Buddhist temple in Qingcheng 
Mountain to pray. 


The closer they got to the original site of the Qingcheng Sect's "Xuanmen House", the faster Yan Heng 
and Song Li's hearts beat. They had walked this mountain road countless times when they were young. 
All kinds of distant memories came back one by one. 


——Although they knew that what was waiting ahead was just a desolate land with nothing. Everything 
in the future must be rebuilt by their hands. 


What comes into view is the sword tombs of Master He Zisheng and many Qingcheng elders, each of 
which still exists. 
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Yan Heng took Song Li off the horse, and the two of them hurried to the center of the tomb regardless 
of everything. The blunt iron swords that served as tombstones were, of course, rusted, and many were 
broken. 


Song Li has not forgotten the location of the graves of her father Song Zhen and her brother Song Dehai. 
She immediately walked to them and knelt down in tears. 


Yan Hengze found He Zisheng's tomb. He took off the "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Swords" on 
his back, opened the cloth bag and showed it, holding it with both hands above his head, kneeling in 
front of the tomb, closing his eyes and reporting. 


"Master, our sect's most precious treasure, Yan Heng has not lost it yet, and he used it to kill Ye 
Chenyuan, so as to offer blood sacrifices to the souls of Master and his fellow disciples." 


He put away the long and short swords and looked at the grave, saying: 


"From now on, Yan Heng will spend the rest of his life trying to revive the Qingcheng Sword Dao 
and revitalize our sect." 


After the ceremony, they waited for Madi and her son to pull their horses over to them. 


"Why..." Song Li looked at the cemetery and said, "These tombs...someone has pulled out the weeds." 


Only then did Yan Heng realize that the cemetery was indeed not as desolate as imagined. Could it be 
that the townspeople at the foot of the mountain come up regularly to clean it? ... 


After meeting up with Ma Di and her son, they walked towards the original "Xuanmen House" main hall, 
only to find that it had also been sorted out. The burned ruins had been leveled, and some of the 
remaining wood and stones had been removed, while others were neatly stacked. 


And in the center of the open space, a very simple small hut was built. 
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Just when Yan Heng was confused, a figure walked out of the hut. 


"You...are really back!" The man shouted and ran towards this side. 


Yan Heng took a closer look and recognized who it was: Shen Xiaowu, the rebel militiaman who had 
fought side by side more than once in the war to suppress the rebellion. 


"You!" Yan Heng asked in surprise, "Why are you here?" 


Shen Xiaowu scratched his hair: "You asked me to find you. You said that as long as | want to learn, you 
will teach me. | want to learn." 


Yan Heng was speechless. He looked around again at the tidied bricks and wood. It was all done by Shen 
Xiaowu alone. 


"But the road to Sichuan is really long. | walked for a long time, and all the money | had saved for a year 
was spent. In the meantime, | worked various jobs just to eat... but | still didn't see you when | arrived. 
So | had to Just keep waiting." Shen Xiaowu said, scratching his hair again embarrassedly: "To be honest, 
| was ready to give up, but thinking about having to walk such a long way back to my hometown, | kept 
hesitating..." 


Hearing Shen Xiaowu's confession, Song Li couldn't help but burst into laughter. 


"How about it? Can you accept me as your disciple?" Shen Xiaowu asked. 


Yan Heng also smiled and nodded. 


It's that simple. Shen Xiaowu became a member of the Qingcheng Sect. 
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"But... you are not my top disciple." Yan Heng said, reaching out and pressing Ma Jie's head. 


"He is your senior brother." 


OOOLD 


Since leaving Nanjing, Wang Shouren has never been able to meet the "Six Swordsmen" again in his life. 


Wang Shouren's unparalleled contribution in quelling Prince Ning's rebellion was originally claimed by 
the favored ministers of Emperor Zhengde. Emperor Jiajing rectified the chaos and re-evaluated Wang 
Shouren's achievements. He was awarded the title of "Xinjian Bo", a salary of thousands of stones, and a 
cane seal for three generations. Extremely honorable. 


Even so, Wang Shouren still could not escape the whirlpool of court affairs. He has a close relationship 
with Wang Qiong, Minister of War, but Wang Qiong is the political enemy of Yang Tinghe, the head of 
the cabinet. Therefore, cabinet ministers also have concerns about Wang Shouren. 


Originally, Wang Shouren was supposed to go to Beijing to face the Holy Spirit to receive the imperial 
edict. However, when he arrived at the Qiantang River, some palace officials complained that the late 
emperor's state funeral had already consumed a huge amount of money, and it was not appropriate to 
hold a state banquet to honor the heroes, so as not to waste the people and money. This was of course 
an operation by Yang Ting and the cabinet to prevent Wang Shouren from meeting the new emperor 
and denying him the opportunity to gain greater influence. 


In fact, Wang Shouren had no intention of fighting for power, so he also asked to go back to his 
hometown of Yuyao, Zhejiang to visit relatives. The emperor agreed and decreed that Wang Shouren 
should be promoted to concurrently serve as Minister of War in Nanjing, and he would be rewarded 
with a python robe and a jade belt to return home in splendid clothes. 


Wearing the python jade gifted by the emperor, Wang Shouren was praised and loved by the villagers 
when he returned home. Everyone wanted to see the elegance of this great civil and military hero. 
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After the night banquet, he took off his gorgeous python robe in the room and prepared to go to bed. 
When he was changing and washing himself, he saw his skinny bones that had gone through many 
vicissitudes of life in the reflection of the basin and the light, and he couldn't help but smile. 


——Though he has lost all his splendor, he is still the same person? 


The following year, his old father Wang Hua died of illness. During Wang Shouren's filial piety, he gave 
lectures again in his hometown. There are more than 70 new disciples who come to study here because 
of his reputation. Every time he starts a lecture, there are often hundreds of people gathered, crowding 
the borrowed Taoist temple or Buddhist temple. Whenever the principles of benevolence and 
righteousness are discussed, the young students are excited together. shed tears. 


Two or three years later, Wang Shouren's disciples began to set up academies to spread his teachings. 
Yang Tinghe was afraid of Wang Yangming's accumulation of influence among scholars, and once 
ordered officials to criticize what he taught as heresy, but to no avail. There were still many people who 
followed Wang Yangming. 


In the sixth year of Jiajing, Cen Meng, the chieftain of Guangxi, rebelled. The local army sent troops to 
conquer. Although Cen Meng was killed, his generals Lu Su and Wang Shou continued to gather people 
to cause rebellion, which became even more powerful. The following year, Sien Mansion was also 
captured. . The local censor Yao Yao was unable to quell the rebellion and was dismissed by Emperor 
Jiajing. 


The ministers deliberately recommended Wang Shouren in front of His Majesty and gave him the 
difficult task of conquering the dangerous mountains and rivers. 


Wang Shouren had repeatedly led troops to quell chaos for the imperial court. He had long felt that his 
murderous karma was too heavy, and he refused with all his strength, but was not accepted by His 
Majesty. He had no choice but to join the army again and led the troops from Guangdong, Guangxi, 
Jiangxi and Huguang provinces. 


Wang Yangming's military talent was once again demonstrated in this battle. He first successfully 
recruited Lu Su and Wang Shou, and with their strength, he reused the tactics used to annihilate the 
bandits in the Southern Gansu Mountains and launched a series of attacks on the dangerous 
strongholds of the bandits such as Duanteng Gorge. , beheaded more than 3,000 enemies in three 
months, and quickly put an end to the chaos. 
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Perhaps the defeat of King Ning had almost exhausted Wang Shouren's energy in leading the army. He 
began to suffer from lung disease after stationing in Guangxi, and he has been commanding the army 
and comforting the suffering people of Guangxi. 


Gradually, Wang Shouren's condition worsened, and Shangshu asked to return home. Later, the 
situation became more serious. He set off without waiting for the court's approval, crossed Meiling and 
arrived at Nan'‘an Prefecture in Jiangxi Province by boat and waterway. On November 28, the ship was 
anchored at Qinglongpu, Nan'an. Wang Shouren was wheezing and coughing all night. The next day he 
told his attendants not to sail the ship, but to summon his disciple Zhou Ji who was a local official. 


When Zhou Ji got on the boat, he saw the teacher sleeping with his eyes closed and did not dare to 
disturb him. After a long time, Wang Shouren opened his eyes, looked at the disciple, smiled and said, 
"I'm leaving." 


Zhou Ji immediately burst into tears and asked, "What are your last words, sir?" 


Wang Shouren looked at the roof of the cabin and listened to the sound of the waves of the river slowly 
lapping the shore outside. His smile didn't change. 


"This heart is so bright, what else can | say?" 


Not long after he finished speaking, he passed away with his eyes closed, ending the great journey of 
fifty-seven years. 


OOOO 


Ona rocky beach off the coast of Quanzhou, Fujian Province, Jing You stood in waist-deep water, 
waving his fist at the tidal waves lapping at the shore. 
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Jingyou, only five years old, is in the water with a practiced stance that should not be expected of 
her age. Underwater, his feet stepped on the gravel, the tips of his feet tucked inwards one after the 
other, driving his knees into an inward stance, and he stood in the famous battle stance of the South 
China Sea Tiger Respected Sect, resisting the pulling and rolling of the waves; his small hands were 
formed into solid fists, and he threw them out one by one from the center of the room, with his head, 
neck, and body not shaking too much. 


What he was really practicing at the moment was not boxing, but eyesight. 


"See how the waves are coming in. Every wave looks different," his father taught him. You have to 
see the front and the tip of the wave and try to hit it with your fist." Jingyou had been standing there for 
a long time. His eyes had turned red from the constant splashing of seawater. He still couldn't see the 
tip of each wave clearly, or it was too late for him to see it. But he refused to give up and kept practicing. 


Compared to his father at the age of five, Jingyou was a bit taller, a height he probably inherited 
from his mother. In his small, brownish-red face, he had a defiantly heroic demeanor - it was hard to tell 
which parent he got that from. 


Too preoccupied with his workout, Jingyou didn't notice the visitor as he walked up the rocky beach 
from a distant path. When he looked back, the visitor was already standing on a rock only a few feet 
away from him, and seemed to have been watching him practicing. 


Jingyou was surprised. It was not that strangers rarely came to the beach, but the way the visitor 
stood. He stood with his feet together, as if only the tips of his toes were touching the stone, and he 
stood as straight as a bamboo, but his body did not sway at all, as if many invisible threads were holding 
him in the air, and only his clothes were fluttering in the sea breeze. 


The visitor wore a large bamboo hat on his head and held a narrow and long cloth bag in his left hand. 


Jing You raised his head and looked at the visitor's face. 


The face was hidden under the shadow of the bamboo hat, and its eyes were looking down at him. 


3615 


Then the visitor spoke. 


"Take me to your father." The man's voice. 


For some reason, Jing You didn't hate or fear this person at all. He nodded, walked out of the water, 
twisted his soaked shirt and pants, and walked home barefoot. The visitor followed suit. 


Jing You's home is a small house built on a hillside by the sea. A small front yard is opened in front, 
where some melons and beans are planted and a few chickens are raised. He quickly climbed up the 
sloping path, pushed open the low wooden gate of the front yard and ran in. 


The visitor followed, stood in the middle of the front yard and looked around the house. There were 
bunches of vegetables and dried fish drying on the bamboo shelves. Everything was very simple. No 
matter how you look at it, it's an ordinary house. 


Hu Linglan had just finished washing her clothes in the creek on the hill behind the house, and was 
going through the house and out into the front yard to hang them out to dry. Jingyou ran to her. 


"Mother." He pointed to the visitor in the front yard. 


Before her son uttered a word, Hu Linglan had already seen the visitor. 


She instantly froze, and then her whole body shivered violently, as if she had been hit by a sudden 
gust of evil wind. In the next moment, she quickly turned back and jumped into the house, wanting to 
get her saber. 


But Jing Li grabbed her shoulder and stopped her. He stroked her back to calm her a little, then 
stepped out of the house and looked at the visitor, saying calmly: 
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"How do you do?" 


The visitor took off his big bamboo hat and said the same: 


"Hello." 


In this way, Yao Linzhou appeared in front of Jing Li. 


OOCOLD 


Yao Lianzhou ate up the bowl of cold rice made with hot tea and let out a breath. 


"Sometimes | think you never need to eat." Yao Lianzhou had been sitting in the front yard. Jing Li 
had been sitting on a rock in the front yard, watching him finish his meal. "Yao Lianzhou gives people 
this feeling." 


Yao Lianzhou, who was sitting cross-legged on the ground, put his chopsticks on the bowl beside 
him. His "single-backed sword" wrapped in cloth was still lying across his lap. Not because he was ready 
for a fight, but just because he didn't know where to put it - this room was the enemy's place after all. 


He looked at Jing Li and did not answer. He never thought about what people thought of him. Nor did he 
care. 


"Aren't you afraid she'll poison you?" Jing Li smiled and pointed to his own house. Hu Linglan had 
been staying in there with her son after she brought the rice to Yao Linzhou. "You've been fooled 
before." 


"A woman who used to fight with Xi Xiaoyan almost to a standstill wouldn't do such a thing," Yao 
Lianzhou said. Yao Linzhou said. "But | think she's in the house right now, and she's probably aiming her 
bow and arrow at me." 
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"Maybe." Jing Li looked at the window of the house and smiled warmly. 


Yao Lianzhou felt envious when she saw the happiness in Jing Li's smile. 


He pressed his hands on the sword in his lap and hung his head in thought. Jing Li, who was 
unarmed, did not feel nervous because of his action. Yao Lianzhou did not give off any trace of 
murderous aura at this moment. 


"| don't know what to say." After a long time, Yao Lianzhou looked at Jing Li again. 


"Actually, you don't have to say anything." Jing Li's smile retracted and he stared at Yao Lian Zhou's 
eyes. "You came to me for one reason." 


Between the two of them, there was nothing else. 


Zhu Houzhao's death had shattered Yao Lianzhou's dream of fighting in the Forbidden City. For the 
next two years, he had to hide from the court - whether he had been a rebel general or had held the late 
emperor hostage, it was a capital offense. 


Fortunately, Yang Tinghe reduced the establishment and expenditure of the Jinyiwei, which made it 
easier for Yao to hide from the spies. As the new regime became more and more secure, the pursuit of 
Yao Lian Zhou also came to an end. Yao Lian Zhou had time to rethink, but he finally asked Ling Yu 
Chuan, a disciple of the "First Snake Way", to find out Jing Li's whereabouts for him. 


"But..." Ling Yuchuan heard the leader's request at that time, frowned and said, "Jing Li was seriously 
injured in Nanjing... | heard that his martial arts has been abolished..." 


Jing Li's injuries have been widely rumored in the Jianghu, and Yao Lianzhou has heard about it 
even when he was on the run. 
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"Just find him out.'" Yao Lianzhou insisted. "No matter what has become of him, | want to see for 


myself." 


Now, at last, he was right in front of him. 


Jing Li was also looking at Yao Lian Zhou. It occurred to him that he had only met Yao Lianzhou once 
in Xi'an, ten years ago. He was calculating in his mind: How old is this Wudang Master this year? He 
should be around forty-five or six. But in front of him, Yao Lianzhou's appearance was not much 
different from that of ten years ago - even the poisoned one looked a bit older. 


With such an appearance, and the fact that he had found him all over the world, Jing Li was certain 
in his heart: Yao Lianzhou's martial arts was still at its peak. 


Yao Linzhou was also scanning Jing Li up and down. He did not know the details of Jing Li's injuries 
back then, but with such a big fuss over the incident and the rumor that he had lost his martial arts 
skills, it could be imagined that his injuries were extremely serious. 


But from the moment Jing Li stepped out of the house until this moment, his every move exuded an 
extremely natural sense of comfort - right in front of Yao Lianzhou, who said "thousands of mountains 
are not as high as this one". 


——This is only possible if the martial arts has been restored. You can't fool me. 


There's another piece of evidence: the front yard. Although there were no weapons or practice 
equipment in the courtyard, Yao Lianzhou could tell just from the softness, hardness and undulations of 
the sand that this was actually a small martial arts field where people practiced every day. And it must 
include fierce fighting chains. 


Yao Lianzhou picked up his single-backed sword and stood up from the ground, looking down at 
Jing Li, who was still sitting on the stone. 


"Duel with me." He said. "Let me take that saber." 
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Jing Li knew right away that Yao Lian Zhou's "saber" must mean the "Wave Cutting Iron Strength". 
He felt strange: obviously when they met in Xi'an ten years ago, he had not yet created this skill. 


Yao Lian Zhou knew what he was thinking by his look and then said, "In the battle at Poyang Lake, 
in fact, | have seen you before, and | saw you using that saber on the warship from a distance." 


Jing Li then realized. However, he shook his head with a bitter smile and then touched his left leg. 


"After this leg was hit by the arrow, it's impossible for me to regain the strength | used to have. | 
will never be able to perform that move again. What you saw was the last time." 


Yao Lianzhou frowned in disappointment. However, he looked at Jing Li's face again. The expression 
did not show any strong pain. 


"You are not someone who gives up just like that." Yao Lianzhou relaxed his frown and said, "No 
matter what, you will create another move, or even another set of combat techniques according to the 
changes in your body." 


Jing Li's eyes lit up. Yao Lian Zhou had hit the nail on the head. 


"Do you not want to fight me?" Yao Lianzhou shook his head and said, "Isn't defeating me, 
defeating the Wudang Sect, your ambition as a 'Wudang hunter'? "Don't you want to be invincible?" 


Jing Li stood up from the stone and stared at Yao Lin Zhou for a while. Then he turned his gaze to 
the room. 


Yao Lianzhou understood. 


--He had a concern. 
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Yao Lianzhou, who had been a bit annoyed, calmed down. He remembered that not long ago, he 
envied Jing Li for having Hu Linglan as his companion; he also remembered the pain of letting go of Yin 
Xiaoyan back then. He could understand what kind of burden Jing Li had in his heart. 


"| can't force you to duel with me." Yao Lianzhou's tone was as if he was talking to an old friend. "But | 
want you to think about how rare this duel will be." 


Yao Lianzhou and Jing Li both have the kind of qualifications that are hard to come by in a hundred 
years; they each experienced numerous trials and hardships of life and death, and finally survived to 
become what they are today. 


These two men coexist in the same era and are at the peak of martial arts at the same time, such a rare 
chance. 


The duel between the two will be like two flashing stars striking each other in the vast silent night 
sky. 


It would be a great pity for heaven and earth not to allow such a rare and hard-to-find encounter to 
take place. 


This was the meaning Yao Linzhou conveyed to Jing Li. 


Jing Li was silent as he listened. 


——This was the first time in his life that he did not show that smile when facing the challenge he once 
longed for. 


"| don't want you to fight me right away." Yao Lianzhou added, "Before | came to you, | was mentally 
and physically prepared. This is unfair to you. | will give you time." 
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He walked to the east end of the front yard, where he could overlook the coast. 


"One hundred days later, at the Golden Summit of Wudang Mountain." Yao Lianzhou said while looking 
at the waves. "Whether you come or not, | will be there that day." 


After saying that, he put on his bamboo hat and left. 


Only then did Hu Linglan drag Jing You out. The family of three kept watching Yao Lianzhou's back 
walking down the hillside. 


OOOO 


After that they lived as usual. Hu Linglan never once talked about Yao Lianzhou with Jing Li. The 
only difference is: since that day, Hu Linglan has not practiced swordsmanship with Jing Li anymore. 


More than ten days after Yao Lianzhou left, Jing Li became quieter than usual. He often walked alone to 
the beach where he practiced martial arts as a boy and thought on the cliffs. Sometimes he stayed there 
for a whole day. 


OOOO 


Thirty years later, Jing Li was crouching on the same rocky cliff. It was the place where he used to 
hide and sleep in his teens, or where he secretly practiced with his master Pei Shiying, and it was also 
the place where he started his wandering on the sea in those years. The sea breeze blew his long white 
beard. He squinted his eyes, which had crow's feet like saber cuts, and watched the tidal waves coming 
to shore one after another, recalling all the things that had happened in the past of his life. 


and things that didn’t happen. 
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He heard the sound of wood on stone far behind him. Someone with a cane was approaching him 
across the rocks. 


Jing Li saw this man, even older than him, and stood up on the stone. His aching knees and all the 
old aches and pains in his body were screaming at him. He had gotten used to ignoring them, enduring 
the pain and waving his arms and legs a bit to reopen his bloodstream, and waiting for the man to come 
over to him. 


Yao Lianzhou was already in his seventies, but at first glance he looked slightly younger than Jing Li. 
The lean Wudang master - although the Wudang sect had long ceased to exist - had sunken cheeks, but 
his eyes were still as sharp as a falcon's. He didn't really need to use the muleta, it was just that he didn't 
want to carry a sword anymore ten years ago, so he casually found a wooden stick to carry around. 


"You're here?" Jing Li asked with a smile. The smile deepened the wrinkles on his face. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded, looking as cold and arrogant as before, and put away the cane and sat down 
on the rock. 


Jing Li sat side by side with him and took out a bottle of wine hidden between the stones, sipping it 
alternately with Yao Lian Zhou and looking at the sea together. 


After a few sips, Yao Linzhou's eyes did not leave the sea, and he suddenly said, "It is rare for 
people like us to be able to live to this age," he said. 


"I'm sure it is." Jing Li nodded. The two of them drank and talked leisurely like old friends. "It's not 
easy." 


They continued to talk without any boundaries, and sometimes they would talk about old times. 
Yao Lian Zhou would tell Jing Li what kind of person his master Gong Sun Qing was; Jing Li would also tell 
Yao Lian Zhou about his own wanderings in a foreign country. In fact, both of them had heard these 
stories many times before. 


But there was one thing that they would never touch. 
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The one thing that never happened. 


Finally, the wine ran out. Yao Lianzhou's face was redder than before and he looked more 
energetic. He stood up, stretched himself, and prepared to leave again. 


"Will you come back tomorrow?" Jing Li asked, shaking his empty wine bottle. 


"Of course." Yao Lianzhou didn't even look at him, just walked with the cane. "There's nothing else 
to do." 


Jing Li looked at his back forlornly. 


OOOLD 


Jing Li woke up suddenly from his dream, his eyes were open and he was still lying on the bed. Hu 
Linglan, who was in the same bed, and Jing You, who was in the corner of the room, were both still 
sleeping soundly. 


He looked at the roof of the house in the darkness, and his heart was fluctuating just like the waves 
he saw in his dream. 


The next day he went to the grave of his righteous father Jingzhao, his master uncle Pei Shiying and 
all his fellow disciples and sat for half a day. 


Twelve years ago, just returned to the Middle Kingdom, he had been in front of this cemetery, 
vowed to defeat Wudang. After leaving the cemetery, Jing Li returned home, packed up his simple 
traveling clothes, took some silver, brought up the various weapons in his bag, and then said to his wife 
Hu Linglan and son Jing You: 


"| want to take a trip." 
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Hu Linglan seemed to have expected this. Her face was calm, knowing full well that she could not 
stop it. 


No one in the world could stop him from being Jing Li. 


She picked up Jingyou, nodded her head and whispered: 


"We'll wait for you to come back." 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 223 Chapter 9 - The Duel 


Jing Li realized why Yao Lian Zhou had chosen this place for the duel only after he had climbed to 
Tianzhu Peak of Wudang Mountain. 


He arrived in Wudang the day before and first went to the ruins of the Wudang Sect's original 
headquarters, the Yuzhen Palace. It has always been Jing Li's wish to go to Wudang, but he didn't expect 
to have such an opportunity until after the Wudang sect died today. 


The "Yuzhen Palace", which was almost completely destroyed by the Forbidden Army's shelling, has 
been gradually rebuilt at this time. There are dozens of local officers and soldiers supervising the work of 
craftsmen and civilians. When Jing Li appeared in the open space outside the palace, everyone was 
stunned and stopped working. 


Jing Li's current attire is again similar to that of more than ten years ago. He wears a scarf to tie his 
braided hair, and his neck is covered with various talismans that he collected when he wandered 
overseas. He wears colorful dyed clothes and trousers, tied with straw sandals, with his long Japanese 
saber, wild goose-winged saber, and short bird-headed saber, the "Mare's Nun", hanging behind his 
back and around his waist. As for the mandarin duck axe, the iron cable spear head and the short curved 
blade, he left them at home without bringing them - because he knew they would not be needed in this 
duel. 


The people were very nervous to see this strange-looking man, covered in blades, appearing in 
front of the original site of the Wudang Sect. A military officer immediately led a dozen men forward. 


--Although the late Emperor Wu Zong had issued an amnesty for the Wudang disciples, Yao Lian 
Zhou was still regarded by the Emperor as a preordained criminal who had offended the Royal Family, 
and the Wudang Sect was still under the scruples of the government. 


"Are you a member of the....... Wudang Sect?" The official who hid behind a dozen or so 
subordinates asked, his palm already pressing the hilt of the saber at his waist. 


"I'm not." Jing Li smiled brightly. "| am just an ordinary martial arts practitioner. | want to see 
where the Wudang School used to be." 
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Jing Li's smile did not seem like a lie. Moreover, the officer had no other choice but to believe it - 
the man exuded a wild aura that was not to be messed with. With a nod, he directed the men back to 
their work, and shouted to the craftsmen, "Don't be lazy!" 


Standing outside the newly rebuilt wall of the Palace of Encountering Truth, Jing Li looked up at the 
tops of the rebuilt halls. There was no trace of the former Wudang Sect. Jing Li knew that there would 
not be anything he wanted to see here, so he quietly left. 


That day he went to the "Purple Sky Palace" to stay overnight, and the next day he set out at dawn 
to go up to Tianzhu Peak. The path was extremely long and steep, and the forest was infinitely deep. 
Although Jing Li had strong legs and plenty of energy, he still had to walk until late afternoon, when the 
peak was in sight. 


He stopped to take a rest, drank some water and looked up to see the peak. The "Purple and Gold 
City" surrounded the peak along the mountain, and was extremely majestic, with many huge halls 
hidden behind the wall, as if a whole palace had been moved up to this dangerous peak. 


--When Emperor Taizong Zhu Di ordered the construction of this "Purple Gold City" temple 
complex, the specifications were indeed modeled after the Forbidden City to symbolize the unity of the 
royal family and the divine power. 


Jing Li smiled. 


——Since we missed the opportunity to fight in the Forbidden City before, we will fight in this exact 
same place. 


He understood Yao Lianzhou's intention. 


The four gates of the undulating walls of the Purple Gold City were modeled after the Imperial City, but 
the eastern, western, and northern gates were only symbolic, with cliffs and rocks outside, and only the 
Southern Heavenly Gate was the real entrance. 
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Jing Li walked through the wide-open South Heavenly Gate and entered the city. When he saw an 
extremely steep stone staircase leading to the extreme peak in front of him, he knew that he was 
nearing the end. Step by step, he walked up this dangerous stone staircase known as the "Nine 
Stirrups", exhaling white mist from his mouth and nose. 


Going straight to the top of the stone steps, Jing Li felt that his eyes suddenly opened up. There was a 
vast and boundless clear sky in all directions, and the clouds and mists were all below. He finally reached 
the Golden Summit. 


The Golden Peak is so called because of the Golden Hall standing on top of it. 


When he saw it for the first time, Jing Li stopped breathing because of this wonderful temple. The 
"Golden Palace" is actually not big, and is much smaller than other Taoist palaces on Wudang Mountain. 
Although it stands on a granite platform, the palace itself is actually only about three people high, and 
the width of the palace is not far different. However, this small hall is completely modeled after the 
"Taihe Hall" in the Forbidden City, and its appearance is very impressive. 


The most peculiar thing is that the entire temple looks like it is made of wood, but the entire temple 
reflects the sunlight and emits a magical red gold brilliance. Jing Li couldn't help but look up in ecstasy. 


"This temple is made of bronze," said a voice. 


Yao Lianzhou sat cross-legged on the open space on the stone platform in front of the "Golden Palace". 
On this day, he once again put on the pure white Wudang leader uniform with the Tai Chi Pisces picture 
embroidered on the chest. He placed the "single-backed sword" across his legs and looked down at Jing 
Li who had just climbed to the top of the mountain. 


Seeing that Yao Linzhou was already there, Jing Li understood why he didn't see any Taoist priests 
taking care of the palace or worshipers from the Purple Gold City to the Golden Peak. 


The "Golden Palace" has stood here for more than a hundred years. The entire palace is made of gilded 
copper and was built on the top of this dangerous peak. The material resources, effort and skill that 
were spent in those days are unimaginable. 
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Even though it has withstood the sun, wind and rain for many years on this mountain top, the Golden 
Temple is still shining like a new building at this moment. It turns out that this is not a manual repair, but 
a natural force: every time there is a thunderstorm, this copper-gold temple will be energized, and the 
erupting flames will roll on the roof and walls of the temple, burning away the daily accumulation on it. 
The patina, after being washed by rainwater, is as bright and clean as new. This miracle is known as the 
"Thunder Fire Refining Palace". 


Jing Li picked up the steps to walk up to the stone platform, his eyes are still not away from this 
strange hall. 


"You...did you come here often before?" he asked. 


Yao Lianzhou nodded: "I like it here. Sometimes | retreat there for meditation." 


Jing Li curiously walked to the door of the temple and looked inside. 


Enshrined in the middle of the "Golden Palace" is a seated statue of Emperor Zhenwu, guarded by 
golden boy and jade girl and two generals of water and fire on both sides. All the statues and altar tables 
are also made of bronze and are equally smooth and flawless. The statue of the Zhenwu God is strong 
and plump, with a peaceful appearance. Some people say that it was actually modeled after Zhu Di. 
Emperor Shui Le did not hesitate to spend tens of thousands of coins and hundreds of thousands of 
people to overhaul Wudang because he was convinced that he was the incarnation of Zhenwu. 


Even though Jing Li didn't go inside, he could feel the air inside the temple freeze, which 
showed that the construction and installation of the "Golden Palace" was extremely delicate and the 
interior of the palace was completely airtight. In front of the statue of Zhen Wu, there was an 
everlasting lamp with a small flame that had never been extinguished since it was lit in the 14th year of 
Yongle's reign. 


Returning to the center of the stone platform, Jing Li looked around. The open space on the stone 
platform in front of the hall is not large, only about ten steps square, which is much smaller than the 
arena where Jing Li and Lei Jiudi dueled that day. 
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"Are we going to fight here?" he asked. 


"What do you think?" Yao Lianzhou asked him. 


Jing Li knew in his heart that this battle did not require a very open space. He then looked at the two 
bronze dragons facing each other on top of the "Golden Palace". 


There is no better place than this. He nodded in agreement. 


"You just went up the mountain and need to rest." Yao Lianzhou said. "We'll spend the night here. Let's 
finish tomorrow morning." 


Jing Li agreed. 


The nights above this peak are very cold. Yao Lianzhou had already prepared a place under the stone 
platform and built a fire with the firewood he brought. Jing Li took out a cotton robe from his bag and 
put it on, and took out all the food and water he had with him to share with Yao Lianzhou. 


They sat side by side in front of the fire, eating and drinking while waiting for the evening to turn 
into night. When they had eaten enough, they looked up at the stars in the clear night sky. Finally, it was 
almost time, and the two of them lay down on the stone floor covered with cotton cloth to rest, trying 
to save every bit of energy. 


They were two enemies who were going to fight each other tomorrow, yet they slept together so 
peacefully. 


OOOLD 


When the morning light from the east first appeared and shone on the front door of the "Golden 
Palace", they both woke up. 
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The fire was extinguished, and the white smoke from the remaining ashes was blown away by the cold 
morning breeze. 


Jing Hui performed various postures of the Shaolin "Yi Jin Jing" taught by Yuan Xing, stretching every 
muscle in his body. His stiff limbs, which had slept all night in the cold open air, soon regained their 
suppleness, and his breath became warm, gradually entering the best fighting condition. 


Yao Lianzhou, on the other hand, was playing "Tai Chi" in another corner under the stone platform. 
The extremely simple thirteen movements are continuous, and each trajectory is a smooth arc. The 
invisible deep muscles in the waist and hips are stretching and contracting, preparing for the subsequent 
explosion. 


Jing Li completed all the postures. At this time, he was sitting cross-legged and meditating with his eyes 
closed. He was concentrating his mind and reviewing various methods of dealing with the Wudang sect's 
martial arts. He had been thinking about this for the past few months. Even though he knew Yao 
Lianzhou's abilities were unfathomable, it was always better to be prepared than not. The difference 
between victory and defeat between the two may lie in this small difference in thinking. 


Yao Lianzhou was the same, sitting quietly and thinking about Jing Li's play style. He had only seen Jing Li 
fight with masters ten years ago on the roof of the "Yinghua Pavilion" in Xi'an, but he believed that a 
warrior's habits and tendencies would not change easily. The more you know about Jing Li, the better 
your chances of winning will be. 


When both of them thought that they could no longer prepare, they each stood up. Three knives were 
lined up in front of Jing Li. In the end, he chose the wild goose-wing sword passed down from his uncle's 
family. This is what Han Shizi calls "the sword of a thousand armies", and it is also the first sword that 
Jingli took with him when he left Quanzhou to wander around the sea. The most trusted partner. 


Yao Lianzhou did not have to choose at all. He unsheathed the "Single Back Sword" that he and his 
master had created together, and gently placed the scabbard on the ground. 


The two of them stepped onto the stone platform together. Yao Lianzhou is at the north end and Jing Li 
is at the south. They occupy two ends of this small open space and stand in front of the "Golden 
Temple" that reflects the bright morning sun and looks like it is burning. 
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At this moment, the distance between them and the length of their blades was such that each of 
them could kill the other in one or two steps, and there was only about one step to retreat. There was 
no room for trickery or evasion. 


This is exactly what they want. 


Except for the two of them, the Golden Summit and even the entire "Purple Gold City" were deserted. 


A duel to determine who is "invincible", but there are no witnesses. 


What a waste. 


And yet, how pure. 


There was only the sky and the mountains, and only the lifeless statues of gods watching. 


The two still didn't speak. The communication between them has surpassed all words. 


No prompting is needed, the duel begins. 


They both sensed the change in the aura of their opponents, and at the same time, they slowly 
took up their stances, pointing their blades at their opponent. 


The previous atmosphere of harmonious coexistence suddenly disappeared without a trace. The air 
between the two of them was as tight as a piece of paper ready to burst. 


As expected, what Jing Li was doing was not the starting position of the "Water Waves Cutting Iron 
Position", but just the most basic position of holding a saber he had learned in the South Sea Tiger 
Respected Sect: his right hand was holding the goose wing saber in the center, with the tip of the blade 
pointing remotely at Yao Lianzhou's throat and chest, while his left hand was gently placed three inches 
above his right wrist, not sticking to it, but being ready to support the saber. 
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Yao Lianzhou's posture was even simpler than Jing Li's. He stood with his feet no more than 
shoulder-width apart, seemingly casually, and held a "single-backed sword" in his right hand. It was as 
light as holding the hilt of the sword with his thumb, index and middle fingers, as if a painter was holding 
a brush and waiting for inspiration. The tip of the sword stretches out diagonally, faintly sealing the 
blade of Jing Li's wild goose-winged saber from the top. 


He was slightly taller than Jing Li, and his "single-backed sword" was slightly longer than the goose- 
winged saber, so he was now utilizing this slight advantage to suppress Jing Li's man and saber. 


--In such a top-level fight, this slight difference in length was enough to determine the winner. 


Jing Li, however, was unmoved. His mind had entered a realm of extreme concentration, and his 
past doubts and worries about his wife and son had all been eliminated. 


In the past few years after the trauma, he had tried his best to recover his martial arts and find a 
new breakthrough. 


Just as Yao Lianzhou expected, even though some injuries could not be fully recovered, Jing Li still found 
another unique move within the limitations of his body, and he was confident that this move would be 
no less powerful than the previous "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power". 


The only problem is: unlike "Iron Cutting Force", he has not had the opportunity to practice this new 
technique in actual combat. This was the reason why he was worried when Yao Lianzhou came to 
Quanzhou that day - he had not yet returned to the peak of his previous confidence. 


But when he decided to come to Wudang Mountain, he had already put aside this self-doubt: there was 
no other way anyway, he could only trust his own judgment. 


Believe in this saber. 


Yao Linzhou certainly felt Jing Li's absolute confidence. He was a different person from what he had 
seen earlier in Quanzhou. 
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What kind of saber is it? The mystery is about to be revealed. 


However, Yao Lianzhou has lost the desire to see this saber. 


Yao Lian Zhou was indeed obsessed with dueling with Jing Li because he wanted to receive the 
"Wave Chopping Iron Stance", but now that Jing Li was right in front of his sword, Yao Lian Zhou had 
already forgotten about these superfluous desires, and only had the thought of killing his enemy. 


Just like the time when he defeated the Huashan Sect, he did not give Liu Zongwu, the head of 
Huashan Sect, the chance to utilize all the Nine Positions of the Flying Immortal and killed him with his 
Taiji Sword. When entering such a high-level duel, Yao Linzhou emptied his soul, leaving only the purest 
of thoughts: 


How to win. 


--Just like the second of the Three Precepts of Wudang: "You must kill with all your might." It is not 
for enjoyment or pleasure. There is only the difference between standing and falling. 


Even if Jing Li was stabbed to death by his sword before he moved, he would not have any regrets. 


Therefore, he struck first. 


There was hardly any preparatory action, and the "Single Backed Sword" didn't even have to be 
retracted for half a minute before the sword's edge and Yao Lianzhou's body exploded out! 


To be more precise, it was the sprint of his body that sent the sword out. Yao Lianzhou's movement was 
not big, he just took a step with his right foot, but that step was secretly combined with the extremely 
thin but extremely violent "Tai Chi Silk Winding" at the waist and hips, and the force was transferred 
from the circle through the shoulders and arms. The arc transforms into a straight line. 
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——This skill of using "Tai Chi" to generate active bursts of attack was actually learned by Xi Xiaoyan 
when he improved the "Anode Sword". Yao Lianzhou received guidance when practicing with him in 
Prince Ning's Mansion, and then transformed it into a sword technique. 


When Yao Lianzhou sent out the sword, he thought of "borrowing the image" in his mind, imagining his 
body as flexible and long and narrow as a python, and exerting the torque of the "winding silk" to the 
limit. This thought of "borrowing the image, swimming in the python" , in fact, it was also inspired by Xi 
Xiaoyan’s strange arm. 


Although the movement of the "Single Back Sword" has not reached the top speed of Yao Lianzhou, 
because his movements were without warning and the thrust was so straight that it was difficult for the 
eyes to detect, for Jing Li, the speed was already close to that of the "Yao Xuan Sword"! 


But Jing Li did not need to use his eyes at all. 


When it comes to experience in life and death battles, Jing Li, who has been wandering around for many 
years and has been through countless battlefields, after all, has many times more experience than Yao 
Lianzhou, who is good at Wudang Mountain. After resisting a group of crossbow arrows with his bare 
hands that time in Nanjing, his sensitivity became even sharper - which was gained at the risk of almost 
losing his life. 


He was already aware of Yao Lianzhou's sword intention at the same time, as if he could read minds. 
The competition of ideas is the key to speed battle - this is the principle he taught Yan Heng a long time 
ago. 


The Wild Goose Wing Knife twists and flips up. The left palm is against the back of the knife. The legs 
sank violently. 


The blade is slanted across the shoulder. 


The two weapons that had captured countless souls clashed with each other and produced brilliant 
sparks that were no less than when the "Golden Palace" was struck by lightning. At this moment, it 
seemed that even the rising sun in the east was eclipsed. 
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Jing Li's series of movements, raising the sword and stepping down, were perfectly coordinated and 


extremely fast. Just like the agreement with Yao Lianzhou, the blade caught the tip of the "single-backed 
sword" with extremely accurate timing! 


"Guan Yan Breaking Blade Stance". The essence of Jing Li's lifelong learning of defensive moves. 


Yao Lianzhou could not believe it. Jing Li had used such a defensive stance to catch his quick sword 
in time, it was absolutely impossible that he had reacted to the situation on the spot. In other words, 
Jing Li had prepared for defense from the very beginning. 


This was completely against the custom of the Jing Li Yao Lin Zhou knew. 


--In other words, this move must have a back-up! 


Jing Li used both hands to control the sword, and the posture of holding the sword sideways was quite 
passive; he also did not have the "introduction and failure" listening ability like Wudang's "Tai Chi" - 
even if he had it, he would not be able to compete with Yao Lianzhou, a top expert in this field. Yao 
Lianzhou could not see how Jing Li's saber could turn defense into offense. 


Then there is only one answer left. 


The backstroke of "Guan Yan Broken Blade Stance" is indeed on the lower path. When he took Yao 

Lianzhou's "Wandering Python" fast sword, Jing's waist and body bones made a strange transfer of 

power. It was different from the "silk-twisting force" Yao Lianzhou used just now, but it was as if his 
center of gravity suddenly tilted to the side and his joints stretched out in an awkward direction, his 
right leg's knee cap and foot pedal turned outward, and his left leg, which was still semi-flexed, was 

about to leave the ground and swept out! 
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This was Jing Li's "Iron Pan Kick", the lower kick of the Tiger Respected Sect of the South Sea, which 
he had learned since he was a child, but it was executed with an extremely strange variation: the 
method of transferring the power of the waist and legs was a secret he discovered by chance from his 
own imbalanced stance when he was learning to walk again after he recovered from the arrow in his left 
leg, and it was combined with the leg-clamping kick learned in Ayutthaya, Siam, and the "Yi Jin Jing" to 
help expand the softness of the joints and muscles. This is the only way to accomplish this stance. 


--Jing Li has always been able to turn every setback and downturn into an opportunity to leap to a 
higher peak. 


--This is Jing Li's martial arts way. 


However, he was not the only one who had the aftermath. 


Jing Li's fierce "Iron Plate Kick" could have crushed Yao Lian Zhou's knee joint if he had thrown it. 
However, before the tip of his left foot left the ground, he felt a sudden pressure on the wild goose wing 
saber in his hand. 


It came from the blade of the Single Back Sword. 


Yao Lianzhou's seemingly simple quick thrust actually had a change. Just as the blade of the sword 
met the blade of the saber, sparks were fiercely exchanged, and the two of them slightly bounced away, 
Yao Lianzhou's sword unexpectedly generated a second burst of energy, and the middle part of the 
sword body drew a small arc so small that it was almost invisible to the naked eye, breaking through the 
defense of the "Guan Yan Breaks the Blade", and the "Single-Backed Sword" continued to pierce straight 
into the Goose-Winged saber body! 


This small arc is in fact a "Taiji. Small chaotic ring", using the traction of the transforming force to create 
a gap just large enough for the sword to pass through. This is the essence of Ye Chenyuan's last 
technique, the "Strike of the Black Kite", which Yao Linzhou absorbed while helping Ye Chenyuan to 
complete his sword move. 


Xi Xiaoyan's "swimming python", Ye Chenyuan's subtle transformation of the force, coupled with 
Yao Lianzhou's creativity and talent with the sword, the two are linked in a single sword........ This sword 


move combines the essence of the three top masters of Wudang. From the outward appearance, it is 
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just a very simple step stabbing sword without any strong momentum, but it is the sublime 
crystallization of the Wudang School's martial arts that has never been seen before. 


Jing Li could no longer kick out with his "Iron Pan Kick" - otherwise his heart and chest would have 
been pierced through first. 


He only had a very short time to react. 


There was no choice. 


Jing Li utilized his last stance. 


Yao Linzhou's fast sword was already two points in front of Jing Li's chest. 


His dream was about to be accomplished. 


But suddenly, the "single-backed sword" could no longer advance. 


An extremely strong and indistinguishable force blocked the sword and pushed it back. 


Jing Li did not name this move. Because it was not a move at all. 


It was just a move of pressing the saber with both hands towards the enemy. 


The only special thing about Jing Li's saber is that while he is sitting on his horse, he utilizes the 
"Wave Chopping Iron Stance" and the "Borrowed Phase" of the wave. 


——He can no longer use the jumping flying attack "Water Wave Cutting Iron Power", but that doesn't 
mean that the secret behind it can't be used in other moves. 
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——Even a trick that doesn’t work. 


If it were anormal day, Yao Linzhou could have easily countered this kind of close pressure on his saber 
with his Tai Chi listening power; however, Jing Li's wave-like power, the direction of its movement was 
so unpredictable that even the most talented Tai Chi master in history could not dislodge the goose- 
winged saber in time! 


The sound Jing Li spat out was so loud that it made the bronze walls of the Golden Hall resonate. 


He kept pressing the blade and the "single-backed sword" against Yao Lianzhou's body. 


Yao Lin Zhou suddenly changed his method of response, he used the blade of his Single Back Sword 
against the Goose Wing Saber at the root of the blade, locking the saber with a protective hook, and just 
like Jing Li, his left palm was placed against the blunt back of the Single Back Sword, directly using his 
hard force to fight against Jing Li! 


Two of the world's strongest experts were fighting in the most simple and primitive way, 
abandoning all techniques. 


Fortunately, Yao Lianzhou changed in time and was able to stop the two weapons half a foot in front of 
his chest. 


Jing Li looked like a wild beast. The saber intention of "Wave Cutting Iron Stance" made him give up 
everything. The wave-like force was coming out, continuously increasing the pressure. 


If they were to compete in pure strength, Yao Lianzhou would undoubtedly be defeated. At this 
moment, the pair of sabers had already reached the last line of defense in front of his chest. Death 
seems to be a matter of time. 
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However, now that the sabers and swords had stopped against each other, Yao Lianzhou was able 
to sense the direction of Jing Li's force. As long as he could "hear" the force, he would be able to remove 
it - this was the belief of the Wudang School's absolute art, "Tai Chi". 


This time was different. 


Yao Lian Zhou, who was already half-suppressed and had to resist the saber's force with all his 
might, would only have a very short gap of time to turn from rigidity to softness and disarm Jing Li's 
saber. He was not completely sure. 


Because the power of the wave was too great. 


Since the day he was sixteen years old, when the "Tai Chi Twin Fish" was embroidered on the lapel 
of his Taoist robe, he had never encountered today's situation. 


--For the first time, Yao Linzhou's "Tai Chi" had hit its limit. 


The goose-wing sabers approached him point by point. 


A thought like lightning entered Yao Lianzhou's mind. 


OOOLD 


The Wild Goose Wing Saber had already reached the limit of Yao Lian Zhou's ability to resist it. 


-- Coming. Finally. 


A change of thought. 
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"Tai Chi Sword" is activated. 


The technique of "Introducing Falling Into the Void" deflected the trajectory of the saber pressed down 
by Jing Li's hands. 


A little bit. 


Too little. 


Jing Li did not even need to exhale again. The power that had been suppressed was completely 
released as the resistance suddenly disappeared. 


The blade of the wild goose wing slashed Yao Lianzhou's left chest. 


However, Yao Lianzhou's sword was also freed from suppression by using "Tai Chi". Following the arc 
drawn when releasing the force just now, the tip of the "single-backed sword" also drew out. 


The tip of the "Single Back Sword" also cut the left rib of Jing Li by three inches. 


This sword could have cut deeper. However, Jing Li's saber had slashed Yao Lian Zhou with a slight 
time lag, causing his sword strength to lose its cohesion in the end. 


The two figures intertwined. Yao Lianzhou fell down in front of the "Golden Palace" door with blood 
gushing from his chest. Hot blood continued to flow on the stone floor. 


Jing Li, on the other hand, lost his footing and half-kneeled down on one knee, supporting himself with 
his goose-wing saber in time, while his left hand covered the spot between his ribs where he was hit by 
the sword. He gasped for breath and looked at the saber in his hand. The saber was too fast, and there 
was no blood on the blade. But Jing Li knew very well that Yao Lian Zhou behind him was already dead. 
3641 


He spread out his left hand and looked at it. There was not much blood from the sword wound. He 
slowly stood up, still pressing the wound, and turned back to look at the collapsed Wudang master. 


ears Victory. 


ee | have defeated Wudang. 


--It's over. 


Jing Li looked up to the sky. It is still so peaceful on the Golden Summit. There is only the sound of wind. 


He felt that half of his body was very weak. Only an extremely complicated feeling of exuberance after 
the victory overflowed and supported him. He could no longer afford to bury Yao Linzhou. There was no 
difference anyway. Jing Li did not look at the corpse again, slowly picked up the steps down from the 
stone platform, took out a cloth towel to bandage his chest and ribs, put on a cotton robe, took the 
three sabers with him, and went down the mountain step by step on the same path. 


He had to stop for air at every step of the long stone staircase of the "Nine Stirrups". 


After passing through the temple of the "Purple and Gold City", blood gradually overflowed from 
Jing Li's nostrils and mouth as he stepped out of the South Heavenly Gate. His legs lost their strength 
and he knelt down outside the towering gate. 


He knew he would never be able to leave Wudang Mountain. 


Jing Li can only live less than half an hour more than Yao Lianzhou. 


--Can ...... this be considered a victory? 
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Everyone will die eventually. Some people outlive their enemies by 20 years. Ten years. Five years. 
One year. One day. An hour. Half an hour. 


Where is the line of victory? 


Jing Li will never know. 


He continued to kneel like this, his body completely still. 


OOOLD 


This was the scene that drilled into Yao Lin Zhou's mind in a split second. Before he utilized the final 
"Tai Chi", he knew that if he used it, all of this would become reality. 


--It is not acceptable. 


--At least one of us must survive. Pass on what we've learned. 


--It would be a pity if what we had disappeared together. 


Over the past years, Yao Linzhou in the midst of the duel never thought about this. All that filled his 
mind was the moment of confrontation. 


But at this juncture, ata moment when he would die no matter which choice he made, he changed. 


--He didn't know that this change came from the fact that he had met Jing Li's son. 
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When Jing Li's goose-winged saber continued to press down on him with a wave-like momentum, 


he smiled. 


Accepting his final fate. 


——It will be continued by you. 


The power of the "single-backed sword" suddenly disappeared. 


For the first time in his life, Yao Lianzhou did not use his full strength in the duel. 


Jing Li's saber slashed the left side of Yao Lian Zhou's chest in the exact same way as Yao Lian Zhou 


had envisioned just now. 


The "single backed sword" just hung down helplessly. 


Blood was spilled on the bronze door of the Golden Hall. 


As soonas Jing Li's attack ended, he threw the saber away and spun around, turning back to 
embrace Yao Lian Zhou, whose white clothes were dyed blood red. 


He looked at Yao Lian Zhou's eyes, which had already lost focus. 


--Jing Li fully understood why Yao Lian Zhou gave up at the last moment. 


He knelt down and let Yao Lianzhou lie in his arms. The miserable wound caused a trace of mist to 
appear on the cold mountain peak, and was quickly blown away by the wind. 
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It was as if that was the departed soul of this great martial artist. 


Yao Linzhou soon stopped breathing in Jing Li's arms. 


On the top of the quiet mountain, Jing Li held the body of the Wudang Sect Master and looked up 
at the sky, feeling the endless loneliness. 
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Poem of the Martial Arts Fanatic 224 Chapter 10: The Return 


Three years after Yan Heng returned to Qingcheng Mountain, the "Xuanmen House" was rebuilt. 
Although the size of that palace is far less than that of Qingcheng's headquarters back then, it finally has 
a portal worthy of the sect's status. 


According to the past tradition, the "Guiyuan Hall" is set up inside, where the tablets of the ancestors of 
the past dynasties are placed. There is also a place on the wall where the Qingcheng Sect's "Tao Chuan 
Disciple" nameplate is hung, but there is not even a name there yet. 


A huge wooden plaque hangs on the front beam of "Guiyuan Hall". 


"Bashu Unrivaled". 


This plaque is very similar to the previous "Male and Female Dragon and Tiger Sword Manual" wooden 
slips, both in terms of the wood and the craftsmanship of the engraving. Yan Heng naturally knew who 
the person who anonymously sent this plaque up the mountain was. 


Most of the silver used to build the "Xuanmen House" was sent together with this plaque. Yan Heng 
didn't know where Hou Yingzhi was or what he was doing. But it's no surprise that he is so rich. 


——Xiaoying is such a determined person, he will succeed no matter what he does. 


QOL 


After that another two years passed. 


On this day, Yan Heng once again stood at the Qingcheng Sect’s graveyard. 
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--Yan Heng had hired a pallbearer from down the mountain to dig up the graves of He Zisheng and his 
fellow disciples, who were buried in the original training ground, and took out the bones and moved 
them to a quiet cemetery in the back of the mountain. 


Yan Heng was now wearing the traditional white costume of the Qingcheng Sect, standing in this 
hillside cemetery, reaching out and touching one of the tombstones. 


This tombstone is quite new in color and seems to have been erected not long ago. It is located next to 
the grave of fifth senior brother Song Dehai. 


Yan Heng gently stroked the tombstone, closing his eyes in silence. The wind blew his white robe 
like a cloud. Only after a long time did he open his eyes and release his palm. 


"| will come back to see you tomorrow." 


He slowly stepped down the hill, his face revealing a loneliness that he never showed in front of his 
disciples. Thirty years had left its mark on Yan Heng's face, making him more stable. However, until now, 
every time he was called "Sect Master", he was comparing himself to his deceased master. 


-- Not yet ...... not yet caught up. 


When he returned to the "Xuanmen Shack" outside, walked to the back of the courtyard where the 
disciples wash clothes, a figure rushed toward him. With that short stature, Yan Heng could tell at a 
glance that it was Ma Jie. 


"Master! Master!" Ma Jie ran to Yan Heng in a rush, his hands were extremely quick. The current 
Ma Jie was equivalent to Yan Heng's age when he first came to Mount Qingcheng, but he already had 
five years of foundation in swordsmanship. As to whether he had the talent of "innate true power", it 
was still too early to tell. But Yan Heng thought that there was hope. 


"What is it?" Yan Heng asked with a frown. At the same time, he looked around and saw no disciple 
outside the Xuanmen Shelter. 
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"Someone has come up the mountain to challenge us!" Ma Jie shouted anxiously, "Master, go to 
the training ground and take a look!" With that, he took Yan Heng's hand and ran back to the training 
ground in front of the Xuan Men Shelter. 


Yan Heng hurriedly followed him, but in his heart, his blood was welling up. 


——Go up to Qingcheng Mountain to challenge. 


Those frightening memories suddenly surfaced in his mind one by one. 


--What's going on? We've only been rebuilding for a short time, who wants to challenge us? Who 
would want to do such a useless thing? 


--ls it because Emei Sect doesn't like our "Bashu Unrivaled" signboard, so they come here? ...... 


When Yan Heng was about to arrive at the training ground, he heard a strange sound. 


His eyes instantly lit up. Yan Heng shook off Ma Jie's hand and ran as fast as he could up to the 
training ground. 


One of the Qingcheng disciples happened to fall down at this very moment, his buttocks sitting 
heavily on the ground, and the blunt iron sword he had been holding flew to the side. 


The remaining seventeen disciples of Yan Heng formed a half circle around one person. Among the 
seventeen, only Shen Xiaowu did not pick up his iron sword. 


——Or should be said, he knew it would be useless if he took it. 


Seeing Yan Heng arriving, Shen Xiaowu immediately shouted: "Master, it's her!" 
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Without him having to say anything, Yan Heng already knew it. 


When you hear that special vibrating sound. 


A graceful figure in red clothes stood with her back to Yan Heng. The leather sheath on the right side of 
her belt held a closed iron fan, and behind her were three flying swords; her white and delicate right 
hand held it diagonally. It has a "Swift Bee Sword" with an extremely thin tip. 


There is an old dog lying beside the training ground, it is Alai, the former hunting dog. 


"Your apprentice is really bad." 


As Tong Jing spoke, she turned around and looked at Yan Heng after a long absence. 


Her face is thinner and more mature than before, but it also makes her facial features more prominent, 
revealing a beauty and strength that she didn't have in the past. Her skin color had also darkened, and 
she wondered where she had been training in the past few years. 


Although Yan Heng was mentally prepared due to the sound of the "Swift Bee Sword", when he first saw 
Tong Jing at this moment, he was still so surprised that he was speechless. 


"Don't waste time." Tong Jing hooked her fingers at Yan Heng and said, "Come on." 


Her speech and behavior gained a sense of boldness, and the shyness of the girl before had 
disappeared. 
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"I'm not kidding." Tong Jing stared at Yan Heng with sharp eyes: "| am here to defeat you, Master Yan of 
the Qingcheng Sword Sect." 


She swung her sword around lightly and added, "Don't be rash. | am much stronger than before." 


Hearing these words, Yan Heng thought back to those years of childish quietness. He finally smiled. 


Yan Heng reached out and took out a blunt iron sword for sparring from a disciple. He waved it lightly 
like Tong Jing, and then asked, "What if you can't beat me today?" 


"Then we'll fight again tomorrow." 


"What if you can't win either?" Yan Heng's smile widened, as if he had returned to his young self. 


"Then we'll fight again the day after tomorrow." 


Tong Jing replied stubbornly. 


"If | can't win the day after tomorrow, I'll fight the day after tomorrow. I'll keep fighting with you." 


A sly smile appeared in her eyes. 


"Every day." 


OOOLD 


After many years, Xi Xiaoyan returned to Wudang Mountain. 
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But he did not go up to the restored Yuzhen Palace or other Taoist temples on the mountain. Instead, he 
went to a small village northwest of the foot of the mountain. 


The village seems to have only been built a few years ago, and the houses are all new. The roads 
between the fields were smooth and clean, and it seemed that a lot of effort had been put into building 
them. 


——And Xing Xiaoyan knew that the people who built the village were all women and children, with only 
a few newly grown men. Xi Xiaoyan, with his hair disheveled, was walking in the fields, overlooking the 
majestic Wudang Mountains. He had obviously never lived in such a rural place, but he felt like he was 
home. 


He did not go into the center of the village, but only wandered around the periphery. At this point he 
saw a group of youngsters playing amongst the haystacks, so he walked over to them. 


The oldest of those children was only thirteen or fourteen years old. It turned out that they were not 
playing, but practicing boxing skills, which were long opening and closing fists. Xi Xiaoyan sat down on 
one of the piles of grass and watched them. 


The boys continued to fight, folding out their moves and practicing them against each other, which 
sometimes turned into jousting. Soon they stopped when they noticed this strange old man with only 
one left hand and an empty right sleeve below the elbow. 


One of them, a relatively strong boy, came forward. 


"Uncle, don't you know the rules? You can't peek at others practicing martial arts.’ 


"| didn't peek." Xi Xiaoyan said with a smile. "I'm looking." 


The sturdy young man rolled his eyes, showing an impatient expression. 
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"What boxing style do you practice?" Xi Xiaoyan asked. 


The teenagers looked at each other. They remembered that Uncle Ling Yuchuan, who provided money 
to help them build their village, said: | teach you boxing skills, and you are not allowed to tell others 
what sect you belong to. So they all shut up. 


The sturdy young man was older. After looking at Xi Xiaoyan for a while, he felt that he looked familiar, 
but he still couldn't remember who it was. 


Xi Xiaoyan stood up from the pile of grass and approached the boy. 


"Punch me." 


The boy stared at his companions behind him. They all called out to encourage him. 


He rubbed his palms together a few times, exhaled, and said, "You told me to hit you." Then he 
started a boxing stance towards Xi Xiaoyan. 


Xi Xiaoyan was only a few feet in front of him, with his left hand hanging motionless. 


The young man shouted and stepped forward, but he was quite smart. The first punch was just a feint, 
and he retracted it halfway, and then he really punched Xi Xiaoyan's chest firmly. 


——|’ll beat you until you’re crawling all over the floor! 


Xi Xiaoyan's left palm cleverly touched the boy's straight elbow. 
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Suddenly, the young man felt that the ground beneath his feet seemed to be shaking. He hurriedly 
moved to maintain his balance, but found that this was just an illusion, and the step he took made him 
fall. 


Xi Xiaoyan grabbed the young man's arm and held him steady. 


The young man had never encountered such a wonderful experience. He was stunned for a long time 
before asking: "Uncle...are you doing martial arts or magic?" 


"Of course it's martial arts." Xi Xiaoyan said. "Genuine martial arts." 


"You... can you teach me?" The sturdy young man asked tentatively. 


Xi Xiaoyan looked at these orphans who did not recognize him. 


He knew there was a long road ahead. But he won't run away. 


"| teach." He said, "As long as you are willing to learn, | will teach." The teenagers cheered excitedly. 


One of them asked Xi Xiaoyan curiously: "Uncle, what kind of martial arts do you belong to?" Xi Xiaoyan 
smiled slightly, squatted down and stretched out his index finger. 


He stretched out his index finger and wrote two words on the soil. 
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Postscript 


On April 1, 2015, in the middle of my journey back to Bangkok from Hua Hin in Thailand, | thought about 
how to write the ending of "The Poetry of Martial Arts Madness". 


My wife and friends often make fun of me. They don’t know what the structure of my brain is. | always 
remember a bunch of weird and trivial things. Come to think of it, maybe this is a quality of being able to 
tell long stories. 


It seems that | remember this incident and my mood at the time very clearly. It was the day | had just 
returned to Hong Kong after a vacation, and | was not in a creative state at all; | didn’t encounter 
anything particularly inspiring during the drive. In short, that mysterious idea appeared in my head 
without warning in the back seat of that ordinary car on that hot sunny afternoon. It was as if God had 
written on a certain timetable that this must happen at that moment. 


| must have looked like a fool at that time: | was so excited that | held my wife’s hand next to me and 
laughed alone; then | couldn’t tell her anything more except that | thought of how to write the ending. 
I'm used to not telling anyone in advance about any important plot, not even my partner. And | didn't 
make any detailed notes about the future of the plot. In other words, if | were to die before the end of 
Poem of the Martial Arts Madness, no one would be able to finish it the way | wanted. | guess | can 
breathe a sigh of relief now (laughs). 


So | remember that day clearly because the overflowing happiness at that time was so strong. However, 
it is one thing to think of how to write it, and another thing to actually write it. As a result, it still took 
me more than two years and several volumes of text to arrange and reach this end. This is one of the 
pains of writing a novel. To describe the feeling, it’s like you have already predicted the jackpot numbers 
for acertain lottery issue in the future, but you have to be very careful to survive until the day when you 
can buy the lottery ticket, to avoid any accidents in the middle, and to ensure that you have enough 
money in your pocket to tell yourself that you won't forget the date, and that you won't be too nervous 
to fill in the wrong number. ...... That's what it's like! 


It's a long time to be anxious and worried. Also, no one can share the burden with you. 


The only difference is that | won't be able to retire like | won the lottery just because | wrote the 
ending (laughs). I've never thought about "retirement" anyway. It's my wish to write until | can't write 
anymore. 
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The last time | finished a long story, Zen, was more than eleven years ago. When | think about it, | 
realize that each of these large-scale novels takes up a large part of my life, and | don't know how many 
more of them | can write. In that case, even if the work isn't really that great, the fact that it's finished is 
definitely great for the author. 


| don't like to talk about my so-called "sad history". The world is full of people who have worked 
hard and suffered, and many of them didn't get the right results. Whenever | think about it, | don't see 
any reason to brag about myself. However, | have to say that before | wrote this book, | was really at a 
low point in my writing career, and when | decided to write a martial arts novel, | was in a mood to go 
for broke, and as a result, Poem of the Martial Maniac, has really turned my life around. This book has a 
special significance for me beyond my work. This is something | never thought of when | first conceived 
it. 


| also didn't think it would be this long. The initial planning of the story was very loose, but during 
the course of the serialization various ideas naturally appeared and attached themselves - just like when 
| said at the beginning how | thought of the ending - and the finished result was so satisfying in my mind 
that | didn't leave anything out that | wanted to express. There is no greater happiness for a writer of 
long works. 


Usually, at the end of a long work, there's always a long thank-you list. Killing Zen also has a long 
thank-you list. But this time I'm not going to thank them all. I've already thanked a lot of people in the 
postscripts of the previous volumes, and I'm sure those of you who didn't mention them will know how 
much | appreciate them. 


| would like to mention only three people. 


The first is one of my long-time readers, Joe. During the lowest point | mentioned earlier, | received 
an email from him in which he said to me: "You are born to write novels." To get through the lowest 
point, sometimes people actually don't need any help. All it takes is someone who understands and 
believes in you to say a word to you. You want to prove that they are right. 


The second one is my senior brother Chen Haoyang. Without this martial arts idiot by my side to push 
me all the time, my martial arts journey might have ended in vain at a certain point. Without the deeper 
understanding of martial arts, especially weapons, in those years, even if "The Poems of Martial Arts 
Madness" were written, it would be very different from what it is now. 
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The third one is my wife Xinxin. . | don't know how to describe my gratitude to the person who is closest 
to me because | don't know where to start. Anyway, thank you for everything. 


When | wrote the words "The book is complete" on the manuscript paper that day, | didn't have any 
strong feelings. | thought it was because | was too tired at the time. But after a few days of digestion, | 
still found that the biggest gift | got from writing this book is that | can concentrate on challenging new 
things. 


Qiao Jingfu 


January 12, 2018 
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